Chapter Two

From Truth, Logic


“And now, Kaliyah, I believe we owe you an explanation,” Faran said.


“No . . . I owe her an explanation,” Erabus corrected. He clasped his hands together as he considered how to begin explaining things to his obviously wounded sister. “I never meant to hurt you by leaving, Kaliyah. I want you know that, most importantly. However, if I had known a year ago what I now know, I would have known that it was the right decision not to tell you.”


“Tell me what, Erabus? Stop trying to beat around the bush like I’m still five years old. I can handle whatever you have to tell me,” Kaliyah replied, irritation obvious in her voice. “You never were good at telling me things straight forward.”


Erabus gave his sister a small smile and sighed, looking to the other men standing with them for support; none seemed to offer it. 


“A year ago, I was approached and brought in to this very clearing. It was here that I was told about a race called the Alaycian’s. They looked like normal humans, with no obvious features that would make one think otherwise about them. They were involved in some sort of political argument with the humans many years ago. Over time, they were out numbered and slowly killed off,” Erabus explained. “I soon found out that our father is Alaycian.”

 
Erabus looked at his sister to see an unreadable, hardened look on her face as she stared at the grass below her feet. After the punch he had received, he could only begin to guess what she was thinking. He looked down to see her idly massaging the fist she had punched him with. Kaliyah said nothing, and so Erabus knew that he had to prod her in to telling him what she was thinking.


“Liyah? Come on . . . tell me what you’re thinking. I know this is a lot for you to take in. Believe me, it wasn’t easy for me either . . . “ Erabus said.


Kaliyah looked up at him, a firey anger appearing in her eyes, and stood to her full height, turning to look at him. “No, Erabus. You don’t know. I just found out that my brother is back from the dead, and now you’re telling me that our father is some descendent of an ancient race that got itself killed off, and you expect everything to be okay, for me to talk to you like nothing has happened?” She dropped her hands to her sides, turning to look at him. She raised one hand up and poked him hard in the chest. “You hurt me, Erabus. I looked up to you for everything. When you disappeared, things changed at home. Father became stricter, about my clothing, about my practicing archery; Mother became more worried about me being killed like you had been . . . and all the while, I was hurting inside because my big brother had been there one day, and disappeared the next without a single word to me. All that time, I thought I had said or done something to make you leave. But I couldn’t tell them, because all it 

would do is make them try to confine me to the house, and I couldn’t handle that. I just couldn’t.” 

Erabus listened as his sister spoke. There was passion and determination behind her words, but also a lot of confusion, hurt, and anger. 

“You have to understand something, Kaliyah,” Faran cut in. “When we approached your brother a year ago, he was given a certain amount of information- information that he’s all ready begun to tell you, and a bit more- that, in return for the information, extracted a promise from him. He would have to disappear completely from the lives of you and your family and let it be believed that he was dead. It was hard for him, but he swore an oath to us. The rest of us  are Alaycian outcasts, all coming together for one purpose.”


Kaliyah looked over at Faran and raised an eyebrow. Somehow this is supposed to convince me that Erabus should be forgiven, just like that? she thought. “What purpose was that?”


“To rebel against those who cast us away for the blood that runs through our very veins and into our souls
. The same blood that runs through your veins, as well as your brother’s,” he replied.


“And how is it, exactly, that you expect me to believe this? What proof do you have?” Kaliyah countered.


“None, at the moment,” Faran admitted. “But if you’ll trust your brother- and trust us- then over time, you will be given proof by your very actions.”


She shook her head slowly, her green eyes moving to stare at the ground beneath her once more, red hair falling in front of her eyes. This was crazy. Even if she did believe them, it wouldn’t excuse Erabus disappearing as he had and hurting their family.


“Kaliyah, listen to me,” Erabus said. He reached out toward her and used a hand to lift her chin so she would look up at him. He placed his hands on her shoulders, attempting eye contact. “I know that this is hard for you. But if you’ll give us . . . give me a chance, we will show you that this is for a good cause. Father dishonored the both of us, as well as the rest of the family, by not telling us that he is Alaycian, and mother did the same by not telling us that she is a Thalian. Trust me.”


Kaliyah watched her brother as he spoke, allowing eye contact. “All right, Erabus. Tell me more about the Alaycian’s, and the Thalian’s, and perhaps I’ll believe you,” she said. She raised a finger up toward his face and shook it at him, “This does not mean that I completely forgive you for leaving. And if you expect me to do the same, then you can forget it. Family doesn’t abandon family; siblings shouldn’t, either.”


Erabus sighed softly. “There might not be another choice for you,” he said. He slowly nodded, “All right. Sit and listen to us, and we will tell you what exactly is going on.”

