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To George and Consuelo, 

your words became my sword and shield. 

I hope this makes you smile, 

wherever you are.



 

 



 

 

“Nature of man is not what he was born as, 

but what he is born for.” 

— Aristotle 
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Chapter One 

t was close to midnight though the Toronto Bay Subway 

Station was still abuzz with passengers on the 

platform. Elia Egerton had been standing with hot 

coffee in hand when a drunk man bumped her, splattering 

her drink onto the floor. The man hadn’t even bothered to 

apologize. Elia had half a mind to tell him off but she was 

too exhausted to fight over a dollar coffee. She had just 

come from the cemetery. She’d lost track of time before she 

realized she needed to go back to her dorm and finish her 

papers for a report due next week. 

This is my life now, she sighed. Rushing home to get 

schoolwork done on a weekend instead of hanging out with 

Corliss by the docks and drinking stolen beer. 

The train arrived. She boarded the car and made her 

way to the last empty seat at the back. She slumped down 

on her seat, put her paint-splattered backpack on her lap, 

and hugged it like a pillow. She sat staring at her reflection 

in the window. Elia plugged in her headset and browsed 

through her playlist. She stared at her reflection again; 

Dark hair tied in a tired ponytail, uneven bangs, bags 

under the eyes, chapped lips, and dry skin. At nineteen 

years old, she felt older than she was. 

What would you have said if you saw me like this right 

now, Corliss? she scoffed as she looked away from her 

disheveled reflection. You wouldn’t even let me go out 

I 
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without combing my hair, remember? But you’re six feet 

underground so I’m off the hook, aren’t I? 

She looked down on her palm. Eight tiny points in a 

shape of a heptagon and one in the middle protruded from 

her skin like insect-bites. She curled her hand into a fist. 

Cors, I’m sorry. I… I just wish you were here. She inhaled 

deeply. Noah needs you… I need you… 

The subway slowed to a stop. No one got off. The car 

was quiet. Most of the passengers were looking down their 

phones. The train moved again but the passengers 

remained stiff and unmoving. They had been like that since 

the moment the train left. She looked again. They were not 

breathing. Everyone in the car was frozen. 

She removed her headset slowly. Elia’s palms began 

sweating. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed three 

hooded men by the door in front of her. She couldn’t quite 

see what they looked like, but they were all tall. One of 

them was huge. She tried to keep calm, thinking of ways 

to escape. Elia wanted to kick herself for not noticing it 

before. She should’ve known they would come for her, after 

all these years. She pretended to be on her phone, while 

watching them closely. 

The first one was slender, his silhouette almost feminine 

with his long neck and lithe, olive-skinned arms. Purple 

strands of curly hair escaped from his hood, his purple 

beard neatly trimmed. A hexagon-shaped, green-lensed 

monocle loomed over his right indigo eye. Beaded bracelets 

lined his wrists and stoned rings held his fingers. He had 

lost weight, but his serious face was still the same. 

It’s Levire the Mesthyk! she gasped. 

Beside him stood a beast of a man with a dark gold face 

that gleamed under the lights and a lion’s mane of golden 

dreadlocks down to his waist. His shoulders were so wide 

and muscular that Elia wondered how he had gotten 

through the train doors. Even his head almost touched the 
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ceiling. On his left arm a heavy golden armband, intricate 

with glowing symbols. 

The third person had silver hair that frayed along his 

pale, sharply cut and chiseled jaw. Powerful but lean, 

sinewy muscles outlined underneath his oversized black 

sweater. He looked like he was made of stone. A plain silver 

armband adorned his left arm as well. 

Her heart quickened. There was no escaping them. 

However, they hadn’t noticed she was on to them yet. The 

train slowed. “Old Mill Station,” the voice over the intercom 

announced. This was her only opportunity. As soon as she 

heard the hydraulic swishing of the doors, Elia bolted down 

the aisle. Her backpack hit one of the lifeless passengers 

who quickly wisped into smoke. 

A Mesthyk’s illusion! 

“Aurelia! Wait!” Levire cried. He took off his hood and 

the purple curls fell on his shoulders. His green monocle 

flashed and all the passengers in the car disappeared. 

His two companions ran after her, but they collided in 

the aisle. Elia dropped her backpack and bumped into a 

group of people on the platform who spewed curses and 

insults at her. Instead of running up the exit stairs, she 

pushed the utility door by the end of the platform open and 

went in. There was another door to her right which exited 

onto a steep, sloped ravine. Tall reeds cut her skin, the 

thorns her face. She hissed in pain but kept going in the 

dark. She stumbled. She zigzagged between the small trees 

when the ground trembled underneath her and she fell. 

Gritting her teeth, she was almost sure Levire had done it. 

Those bastards! Captain Gunther sent them to get me. 

I’m never going back! 

Elia stood up and leaned against a tree. There were no 

movements or sounds behind her as she trailed along to 

reach her building. The ravine cleared into a small patch 

of unconstructed parking lot. 

Five more minutes back to the road. Just five more— 
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Lightning exploded a few feet away. A dark figure 

emerged, crouching where the lightning bolt had struck. 

The clouds lowered and heaved, a gust of wind blew her 

away. 

“You idiots can go back where you came from!” she 

cried. “I’m not going with you! You hear me? I’m not going 

with you!” 

The figure uncurled itself. The rain was freezing. She 

backed away and broke into a fevered run. She scaled a 

wired fence, crossed a small shallow stream of water and 

climbed back up another slope. She missed her footing, 

tripped, and rolled down the slope and back to the stream, 

hitting a rock so hard that she felt her ribs crack. She bit 

down on her lip to avoid making any sound. Another 

tremor. She got on all fours and started crawling her way 

out of the ditch when she heard a shriek. 

“UWAAAKKK!!!” 

The figure stood, growing bigger and more terrifying 

with every lightning strike. Before her stood a deformed, 

gaunt creature, standing ten feet tall on hind legs, with a 

black head covered in rot. Round, bulging, blood-red eyes 

gleamed with madness. Its jaw opened to reveal long, 

needle-like teeth dripping with venom. Its long arms, 

metallic, serrated black scythes, hacking apart the reeds 

in its path. 

A… a ne’koro?! Elia crawled faster out of the water, 

ignoring the pain in her side. 

“GRUUURRR…” 

The air filled with the stench of burned flesh, dried 

blood, and rotting carcasses. A thud. Water splattered all 

over her. 

“UWAAAKKK!!!” the ne’koro shrieked. 

Elia got up and ran, and the monster broke into a gallop. 

It slashed her back clean. Something pierced her abdomen. 

The ne’koro’s needle-tooth. Blood gushed from her stomach 

like an open faucet. She fell forward. The hotness of her 
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blood, the frozen chill of the rain. The water was filling her 

mouth and nose. She trembled uncontrollably. She crawled 

but could hardly see or breathe. She could feel a rib poking 

into her lung. Using all her strength, she lay on her side to 

prevent the tooth from cutting off her blood supply. She 

willed her hands to glow, but nothing happened. 

The ne’koro towered over her, garbling. Maggots crawled 

along its maw, blood dripped from its eyes, venom down its 

teeth. Her cheeks blistered with every drop. She squinted 

in agony as the creature opened its jaw. The ne’koro grazed 

its scythed arm against her throat, slicing open her neck 

down to her chest, cutting through bone. Everything 

started to fade when a blinding silver light flashed and the 

ne’koro’s torso was cut in half. A pair of the bluest eyes 

seared her vision before everything dissolved into 

nothingness. 
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Chapter Two 

lia recognized the rhythmic whirring of her dorm 

room’s ceiling fan. A soft groan curled in her throat. 

She tried to move but her body remained still, her 

eyes too heavy to open. The smell of fragrant oils and 

burning crystals filled her nose and the back of her throat 

itched. Faint images of blood and rain crept from her 

memory. She remembered. Her throat had been sliced 

open by a bloodthirsty ne’koro. 

Footsteps shuffled nearby. Whispering. 

Elia opened her eyes slightly. Through her blurry vision, 

she could make out Levire standing over her. A purple curl 

of hair fell over his face, his green monocle shining in the 

poorly lit room. Beside him stood the beast of a man with 

golden dreadlocks walking back and forth in her small 

dorm room, and the silver-haired one leaned like an ice 

statue against the wall with his arms crossed and his blue 

eyes glaring. 

“Sichiev ionu pialionu?” Golden Dreadlocks asked Levire. 

His voice was deep, almost like a growl. 

“Nuom, Ozzo,” Levire answered him softly. He took a 

rectangular object out of his pocket and held it over Elia. 

