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The two year old Were-cat cub giggled as he ran through the forest at high speed.  He put on a burst of extra speed when he heard a faint bellow behind him, the bellow that accompanied his father's discovery of his latest prank.

Just as he slowed back to his previous pace, a huge paw swept down and picked him up despite his immediate attempt to escape.  He concentrated briefly without stopping his attempt to break free.

“And just what have you been …” a feminine voice asked, before breaking off suddenly.  When the voice stopped, his continued wriggling freed him from the momentarily loosened grasp and he darted away at his ultimate sprint speed, in a desperate attempt to avoid re-capture.

Just inches from his goal, the massive paw recaptured him and lifted him high off the ground.  “You're coming with me, cub,” the voice continued.  “And I'm going to find out what you've done this time.”

The Were-cat cub wilted, “Yes, Gramma.”  The dejection on his face was profound, for he knew that he had been captured far too quickly for tempers to have cooled, and he was facing severe punishment.  He had hoped to evade his parents for a few hours so that their tempers would have cooled, reducing the consequences of his prank.

Triana tightened her grip on her troublesome grandson, and used the Druidic Teleportation spell that her son had developed years ago, oblivious to Jaris' sudden concentration.

When they appeared in the front yard of Tarrin's home, he was just entering the forest that surrounded the meadow, and Triana's bellowed “Tarrin!” turned him back.

Jaris looked up at his grandmother quizzically.  “That's a hard one, Gramma, will you teach it to me?”

Triana looked down, her attention obviously split between the cub and his father, who was loping towards them.

“What's a hard one?” she asked absently.

“The spell you did to bring us home.”

Her attention suddenly focused entirely on the cub she was holding, she asked, “What do you mean, cub?”

“You did the spell too fast, Gramma, I couldn't understand it.  If you do it slower, then I can remember it and I'll be able to do it, too.  It's a neat spell, Gramma.  Will you teach it to me?”

As Tarrin came to a stop beside them, his eyes glowing green with anger, Triana slowly closed her mouth as she considered the cub's statement.  She absently shushed Tarrin as she guided him towards his sanctuary, his library.

Once in that quiet and secure location, she motioned her puzzled and still angry son to his chair as she carefully placed Jaris in another chair, setting him in place with a glare.

“You sit right there, cub, sit there and do absolutely nothing until I tell you otherwise, understand?”

“Yes, Gramma,” Jaris said quietly.

Turning to Tarrin as she sank into a chair, she quietly asked, “What did he do this time?”

“He glued me to my chair!”

“And exactly how did he do that?” she asked, watching as his face went blank, then puzzled, then very slowly became highly concerned.

“I'm not sure how,” Tarrin replied slowly.  “There is no trace of the Weave, no physical residue, nothing.”  Turning to his son, he asked, “How did you glue me to the chair, son?”

“I just made it stick you, Papa.  It's easy.”

Triana interrupted.  “Show him what you did, cub.  Make his white paw stick to his desk.”

“Okay, Gramma,” he replied, before turning back.  A very brief moment of blankness passed over his face, and he said, “You're stuck now, Papa.”

Tarrin looked down.  He had felt absolutely nothing, sensed absolutely nothing, but when he attempted to lift his right paw, he realized he'd have to lift his entire desk to do it.

“What did you do, son?” he asked looking blankly at Triana, and recoiling slightly from her expression.

“What Gramma asked me to do, Papa.  Did I do something wrong?” he asked, worried.

“No, but I think I know why she's so worried.  Let me go now, and just sit quietly and do as she asked.  Don't do anything else, nothing, until we tell you.”

“He touched the All, didn't he?” Tarrin asked, although it really wasn't a question.

Triana nodded grimly.  “He did.  He used a three layer spell to get away from me, before I caught him again.”

Tarrin sat back suddenly, thudding against the back of his chair in astonishment.  Three layers, at two years old and totally untrained?  Impossible!

“Oh, it's certainly possible, kitten,” a choral-tinged voice echoed in the room, as Niami appeared.  “And that's what he did.”

“And, in a way, I suppose I must take responsibility,” another choral voice echoed, as another form appeared in the room.

“MOTHER!” Niami gasped.

“Ayise,” Tarrin said in greeting, rising and bowing in respect, with Triana following his example.

“What do you mean?” Triana asked.

“He is sui-kar, daughter.  As the sui-kun is to the Weave, so the sui-kar are to the All.  He is, and will be, the strongest of them all.  He will be capable of might beyond belief with the All.  But for now, he requires training.  Training by the best.  That means you, Triana, with Sapphire and Tarrin, will be the ones to train him.  Be thankful that he more resembles Faalken than Sarraya.  He knows when to be serious, and when to play.  When it is necessary, I shall be there to control and contain him, while you train him.  When it is beyond your capabilities.  But only then,” she finished with a wink, a smile and more than a hint of Jaris' own mischievous manner.

“Now, you be good and mind your Papa and Gramma, and your Aunt Sapphire, they know what you need.  Be good, and I'll see you again,” she said turning back to Jaris before she faded from view.

“Bye-bye, glowing lady,” the cub said reverently.  “She's nice,” he said, turning the the others.

“I think my presence is no longer required here,” Niami said, “so I'll go, too.  Take care, my kitten.”

Tarrin stared at Triana.  “I think we have a problem.”