Kaliyah sat back down, her eyes traveling around the circle of men who stood in front of the rocks, hands clasped behind their backs as they listened to the conversation taking place. A hint of amusement crossed her features as she watched them stand there silently, before looking back up at her brother, waiting for him to speak.


“The Thalian’s aren’t any different from anyone living in Kalevi; they don’t have the same . . . magical abilities as the Alaycian’s, they’re simply the people that Mother comes from.” He paused, eyebrows coming together as he tried to find a way to further explain. “When the Alaycian’s and humans got in to their political disagreement, things eventually broke out in to a war; the Alaycian’s were outnumbered by the humans, and were massacred. I’m not sure what Father’s part in this was, or how he even came to survive the massacre . . . that’s something that I plan on asking him, when the time comes for me to return home . . .” 


“Which will be when?” Kaliyah cut in before she could stop herself. 


Erabus turned his head to one side, glaring at his sister for her interruption only for a moment before the glare softened in to a forgiving smile. “I’m honestly not sure, Kaliyah. What you need to understand is that . . . well, to put it lightly, I am now a member of outcasts, of Alaycian’s who were miraculously able to survive . . . it’s our suspicion that a group that called themselves the Righteous Knights are at least partially behind the start of the war. We have very little evidence of this . . . outside of the fact that they’re looking for us, and we’re almost certain that they know who we really are.”


Kaliyah blinked slowly, trying to take the vast amount of information she was being given. Images began flashing through her mind as she thought of the moment when her brother, believed to be dead, returned to the house they had grown up in . . . 


. . . And the looks that would be on the faces of her parents and siblings. A grin played at the corner of her lips, but she didn’t dare let it go further than that.


“So you’re an outcast on the run . . . but isn’t it dangerous for you to be here, even this long?” Kaliyah asked.

“There’s always a possibility of danger, even more so if we’re found out,” Erabus agreed. “But we had to take that chance, so that we could come and talk to you. We want you to join our group, Kaliyah . . . I want you to join.” 

Kaliyah started blankly at her brother, blinking a few times before opening her mouth to speak, only to be interrupted when something the size of a bird sped past her face and flew in to Faran’s direction.

The bird was covered with yellow feathers, with white below the eyes and a white nose. It landed on Faran’s shoulder, its beak almost in Faran’s ear. The bird seemed to be speaking, or chirping, as birds do. Kaliyah was amazed to find that neither Faran or any of the other men were alarmed by the sudden appearance of a bird now sitting on Faran’s shoulder. 

After a moment, the bird flew off of Faran’s shoulder and he looked at his comrades. “Someone has followed us here,” he said, barely above a whisper. His eyes darted around the clearing, his left hand slowly moving toward the handle of the sword hanging from his belt at his side, fingers tapping lightly against it as he waited for the now detected danger to make its move.

Kaliyah stood slowly, her eyes moving around the forest. She reached over her shoulder to where her bow and quill rested, taking the bow off her shoulder so she could knock an arrow, but she felt a hand on hers and looked up to see Erabus shaking his head slightly and mouthing the word “no.” Frowning in disappointment and confusion, Kaliyah put the arrow and bow back in their places on her shoulder.

Suddenly a shout was heard, and Kaliyah turned to see a large, heavyset man jumping out from behind the bushes at the edge of the clearing, a dagger in hand; with him jumped at least eight more men from different directions, similar in weight and size. They all wore black cloaks with the hoods pulled up tightly around their faces.

“Run, Kaliyah!” Erabus yelled, reaching in to his cloak to pull out his sword.

“Erabus, I’m not leaving you! I can fight,” Kaliyah replied, reaching back over her shoulder for her bow.

“No! Just go, and don’t look back. I’ll find you again,” he said before rushing at the other men to begin fighting. “Weaver, take her.”

Kaliyah stood back, watching as the attackers and outcasts fought each other. Suddenly she felt a hand on her arm and she looked up to see the man she had seen in Kalevi following her around.

“Come on, I need to get you out of here,” he said, pulling on her arm. 

Looking back in her brother’s direction, she saw him lunge at one of the attackers, sticking the blade of his sword in to the man’s stomach. Swallowing hard, she looked away and allowed the man to pull her out of the clearing and on to a path in to the forest.


The man’s grip seemed to tighten on her wrist as he pulled her further away from her brother. She felt a sense of guilt in leaving her brother behind and not being able to help him fight, but she found little choice but to continue following.


Neither of the two said anything to each other as they ran. Kaliyah made a few failed attempts to ask him where they were going
, but he either chose to ignore her questions or didn’t hear them.


After what seemed like forever, the two finally came to an edge of the forest. The man let go of Kaliyah’s wrist and they both stepped out from the shadows of the forest and on to the edge of a large field that seemed to go on for miles and miles. Kaliyah caught her breath for a moment before looking up at the man, who stood staring out in to the distance.


