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Domni


Colavaer wrapped her cape tighter around her body with shivering fingers.  They had woken early the next morning in the rain and had decided that they had better start off since there was no way any of them would be able to go back to sleep in rain.  Now midmorning, the rain had only gotten worse, much wore.  It came down in heavy sheets almost painfully hitting the traveling companions’ bodies.  All of them were soaked despite the fact that all but Yanene, Allake, and Silphan had oiled capes that were supposed to be waterproof.  As for the others who didn’t, Yanene had used her magic to shrink her size and was sitting on Colavaer’s shoulder under the princess’s hood, spouting out streams of fraises in what Colavaer recognized as the fairy tongue.  Allake and Silphan, their waterproof cloaks in their saddlebags at the town were both obviously miserable and thoroughly soaked, Silphan more so because he didn’t even have the somewhat thick cloak Allake apparently always wore and had offered to Silphan almost five times now.  The two moved at a fast walk in front of Colavaer’s horse, closely together to share what warmth they could and Silphan, like Yanene, was spouting out harsh fraises in a multiple languages Colavaer had never even heard of.  Xanthia and Thanithen, not able to fly with wet wings, walked on either side of Windwisp and were probably the driest in the group.  Both were huddled tightly in some thickly woven material that seamed to actually keep them dry and were the envy of the rest of the group.


Colavaer looked ahead of Windwisp’s head and tried vainly to make out Damon in the distance.  With all the rain she could barely see a foot in front of her horse.  Shifting slightly, she resisted rubbing her sore and wet rump and tried to find a comfortable position in her saddle.  She felt Yanene thread her fingers in Colavaer’s braided hair to help keep her balance during the princess’s movement.  Suddenly inspiration struck her and she grinned in her sudden cleverness.

Shifting once more she took her hands out of her sleeve and chose her target.  Silphan, she decided, was as good as any, and being the wettest she figured he deserved it.  Colavaer opened her mouth to give the half-elf some warning when she thought better of it and decided to make it a surprise.  She pulled Windwisp to a stop and the hierastans and Elody stopped also, giving her inquiring looks.  Carefully she made the air above Silphan’s head so dense that it was tangible.  Silphan stopped in confusion when the rain stopped hitting his head and cautiously looked up.  The rain was visibly hitting a spot above his head and then sliding off an edge to fall to the ground but the wind was still causing the rain to hit Silphan’s face.  Colavaer spread the air shield out and down so the dome covered Silphan’s head and shoulders.  The rain was still hitting most of Silphan’s body though.  Colavaer frowned in concentration.  Allake was now under the dome with his mate and was studying her weaves in curiosity.  As the elf moved out from under it to see the outside and Colavaer adjusted it once more to make the edges go upward to catch the rain that was being blown at an angle.  The rain built up in the bowl like structure until it over flowed and spilled over the edge though it never touched Silphan.  Colavaer allowed herself a pleased smile and released her magic, thinking the weave would hold without her having to sustain it.  

As soon as she released her hold the weave dispersed and a huge bowl full of water splashed on poor Silphan’s head.  Silphan gasped in surprise, Allake took a step back as he too was startled and Colavaer clamped a hand over her mouth in horror.  Yanene was squealing with laughter, the hierastans regarded Silphan with pity and Elody seemed pleased at the half-elf’s misfortune.

“Oh, Gods, Silphan, that wasn’t supposed to happen!  I’m terribly sorry, I was trying to help.”

“Thanks anyway,” Silphan said loudly over the rain with forced pleasantness as he wiped his eyes and looked down at himself with a pained expression.  If there was a place on him that was dry earlier, it certainly was not anymore.  He ran a hand over his face and gathered himself before continuing his walk down the road.  Allake once again tried to offer his cloak only to be rebuffed again, this time harshly by the annoyed and miserable half-elf.  Allake wisely did not force the matter.

