Friendship, Fantasy and Fast Food
By Jayran Mansouri
A Note to the Reader:
This story is set on a small island nation called Ellophene (pronounced to rhyme with cellophane), where humans are practically a minority, what with all the elves and fairies and dwarfs and trolls running around. 

The currency is called 'Glogli' and the island is run by the monarchy-the king is basically the big boss and what he says goes. There's only two schools on Ellophene, and only three thousand people. (Remember, “people” can run the gamut from fairies and pixies to elves, gods and giants, and all sorts of combinations) Also, there are drugs of some description.

Oh, most of the elves are like those found in Santa's workshop. (Little people with pointy ears) The other kind (ie, the human-sized, wise, spiritual, noble, all-around special and insufferable things) do not feature in this story. 

1
The elves would be wearing those little green hats, the dwarfs would be wearing battle outfits and the fairies would be wearing those elaborate dress-like things that no one who wasn't a fairy knew how to put on. Kemsyt Leviticus, being a normal mundane human, would be wearing jeans and a T shirt to school on Multicultural Day. Oh well. At least it would be a welcome break from the normal school uniform. Because it was designed for elves, Kemsyt had to get the uniform in size twenty when all his other clothes were size twelvet  Do you mean twelve?. None of his friends knew this yet, and Kemsyt intended to keep it that way. After putting on baggy jeans and a striped shirt, Kemsyt went to get breakfast. True to character, he was late. His little brother Adolph and his father were already there. So was Tilly, his guardian. As Kemsyt hurried down the stairs as fast as he could without falling down them, the guards turned to look at him as if to say, “How dare the future King of Ellophene be late to breakfast?”  Funny.
Darius Leviticus, Kemsyt's father, gave him a look. As King of Ellophene, his appearance carried a degree of regal elegance, despite the fact that he was short, stocky and muscular. He also had blond hair and black eyes, which is a common combination on Ellophene. He was very well respected as a king. Okay, a bit of an infodump here. Try to incorporate this is by showing us his eyes when they narrow in ager, or his hair when he run his hands through it? Do you get what I mean? Readers want to see, not be told.
The thing is, he wasn't going to be king for much longer. He wasn't going to die or anything, it was just the law. You weren't allowed to rule as a monarch for more than twenty years, and now that Darius was forty, it was time to resign and hand the torch over; hopefully to Kemsyt. 

“Kemsyt, you're going to be late for school,” said Darius.
“No. He's not going to be late for school” Tilly said. She was a goddess, so she could read the future. Tilly was guarding Kemsyt because when you're destined to be king, people tend to want to kill you. She was there to stop that happening. She also went to high school with Kemsyt.

“But he will stop at the corner store on the way to buy drugs,” Tilly continued.

“Yeah, just as long as you don't spend all your Glogli at once,” said Darius, gulping down his tea. As Kemsyt finished his cereal, he hurried to his room to grab his bag. He hurriedly You used hurried too many times. Try: 
He quickly packed his lunch…” etc. packed his lunch and books before going downstairs. 

“Are we all ready?” he asked. 

“I've been ready for ages” Adolph complained. Adolph was never late. He was also some kind of kid genius, but Kemsyt personally didn't see what made Adolph so smart. The fairy genes in the family certainly showed up more on Adolph, which made him more sensitive and empathetic than usual, but aside from that he was just Kemsyt's annoying little brother. 

“Bye!” said Tilly as the threesome went out the door. The high school was only a kilometer away so Kemsyt, Tilly and Adolph walked to school every day. 

“If we're quick, we can stop off at the corner store and grab some drugs” said Kemsyt. 

“You know how long that takes!” Adolph said. 

