A Time to Sing…
“Johnathan Pagnutti! Get out of bed *right now*, or you’ll be late for school!” Mom yelled at me, like she did _every_ day. So what do I care if I sleep in?

I opened my eyes groggily, and looked over at the clock on my bedside table. It read seven thirty-six.

“Oh crap!” I yelled, and jumped out of bed, grabbing my clothes for the day. Dad had woken me at _six_ thirty, when he left for work, but I just fell back to sleep. I had a rough night. I think it’s because of these dreams I had been having lately. Something about flying and singing. For some reason, the only other detail that I can remember is the feathers.
“He is almost *eighteen*, and I am still waking him up in the morning… he will *never* survive in the real world.” Mom said as she walked past my room. Mom complained a lot. It wasn’t that she didn’t love us, but more that some things got on her nerves pretty quickly. 

Mom was ok for the most part. I think she just likes to complain mostly. Everyone needs a hobby. My own is music. I love music. I only play the flute and keyboard, but that’s enough to satisfy me for now. Especially since this is my final year of schooling, and I don’t need the pressure of practicing with a whole new instrument just yet.
After a quick two minute breakfast of toast, I rush up to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I look at my reflection in the mirror.
“Damn it.” I curse, as I see that my acne is back. AGAIN. The Ultra-Strength Clearasil has failed me for the last time. I’m going to have to go to the doctor’s and ask for some sort of industrial strength acne removal stuff. But for now, I will have to make do.

After brushing my teeth, I comb my dark hair to fall over most of my face. This gave a sort of ‘emo’ look. This was unfortunate, because I was a musician, people already tried to place me in that clique. I hate cliques, even though my school is not really that clique orientated.
I grabbed my backpack, with my flute and my Information Technology homework in it, and rush out of the house by ten to eight. It seems a bit early to be heading out for a school that starts at nine twenty-five, but I had jazz practice that morning, so I needed to be at school early.

On the way out, I bumped into my younger brother, who was a sophomore. He did not have any extra-curricular activities such as music, which allowed him to have a more laid-back life style. A fact he liked to regularly remind me of.

“Early start again huh? Man, it sucks to be you.” He said in a joking tone. Matthew was ok for the most part, but like any brother, he could sometimes be a downright ass.

“Not really. There are some pretty hot chicks at band practice.” I said to him with a grin, and rushed out the door.

Actually, it was a bit of a lie. Most of the people there were actually guys, and the girls that _were_ there, were ok, but not that special. I don’t exactly have time for a girlfriend at the moment, with having to study, and practice for the various music groups I am in, the marching band, the jazz band and the concert band; I don’t have much time to spare.
I don’t mind though, music is my life. It is freedom. The ultimate freedom. This is why I’ve always admired songbirds. The mockingbird, above all others, sticks out.
I shake my head, dismissing my flights of fancy, as it were, and continue to jazz practice.
An hour later the school bell rang for class, and I headed off to my first class, Senior English. 
“So, continuing from yesterday’s concept of confused and altruistic motives…” my boring teacher, Mrs. Bradman, began. I paid little attention. There was a blue jay outside the window, singing happily. 
I wished I could be like that too, sometimes. Nothing to worry about, just singing all day long…
My daydreams were interrupted by my teacher’s sharp voice. “Mr Pagnutti, I’m sure you would like to share your thoughts with us.”

“Uh… about what part?” I asked, once again aware of my surroundings.

“What did you think of the character of Reeko?”
 “Uh...” I answered, trying to remember the coursework. “I think that under different circumstances, he would not have gone down the dark path that his rejection began. I found him to be mentally unstable, and a very emotionally driven character.” 
The teacher eyed me for a moment, eyebrow raised. “Excellent response, Jonathan.” As usual. I am always top of my class, somehow managing to be so, with my lack of time. I sigh a breath of relief and tried to concentrate on the teacher’s talk about prominent themes in the novels.
The teacher turned her attention away from me and the rest of class finished uneventfully, bar the ringing of the bell.
The rest of the day flew by pretty quickly, as my next class was music, then I had marching band rehearsals