“Think so, cub?  It's only just starting.  I think we need Sapphire here, as well.”

Tarrin paused for a moment, then spoke into the air.  “Are you busy, Sapphire?”

“No, I'm not, little one.  Is there a problem?”

“A bit of one, and Triana and I could use your assistance.  We're in my library.”

“On my way,” Sapphire answered, appearing in the library a few moments later.

All of them turned their attention to Jaris, to his intense discomfort.

“When you touch the All, cub, what do you feel?” Triana asked, as Sapphire's eyes widened in surprise.

“What do you mean, Gramma?”

“The power you touch to do your little tricks.”

“Oh.  It's just there, and I reach out and take what I need.”

“It doesn't try to get away from you, or rush into you?”

“No, Gramma.  It's just there, all the time.  I pretend it's not there, most of the time.”

Tarrin asked, “Can you tell us a little more what it's like when you use it?  Compare it to something we all know?”


The cub sat there a minute, his face screwed up in concentration, then his expression suddenly cleared.  “It's like a snow drift beside a trail, Papa.  It just sits there.  When I need it, I reach out and take some, then I have to shape it, kinda like a snowball, to make it do what I want.  Sometimes I can just let go of it and it works, other times I kinda have to throw it to make it work.  I just gotta know what I want it to do, is all.”

“What happens if you don't tell it exactly what to do, cub?” Triana asked.

“It just sort of sits there for a second, Gramma, kinda sizzling, then it just fades away.”

Taking in the look of surprise on all three adult faces, he wilted a little bit as he said, “I'm in trouble, aren't I.”

Triana looked at him, then she smiled, very briefly.  “No, cub, you're not in trouble, at least not yet.  You have surprised us a lot, though.  Tell you what, you make a promise to me and you can go help Mist get supper ready, okay?”

“Yes, Gramma.  I promise not to use any power unless you tell me to.”

Triana looked surprised for an instant, and replied, “Very good, cub.  You need to be trained, because this power can be very dangerous.  We don't want you doing anything unless one of us is there, and tells you to use it.  There is one exception.  If someone is in danger, and there's no other way to save them, you can use the power.  Just be sure you come see one of us as soon as you can and tell us about it.  Can you do that?”

“Yes, Gramma.  Can I go now?”


“Sure, cub,” she replied absently.

“Bye, Auntie Sapphire!”


“Bye, cub.”

Sapphire dropped heavily into a chair.  “Tell me that wasn't what I think it was.”

Tarrin looked at her and grinned ruefully.  “It was.  And Ayise said it was up to the three of us to train him.”

“Oh, Goddess,” she sighed.  “What else are you going to tell me?”

“Have you ever heard the term 'sui-kar'?” Triana asked.

Sapphire sat up abruptly, staring at them in shock.  “Please tell me I didn't hear that!  Please!”

“You did, Sapphire.  What's so shocking about it?”

Sapphire, still very tense, looked at both of them and asked, “Who told you that?”

“Ayise,” Tarrin replied.

Sapphire slowly wilted in her chair, the shock on her face very, very clear.

“Oh, no …” she softly moaned.

Triana looked at her intently.  “Mind telling us what has you feeling like that?”

After a moment, Sapphire looked at both of them.  “A very old dragon legend.  We are aware of what the sui-kar are, and what they can do.  There have been none we know of since before the Blood War.  They are the equivalent of a sui-kun, but they work with the All instead of the Weave.”

“Ayise told us that much.”

“Sui-kar are the only beings, other than the gods, who can create objects imbued with the All, objects like that ruby that the Zakkites had.  They can also manipulate the All in ways that are beyond any Druid.  No Druid, Sorcerer, Priest or Wizard can sense their manipulations, nor can they undo them.”

“Most of that we had already figured out, Sapphire.  Jaris has been pulling pranks on members of his family, and he just demonstrated one here a few minutes ago.  Neither Tarrin nor I could sense him when he did it.”

“Mind explaining what has you so frightened?” Tarrin added.

Sapphire sat back in her chair for a moment, gathering her thoughts.  “Sui-kar come into being at the behest of the All.  From what we know, not even Ayise is aware of when or why.  What we dragons do know is that when a sui-kar appears, there are serious happenings coming about.  For good or evil is not known, but the character of the sui-kar determines much of that.  If there is a second sui-kar, then the two will be foes of the bitterest and utterly implacable kind, beyond the imaginings of mortals.”

“Then we pray that Jaris is alone,” Tarrin interjected.

“Have there ever been more than two?” Triana asked.

“Not that I have ever heard,” Sapphire replied.  “And two have only occurred once in legend, where there have been at least four that were alone.”

They all heard paws pattering on the stairs, before Jaris re-appeared.  “Mama says supper is ready,” the cub announced.

Tarrin stood up.  “Then we had all best go up and eat.  My mate is not one to allow us to stay down here.”

Triana grinned.  “No, and I don't feel up to fighting her tonight, either.  Joining us, Sapphire?”

Sapphire smiled lightly, “Why not?  It will be a welcome break in routine.”

Later, the discussion resumes, and Sapphire suggests that Tarrin do research at the various libraries he has access to, and he agrees.  He says he will contact both of them when he has more information.  He also asks if they can begin training Jaris while he is doing the research, and they agree.
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