“Who were those men? And why did we have to leave my brother and your friends behind?” Kaliyah asked.


“They were members of the Righteous Knights,” he replied, his eyes still staring out. “As for leaving your brother and my friends behind, it was something that was agreed on before we decided to find and tell you who we are. It was a condition that your brother set . . . he said that if the Knights were to attack while you were with us, one of us was to be responsible for your safety.” It was then that he turned his head back to look at her; Kaliyah found fierce blue eyes peering out from beneath the hood he wore.

“For whatever reason, he chose me to have that responsibility. I was hardly given any choice.”


Kaliyah watched him for a moment, frowning. Too many secrets are being kept from me . . . no one’s giving me straight answers. Why should I join these men? She thought. She sighed inwardly, her eyes drifting up toward the sky. Because your brother is back from the dead, you idiot, and it’s your chance to prove to your parents that you’re not some helpless little girl who tries to shoot a bow and arrow, she scolded herself.

“My brother can be . . . over protective at times,” Kaliyah said, her eyes moving from the sky and back to the man before her. “Even though he knows I’m a good shot with a bow. There was no reason for him to force me in to leaving him behind like that.” 


“It might not seem like it, but I’m sure he had his reasons,” he replied.


“What’s your name, any way?” she asked.


“Weaver.” 


Kaliyah frowned, “That’s an odd name.”


A small grin appeared on his lips. “Yes, well . . . I am an odd person.” He glanced back up at the sky, watching it as though he were waiting for something. He licked his bottom lip, then watched as something yellow in the sky dove towards him and landed on 

his shoulder. It was yet another bird like the one before, or perhaps the same one. Again, it stuck its beak in to Weaver’s ear. 


Weaver nodded as the bird talked to him, then waited until the bird had flown off before looking back at Kaliyah.


“What is that thing?” she asked.


“A Whisper Bird. It tells us when there’s danger. It just told me that the others were outnumbered by the Knights and were captured,” Weaver replied.


“What?” Kaliyah asked, her eyes lighting up as she thought of her brother. “We have to go after them, we have to help them . . .” 


“We can’t,” Weaver interrupted. “Not right now. We have other things to do first.”


“We can’t just let them be captured, Weaver. They could be killed.”

“And we’ll be killed if we rush in to trying to rescue them,” he replied. “This isn’t the first time something like this has happened, and we’ve still come out of it. Right now we have to get supplies, and then we’ll figure out what we’re doing from there. Rushing in to trying to rescue them could only provoke the Knights in to killing them before we’re able to reach them. I need you to trust me, Kaliyah.”


Kaliyah watched him carefully, her eyes attempting to make contact with his, but they were resistant. With a soft sigh, she nodded. “All right. What do we have to do?” 


“The first thing is we need to find a town to buy supplies in. We can’t go in to Kalevi, because it’s the first place the Knights would be likely to look for us if they left anyone behind to search,” Weaver said. He looked up at her, “It’s likely you won’t be able to go back to Kalevi for a very long time.”


Kaliyah considered this, eyes narrowing to the ground. She wouldn’t see her family, her siblings . . . wouldn’t be able to explain where she was going. It would be like Erabus’s death all over again for them. But what choice did she have? She was already a part of these outcasts, whether or not she liked it.


“I understand. We just . . . I can’t lose my brother again, Weaver.”


Weaver nodded, “Then let’s go. We’ve been here too long as it is. I think I know of a town that’s not far from here where we can get supplies. The Knights will be taking the others to their prison near Alaycia, I would expect, which is their main meeting place.”


”So how do we intend on getting them out?” Kaliyah asked as they began walking.


Weaver shrugged, “It’ll depend on the layout of the prison and how heavily guarded it is. My guess is that with the others in the prison, it will probably be swarming with guards, which means we’ll need to be ready to deal with them. I know someone in the next town over that might be willing to help us, if we can convince him.” 


“We? And how do you propose we do that?” 


A small grin came to his mouth, “You’ll see.” 







****


The two outcasts walked silently along the path in the field that would eventually lead to their first destination. Various thoughts ran through Kaliyah’s head as she thought about the events of that day. The thought of not seeing her family for a long time crossed her mind more than once, but it wasn’t so much out of guilt as she thought it might be. This is my chance to prove to them that I’m more than a tomboy, she thought. 


She snuck a glance up at Weaver, who seemed to be staring straight ahead, his own thoughts running through his mind. Just as he looked at her out of the corner of his eye she quickly turned her head away and looked ahead, hoping he hadn’t noticed.


It wasn’t much longer until they arrived at the boarder of Mistfen, a small village known for its trading ports on the other side of town. Kaliyah hadn’t been to this town very often, so it was hopeful that she, at least, would not be recognized.


As they came to the gates of the town, Weaver came to a halt. “Now . . . this is the tricky part. We have to go in to town in disguise. . . but now that I think about it, I think you should be the one to get the supplies.”