I walked home, like I usually do, completely oblivious to my surroundings until I arrived at my house. My life is basically so routine now, that I could basically live it in my sleep.
“Just once, I wish that life would have something unexpected in store for me…” I said to myself, and sighed. MY life was pretty good, don’t get me wrong, but sometimes he monotony and repetition got boring, even if it did include some of my favorite pastimes. 
I go into the house and quickly go up to my room to have a short lie-down before I begin to do concert practice. I put up one of my own pieces I’ve been working on, and play. I call it ‘Actual Red’. I can’t remember why I called it that, but it sounded cool at the time. So the name stuck. 
 ‘Actual Red’ was a twelve second keyboard solo, which is part of a group piece, for concert.
I played the piece flawlessly most of the time, only ever slipping up when my hands begin to tire. But today was different. For some reason, I couldn’t hit the keys properly, like my hands just wouldn’t do it. After a few times, I looked down at the keyboard, and my hands.

MY HANDS! They… they weren’t the ones I was born with. They had taken on a blackish color, and my nails had become more pointed. I just sat there and stared at them in disbelief. As I stared, they sharpened a bit more. 
Now that I was aware of them, I could feel the changes happening. As if noticing this, the changes began to speed up.
The black color sped up my arms, ending just after the elbows, and started to become scaled. My feet began to hurt at this point so I pulled off my shoes to find that my feet had also begun to change. My toes had merged together and then split into three new taloned toes, with a fourth protruding from the back of my foot, acting to steady my stance, as my foot shrank away into nothing. The muscles on my legs also diminished, though not as much, while at the same time, my chest began to become more muscular, and I felt muscle growth in places where muscles aren’t usually at.
This occurred just before the itching on every other part of my body. From just above my knees (which reversed their direction), to just above my elbows.
I ripped off my shirt to reveal that every one of my pores had become enflamed and painfully itchy. After giving in to the irresistible urge to scratch, each pore exploded in a feather, grey, black or white, while at the same time, my body hair receded, leaving only my head hair. All this distracted me from the fact that a pair of wings had just erupted from my back. But not for long.
“GAH!” It was  the only thing that I could say at the time. I’m usually more eloquent, but wings growing out of one’s back would shock almost anyone wordless.
I looked over at the mirror, just in time to see my head change shape to accommodate from a new beak.

“Oh dear garwwt!” I yelled as the beak made it’s presence permanent, distorting my last word into gibberish. Next came the tail feathers, which unfortunately, grew in my boxer shorts, causing a fair amount of pain. 
Ripping off the boxers revealed that I no longer had any... uh, external ‘equipment’, and was now all ‘internal’. I had no time to contemplate this, as I suddenly felt sick. Attempting to coordinate my limbs to move me to the bathroom, prevented me from reaching it in time, and I threw up everything I had eaten in the past eight hours. Unfortunately it didn’t stop there. My insides began to move around, shifting to accommodate for (what I had to assume to be) my new gizzard.
After a moment, I recovered from the nausea created by shifting organs. Long enough to take stock on my new body. After a good, long look in my bedroom mirror, examining myself from different angles, I was able to see the full extent of my external changes. My wings were mostly grey, with white wingbars, while my underside had light gray feathers; my head was gray except for my hair, which was still straight and black, and a ring around my eye, which was colored yellow. The eye itself had lost its original color, and was instead just black. My newly grown tail feathers were black, gray or white, in a stripy pattern. My new mouth piece, my beak, was rather pointed, and also dark in color. With these features, I knew there could only be one type of bird I had become. Mimus Polyglottos. Better known as the north American songbird, mockingbird.
For some strange and unknown reason (to me at least), I had become an anthropomorphic mockingbird. I was still in shock, so I sat down on my bed, after accidentally sitting on my new tail feathers.
“Gah!” I yelped in pain.

I sat down again, this time making sure not to sit wrongly. 

I sat and contemplated my future. My new life as a giant, anthropomorphic mockingbird. How could I cope? What would happen to me now? My parents would definitely freak if I just up and left. But not as much as if they saw what I had become. Maybe. I didn’t know what I should do.
I decided to leave a note for my parents. That is, until I noticed some changes occurring in my room. Boxes covered with dust faded into my room, looking as though they’d always been there.

“You don’t belong here.” Said a voice from behind me. Turning around, I saw a large, anthropomorphic female raccoon.. “Not anymore.” She continued.

I looked at her, puzzled. Somehow, she was able to see my puzzlement through my new features. Or maybe she sensed it.
 “Uh, who are you? And what’s going on?” I asked her.
“This world… is so different from my own. I do not know where to begin to explain in your terms of what is happening.” She says sighing. “Come with me.” She continued, walking out the bedroom door.

