Chapter 3

When L’ira turned ten, life aboard the Bearer changed again with the induction of two new cabin boys. Davien and Aeroan were ten and eleven respectively and Ryden was convinced that they were ready to go sailing with him. The two boys bounded aboard convinced that they had been ready a long time ago. Ryden’s youngest, Lon, was to stay in Varei though he wished he could come along as well.


“Who’s that?” Aeroan asked the first time he saw L’ira.


Drait looked up from his work to let his gaze skim across the deck to where Toar was instructing L’ira. “That’s our lucky charm, L’ira,” he explained. “She sails with us.”


Aeroan watched her for another moment, a thoughtful look on his face. Davien shrugged, uncertain whether or not she was significant and promptly shouted across the deck with all his ten-year-old charm: “Hey, L’ira! Want to be friends?”


L’ira looked up, startled and passed the question along to Toar. There was a brief discussion between teacher and pupil before she called back: “I’m busy right now. Can we be friends later?”


By the end of that day L’ira had shown them how to get to the way up to the crow’s nest, the best way to sneak down to the cargo hold to escape anyone looking for them and had firmly cemented herself as a cohort to the mischievous Davien. Aeroan took longer to win over.

He had a stronger sense of restraint as the result of being the eldest son and he felt his rank more keenly than his brother did. Davien was allowed all the honors of a child of Ryden and had full run of the ship, but it was Aeroan who had all the responsibility and was brought into the more adult (and boring) parts of ship life. 


Both he and L’ira shadowed their teachers, Ryden and Taor, as the adults conducted their business. Some of the appointments seemed to last forever to their young minds and they began to play silent games with each other to pass the time. Most days, no one would notice what they did. Then suddenly Aeroan might burst out laughing and everyone would turn to face him while L’ira looked down at the floor, an impish gleam in her eyes. Taor would glance at her sharply and the rest of the meeting would go uneventfully, though both L’ira and Aeroan would wear barely contained smiles until they were dismissed. Once out the door, L’ira was off and running with Davien again and Aeroan was off to the side.


To all eyes, L’ira and Davien appeared the closer. They were the ones that ran the length of the ship together and got into more trouble than Danic and Alrien could keep them out of. But there was a silent understanding between Aeroan and L’ira that kept the older boy hanging in the background, sharing in the punishments and the laughs, even if he never stepped foot out of line.


The years rolled by like waves on the sea, ever changing yet constantly the same. The three of them grew up before the eyes of the crew, though they hardly saw the changes in themselves. At fourteen, Aeroan’s voice had begun to deepen and both he and Davien had grown several inches in the past year, passing L’ira in height. L’ira had slimmed as she’d grown, leaving her girlhood figure far behind and all three of them had a new confidence in their stride. Long months at sea had stripped away some of the children in them, but they could only stare in shock as the only change that they saw was how the world reacted to them.


“Go ahead,” Toar repeated, returning L’ira’s stunned gaze with a calmness that only sent her into further shock. “You’re quite old enough to check the security stones on your own.”


L’ira swallowed and glanced around the crowded seaside tavern. Most of their party had already taken a seat and Aeroan and Davien were busy with an old dartboard in the far corner. She had followed Toar a little to the side expecting them to head for the bar where the tavern’s security stones were kept as they usually did. His request threw consistency to the wind so that she was uncertain if walking still entailed setting one foot in front of the other.


“Sir,” L’ira addressed her teacher. “Haven’t you always said that some things are too important to be handled by an apprentice?”


Toar settled her
 arms over his chest, fighting back a smile. A year ago she’d been itching to get out on her own, now when she was almost ready, she hung back, unsure. “Yes, I did,” he answered.


“And wouldn’t you say that the security of the Visaden Lord and two of his sons is one of those things?” She nodded toward Lord Ryden.


“You’re not going to be an apprentice much longer.” He stepped halfway out of the aisle between tables in order to let a passing gentleman through. “You’d best get used to doing things like this.”


L’ira’s mouth dropped open. “What are you talking about? I don’t get my certification until I’m twenty-five.”


“Most mages don’t,” Toar corrected. He shrugged. “But most mages don’t start their training at three-years-old. Now go.”