“Piro-aliosiev Elysarii.” 

“Ioevsi, Elysarii alroev gamro-evaltav,” replied Golden 

Dreadlocks. His dreadlocks shone as he nodded to Levire. 

E 
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They… they saved me? Elia thought groggily. Levire and 

the men on the train saved me? 

She jolted in bed, shocked by small, deep-seated zaps 

of electrical current combing through her skin. Elia knew 

right away that she was being treated by Levire with a gi’lao 

comb, a rectangular hand-held device that resembled a 

bristled brush. It treated the patient by releasing electrical 

currents from its thin bristles to renew tissues and cells. 

She tried to speak. Nothing. Just a guttural sound in her 

throat. 

“Sichiev iosi alwalkapev,” a cold, sharp voice cut the air. 

It belonged to Silver Ice who was leaning against the wall. 

She’s awake. 

She remembered the language they were speaking. She 

used to speak it too. She was rusty, but it was coming 

back. 

“Delamonu ne’koro! Kapiolam hevro,” Silver Ice seethed. 

“Io fialiolam moio deluftavio!” 

Damn that ne’koro! It almost killed her! I failed this 

mission! 

“The three of us failed, okay, Calyx?” Golden Dreadlocks 

growled at him. “No matter how much we plan, we can’t 

always know. You got there in time. We did what we could. 

The Oranyn is safe now.” 

Elia’s ears unclogged, and she understood every word 

they were saying. 

“She almost died, Ozzo!” Silver Ice hissed. He punched 

the wall so hard it reverberated across the whole room. “I’m 

supposed to protect her! If Levire didn’t revive her in time— 

I need her alive!” 

“We all need her alive! Not just you! Me… Levire… the 

whole of Astrofyr, we need the Oranyn alive too,” Golden 

Dreadlocks said, his voice lowered. “Calyx, I’m warning 

you, don’t get too close to her when she wakes up. She has 

a mission too. A mission far more important than anything 
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right now. Look, what I’m just saying is that we need her 

to do it right. The girl doesn’t live just for you—” 

Silver Ice was about to step up to Golden Dreadlocks. 

“Do you think I don’t know that?” 

Golden Dreadlocks pomped his massive chest as if he 

was ready to square off with Silver Ice when Levire got 

between his two towering companions. 

“Stop!” Levire interjected. “Don’t be a morgok, Calyx. 

Stupid actions will get us nowhere. You already sliced the 

ne’koro into pieces, it’s done.” 

“But what if—” 

“Enough. There’s another time and place to express 

your sentiments.” Levire’s voice strained. “Right now, Afdi 

Laureana is on her way. I want you both to be level-headed. 

Do mind your manners, alright? Especially you, Ozzo.” 

Golden Dreadlocks scoffed. “Do I have any other choice?” 

Levire sighed. “Why does it feel like I’m taking care of 

awful children with the two of you? Ozzo, please refrain 

from being such a brainless goof of hair-strings, and Calyx, 

tone down your bastardly irrational temper. We’re almost 

done with our mission here.” 

“Your beard doesn’t cover the fact that you’re a doting 

grandmother, you know that, Levire?” Silver Ice scoffed as 

he leaned back against the shadows of the wall. 

Golden Dreadlocks snickered. “Be careful with your 

words, Calyx. Levire might turn our weapon into his toenail 

clippers.” 

“You two are morgoks of the highest degree. Idiots,” said 

Levire. 

The door opened and an older woman, tall with short 

red hair, hurried to Elia’s side. 

Mom? What is she doing here? 

“Don’t touch her, Afdi Laureana,” Levire warned the 

woman. “The gi’lao is almost done repairing her cells and 

tissues. Her bones reconstructed a few minutes ago.” 
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Afdi Laureana? Elia’s head ached in confusion. No. 

‘Mom?’ ‘Dr. Laurie Egerton…’ She’s Afdi Laureana? 

“A-are you taking her now?” Laurie asked them, her 

voice hoarse and shaky. 

“Not yet, but we leave tomorrow morning when the first 

light touches the mist of the falls,” Golden Dreadlocks 

answered. “It’s a very small window for us to open the 

irisol’s path back to Astrofyr and we must be there at the 

exact moment. The irisol will not stay open for long.” 

“Can Elia at least see Morgan and Noah before she 

leaves?” Laurie asked. 

“Staying here in Georis’al puts everyone in danger,” 

Golden Dreadlocks said sharply. “Georis’al, or Earth as 

you call it, will no longer be safe for the girl. That includes 

your family. The Oranyn was attacked by a ne’koro which 

means Myrde Gytha already knows she’s here. Myrde 

Gytha is not going to stop until the Oranyn is dead. We’re 

taking her now.” 

“She’s leaving us forever.” Laurie gritted her teeth, 

suppressing her tears. “Do you know how much a mother 

can bear to suffer?” 

“Aurelia is not your daughter,” Golden Dreadlocks 

snarled. “Your daughter is—” 

“That’s enough, Ozzo,” Levire interjected. “We are 

aware. Excuse his insolence, Afdi Laureana. But I’m afraid 

he’s right, we must go soon.” 

“Please, Levire. Please…” Laurie whimpered. 

Golden Dreadlocks cleared his throat. “We must be at 

the falls before sunrise tomorrow. She can stay with you 

tonight, but once she leaves, the memories of your 

husband and your grandson and anyone involved in 

Aurelia’s life will be gone. Levire will take care of it.” 

“Including me?” Laurie broke down. “Two daughters… 

Losing two daughters… Can I ever be forgiven, Ozzo? Will 

I ever get to see her again? Please…” 

“Aurelia—” Golden Dreadlocks started to say. 
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“Elia,” Laurie interjected. “Her name is Elia… Elia 

Egerton.” 

“Alright then, Elia doesn’t belong here,” Golden 

Dreadlocks sneered. “Just as you no longer belong in 

Astrofyr.” 

“Ozzo!” Levire said sharply. 

Mom! I’m not going anywhere with these bastards! Elia 

thought to herself. 

Elia’s body shook as stronger currents zapped into her 

skin and down into the very marrow of her bones. Her jaw 

clamped shut. The muscle fibers stiffened and stretched 

causing tremendous pain all over her body. It was like 

sandpaper running up and down her frame. She could 

almost feel the dust settling on her chafed skin. She almost 

passed out, but it was gone in an instant, leaving her 

breathless. 

“What just happened?” Laurie asked. 

“The gi’lao currents dissolved any venom and metal left 

by the ne’koro inside her bloodstream. The protective film 

her father casted in her pores was infected, so it had to be 

removed.” 

“The saflou film was infected?” Laurie gasped. “But how 

is she going to last the air here with the saflou film gone?” 

“She won’t. Not for long. That’s why I’m decontaminating 

her system with the gi’lao comb before administering the 

oxygenated crystal fumes, so she’ll be able to breathe,” 

Levire said. “Right now, her cells are expelling any traces 

of polluted matter from the remnants of the ne’koro’s 

venom. We need her blood system cleared before she 

travels back inside the irisol to Astrofyr…” 

His voice droned on in the background and Elia’s 

memories surfaced, dark memories she had tried to bury 

for a long, long time. Her eyes closed once more. It was the 

day before she came to Georis’al, to Earth, ten years ago. 

The day she promised to herself that she was never ever 

going back to Astrofyr… 
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Chapter Three 

 nine-year-old Aurelia Glowstead sat on periwinkle 

grass surrounded by purple crescent flowers, the 

petals shaped like the crescent moons she picked 

behind their granite domed hut. She had some of the 

blooms in her hair and they matched its color. 

Purple hair and indigo eyes were the Deians distinctive 

physical trait. Except, Aurelia was an Oranyn, a once 

glorious race that had dwindled in their numbers until only 

two Oranyns remained in the whole seven terranes of 

Astrofyr: Aurelia and her father, Master Oswin Glowstead. 

Aurelia placed a flower in her hand and watched the 

eight-points in her palm glow, a heptagon with a dot in the 

middle. The mark of the Elysares upon the Oranyns. She 

felt the heat in her veins as she closed her hand. She felt 

the flower transform into something hard. She opened her 

hand and sitting there was an irregularly shaped ring. She 

sighed and looked at the array of imperfect rings by her 

side. She tossed the ring with the others and proceeded to 

take another flower in her hand. 

“Aurelia! Aurelia!” a crackling voice called out from 

inside the dome. 

“I’m out here, Papa!” Aurelia replied. “I’m in the garden.” 