“Well” said Tilly loftily.. “Seeing as you're going to get there on time anyway, I don't see what all the fuss is about.” I think I like Tilly.
“It's ten past eight already,” Adolph told her. I think “complained”  or “whined” would fit better here, but if you don’t want to change it that’s fine.
“I can always stop time,” Tilly said. Okay, I personally believe that “said” is not your friend. Use it as little as possible. Maybe try “continued” or something. “Let's go”

Kemsyt had a lot of respect for Old Grundwarner, the  We will assume he’s old by his nickname; you don’t have to tell us.man who ran the corner store. He had known him since he first started using drugs three years ago. Because Kemsyt didn't have much natural magical ability, he had to use drugs. Well, he didn't have to, but they certainly made things more interesting. Drugs on Ellophene give you greater magical skills. However, drugs only got you so far-like with any magical gift, you needed to work to develop it to its potential. 

“Ah, hello, my Kemsyt!” said Old Grundwarner. His voice was gravelly and he hobbled unsteadily with a walking stick. “Shouldn't you be at school?”

“I've just stopped time, dude,” Hmm, dude seems a little… American Teen for this place. Tilly announced. Old Grundwarner stared apprehensively up at her. Tilly could be rather intimidating because she was only slightly smaller than a half-giant. She could also come off as rather abrasive and superior, even though she was anything but.

Adolph was fiddling with some bottles. “Kemsyt needs to be able to use magic in combat,” Tilly said. 

“Ah, duelling!” said Old Grundwarner, a smile crossing his crinkled face. “Such a skill is largely developed by years of gruelling hard work and practice. It's something no drug can do for you. However, since Kemsyt lacks the magic genetics, I can recommend these pills here. Take one every night and then immediately start practicing...” 

“Yeah, thanks” said Kemsyt, giving Old Grundwarner some Glogli. He studied the bottle. It was small, pink and cute. 

“Guys, I just un-paused time,” Tilly said. Again with the “said. Try “informed them.” “We've got to go now.”

“Couldn't you hold it a little longer?” moaned Kemsyt, waving goodbye to Old Grundwarner. 

“There's a whole big world to take care of” Tilly said. “I see all of it, all the time. Even though you're my project, it's easy to get distracted. You'll understand someday. To even hold time for a minute is a big ask. But I'm willing to do it for you; I get paid to guard you.” 

“Yeah, can you slow down? Not everyone can walk that fast,” Kemsyt complained. Kemsyt was on the stocky side and he was a little pudgy. People said he looked like his father-he even had the same blond hair and black eyes. Adolph must have taken after their mother, because he was small and delicate looking with pink hair. But their mother had died twelve years ago, when Kemsyt was three, so there was no way of knowing for sure.

They got there in the nick of time. Unfortunately, they forgot that assembly was at the beginning of the day, so they tried to rush from their normal form classes to assembly as inconspicuously as possible, while teachers gave them disapproving classes Disapproaving classes? What does that mean?. Luckily, there was still the general morning chatter going on, so it wasn't really noticeable. After a few minutes, Mr. Movren, the principal walked to the lectern. “Please stand to sing the school song,” he commanded. Grudgingly, the students stood. There were a few groans and mumbles. 

“Sit down again,” Mr Movren said. “We stand with silence at this school. Let's try again. Please stand.”

This time, there was silence as the school collectively stood up and started singing the school song. At Ellophene High, singing the school song was an interesting occurrence. The dwarves had little squeaky voices, the giants had big deep voices, and the trolls couldn't really sing, so they just contributed an underlying rumbling sound. Kemsyt didn't sing at all, because he cared too much about other people's ears and his own reputation. After the ordeal, the kids were ordered to sit down again. 

“Multicultural day is a celebration of the cosmopolitan society of Ellophene,” intoned Mr Movren, with the same tone of voice a doctor might use to say, “The patient is dead.”

“However, our society is not without its flaws. Humans are oft-discriminated against, despite the fact that our King Darius is human. There have been talks of sending humans to other countries and reserving Ellophene for non-conventional species”

Alberic Brown, the local bully, clapped. He was a wizard who looked down on mundane old humans. Today he was wearing a big black cloak.

“Of course, with the rise of the drug trade we must also question the ethical issues surrounding injecting the mundanes with substances designed to give them characteristics of other species through unnatural means,” continued Mr Movren. 