L’ira moved off quickly, not wanting to know what new surprise would come if she protested further.


Aeroan watched her go, fingering the darts waiting in his hands. He was too far away to hear whatever had passed between her and Toar, but he could see the falter in her step and the quick glance back over her shoulder. 


Davien chucked a dart at the board, looking at Aeroan and then at L’ira. “What’s with you lately?” he asked, turning back to the board.


Aeroan eyed him sharply. “What do you mean?”


“You’re always complaining about getting in trouble, but you never just leave us to it anymore.” Davien threw another dart and glared at it as it landed outside where he wanted it. Retrieving his darts, he let Aeroan step forward to take his turn.


“I do not complain,” was all his brother had to say. 


Davien rolled his eyes.


Aeroan tossed out two darts quickly and paused to take more careful aim with the third. “And it’s not like you two get into half the things you used to.” The last dart thudded into the corkboard. Aeroan turned to grin impishly at Davien. “You’re getting positively mature.” Satisfied with Davien’s returning glower, he moved forward to pull the darts from the board.


“And what about the fact that you can’t say two words to her anymore without your tongue tripping over your teeth?” Davien returned.


Aeroan stopped what he was doing to look at him coldly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


“Translation?” Davien swaggered toward him. “You do know and you don’t want to say so.” He paused, relishing what he believed to be a victory. “You like her,” he egged. 

Aeroan looked away and Davien tried to keep the astonishment from his face. “Seas… You do like her! I can’t believe it. Why didn’t you tell me?”

His brother put a hand on his shoulder to stop him, nodding toward the bar. A man seated on one of the stools there had caught a hold of L’ira’s arm as she passed and was turning her around to face him. 

Davien registered the concern on Aeroan’s face and nodded. “Let’s go.”

Across the tavern, Danic and Alrien saw the man at the bar at the same time. Toar looked up as they stood up from the table and a moment later, he, Ryden and Camser threaded their way through the crowd to get to L’ira, close on the heels of Danic and Alrein.

“Come on, Sweetheart,” the man pleaded with L’ira, obviously drunk. “Sit down a minute. What’s your name?”

L’ira stared at him, drawing as far back as he would allow her. “Please let go.” She murmured, twisting her arm out of his grasp. He shifted to grab her wrist with his other hand as she broke free.

“What’s your name?” he repeated, slurring the words together. “Why don’t you sit down? I like you.” He started to pull her closer.

“Let her go,” Aeroan said, arriving beside L’ira. Davien ducked in to take up her other side and together they fixed the man with a hostile gaze. He looked back and forth between them confusedly.


“What?” he asked. “Who’re you?”


“They said let go,” Danic repeated, dropping an arm around the drunk’s shoulders. He patted him firmly on the back before grasping his shoulder in a less than friendly manner. Alrien silently backed him up, his arms crossed over his chest, placing his hand within easy reach of the dagger tucked into his belt. 

Toar slipped in behind L’ira and the drunk’s eyes widened at the long leather mage coat he wore and the faint sparks that danced around his fingertips. Ryden and Camser were last to arrive and took up a position behind Aeroan, with nothing more to do but display jewel studded wristbands to let the man know who he was dealing with.


Still, his hand had not loosened.


He looked each of the men over, waiting for something more to appear, but nothing did. Unsteadily, he bit his lip and faced L’ira. “I think I musta caught an angel,” he muttered. “The guardian angels want you back, sweetheart,” he told her and let go so suddenly that it took Aeroan’s hand at her back to make sure she didn’t fall. Shrugging out of Danic’s arm, he turned back to his drink, still speaking under his breath. “Stars, but angels are dangerous.”


They drew L’ira aside, checking to see that she was all right.


“I’m fine,” she assured them rigidly. “But I’m never going anywhere without you all.” Without another moment’s passing she headed behind the bar, checked the security stones and was back, taking a seat safely between Danic and Aeroan.

I think you established the relationship between L’ira and the boys well in this chapter. However, it seemed a little strange when I read it to delve into the encounter with the drunk, and then abruptly move to a few years later in the next chapter. Then again, it does serve as a way to further show the reader the nature of L’ira’s relationship with the rest of the crew, so I do like it.
�Do you mean his?