Master Oswin came out of the dome leading to their 

small garden. Wispy strands of purple hair were plastered 

with sweat on his wrinkly forehead. His arms, covered with 

A 
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silver tattoos, held a wooden crate. He set the crate on 

Aurelia’s side and sat there. His indigo eyes were etched 

with worry, but his voice remained steady. He picked a 

flower from the grass. 

“What’s this you’re doing?” 

“I’m practicing my ora. I’m making rings out of crescent 

blooms.” She handed him one of the metal rings, 

imperfectly round, still rough around the edges. Metallic 

crescent petals crookedly placed around the ring. “You can 

have that.” 

“Aurelia…” he started to say, clutching onto the ring 

tight. “You must get ready.” 

Aurelia’s large, indigo eyes turned dark. She picked 

another flower, and in an instant, the flower became a 

metal ring. “It’s my birthday today, Papa. I don’t want to 

go. My friend promised to come for my birthday. I want to 

stay here. Please don’t send me off, Papa.” 

“We talked about this. Captain Gunther will be here 

tonight to take you.” He stroked her deep purple hair. “You 

can’t stay here, Aurelia. But when the time comes, you will 

return home. I promise you, my love.” 

“Are we bad people, Papa?” Aurelia asked quietly. “None 

of the children from the village want to play with me 

because I’m… I’m an Oranyn… just like you. They said the 

Oranyns are cursed. They said that Mama got killed 

because of you. Is that true?” 

Master Oswin frowned, mist formed in his eyes. “Don’t 

listen to them. They don’t know anything. Your mother did 

what she had to do. She restored the Veyla barrier that 

protects Astrofyr.” He looked up to the violet sky with 

ribbons of copper clouds. Behind it, a vast silken light 

flashed briefly, surrounding the atmosphere. “Look at the 

sky, Aurelia. Do you see the Veyla behind the clouds? It’s 

spread like a blanket across the skies of the terranes. Your 

mother was very brave. She was very brave. Remember 

that, Aurelia.” 
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Aurelia looked up and watched the Veyla barrier 

illuminate. “The Veyla killed Mama,” she said bitterly. “I 

wish she was still alive. I wish I had a mama like everybody 

else in the village. Papa…” 

“I wish the same thing. I wish she was here to see what 

a beautiful and clever girl you’ve become. Demelza would 

have been so proud of you, Aurelia.” 

“I don’t even remember what she looked like anymore.” 

Master Oswin inhaled deeply. “You were too young to 

remember her. But your mother had a twinkling smile, just 

like yours.” 

“I’m a bad person. I don’t even remember what my own 

mother looked like. Being an Oranyn is bad, isn’t it, Papa? 

Is this why I’m going away?” 

“Let me tell you this: Being an Oranyn does not make 

you a bad person. The Oranyns are… we are chosen by the 

Seven Elysares to have the ora, the gift of Light, and only 

our hands can hold such a gift of power in all of Astrofyr.” 

He held Aurelia’s small, warm hands in his. The eight-

points in his palms glowed. “And the Elysares had chosen 

you.” 

“Chosen me?” Aurelia pursed her lips. “You mean they 

cursed me. That’s why I don’t have friends. Those children 

were right. We are cursed, Papa.” 

Master Oswin sighed. “We are not cursed but we are not 

perfect, and I made a grave mistake but this mistake, this 

is what I am trying to fix now. This is why you must go. I 

need you safe.” 

“If we’re not bad, then why am I going with Captain 

Gunther? He’s one of the Exyns. They want to break the 

peace in the terranes. They’re the bad people!” 

“No, my love. Captain Gunther is on our side and the 

Exyns are fighting to preserve our terranes and all the 

phyles. We are at war right now. Aurelia, we are the only 

ones who can help Astrofyr. And if I don’t keep you safe, 

Astrofyr will collapse.” 
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“I’m scared, Papa. Am I… Am I going to die?” 

Master Oswin inhaled deeply. “I’m not going to let 

anything happen to you. I left instructions for Levire where 

to find you. I will leave him this map. He knows what to 

do.” He tapped on a piece of flat metal plate pendant 

around his neck. “This map can only be unlocked by your 

hands alone.” 

She cried. “Are you… going to die… Papa?” 

“Whatever happens, I want you to be brave, my love. 

Just like your Mama.” Master Oswin’s eyes watered. He 

clasped his hands together and light filled between his 

palms, a thin stretch of film appearing. He held them over 

Aurelia’s head and the film seeped down through her head 

and skin. 

“This saflou film will protect your astralence spirit 

wherever you go in the Universe until you come back here. 

It will diminish your strength and your ora, but you won’t 

be found easily.” 

“I can’t use my ora?” 

“No, not even if you try. You will be living among the 

humans of Georis’al. The humans have no powers like us 

over there.” 

“What do these humans look like? Are they awful 

creatures?” 

“The humans? You have to see for yourself. But I’d say 

they look very much like the Deians. We’re the closest to 

resemble the humans.” 

“Master Oswin!” a roaring voice called from inside the 

dome. Master Oswin and Aurelia ran inside to see who it 

was. 

A large Tasekk man stood in the middle of their living 

room. He had long, thick, fire-red dreadlocks tied with a 

string, reaching down to his waist. His golden arms sizzled 

with electricity, his steely eyes wide with anxiety. His black 

chest plate was dented as if he had been hit by something 

small and sharp. On his hand he wore an open metal glove 
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with a muzzle on top, a shooting weapon called an 

oregunth that shot ore pins. The muzzle was still smoking. 

“Captain Gunther!” Master Oswin exclaimed, frowning 

at the smoking oregunth glove. “What happened to you? 

Did you get into trouble? I thought you wouldn’t be here 

until nightfall.” 

“Change of plans,” Captain Gunther said breathlessly. 

“Myrde Gytha’s Asraud guards are on our tail. They knew 

where we were!” 

“Her Asraud guards? That’s not good. Myrde Gytha has 

eyes everywhere following our every move,” Master Oswin 

said worriedly. He patted his pockets and took out two 

stones. One silver and one green. “Here. Take these stones. 

Give these to your father. The green one is for the Exyns. I 

found a place in Sylvores where no one can find you. Use 

it to keep all the Exyns there. And the silver one is to keep 

Aurelia safe in case you are found. Were you followed 

here?” 

Captain Gunther took the stones. “The Exyns created a 

diversion and the Asrauds are onto them now, but the girl 

and I need to leave right away.” 

Master Oswin nodded. “Captain, take Aurelia to the 

cluster of Georis’al, to Earth. I already opened the irisol’s 

path to Earth behind the valley. Take her to Afdi Laureana. 

She can be safe with her there.” 

“A-afdi Laureana? Are you out of your mind, Master 

Oswin? She can’t be trusted—” 

“Just take her there, Captain!” 

“Father trusts you too much.” Captain Gunther shook 

his head. “You better be right about this.” 

Master Oswin retrieved another small, square, red glass 

from his pocket. “And before I forget, give this message to 

Afdi Laureana. She’ll know it’s from me.” 

Gunther took the glass with caution. “What about you? 

Where are you going?” 
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“Levire will be here soon. I received his alphignos.” 

Mater Yoric showed Captain Gunther a black tubular glass 

with fading inscriptions in it. The coded message of the 

alphignos was disappearing. “I don’t think he can get to 

the village without being seen. Take Aurelia now and I will 

find him. Captain Gunther, Aurelia and this map are our 

only hope. Keep them both safe.” 

“Papa…” Aurelia was sobbing uncontrollably. 

Master Oswin kissed her forehead. “Go now, my love.” 

BOOM! 

The granite door was blasted open, the three of them 

thrown against a wall by the explosion. Master Oswin and 

Captain Gunther got up and blocked Aurelia from the 

intruder. A tall, thin, armored silhouette stood by the 

ruined entryway, his face hidden behind an onyx mask. In 

his hand, a long, black blade dripping with blood. 

“The Pulseless!” Captain Gunther hissed. 

The most ruthless, coldblooded monster Astrofyr had 

ever seen. A living shadow brought to life using Areon’s 

powers. A walking demon child sired by the depths of the 

Avisadis, alive but with no beating heart. The Pulseless 

moved aside. Behind him, a beautiful woman draped in 

billowing white silk entered. Her head was covered in a veil 

of crystal strands. White feathers decorated her silvery hair 

and her young pearlescent virginal face glowed radiantly. 

“Why am I not surprised to see a Tasekk in this room? 

Traitors alike. Just as the father, so is the son,” the woman’s 

voice tinkled. 

“How dare you call yourself a Myrde!” Captain Gunther 

roared. His golden electric arms sizzled. 

“Myrde Gytha,” Master Oswin gritted his teeth. “Think 

about the phyles. This is their only home, don’t take it 

away. Areon is not who you think he is.” 