Kaliyah blinked, “Why me? Why not just do it together?”


“Because I would be too easily recognized, even if we found disguises of some sort. Have you ever been to this town before?’


She considered this for a moment before shaking her head, “Not for quite some time. All right, I’ll go. What do we need?” 


Weaver began listing the things they needed. Kaliyah nodded as she made sure to remember the items on the list, and after being given some Adrostos coins by Weaver, she opened the gate of the town and entered it without glancing back over her shoulder. 


Mistfen did not seem much different from Kalevi; it had the same streets filled with people, all rushing off to various places as they went about their daily business. Kaliyah pocketed the coins Weaver had given her as she walked down the main road, glancing from side to side as people pushed past her to go to their various destinations.


It wasn’t long until she found a weapon’s shop on the right side of the street. She walked up the three steps and pushed the door open, entering the shop. Like the one in Kalevi, it had various shelves and cases lined with weapons and supplies, most of which she needed.


She walked to one of the cases and looked at the first shelf within it where eight golden throwing stars were laying. Kaliyah had once seen a warrior who was passing through Kalevi throw such stars at a tree, making quite an impact on it, which had intrigued her.


She looked up to see an older woman no older than sixty approach her from behind the counter. Her hands were wrinkled, as was her face, with small bags under her eyes indicating that the woman was tired. Grey, curling hair was pulled into a ponytail. 


“What can I help ya with, Miss?” the woman asked.


“I’m in need of some supplies,” Kaliyah replied, looking from the woman and back to the contents of the case. “I need two daggers, arrows . . . and how much are these throwing stars?” 


“Ten Adrostos at two each,” the woman replied. “The daggers and arrows will cost a bit more.”


Kaliyah nodded, “I’ll take four throwing stars, then, a pack of arrows . . . and two of your best daggers.” 


The woman nodded excitedly, beginning to gather the weapons from their various places around the store. Finally the woman placed the weapons on top of the counter, and as she did so, Kaliyah placed a pile of coins next to them.


“That should cover it, I think,” Kaliyah said as she took the daggers and placed them at her belt. As the owner counted the coins, Kaliyah turned and saw a grappling hook hanging on the wall. “How much is the grappling hook?” 


“Twenty Adrostos,” the woman replied.


“I’ll take it.”






*****


It wasn’t long before Kaliyah returned to the spot where she had left Weaver. As she walked out of the gate, she could see the mysterious man pacing anxiously back and forth, arms crossed as he waited impatiently for her to return.


“You’re going to get dizzy if you keep pacing like that,” Kaliyah said as she threw the grappling hook hanging over her shoulder by its rope on to the ground in front of them. She then took one of the daggers from her belt and threw it in to the pile. Lastly, she took two of the throwing stars and threw them in.


“If you hadn’t taken so long, I wouldn’t have been pacing, would I?” Weaver replied, stopping in place as Kaliyah threw the supplies on to the ground. “Good work. We should be on our way now.”


Without a word, Kaliyah began following Weaver after he picked up the weapons that Kaliyah had bought, and they began walking away from the town gate.


“Where to now?” Kaliyah asked.


“There’s an abandoned cabin about half way between here and Alaycia that we can hide out in,” Weaver replied. “We’ll stay there for a few days and figure things out from there.”


“A few days?” Kaliyah replied. “Weaver, we don’t have time to stay in some cabin for “a few days.” My brother and the others could be killed by those men if we take too long.”


“I know their strategies…the Knights won’t kill them right away. I don’t want to hide out for a few days, and I’m hoping it will take at least a day to rest up and come up with a plan,” Weaver replied. “We still have some time before we have to start worrying about their lives.*”


“What a comfort,” Kaliyah mumbled under her breath with a deep sigh. “Why are these people so determined to kill you outcasts, any way?”


“They’re determined to kill us outcasts because we’re a few of the last remaining Alaycian’s,” Weaver replied. “I’m not quite sure why it is exactly that they want to kill us off. I suppose they feel that once we’re completely wiped out, they can claim Alaycia for their own . . . but there has to be some deeper reasoning behind it as well.” 


Kaliyah thought about this as she kept walking with Weaver, heading further and further away from Kalevi. 


She found herself thinking of what was to come in the days ahead . . . and did not find her thoughts lingering on the family she was leaving behind as she took each step away from the home she had known all her life and closer to Alaycia.
This chapter is better, particularly after Kaliyah leaves the outasts. Her character is more well-developed, and the relationships between the characters are more established. Again, I’d like a little more description of their surroundings and the characters in general – your writing seems mostly focused on what they are doing right now, and then what happens after that, etc, and so doesn’t feel very in-depth.
�This sounds a little strange


�Don't these two sentences contradict each other?