I had no choice but to follow her to find out what the hell was happening to me.
“I’m sorry, I’m lost at the moment. Who are you, what’s happened to me and what’s going on here? One at a time please.” I ask her.

“Oh very well, I will answer your questions now. I was going to get a bit more information on your world, but I will do my best.” She said, turning to face me. “Who am I? I am the leader of my group, Nint’en Kel’leen. Though many newcomers prefer to call me Kylie, or Kayleen, as it is much easier for them to remember.” She said, introducing herself.
“Your second question is somewhat obvious, though there is also much that is unseen. You have become part animal, through mystic means.” I simply waited as she went on.

 “Your life as you knew it no longer exists. I am here personally because the spell that caused this to happen went askew. This would explain why you are not dealing with this change smoothly. The spell is supposed to have a cushioning effect, and help you deal with your change.” She explained.
“So because someone messed up their little magic trick, I sat in my room, turning into a bird, scared out of my mind?!” I demanded, becoming angry.
“Look, you have become part of something big. Having you on our side would be of great value, but if you really don’t want this, I can fix that for you.”
“Y- you can?” I ask, stuttering.
“If you want. But keep this in mind: if I reverse this, not everything will be the same. I have altered the very fabric of your reality, changing history so you won’t be missed. If I reverse this, it may not be the same.”
This took me aback for a moment. “What do you mean?” I asked, pondering the worst case scenarios in my head.

“Well, like you’re thinking right now, there may be gaps in your history, your timeline will not be perfect. And that’s just for starters.” She replied, looking at me with a sad glint in her eyes.
“Just for starters?” I asked, trying to understand what she just said, as well as the fact she read my mind.

“Yes. There is a chance you will not be physically yourself fully again. You see,” she said in a sad tone, before going into a lecturous one, “your ‘world’, or universe, as you call it now, got rid of it’s magic a long time ago. Now your universe has become, err, rigid, in it’s design. What I mean to say is, your universe resists changes from magic. This is why the dampening spell did not affect your emotions. And as for the altering history… it is much easier to remove one individual, than it is to put them back in. We would have to redo your whole life from scratch in order for a safe reversal.” She explained.
“So, I can’t go back?” I asked, somewhat resigning myself to the idea that this was permanent.

“The short story is: no. The long story is yes. But not now. We need you.” She said, starting to become exasperated.

“But why me? And what for?” I asked, becoming curious.

“Why you? You are a rarity among your kind. You have an aura that can harness magic from the space around you. But, since you were not trained to do so, you are unable to do this. Also, since the abandonment of magic centuries ago, it has slowly built up in your universe. This is very important.” She said, looking at me with seriousness in her face.

“This fact means that, while your universe is bristling with magical energy, it also resists that energy. Eventually, it will get to a point when the two will destroy each other. Unless… there is a relief valve. You are that valve, John.” She said, walking me outside without me noticing. I was too absorbed in her explanation, I didn’t care.

“As for what we need to for, I have only half explained it. My people are at war. The enemy comes from a universe of chaos and terror. Since the beginning of time, many universes have fallen. We are the only effective resistance. If the enemy got their… limbs… on you, then nothing would be able to stop them. They would not have been so nice about recruiting you either. You are the turning point of the eons long war. Help us win, and I promise, if you still want to go back to your life, I will do all within my power to see it done.” She said, holding her forearm horizontal in front of her.

I pondered this for what seemed like hours. This was not my war. {But they need me.} I thought to myself. {Without me, they will fail. I have to help them.}

I looked at her masked face, and looked her in the eyes. “I’ll do it.”

“Excellent. Give me your hand.” She said, relief flowing over her face like water. Using my hand, she drew several symbols in the air, then put both of our palms on the symbols.
The symbols began to glow, and move around, eventually creating a solid circle of light, like a…

“This is a portal. It will take us to the Resistance. Simply walk through and you will reach the other side.” She said, and walked through.

I watched her disappear in a glimmer of light. I looked back on my house, one last time. I contemplated what was at stake. I knew I had to do this. What I didn’t know, was if I wanted to come back.

That’s going to be something I’ll decide when the war ends, I decided, and stepped through.

Since then, I have never looked back.