Myrde Gytha smiled serenely at Master Oswin. “You 

turned your back on Areon, old man. He could have risen 

a long time ago, you useless Oranyn. The power to destroy 
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the Veyla is in your hands but you turned coward. We 

could have been in the new terrane as Areon promised to 

us. I cannot let anyone stand in the way of Areon’s rising. 

Not even you, my friend. The Pulseless shall take the girl.” 

“Myrde Gytha! Please, I’m begging you. She’s only a 

child. Don’t do this.” 

“Now, Pulseless! Finish them all!” Myrde Gytha 

vanished into a flicker of glittering dust. The Pulseless 

dragged the tip of his sword, cutting the floor in half. 

“Captain Gunther!” Master Oswin shouted as he 

pushed Aurelia towards Captain Gunther, but he was a 

second too late. 

The Pulseless swung his sword upward, slicing Aurelia’s 

back as Captain Gunther caught her. Captain Gunther 

shot through the wall with his oregunth glove, destroying 

the whole dome. He rolled with Aurelia in his arms but was 

shot in the back by a slew of ore pins. A dozen Asrauds, 

the bronze-armored soldiers of Myrde Gytha, swooped 

down in their flying vehicles one by one to shoot at him 

with their metallic oregunth gloves. 

He bore the pain of the shots, but his armor prevented 

the pins from penetrating through his body. His left 

electrical arm elongated down to the ground and his fingers 

meshed together, transforming into one long, spiked whip. 

He whipped the Asrauds out of the way, thrashing them 

into the air and against the trees as he held onto Aurelia 

with the other. He cleared his way and made a dash for the 

valley. 

A herd of flying eppos — long, chrome-scaled beasts 

with long snapping snouts — appeared from behind the 

valley. On their backs rode a troop of Exyns in grey carbon 

armor, shooting lasing arrows at the Asraud guards. The 

Asrauds fired back with their oregunth gloves. 

“Captain Gunther!” a purple-haired Deian woman 

called from her eppo. She had a long lasing arrow in her 
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hand and a bow in the other. She flew down to meet them. 

“We’ll give you cover! Go! Now!” 

“Ymara! Get the villagers out of here fast!” Captain 

Gunther ordered the purple-haired woman. 

Ymara, the Deian woman, nodded and flew away with 

the Exyns. Some of the Exyns retreated to the village where 

they quickly ushered the men, women, and children out of 

their domed huts while others battled with the Asrauds in 

the air. 

Aurelia, in dizzying pain, looked over Captain Gunther’s 

shoulder and saw her father standing in the middle of their 

ruined dome. 

The Pulseless was lunging his sword towards Master 

Oswin’s heart when an enormous bubble of golden light 

encapsulated the Pulseless. It burst, throwing everyone to 

the ground from the impact. The Asrauds flying near the 

dome were incinerated. 

Silence filled the air. Captain Gunther grunted, looking 

for Aurelia, but he was too late. She was already running 

back to the remains of the dome. She found Master Oswin’s 

charred body lying in the rubble, the black sword having 

pierced through his heart. Captain Gunther got there in 

time to stop her from going near the corpse. 

“Papa! No! Let me go! Papa!” She kicked and screamed 

at Captain Gunther, but he was immovable. 

“He’s gone now, Aurelia!” Captain Gunther gritted his 

teeth. “Your father’s gone! You have to come back for us. 

Come back for us!” 

There was movement beneath the rocks. It was the 

Pulseless. His armor had been burned off exposing his 

bony, grotesquely burned body. He was barely alive. Silver 

markings began to appear slowly on his smoking flesh. 

“Kill him! Captain Gunther, kill him!” Aurelia cried until 

her voice was hoarse. “Kill him now!” 

Captain Gunther stood over the Pulseless. Everything 

had burned off, even his hair. He was unrecognizable. He 



CHAPTER THREE 

23 

stirred, and his face twisted in agony. Captain Gunther 

pulled Aurelia back to shield her as the Pulseless tried to 

get up. Captain Gunther twisted his left arm from a whip 

into a giant broadsword. He swung at the Pulseless’s neck, 

but his blade bounced off. Captain Gunther gasped. The 

silver markings on the Pulseless’s body were becoming 

clearer. 

“Kill him now!” Aurelia cried again. “Or I will!” 

Aurelia held out her hands. A ball of purple flame 

appeared between them. She threw it and the Pulseless 

was immediately engulfed in fire. 

He screamed. 

His frantic movement flung the flames around, 

spreading it across the grass quickly. The purple flames 

began jumping, flickering over to the neighboring domes, 

catching quickly and burning everything in sight. People 

started running. Children were crying. Aurelia stood in 

shock. 

“It’s the Oranyns!” an old Tasekk woman whose red 

dreadlocks had caught on fire screamed and pointed at 

Aurelia. “They destroyed the village!” 

The burning Pulseless crawled towards the body of 

Master Oswin. Captain Gunther scooped up Aurelia and 

tossed her over his shoulder once more. 

“Pantelo!” he cried and an eppo appeared in the sky. 

Aurelia looked back in time to see the Pulseless 

removing his black sword from her father’s chest. The 

purple fire from his body had reached the sword. It 

exploded, obliterating everything in a flash. 

“Papa…” Aurelia watched through her tears as her fire 

consumed the whole village. “I’m not coming back… 

Papa…” 
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Chapter Four 

ot… coming…” Elia whispered. “Not… coming… 

back…” 

She opened her eyes slowly. Her body was 

drenched in sweat. She felt like she had been rolled over 

by a truck. She struggled to sit up. Laurie Egerton, her 

adopted mother, helped her lay against a supportive pillow. 

Her short, red hair was disheveled, her green eyes puffed 

up. 

“Oh, Elia, hon,” Laurie cried. “You’re okay, I’m so glad 

you’re okay.” 

“I’m fine, Mom,” Elia assured her. 

Laurie nodded and stroked Elia’s hair. “I wouldn’t be 

able to forgive myself if anything happened to you.” 

“Elia?” Levire asked, as a strand of purple hair fell over 

his monocle. “Do you remember me? It’s me, Levire. I used 

to work for your father.” 

Elia squinted. “Yes. I… I remember you, Levire. You 

grew tall… and lost a lot of weight… and a beard?” 

Levire chuckled sheepishly and scratched his purple 

beard. “I was always out of breath running errands and 

chasing you when you were a little but I’m glad you 

remembered me.” 

“I know why you’re here but I’m not going back,” Elia 

said cautiously. “Whatever’s happening there in Astrofyr, 

N 
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it doesn’t involve me anymore. My life is here on Earth, 

with my family.” She squeezed Laurie’s hand. 

Golden Dreadlocks moved closer to Elia’s bed. His dark 

skin shone like gold. His fierce golden eyes sent chills down 

Elia’s spine. His hair, Elia noticed, was woven with gold 

strings. 

“Elia,” Golden Dreadlocks’ voice thundered. “My name 

is Ozzo. Levire, Calyx, and I are here on Captain Gunther’s 

orders to take you back to Astrofyr. We need you to come 

home and awaken the Elysares—” 

“Awaken the Elysares?!” Elia asked incredulously. “You 

must be joking, right?” 

Ozzo, the Golden Dreadlocks, shook his head, the 

golden strings in his hair gleamed. “You’re the only Oranyn 

left in Astrofyr. You’re the only one who can do this. Elia, 

you must find all seven cores of the Elysares and bring 

them to the cratered temple in the city of Sunstrung. Once 

you’ve done this, the Elysares will awaken and defeat 

Areon before he collapses our sun.” 

“Awaken the Elysares?” Elia asked again. “You want me 

to awaken them?” 

Levire sighed. “Your father sent you here to be hidden 

from Myrde Gytha because you’re the only one who can 

unlock the map to the cores. And now we need you back 

to help us. If Areon succeeds in destroying our sun, it’s not 

only Astrofyr that’s going to be annihilated but galaxies 

upon galaxies. Areon will open the gates of the Avisadis 

and it will consume all the lights. All things living across 

the Universe will be gone, including this one.” 

“I’m not the one you’re looking for. I’m sorry but you 

have to find someone else,” she said. 

“The sun’s flares are weakening the Veyla barrier that 

protects Astrofyr,” Ozzo retorted. “The Veyla was almost 

destroyed before if not for your mother—” 

“My mother is dead because she tried to protect 

Astrofyr,” Elia gritted. “My father died doing the same 
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thing. He tried to save me to save Astrofyr and he was killed 

right before my very eyes. I’m not going back to the place 

that took everything away from me.” 