They had been moving again when out of nowhere Silphan suddenly tripped over a tree root on the edge of the road and stumbled, only saved from falling by Allake catching hold of his arm and hauling him back up.  Yanene’s giggles started all over again and Colavaer and Elody pulled their mounts to a stop, making sure he was all right.

“I’m s-sorry,” Silphan got out between chattering teeth.  He reached up to brush strands of soaked hair out of his eyes before continuing.  “I’m so c-cold I c-can b-barely walk s-straight.”  Colavaer studied the situation for a moment before holding her hand out to Silphan and taking her foot out of her stirrup without hesitation.  It was the least she could do for the elf who seemed to be having a streak of bad luck.

“Here,” she told him before Allake could physically forced his cloak on the poor fellow.  “Ride with me for a while.  You’re not that heavy and Windwisp can handle double.”

Silphan began to protest, but Colavaer, then Allake, persisted and Silphan was behind her in no time, wet hands wrapped around her waist for balance.  

“So,” she said casually over her shoulder to the half-elf, trying to get his mind off of how cold he was and blocking Yanene’s quieting laughter.  “Why wasn’t Allake concerned with your age?”  Silphan chuckled weakly from behind her.  “I do guess that I was right.”

“Oh, y-yes, you w-were right.  If I w-weren’t such a d-dolt I would have f-figured it out b-by myself.”

“Oh?”

Silphan made an affirmative sound.  “I d-didn’t think that m-my life s-span would be at l-least h-half, but no w-where near a f-full elf’s.  He s-said our d-difference in blood m-made up for the d-difference in our years.”

“See,” Colavaer said false arrogantly, “I told you there was a good reason.”  Silphan chuckled again.  “How did you two meet anyway?”

Silphan told stories about his life for a while during which Colavaer was happy to just listen.  Not even a full day with her two new friends and Colavaer knew what to expect out of them in normal behavior.  Apparently Silphan was the talkative and open one of the two, while Allake was obviously one of the mysterious and secretive by nature types.  

Silphan stopped talking when his teeth chattering got to the point were the stuttering was so bad he couldn’t understand himself.  Colavaer sent out her thoughts to Damon who was ridding ahead with Collin, trying to find some sort of shelter.  “Anything yet?” she asked hopefully, for what was probably around the seventh time.


“Would you quit asking me that!” Damon responded with venom.  Colavaer bristled with resentment and knew Damon felt it from her also.  “Kitten,” his tone softened considerably, “I will tell you when I see something.  I swear it.”


“I know.  I’m sorry for bothering you.  I just hate being in the rain though!”  Colavaer slumped her shoulders unexpectedly, causing Yanene to slip off and only not falling to the ground because she got caught in the folds of Colavaer’s hood.


“Oh!  I’m sorry Yanene!” Colavaer hastened to apologize to the fairy who was climbing out of the folded pouch and make her way back to Colavaer’s shoulder.


“Daki yash, HUMAN!”  Yanene pinched Colavaer’s ear.


“Ouch!  Yanene!  I said I was sorry!”  Colavaer reached inside her hood to rub her assaulted ear just as Damon contacted her with good news.  From behind her she could feel Silphan chuckling—or trying to.


“Colavaer!” Damon’s voice came with an excited quality to it.  “We found a cottage down a trail in the trees, or rather Collin did.  Either the owner will let us stay there because of who you are or our gold.  Probably both.  Hurry and catch up; I don’t want you out in the rain longer than necessary.”


Colavaer rolled her eyes at Damon’s constant concern for her wellbeing, but quickly relayed the message to her much-relieved companions.  Thanithen and Xanthia took off their cloaks took to the air, saying they could fly the short distance to the cottage before their wings became too wet.  Silphan still rode double with Colavaer while Allake joined Elody and they made for Damon at a canter.  Once they rendezvoused with Colavaer’s bonded and Collin, they made their way down a barely seen trail, which led off the road and into the thickness of the trees.