“Banish the mundane!” yelled Alberic. Mr. Movren turned his glance to Alberic. His eyes were dark yet piercing. Who’s eyes, Mr. Movren’s or Alberic’s?
“Alberic, please meet me in my office after this assembly. Such comments contravene the spirit of Multicultural Day.”

Mr. Movren droned on for what seemed like a day, and then assembly was over. Alberic managed to make his way over to Kemsyt and hiss, “After school!” which of course is shorthand for “I challenge you to a fight after school.”

“Hm, whatever,” mumbled Kemsyt. He had a whole day of school to get through, and what was happening after school didn't feature highly on his agenda. 

After the assembly it was morning tea time. Kemsyt, Adolph and Tilly always sat together, and they were often joined by the two of their other friends, Eleanora Jones and Claudius Thompson, who were in the year above Kemsyt. They were unofficially called 'The Two Wise Persons of Non-Specific Gender'. Claudius (who was a wizard) was probably Kemsyt's best friend, and he always helped the rest of the gang with their maths homework, because he was simply phenomenal at maths. Eleanora was Claudius's maybe-girlfriend and helped the gang with their Elvish homework. Eleanora could speak Elvish like a real elf, which is supposed to be impossible if you aren't, you know, an elf. She was half dwarf and one-eighth angel, though. Together, Claudius and Eleanora were famous for being the smartest people in all of Ellophene. 

“I'm leaving at the end of the year,” Claudius announced, rather suddenly. 

There was a shocked silence. “You mean you're dropping out of school?” said an incredulous Kemsyt. 

“No,” said Claudius patiently. “I'm going to university in Americ.”

“But what shall become of the Two Wise Persons of Non-Specific Gender?” demanded Eleanora dramatically. 

“Well, we'd still be the Two Wise Persons. One of us will just be in America,” Claudius explained. 

“That is very true,” Tilly commented. 

Alberic came along to break the tension. “Yo, after school!” he reminded Kemsyt.

“What-ever” replied Kemsyt, trying to sound as bored and unaffected as possible. When the bell rang, Adolph noticed that, “Eleanora is sad.”  Okay, awkward phrasing. You might want to fix that.
“Well, me and Claudius have done everything together since we were little children,” explained Eleanora. “I can't imagine life without Claudius.”

“I can't imagine life without Claudius either, really,” said Kemsyt. Claudius and Kemsyt had been bosom buddies in their childhood, but now they seemed to have drifted apart. As the bell rang, they went their separate ways. 

“Claudius knows that you're going to be King,” Tilly commented as she and Kemsyt made their way to Dwarfish 

“Yeah? Well why is he running off to America?”

“That's at the end of the year,” Tilly explained. “Friendship is fluid and ever-changing. It must be.”

Fifteen years ago, two anxious parents are waiting in a hospital room with their toddler child, waiting for the diagnosis that could mean everything. Their three-year-old son is playing with a fluffy pink elephant from the toy box in the corner. The atmosphere is tense and somewhat lonely. They can't afford to lose this child. 
When the doctor comes in, the father, Jack, stands straight up. He is a tall wizard in a black cloak, and this makes him look quite intimidating. 
“I'm so sorry,” the doctor said grimly. “We did everything we could.”
The mother starts to cry. “Please, tell us what's wrong.”
The doctor takes a deep breath. “There's no easy way to tell you this” he says. “But our tests have confirmed that your child has Down's syndrome and will not be able to use magic in the conventional way of the wizards.” 
“But if the child cannot use magic she will never bring greatness to the race of wizards,” Jack complains.  This seems an odd time to be complaining.
“Of course, you are under no obligation to keep the child,” the doctor said casually. “It's just a quick injection, she won't feel anything. Do you want to take that option?”
“Do not think of a green cat” commanded Mr. Turner, the wizardry teacher. Kemsyt could 
never understand the logic behind not focusing on something, because then he would focus on not focusing on it and thereby be unable to get the thing out of his head. 