“But you’re the only one who can help us now. The 

ne’koros have been spotted more and more frequently in 

the inner terranes,” Ozzo said. “That’s never happened 

before. And once the Veyla barrier is completely gone, the 

creatures of the Avisadis can enter the terranes and 

slaughter us all. The Exyns are not strong enough to fight 

them, that’s why we need you now. You’re the only one who 

can bring the cores together and wake the Elysares.” 

“I didn’t ask to be the Oranyn,” Elia said firmly. “If Earth 

dies, then I’ll take my chances.” 

“Don’t you care about the humans? Or at least your 

nephew’s future?” Ozzo growled. “We need your help and 

you’re the only one who can do it for us. Trust me, I 

wouldn’t be here if we had other choices.” 

Elia pointed to Levire. “Levire’s a Mesthyk. He can 

probably build a ship with elements that can withstand a 

solar collapse. His powers are strong enough to help you.” 

Levire sighed. “Elia. You know that Mesthyks are just 

astral healers and transmutators. Our abilities come from 

outer universal matter while your ora is purely divine in 

nature. Even if I build a ship for all of us, we can’t last out 

there. The Avisadis will only swallow us whole. The 

Mesthyks may be advanced in manipulating elements but 

none of us can withstand the Elysares’ cores except for 

your hands. If any of us touches it, we will be incinerated. 

And you’re the only one who can bring them all back.” 

“Finding the cores is useless anyways. The map is 

gone,” said Elia. Her face grew dark. “It got destroyed when 

Papa was killed.” 

Ozzo cleared his throat. “We recovered the map. We can 

find the cores—” 
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“How did—never mind. I don’t care how you got it. I’m 

not doing any of that anyways.” Elia shook her head. “Why 

can’t any of you get that?” 

“You were killed by a ne’koro last night!” Ozzo roared. 

“This is not the last time you will be hunted down by them, 

or any of Gytha’s followers. She wants you dead. We’re 

trying our best to keep you alive so our people can stay 

alive too!” 

“Like you said, I was killed. If I don’t have a chance of 

surviving here anyways, what are the chances I’ll even 

survive there? Whatever it is, I’m not going back.” 

Ozzo flared his nostrils. “Your life matters to me 

because it would mean that I can save my people from a 

pending extinction. What has this world done to you that 

you could be so indifferent and selfish, Elia Egerton?” 

Elia looked him hard in the eyes. “I’m sorry. I’m not the 

one who’ll save your terranes.” 

“Don’t force her to go, Ozzo,” said Silver Ice from the 

corner, hiding in the shadows. “Let her stay here if that’s 

what she chooses.” 

He had been leaning against the wall the whole time, 

watching with his blue eyes, but now he moved towards 

her bed with the fluidity of a silver jungle cat. 

“You’re the one who killed the ne’koro,” she whispered. 

Something about Silver Ice’s eyes struck a chord. “Do I 

know you?” 

Levire nodded to Silver Ice. “Yes, this is Calyx. He will 

be our guide to the cores.” 

Silver Ice Calyx’s face was hard and steely. He stood like 

a frozen sculpture. His sharp-angled face was riddled with 

scars, and her own grew extremely hot under his cool, 

calculating stare. 

Calyx continued, “If a ne’koro doesn’t kill you by the end 

of the week, I’m certain Earth’s atmosphere will.” 
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“What are you talking about?” Elia was looking at him 

confused when she started coughing, feeling pangs in her 

chest. 

Levire quickly took out a small vial of oxygenated crystal 

from his pocket and broke the tip open. The crystals were 

burning on their own and he let Elia inhale the fumes. 

“What’s… happening?” Elia gasped for air. “I can’t… 

breathe.” 

“Just breathe slowly. I had to remove your saflou film 

with the gi’lao comb.” Levire showed her a handheld 

bristled brush. “The film that Master Oswin had to put on 

you to hide your ora also allowed you to survive the air 

here without any problems. But now that your system is 

too pure, the polluted air is too much for your lungs and 

blood to handle.” 

“Elia, please listen to me,” Laurie said tearfully. “Master 

Oswin didn’t remove your astralence spirit like he did with 

me. That’s why I can live here as a human. He only covered 

your astralence with the saflou film, so you wouldn’t be 

detected. Without the saflou, you won’t be able to last.” 

“You did it on purpose!” Elia panted angrily at Levire. 

“Put back the saflou film on me now!” 

Calyx answered coolly. “He can’t. Saflous are purified 

films made from direct energy and sterile air. Earth has 

none of those.” 

“I told you, I’m not going. I’d rather die here.” 

“You almost did die,” Calyx snarled. “Levire just brought 

you back by removing that infected saflou.” 

Levire tapped his monocle twice and a life-size hologram 

of Elia’s internal image appeared on the wall from the green 

lens. He zoomed in on the hologram where the damage to 

her organs could be seen. 

“Elia, without saflou, you can’t continue living here,” 

Levire explained. “Even if I give you all of my oxygenated 

crystals, you will certainly die here within a month or less. 

It will only be a matter of time before your body deteriorates 
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from Earth’s polluted gases. In a couple of weeks, you will 

develop ulcers, tumors, blood poisoning, bone breakage, 

and muscular atrophy. There’s no cure for that. Not even 

the best human medicine has to offer. Afdi Laureana was 

stripped of her astralence by Master Oswin himself and in 

a sense, can live here as human. But he never did that with 

you.” 

“Or you will be killed by another ne’koro,” Calyx added. 

“Your choice.” 

“Hold your tongue, Calyx,” Ozzo ordered. “Go on, 

Levire.” 

Levire tapped his monocle twice again and the hologram 

disappeared. He threw a defeated look at Elia. “Calyx is 

right too. The ne’koros move like lightning across space 

and they know you’re already here. Legions of them will 

come. By divine law, they are forbidden to come into 

contact with humans and other neutral races, but their 

presence can cause disasters and death. Especially to the 

ones closest to their target, which is Elia.” 

“Then that means Elia only has to remove her 

astralence spirit like I did,” Laurie said hopefully. “She can 

live here after that, can’t she? The ne’koros, Myrde Gytha… 

they will be unable to find her if she becomes human.” 

“They won’t find her.” Calyx nodded. 

“Can you remove the astralence from me then?” Elia 

asked Levire. 

Levire shook his head. “I can make a saflou film with 

my rings, but I cannot take out an astralence. It’s one of 

the few things Mesthyks cannot do that only Oranyns can.” 

“Then how am I even going to live here?” 

Calyx answered. “You can, however, wake the Elysares 

and surrender your ora to them. It will also take away your 

astralence, but it will make you completely human.” 

Ozzo nodded. “He’s right. The Elysares may grant you 

your desire to become human.” 
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Levire clapped his hands. “The most that I can do is 

open the irisol’s path back to Earth from Astrofyr.” 

“But that means I have to go back to Astrofyr,” Elia said 

in disbelief. “Is this a sick joke to you? I said I’m not going.” 

Laurie wept. “Els… Please… If this is what it takes for 

you to live, then you must go. Let’s take this chance… I 

don’t think I can ever go through another death… Levire 

will make sure you get back, isn’t that right, Levire?” 

Levire nodded. “I’ll do my best.” 

“Els, please,” Laurie pleaded. 

Elia held out her hand to Laurie. “But what if I fail and 

I don’t come back?” 

“You will.” Laurie kissed her hand. “You will come back.” 

Calyx cleared his throat. “We’re going to start the 

process of lifting your family’s memories of you. A year 

from this day, if you’re not back, they won’t even remember 

you existed in their lives.” 

Laurie took a long breath and hugged Elia tight. 
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Chapter Five 

t was already noon when Laurie and Elia left Elia’s 

dormitory building in Toronto to go to the Egertons’ 

home in the suburbs of Niagara-by-the-lake. Levire had 

given her a full dosage of oxygenated crystal fumes to help 

her breathe. The lump in her throat was cutting her air, 

but she tried not to show it during the ride to her parents’ 

house. 

The calm glimmer of the lake came into view from 

behind their large brick house as Laurie pulled up into the 

driveway. Elia watched the quiet rustle of the trees out in 

front, as well as the grey cobblestone steps covered by 

spring moss. She tried to remember every detail of the 

house she grew up in. The yellow bell-shaped flowers; they 

reminded Elia of her departed sister. She swallowed the 

lump again. 

“So, ten years ago,” Elia started to say. “When you and 

Dad found me by the falls, you already knew then who I 

was?” 

Laurie smiled sadly. “I did. I saw strange lights in the 

sky that night, and I knew something was going on. So, we 

drove out there to see what it was. I told Morgan that I had 

a feeling we should be there.” 

