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Connections
Prolog: The Last Journal Entry of Saja

I remember it well the two moons hung over the bountiful tree tops and bathed our little village in an ethereal blue light. My fur had been pressed and cleaned for hours on end. Adults hovering over me until the white patterns of my fur were as pristine as freshly fallen snow, and the patterns of black a brilliant ebony. I was too young at the time to really appreciate the event. I was to be awarded my Cheska, my spiritual familiar, another connected to my soul. Born somewhere in the ether, not in the world of us the Aisee, other races spread amongst the stars bonded by the life force that connects us all.

The ceremony was elaborate and time consuming, far too long for a child my age. I struggled to stay awake as my elders prattled on about the beauty of our bond. Under torchlight and the glow of the heavenly bodies above my connection was born. It was an indescribable feeling from, from the tip of my tail to the top of my ears. There was a sense of well being, of pleasure. My eyes nearly rolled back into my skull as I was overcome by a thousand thoughts at once. Only the elder’s voice was able to pull me back to reality.

“Behold, life’s miracle the cheskusu. Young Saja, look into the dancing flame and know your bond.”

Mesmerized I did as I was told; the flames gave me a vision of power and pain. A power unseen in generations and I would not only be bonded in name like so many, I would share in it. One of the elders saw my reaction; he was gifted with the ability to see into other’s fates. He looked into the fire and took a step back.

“Little one.” Was all he could manage, whether it was in shock, pity or jealousy I still do not know.

In the flame was something totally alien to the Aisee. I would later learn there had been one connection with this race a millennia ago, and the power that resulted was so terrible that the race was said to be cursed. The elders would fear for me, and of me. I was connected to something they couldn’t understand, but right then and there I didn’t see any of that.

I could taste the power, I could sense the danger. I knew my life would be bound to his for better or worse. While the elder looked on in fear, I had for what I saw.

“Beautiful.”

Life went on just as usual at least in my little world. I soon gained access to my spiritual self, far faster than the other cubs in the village. My friends pouted while I silently thanked my cheska. Over time I found myself growing enraptured by the thought of him, going as far as to summon his image in secret on the anniversary of out bonding. It was uncommon to have such feelings, but everything about me was quickly becoming uncommon. I found myself wondering what his life was like, wondering if he was developing as fast as I was, wondering if he was considered as strange as I was.

Cheska’s were symbols, representations of what we could be but little else. So why did I soon find myself conjuring his image as frequently as I would practice my other lessons? I saw glimpses of his world, and his life and I wished his reality were mine.

It was stupid, I knew that, but as my power grew I found I couldn’t help it. My powers far outpaced my peers and by the time I reached maturity I had even surpassed many of the elders. I no longer had to rely on them for anything, and they knew it despite my best efforts to hide it. As a result they no longer hid their fear of me. Among the elders there was talk that something should be done, that such power should not be in the hands of a child, if allowed to exist at all. In the years since my connection had cemented my respect for the elders had waned, I still looked up to them for their life experience and wisdom but not for their powers. After all what could they do that I couldn’t?

It was only a few weeks ago that I began to grasp what they had in store for me. It wouldn’t be proper to engage anyone within the same clan, it was ancient law, I thought this made me safe untouchable even in the worst of scenarios. I had not known there were other methods to attack me. It started harmlessly enough, I felt a little tired and had trouble focusing keeping me from my studies for nearly a week. I passed it off as a mere sickness nothing more. It was only when I impulsively tried to check in on my cheska that I realized something was wrong, very, very wrong. His presence, his aura, seemed wrong, the very world around him seemed as if it had been tampered with.

The elders couldn’t attack me directly, but they could attack the connection I had. I cursed my arrogance. To be so foolish as to put my cheska in danger! I couldn’t believe they would go so far to curb my power, but their claw marks were all over this defilement. What scared me most is they didn’t know I could conjure my connection at will, meaning this was no warning, no idle threat, and there is no telling how far they will go.

I couldn’t go to anyone for help, the power needed to see the evidence was only held by me and the elders. They were the law and it was my word against theirs. Cheskas died all the time it was natural, everything in nature passes away eventually. So if I lost my connection it wouldn’t be odd, just unfortunate.

It really didn’t take much, I’m shocked no one had attempted it before. Just a change in probability directed at him. There are enough threats on any world where that could be enough to get you killed.

So what was I to do now? Mixing magics could have fatal consequences for everyone involved. I feel my power slipping and now I’m tempted to do something never attempted. I can’t think of any other way and if I fail I will be the only one who dies. My quirks and peculiarities may have finally killed me and I know if it were only about maintaining my power I wouldn’t be doing this…I could question my sanity for the next several hours but I’ve wasted enough time. I’m coming my cheska just be safe till I get there.