“This is an exercise in the ways of magic. The real secret to magic is to not think of anything in particular-of course, when one tries not to think one ends up thinking,” Mr. Turner continued. How could you not think? Kemsyt's mind wandered to what he was going to eat after school. It was after lunchtime and he was hungry already. 

“Kemsyt, you're thinking too much,” Tilly admonished him. 

“I can't not think!” wailed Kemsyt.

“Don't lie,” Tilly replied. Kemsyt tried once again to clear his mind, but it was hopeless. He wasn't a wizard, he was a human. Even with the drugs. 

“Before you can access magic you must be at peace with the world and in balance with the harmonies in nature,” Mr. Turner was saying. “Your mind must be clear. Like a baby's that's just been born.”

That was easier to focus on. Kemsyt tried to pretend he was a newborn baby with no preconceived thoughts. He thought it worked for a flashing second, but that was just the problem-he started thinking again. Who knew thinking could be so complicated? Kemsyt has a way of forgetting everything from homework to where he left his shoes, but he was too over-conscious to access magic. He couldn't be more relieved when the bell rang to signal last period. That is, until he realized that he had a Dwarfish vocabulary (Unless you’re writing in first person, you have to use proper grammar) test that had completely slipped his mind. 

Jack thinks carefully. This is not an easy decision for him to make. This child may be of no use to the wizards, but she is his daughter nonetheless. Finally, he reaches a decision. “Give her the lethal injection,” he says resignedly. What choice does he have? His wife starts to cry. The little boy looks up. “Daddy, what's happening to Simplicity?” he asks. 
“Look, kid. We've got to say goodbye to her.”
“NO!” the child yells. “Please.”
“I'm sorry,” Jack says. “It's out of our contro.l”Okay, a little confused as to how this fits in, That’s good though. It makes me want to keep reading.
Kemsyt, Tilly, Adolph, Eleanora and Claudius always walked home together because they lived close to each other. “We can escape Alberic if we hide in the locker room after a bit, then go out the back way.” said Claudius when the final bell had rang Word says that’s supposed to be “ringed,” but honestly I’m not sure… and they had met together. 

“Unless we want to fight him,” Eleanora pointed out.
“Which we don't,” Adolph said. “Violence doesn't solve anything.”

So they headed to the locker room, hiding amongst the stampede of kids who couldn't wait to get out of school. 

“Kemsyt,” said Tilly. “You do know that you are quite capable of beating up Alberic?”

“Mm. Yeah, right,” replied Kemsyt. 

“Do you question me?” Tilly asked. 

They waited for about ten minutes, and then went back outside, checking the coast was clear. Should be “…checking to see if the coast was clear.” Or “…checking the caost; it was clear.” They went out of Ellophene High past the block of social studies classrooms, thereby making sure to evade Alberic. Kemsyt had made it through another school day. 

When Kemsyt, Adolph and Tilly got back to the palace, Darius was all ready for interrogation. He started fairly innocuously, with a, “How was school today?”

“Eh,” said Kemsyt. He’s starting to come off as Emo. It was school, for crying out loud. It wasn't going to be outrageously riveting nor inhumanely torturous (though Kemsyt thought it erred on the side of the latter). I can agree with that.
“How were Eleanora and Claudius?”

“Fine.”

“Claudius is going to university next year,” Adolph added.
“And I officially suck at wizardry,” Kemsyt said. 

“Oh? Well, there's an operation you can get done that will turn you into a wizard” Darius said. “Not that I support that nonsense of course. But it's your choice.”

“Kemsyt doesn't need any hotsy-totsy newfangled operation,” Tilly injected.

“My thoughts exactly,” agreed Darius, but Kemsyt was thinking something quite different. Suppose he could go behind his father's back and get the operation done? Somehow get the Glogli out of his bank account by locating his bank card?

“You can't hide anything from me.” Tilly reminded him. 

“Could you stop reading my mind?”

“I rarely read your mind.”

“Oh?”

“It's true. I actually really try hard not to.”

“Why's that?” demanded Kemsyt.
“It's not mine.” Tilly replied simply.