“I remember being cold, the sidewalk was freezing. And 

Captain Gunther was screaming ‘Come back, come back for 

us Aurelia!’ Wait, did Dad see Captain Gunther at all?” 

I 
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“No. Only I could see him. But as soon as he gave me 

the message glass from your father, he disappeared and so 

did the lights. And that’s when I saw you.” Laurie drew a 

breath. “Covered in blood with burns all over your body. 

Morgan screamed for help and I just stood there in shock.” 

Elia nodded. “I can imagine. Good thing Corliss wasn’t 

there to see it.” 

“Even with my experience as a doctor here on Earth, 

nothing prepared me for that night. Morgan had to shake 

me just to snap me out of it. He drove like a maniac, and I 

remember trying to steady my hands when I was stitching 

you up. It was such an awful gash. The blade that cut you 

up wasn’t made from any normal metal.” 

“What was Papa’s message to you? The one in the glass?” 

“He told me to keep you until the Mesthyk returned.” 

She looked at Elia and stroked her hair. “And that you were 

another chance for me to be a mother. Your father gave us 

both another chance to have a family.” 

“Is that why you adopted me just like that?” 

“Well, there’s Corliss too. She wouldn’t stop begging us 

to make you her sister,” Laurie said, chuckling. “She said 

if I wasn’t going to make a baby with her father, we might 

as well adopt you, so she’d stop requesting a baby brother 

or sister. She was just so persistent and impatient.” 

“I know. She’s the one who started calling me Elia, 

remember?” Elia smiled sadly. “I couldn’t roll the R in 

Aurelia when I first arrived. I kept saying, ‘Name Owelia, 

Owelia.’ Corliss just gave up and decided call me Elia since 

then.” 

“I like Elia, it suits you,” Laurie said. “Corliss made the 

right call.” 

“She used to visit me in the hospital when I was 

recovering. I remember telling Corliss that I came from a 

place way above the stars of Georis’al, and I was brought 

to Earth by a golden giant.” Elia chuckled at the memory. 

“She told me you overdosed me with the good stuff. Corliss 
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was just this chatterbox, wouldn’t stop talking. I thought 

she was an earthling daughter of the Sun, her hair was like 

these frenzied coils of sunshine, big and poofy. And she 

just kept on talking like she has endless energy inside her. 

And you could tell if she was up to something, her eyes 

would just twinkle bright like ripe honey. And I was like 

this pale, sad, sallow shadow next to her.” 

Laurie nodded pensively. “Corliss was our sunshine. 

You wouldn’t even know she’d gone through something 

awful at her young age. She just didn’t let anyone see it. 

She put on a brave face for her dad. She gave him the 

reason to continue with their lives.” 

“Fate had been nothing but cruel to all of us. I can’t 

imagine how it is for Dad. His first wife died young. And 

then his daughter got killed in a car crash. I mean, I don’t 

know how one can bear all these tragedies and yet 

continue living his life the way he does.” 

“Yes, Fate had been cruel, but Morgan learned from 

Corliss. He can’t lose himself now. Now that Noah’s in our 

lives, it’s time for Morgan to be there for his grandson, as 

Corliss had been there for him when Corazon passed on. 

It’s been three years since your sister left us. Everything 

still hurts as if it just happened yesterday but we’re holding 

on, we’re stronger. Noah made us all stronger.” 

“I don’t know what would have happened if Noah… if 

he…” Elia’s throat tightened. “His tiny body in that 

incubator with tubes and wires… I couldn’t even hold him 

for weeks… He fought hard… So hard… I thought I would 

hate him… I thought I would blame him for what happened 

to Corliss. If she didn’t get pregnant, if she wasn’t so 

sleepy, she wouldn’t have fallen asleep behind the wheel… 

she would still be here but… I see Corliss in Noah. And I 

can’t leave him. Not now.” 

“Me too, sweetie. But at least we made a family. No 

matter what, we had our moments. And that’s enough for 

me. It’s enough that I get to be a doting mother, making 
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sure Corliss had taken all her prenatal vitamins, going with 

her to every ultrasound appointment, and watching in 

wonder as little Noah was growing inside of her. It’s enough 

that I was able to buy all the baby items we needed, and 

didn’t need, all those toys for the nursery. That wallpaper 

shopping that drove your Dad crazy because we couldn’t 

decide on jungle safari or forest animal theme. We ended 

up buying both for each sides of the wall.” Laurie chuckled 

sadly. “We had so much good memories, we can’t let 

tragedy ruin our lives. Believe me, I’ve been in that dark 

place at one point in my life. A chance was given to me, I 

could have chosen darkness and exist in misery forever, 

but I took that chance. And it was enough. It saved my 

life.” 

“Is that why you’re here, Mom?” Elia asked quietly. 

“Yes. I came here because… Because I was exiled,” 

Laurie said bitterly. “Even though I should have been 

executed for it. But that’s the past. That was Afdi 

Laureana, I’m no longer that person. I’m now Dr. Laurie 

Egerton, a mother to you and Corliss, a wife to Morgan 

Egerton and a grandma to Noah. I have a life worth living 

with all of you.” 

“Exiled?” 

“All in the past, Els. I did give birth to a baby girl once 

in Astrofyr, but she didn’t make it. I couldn’t bear it. So 

when I came here, I wanted to start over and this was my 

chance. Having a chance is all someone like me would ever 

need. Maybe it’s the same reason why Morgan and I took 

David under our wing and gave him a chance. David was 

close to losing it. How could a nineteen-year-old high 

school graduate be a father and support his newborn son 

with his girlfriend gone? Maybe you could say that Morgan 

and I knew what it felt like to be in that dark place. That’s 

why we put David through culinary school. It was his 

chance to do something worthwhile with his life and not 

waste his talent by living in misery. Because of it, Morgan 
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had gained a son in David. Sometimes, something 

unexpected comes out of tragedy. I know it’s hard. I don’t 

want you to go back to Astrofyr either. But it’s our only 

chance. That’s why you must come back, Els.” 

“I won’t lose you guys. We lost Corliss and I’m not going 

to let our family lose anyone anymore. I will come back. I 

promise,” Elia answered and got out of the car. 

 

“Ellie!” Noah, her three-year-old nephew, greeted her 

excitedly by the door. “I missed you!” 

“I missed you too, kiddo!” she hugged him. “Are you still 

Super Noah?” 

Noah grinned. “Yes. I’m Super Noah!” 

“Okay, Super Noah. Are you ready for a super tickle?” 

She showered him with kisses and tickled him until he 

giggled. She let go of him and he ran up the stairs carried 

by his chunky legs. Elia’s heart suddenly squeezed at the 

memory of when Noah was born, the night Corliss died. 

Corliss had been seven months’ pregnant when she was 

driving back home late at night from a Vietnamese 

restaurant. She had been craving for a giant bowl of pho 

soup that night. She fell asleep at the wheel. Crashed 

against the highway’s concrete barricades. Corliss was 

barely alive when the rescue team pried open the mangled 

car door and pulled her out. The car was a total wreck. 

Blood and glass everywhere. They rushed her to the 

nearest hospital. Her baby was delivered via emergency 

caesarian section. 

Elia, Laurie and Morgan had rushed to the emergency 

operating room and found Corliss fighting for her life. She 

had lost a lot of blood from her injuries and the delivery. 

They had all been huddled around Corliss’s bedside, 

crying, begging her to fight. 
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“No-Noah…” Corliss had managed to say through her 

shallow breaths. “His… name… is… Noah…” 

“Don’t speak, my love,” Morgan had moaned as he 

caressed her head. “Daddy’s here… Stay strong…” 

“Dad…” Her eyes were closing. “Mom… I love… you…” 

Laurie sobbed. “Corliss… We’re here, honey. We love you 

so so much…” 

“Els?” Her voice barely above a whisper. “Tell… David… 

I love him… Take care… of… my… Noah… Promise me…” 

“I promise, just don’t go, please! Cors, wake up… Don’t 

leave me!” Elia had held Corliss’s hand tightly, trying to 

release a spark from the eight-points in her palm, trying to 

revive Corliss. Nothing happened. It was the only time on 

Earth that Elia wished she still had her ora. “Please, I need 

to save her! I need to save her! Come out… please come 

out… Corliss!” 

The monitor flat-lined. Corliss was gone. David, disheveled 

and petrified, his brown hair damp with sweat, his face 

paled against his dark thin stubble, had burst into the 

room. He fell and wept beside his girlfriend’s lifeless body. 