The trail lead to a small clearing where the hierastans rejoined the group and a small cottage in the center.  The small house was in mint condition with flower gardens surrounding both it and a rock path to the front door.  The blue shutters were thrown open and looked newly painted with blue curtains on the other side of the window.  Standing on the small porch was a robed figure.  Colavaer couldn’t make out the details to the figure from her distance, but she thought it looked like a woman.  A woman who seemed to be waiting for them.


Even though Colavaer couldn’t see the women, it didn’t mean the sharp elven eyes of Allake couldn’t and she watched as he squinted repeatedly after an initial gasp of shock as if he couldn’t believe his eyes.  He finally smiled and jumped off Elody’s horse to run towards the figure.


“Ulna!  You old witch, you’re still alive?” he shouted to the figure who he embraced when he reached her.  Colavaer gasped.  Ulna was the name of Shirrill’s Sorceress mother, this couldn’t be the same Ulna, could it?  She felt Silphan stiffen behind her, then swear with venom.  The half-elf slid from the back of her horse to hang back until he was walking at the rear of the group.  Did he know Ulna also?


As Colavaer got closer to the house, she saw that it was indeed the same Sorceress Ulna she had met years ago.  She looked exactly the same with her brown hair cut short in the front and long in the back, her attention drawing sharp, beak of a nose, and her bird like eyes.


“It is good to see you again, child,” Ulna said warmly, when Colavaer dismounted and went to stand before her.  Damon walked up to stand by her side while the others were crowded behind her. 

Colavaer nodded slightly in acknowledgement, putting a tighter grip on Windwisp’s reins when she started fidgeting.  Xanthia wordlessly came and took the reins from her so she could focus on Ulna.  Colavaer gave her a smile of thanks.

“Sorceress Ulna,” Colavaer greeted with a genuine smile.  Ulna’s arm was linked with Allake’s; the two were obviously good friends.  “It is good to see you also.

To Colavaer’s surprise, Ulna gave her a hug also and when they parted Colavaer’s cloths were once again warm and dry.  She noticed Allake’s were also.  “You look well, though wet.  Here.”  The Sorceress brought up her free hand and the rain cut off.  Colavaer gaped, how had she done that?  Yanene’s head poked out and then the rest of her followed, returning to normal size, when she had made sure it was not raining.  “Close your mouth child, I started it, so I can stop it.  I saw no other way to get you here without chasing you down personally and I’m to old for that.”

Ulna looked around at her companions.  “You travel with unusual friends, child,” she remarked.  “Two hierastans, a human, two elves, an old friend of mine,” she spared a fond glance for Allake before returning to studying Colavaer’s friends.  “A fairy, and a-” Ulna cut off when her gaze reached a glowering Silphan, her face turning to a shocked expression then an unreadable neutral.  The two stood staring at each other until Ulna stiffened and broke the silence between them.  She turned abruptly to go into her house, dragging Allake along with her saying, “Please come in, all of you.  You can tether the horses on the porch rail and Lily will take care of them.  She’s my adopted child and she’s very good with horses.”  Colavaer shrugged and followed Ulna and the elf.

“Thank you, Sorceress,” she said graciously, then turned quickly when she heard Collin curse in surprise.  He was completely dry and standing on the inside of the porch.  Elody came onto the porch next and the water vanished also.  The act was repeated for everyone except Silphan who didn’t seem surprised when the favor didn’t apply to him.  

“Ulna,” she spoke up politely when they were inside the warm and cozy kitchen of the sorceress’s house.  They all began sitting down at table.  Silphan was still dripping wet, shivering, and standing in the doorway so he wouldn’t get anything else wet.  “Would you dry off Silphan, please.  I would do it myself, but I don’t know how.” 

“Don’t bother, Colavaer,” Silphan said, forcing down anger and glad his teeth had stopped their infernal chattering.  “She wouldn’t help me if her own life depended on it.”  At those words something in Ulna seemed to snap. 