Elia remembered how he had tried to wake her up, 

screaming how sorry he was for not being with her. Morgan 

had to hold him back. The death of Corliss hit Elia so hard 

that she couldn’t even bring herself to visit the baby. Laurie 

had to sedate her one time when Elia attacked David after 

he’d dropped off some of Corliss’s things at their house 

after the funeral. 

She wanted to blame him for Corliss’s death, screaming 

profanities, punching and kicking him. David just stood 

there, taking all her slaps and punches. But deep inside, 

Elia knew she was the guilty one. If she had only said yes 

when Corliss asked her to come, if only she had dragged 

her lazy ass to the car and went to the restaurant that 

night. Maybe it could have been her instead of Corliss, 

she’d thought endless times. 
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Luckily, Morgan and Laurie were home and stopped the 

fight. Elia became unstable, inconsolable. Laurie would 

give Elia doses of sedatives just to calm her down. It had 

been a month after the funeral that she went to see the 

baby. Elia didn’t want to go but something was gnawing at 

her. She didn’t know what to expect. What she found was 

a tiny body inside a plastic incubator with tubes going in 

and out of it. She felt a crushing ache in her heart and at 

the same time awe at how brave and strong the boy had 

been in his fight for life, just like his mother. 

Elia fell instantly in love with Noah, his caramel skin, 

and his small head which smelled like heaven, and his tiny 

toes and fingers. He was so fragile. As soon as she held 

him, Elia knew Noah would become part of her life. She 

would talk to Noah about Corliss for hours until it was time 

to go home. 

She apologized to David for what she did, and for weeks, 

she alternated with him or her parents spending 

afternoons and nights in the hospital just holding Noah 

and watching him grow bigger and stronger every day. The 

day they took Noah home was the day the darkest hour of 

their lives had seen some illumination. 

David had agreed that it was best for Noah to live with 

the Egertons. Morgan and David became very close, not 

only through Noah but because David helped Morgan with 

the business. David was now an assistant manager at one 

of Morgan’s downtown cafés. He was no longer the 

boyfriend who had gotten Corliss pregnant. He was a son 

to Morgan and Laurie, a great father to Noah, and a 

bantering brother to Elia. 

“Els, what a surprise!” Morgan said as he embraced and 

kissed Elia on both cheeks. His honey eyes twinkled 

behind thick glasses and his dark bald head shone against 

the countertop lights. “I thought you had that boring thesis 

thing all week?” 
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“It’s not a boring thesis, Dad, it’s a boring long report 

on the Theoretical Foundations of Nursing,” she replied. 

“Oh, the joys of being a college freshman,” Morgan 

snorted. 

Elia hugged him tightly, knowing it was the last time 

she would see Morgan, the man who raised her as his own 

daughter. 

“You alright, kiddo?” he asked worriedly. “It’s like you 

haven’t seen me in ten years.” 

“It’s nothing. I just miss having lunch here once in a 

while instead of my usual microwaved burritos at the 

dorm.” 

“I own restaurants and my daughter eats frozen food? I 

should be ashamed,” Morgan said, pretending to be aghast. 

In the dining room, a table on the side was laid with hot, 

delicious platters. Elia’s mouth watered. She didn’t notice 

how hungry she was until now. Alfredo fettuccini, beer-

battered fish sticks with lemon-garlic sauce topped with 

capers, stir-fry vegetable noodles, baked potato wedges 

with six kinds of melted cheese, roasted lamb skewers with 

a kicker mint sauce, Greek salad and meatballs in red 

sauce to name a few. 

“Frozen pizza would have been fine, Dad,” she joked but 

her heart ached. 

“David made most of this. Don’t let him hear you say 

that,” Morgan said, winking. 

“I did hear that,” David said, his cropped head glistening 

with sweat as he carried a tray of barbecued burger patties 

from the patio and set in on the table. “You and Corliss ate 

junk all the time.” 

“That’s because you don’t put on enough salt. Even 

hospital food tastes better than this,” Elia teased. 

“Wow, David,” Laurie said as she walked in. “You made 

all this?” 

“Some. The others were made by the new cooks Morgan 

hired. I asked them to come up with their signature dishes 
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for the August Street Food Festival. Tell me what you 

think?” David grinned at Laurie. 

Laurie picked up a fork and took a bite out of the fish 

stick. “Mmm… This is cooked to perfection. I love it.” 

Elia cleared her throat and blinked back the tears as 

she watched Morgan, Laurie, and David talking about the 

flakiness of the fish mixed with the tanginess of the lemon 

sauce. This would be her last meal on Earth. In this house. 

With her family. 

“What’s gotten into you?” David asked, raising an 

eyebrow. 

“Your breath smells like a sack of chopped onions,” Elia 

sniffed jokingly. 

 

After dinner, Elia sat by the lounge chair facing the lake 

from the backyard. The sun had started to set, and its 

reflection resembled liquid fire. Noah sat on her lap. She 

hugged him as they watched the golden scenery. 

“Don’t be sad, Ellie. My mommy said you look like a frog 

when you’re sad,” he said in his tiny voice. 

Elia sighed. “Noah, didn’t we tell you not to make up 

stories anymore?” But Corliss did tend to say that before, 

she mused. 

“My mommy told me to give this to you.” Noah handed 

Elia a small box. 

She opened it and frowned. Elia took out a blue bracelet 

crafted by Corliss out of beer cans and nylon. She knew 

exactly where those cans had come from. She and Corliss 

had stolen a six-pack of beer from a group of college boys 

loitering by the lake. Elia figured that Noah had probably 

found it in Corliss’s room which had been left untouched. 

“Ellie, you come back home, okay?” Noah looked down 

on his small hands. His voice cracked. 

“What do you mean?” 
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“You have to save the stars.” Noah pointed to the 

purpling sky where a lone star sparkled brightly. “My 

mommy told me not to drink beer because it’s bad and it 

doesn’t taste good. What’s beer, Ellie?” 

Elia’s blood froze. No one knew that secret except for 

her and Corliss. 

 

Before she left the house, Elia gave her dad another 

crushing hug. 

“What’s with all these hugs, Els?” he asked curiously. 

“You sure you’re alright?” 

She nodded, putting on a cheery face. “I might not be 

here next weekend, tons of boring paperwork.” 

She kissed a gloomy Noah on the head. 

“I don’t want you to leave, Ellie.” Noah whimpered. 

Elia knelt beside Noah. “Whenever you feel sad, just 

look at the stars at night, and maybe wave. Maybe Ellie will 

see it and wave back, okay?” 

Noah smiled. “Okay, Ellie.” 

Elia even embraced David goodbye. 

“You did something to my meatballs, didn’t you?” David 

had asked after she hugged him. “This is your way of 

getting away with it, isn’t it?” 

Elia chuckled. 

“Goodbye, Elia,” Laurie said as she embraced her tight. 

Her green eyes watered. “Come home soon.” 

“I will, Mom.” She waved goodbye to them and left the 

house. When she turned the corner, she saw the whole 

house flash, the lifting of their memories had started. A 

black car was waiting for her. It was Calyx. She was 

thankful for the silence. He didn’t say a word during the 

drive to Niagara Falls. 
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“Goodbye, Earth.” She sighed and slumped back on the 

seat, watching the highway street lamps pass by as they 

drove off. 
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Chapter Six 

t was still dark when the four of them stood by the 

barrier of Niagara Falls. The majestic waterfall was a 

sight to behold, of power and of beauty. A known 

wonder of the Earth. Elia had seen the waterfall many 

times, but it still amazed her, even in the dark hours of the 

morning. 

Levire took out a big bottle of crystal powder. He broke 

the bottle against the metal barrier and the crystal powder 

scattered in the air. The powder swirled over water and 

expanded into a crystallized prism-colored flat surface that 

extended from the concrete barrier of the walls down to the 

middle of the falls. The bridge was suspended like a very 

long diving board. Ozzo leapt on it and marched towards 

the far end of the bridge. Levire followed as lithe as a cat. 

Calyx’s icy voice cut through the air behind her. “What 

are you waiting for? The collapse of Astrofyr?” 

Elia rolled her eyes, making way for him. “Then go 

ahead, be my guest.” 

Calyx leapt high and landed on his knee with a thud. 

Even in the dark, Elia could see the outline of his back 

ripple in the fading moonlight. She exhaled deeply. It had 

been years since she had used her flight ability which 

allowed her to leap high, soar and fly. Elia channeled her 

energy in the center of her abdomen and started to stretch 

I 
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her leg muscles. She recoiled and jumped high towards the 

bridge but bumped her chest on the railing. 

She hissed in pain and turned around, ashamed. She 

had no choice but to hoist herself instead. She tried to grab 

the surface but ended up looking like a fish out of water as 

she wiggled herself up. She sighed, grateful no one saw 

her. 

She tried not to look down. The bridge was wide enough, 

but she wished that Levire had added a side railing to hold 

on to. The water raged underneath her, and the mist made 

everything slippery. The three were already on the edge, 

waiting for her. She was not even halfway down. The 

farther she went the stronger the vibrations became. 

“Elia, watch out!” Ozzo cried. 

He started to run, ripping off his golden armband from 

his arm which transformed into an enormous golden axe 

with a curved blade and long handle. Something thudded 

behind Elia. An acrid stench filled the air. 

“UUUWWWAAAKKK!!!” 

Elia started to run towards the edge, but she slipped 

and tumbled over. The ne’koro galloped behind her and 

struck the bridge with its scythed arm. The bridge cracked. 

She grasped to gain purchase, but the crystal was smooth 

and she continued to slide off. 

Calyx caught her arm before she got crushed beneath 

the water. He pulled her up onto the middle of the bridge. 

Ozzo leapt over their heads. He landed and swung his axe 

and cut the ne’koro’s shoulder down to its torso. It 

shrieked as it fell into the raging water. 

“There’s more of them coming,” Calyx said, pointing to 

the black clouds on the horizon. 

“They found her! We have to get to the irisol quick!” 

Elia was on all fours trying to crawl to the center. Her 

knees trembled. The dizzying heights seemed to draw her 

in. The bridge shook even harder. 

“Can you walk?” Ozzo asked. 



THE ORANYN – XAVI LANG 

46 

She shook her head. 

“The first light!” Levire shouted to them. “Hurry up! We 

need to go now!” 

The purple sky was lightening. With the first rays of 

sunlight, a rainbow appeared, and the mist slowed. Elia 

could see the droplets floating like stars. The falls had 

stopped. Calyx muttered a curse under his breath, 

swooped Elia into his arms, and ran until he reached the 

edge. Ozzo was right behind them. 

“Levire, blast their cloud!” Ozzo cried pointing to the 

black swirl covering the sunrise. 

Levire took out a metal oregunth glove from his pocket 

and filled the muzzle case top with a silver salt pin. He put 

it on and shot the clouds. The dark swirls got suctioned 

into the silver salt blast. 

“Whew, that was close!” Levire whistled low. 

“Open the irisol now!” Ozzo roared. 

“On it!” Levire stood at the very edge of the bridge and 

lifted his hands. 

The stones in his rings emitted a million thread-like 

lasso beams. The beams attached to the droplets of the 

rainbow mist, stretching the rainbow apart like a curtain 

and revealing a blue whirling haze. Inside the haze, the 

vast cosmos. Stars and countless galaxies reeled before 

them. But the lasso beams were snapping off one by one 

and the haze was becoming smaller and smaller. 

“You have to jump now,” Levire said, holding up his 

shaky hands. “The irisol was polluted by the ne’koros’ 

cloud. My rings can’t hold it open that long.” 

“See you in Astrofyr, Levire,” Ozzo said to Levire as he 

jumped straightaway from the bridge and into the haze. 

His body dissolved into fragments of gold just before he 

reached the hole inside the rainbow. 

“Calyx, Elia, hurry!” Levire cried. More beams snapped. 

The hole would barely fit them. 
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Calyx’s blue eyes were electric. He held Elia tighter in 

his arms. “Ready?” 

“Go!” Levire shouted. 

Calyx jumped off the bridge and into the haze with Elia. 

She shut her eyes tight and their bodies exploded into 

flakes of gold. 
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Chapter Seven 

nside the haze of the irisol, the so-called pathway of the 

suns, my body collapses into the smallest particles. I feel 

the vacuum of the space pull me upward. The surface of 

my skin melts away, the follicles of every hair I have 

disintegrate. My muscles, tendons, and organs stretch and 

twist until they burst into helices of fibers and my cells 

dance like strobe lights against the walls of the Universe. 

My bones roll into tumbling microscopic spikes. My blood 

cells divide themselves into rubies which sway upwards in 

harmony with the rest of my whole essence. 

My deconstructed composition and my astralence spirit 

pulsate altogether, breathing and sharing life with this 

brilliant, marvelous, incomprehensible, mystical Universe. 

The constellations of stars and clusters of celestial 

landmarks, the endless galaxies fill my every being, sing me 

tales of the wonders of every heaven. I witness the birth of 

fire, the purpose of being, the extinguished breaths, and the 

journeying spirits seeking their final resting place beyond 

the stars. Everything is connected in this infinite living 

energy. 

The irisol’s vacuum spirals me upwards to the different 

dimensions of the cosmos. Like an invisible page of a book 

going right through my head and bringing me to another 

story always more profound than the next, over and over 

again. There is no telling where I am headed but it feels like 

I 
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I am heading home. I can see the enormous radiant balls of 

looping flames and hear the lulling hymns. I can feel the 

weightlessness of the space and taste the metallic surface 

of the floating rocks. I can smell the burning gases of the 

stars as I absorb all of this within my being. 

I raise my arm and feel a movement of muscle fibers 

elongating and popping at the joints, but I know the arm is 

not there. My blood fills with fires of gold. Red and gold, gold 

and red, embracing each other inside the oval cells. The 

memories of my essence remind me that we are 

descendants from the spirits and the mystic nature of the 

stars. I can feel the heat sizzle in every pulsing beat. Fire, 

my ora is now on fire, comes closer. 

My molecular compositions are changing as they reattach 

themselves together, binding the new molecules into new 

sequences which make my body stronger. My bones are 

denser on the inside, the spores almost nonexistent. My 

cartilage and tendons solidify and elongate, but they are 

more flexible and soft. The fibers are compacting themselves 

in stronger and harder bunches. The elements of fire, earth, 

water, air, and metal confine themselves into my living cells. 

Eight small holes open in my palms, the pointed passages 

where my ora emerges from my own core. 

The heart forms twice as big, with more room for the 

blood. The veins and arteries widen, and the walls thicken. 

My lungs produce more alveoli sacs and the branches 

extend down to a couple more lobes. The inside of the sacs 

widens. Helium and oxygen compact inside like a duet. 

The dark brown strands of my hair return to their original 

color, midnight purple that shimmers like the stars in the 

night when the light touches my head. My skin becomes a 

warmer shade of olive and my indigo eyes become brighter 

as my irises tinge with the flecks of stars. 

In the distance, a bright and billowing overlay of 

iridescent, magnificent light. It is the Veyla that lays over 

Astrofyr like a blanket, like a shield. Inside the Veyla lay 
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seven oddly-shaped floating flat lands. The seven lands are 

made from different precious metals and gems, circling one 

golden sun. Just like the Earth’s planets orbiting around the 

sun. But unlike the Earth’s solar system, Astrofyr’s terranes 

orbit together in a perfect circle. Like an up and down 

carousel. 

The sun’s rays loop into ribbons of fire giving light to 

these terranes. I see thousands upon thousands of gold 

beams connecting the terranes together like a loose spider’s 

web. These are the connecting irisols within Astrofyr; the 

sun paths to get from one terrane to another. 

Even with all this brightness, I can see a shadow of 

darkness resting in the middle of the sun, taking the light 

and flame from within. The edges of the terranes are 

distorted and wiry. Pieces of it break and float inside the 

Veyla like crumbs being swept up by a silk cloth. 

My assembling body and astralence are drawn to the 

light, crashing me against its surface. My cells quickly 

reattach themselves to each other and my lower 

consciousness creeps in. I marvel at the sight of the seven 

terranes before me. I recite their names, learned when I was 

young: 

Mount Auron, The Terrane of Golden Ridges and Springs. 

Sylvores, The Terrane of Silver Forests and Lakes. 

Roojii, The Terrane of Ruby Sands and Rivers. 

Azuphire, The Terrane of Sapphire Islands and Seas. 

Grenaulde, The Terrane of Emerald Fields and Falls. 

Lunethyst, The Terrane of Pearl Valleys and Ponds. 

Luxyr, The Terrane of Crystal Hills and Ice. 

The tales of Astofyr resurface in my mind. There was one 

heart of Light, and from this heart, the seven Elysares 

emerged: Auro, the Elysare of Mount Auron; Agia, the 

Elysare of Sylvores; Aero, the Elysare of Grenaulde; Asra, 

the Elysare of Roojii; Aylo, the Elysare of Lunethyst; Acua, 

the Elysare of Azuphire; and Alva, the Elysare of Luxyr. 