“How dare you come here!” she hissed to the half-elf.  Colavaer’s eyes widened.  Apparently the two did know each other.  Oh dear.
“Believe me, I wouldn’t have if I knew you where here!” Silphan shot back something in him braking loose also.

“‘Oh, dear’, indeed,” Damon echoed in her mind.

“Ulna,” Allake took Ulna’s hand and motioned to Silphan, obviously confused at the harsh words between him and his friend.  “How do you know my chosen—”

 “Your chosen!” Ulna said with anger in her voice.  She turned to Allake with fire in her eyes.  “Allake, you chose this, this—” she spat something out in elven and Allake’s eyes widened as Silphan snarled at Ulna and while Colavaer wondered what in the heavens was going on.  And what Ulna had just called Silphan.  She would have to ask about that, later.  She exchanged confused looks with Damon.

“I don’t know what this is about, but I think you should intervene.  You are the authority in this group, and we shouldn’t let this go too far,” Xanthia sent to her through Damon.  Damon quickly seconded the motion.

Colavaer agreed.  “Um,” she spoke up uncertainly.  “Exactly what is—”

Ulna ran right over her, her attention on Silphan again.  “You said you would never come to me again!  I would have forgiven you two hundred years ago.  How dare you show up now!”  There were red sparks of magic sparking from her hands.  She must have been really upset to lose control of her magic in that way.  Colavaer embraced her own magic incase Ulna lost control of her own.

Silphan was now rigid with anger and glaring with all his might at the sorceress.  “Nice to see you too, Mother!”  Allake’s jaw dropped and his eyes became in danger of popping out, Colavaer was not doing much better.  The realization came to her that Silphan was also Shirrill’s half-brother though Shirrill said she was an only child.  Allake looked incredulously at Silphan, mouthing “Mother?” silently.

Silphan made a show of glancing at Ulna’s hands.  “What?” he sneered,  “Are you now going to strike me down too?”

“He deserved that!” she screamed at him.  “He forced me to!”

“He only wanted—”

“QUIET!”  Allake had his hands on his hips and was glaring at the both of them.  Silphan’s mouth shut with a snap, but that didn’t stop Ulna.

“What he wanted didn’t—”

“Ulna Azaya, I said quiet!  You are almost three hundred and fifty years old and a trained Sorceress and you are acting as a human toddler!  I know how emotional humans are but I expect more out of you, child.”  Ulna started and looked guiltily at Allake.  “Sorry, Lord Allake,” she muttered meekly.  Colavaer couldn’t believe this.  The great Sorceress Ulna had just been reprimanded by Allake and acted as though he had every right to reprimand her.  Her two newest members to her group certainly had interesting pasts.

“Now, I’m not sure what has happened between you two, but we will discuss this later.  Only the three of us and later.”  Allake looked at Silphan, his gaze hardening considerably.  “Your mother?”

Silphan shrugged.  “So, now we are even,” he said in a dead panned voice.  Allake glared at him.

“Never mind what I said earlier, though we will talk later, I want to talk to you.  Now.”  Allake turned his glare on Ulna and the sorceress winced—winced!—then chose a spot off to her right to study with intensity.  “Dry him off,” he ordered then went through a door to another room and a now dry Silphan reluctantly followed, giving Ulna periodic glares.

Colavaer couldn’t help feeling sorry for Silphan and the elf.  They had just got back on the right track when another rift formed between them the very next day.  She hoped it wasn’t her bringing them in to join her that would slit them apart.  Being with her seemed to bring up things that were best buried.  Or perhaps that was for the best.  It would be helpful in the war if all emotional situations were taken care of.  So far it seemed Allake and Silphan had quite a few.  She turned back to Ulna, who had efficiently regained her composure and had a false smile on her face.

“How do you and Allake know each other?” she asked, wanting to, but not daring to ask what her relationship with Silphan was.  Ulna chuckled.

“We met when I was a child, but that is a tale all by its self.  We need to discus why you are here.”
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