Chapter seven

  The day was bright and even warmer then the one prior to it. They traveled on groggily for most of the morning. Briefly they stopped for lunch then pressed on.

  After lunch, Farren talked a lot about his home. He confided in them his family troubles. He spoke of Miranda, his disgust with Hector, and his confusion with Joseph.

  Leigh threw in her two cents worth reiterating, “No one is gonna make me get married. Jaz and I will probably never tie the knot.”

  This was the first time she had mentioned Jaz to the men. They both shot her a  curious look. So, there was a man waiting  for her at home after all.

  “Who is Jaz?” Farren asked, disappointed.

  Leigh realized her slip. She thought about what she had just said. She thought about Jaz and how their relationship had been deteriorating. She thought about the drugs, the parties all the time, and the groupie followers. How often did she not know his whereabouts? Too often. Maybe he was screwing around? It had been over a week since they had last made love…Thinking about it and being helpless to do anything about it now made her furious. “He is just some dick I used to be with,” she snapped.

  “Is he your man?” Aaron asked.

  She looked at him realizing for the first time how much he resembled her lover. Same hair, near height and build. “He used to be,” she scoffed.

  “You left him then?” Farren hoped.

  “Something like that.” Both of her companions concealed a sigh of relief.

  “Sorry, “ Farren apologized. “I did not mean to pry.”

  “Let’s just forget it.”

  Aaron nodded. “As you wish.”

  That was the end of the Jaz conversation. For now at least.

  Farren went on about his family for another hour. By the end of the day he had told his new friends everything except how his father had died. Truth was, he didn’t know. Farren remembered him well, the way he was. His eyes were as green as the crystal he gave to Farren which he wore around his neck. He was a very tall man, unusually so for a human. The rest of his features resembled his son. He instilled in Farren at a young age a strong work ethic and a fierce loyalty to loved ones. It had been Farren’s father that had taught him to read and write. His father extracted a promise from him at the age of twelve; if something were to happen to him, Farren was to take over as the man of the house. The boy made good on his word at the delicate age of sixteen.

  One night he went into town and never returned. Two days had passed before one of  his friends came to the house. The man called mother and grandfather outside. Away from the children, he delivered the heavy news. Then, this friend came inside to Farren and gave him his fathers pendent. The family never saw him again after that day.  

  Aaron was suspicious of the story. He trusted Farren’s version, but felt as if Farren had been mislead. “Did you burn the body?” Aaron asked with respect.

  “It was never returned to the family,” was Farren’s reply.  A silence fell again as they followed a narrow trail.

   The sun was beginning to sink in the sky when Aaron noticed that they were riding up a slight slope. “The hills and the end of the forrest can not be too much further,” Aaron informed. “I hope we can find a good place to make camp tonight. This trail is too narrow for a decent fire and soon we shall lose the light of day.”

  “I’m sure we’ll find a spot,” Leigh hoped aloud. She didn’t want to spend the night in the woods anymore then Farren, especially without a fire.

  Another two hours passed before they came to a slight clearing at the foot of a low hill. The sun was already setting and the twin moons rising. Stars could be seen breaking through the twilight.

  “This will have to do,” Aaron said climbing off his steed. “Farren, you help me gather some wood. Leigh, tether the horses after they graze some.”

  They followed Aaron’s instructions and soon had a fire going in the little clearing. Stew for dinner again, but no one complained. Their bedrolls were close together in a tight spot. They sat close as they had their late meal.

  “ We need to find fresh water soon,” Farren said. “The horses need it and so do we. Our supply is getting low.”

  Aaron nodded in agreement.  “We will find some in the morn. Hopefully  we will run into a stream again on this trail.”

  “We will,” Leigh said without thinking. “About two hours from here.”

  Farren eyed her quizzically. “How do you know?”

   “I…I don’t know,” she wondered. “I just know it or smell it or…I don’t know.”

  Aaron studied her. “It is the elf and the majist in you now.  You will have the power to see things, mainly what is to cross our path in the immediate future. Things we may need to know in order to survive. Do  not be afraid of your abilities.”

  Leigh shrugged it off. “Okay.”

  Farren too could sense her distress. “Tell us more about your world Leigh. Tell us what your life was like in L.A.”

  Leigh sat quietly for a moment. Both men focused their attention on her. “Well, in my world I am a well known writer. My last novel, The Fields of Wonderland sold a few million copies. I have a lot of followers. The people I spend my life with are musicians. They’re famous too. We have a lot of people follow us around and talk junk shit about us. My agent says bad publicity is better than no publicity, but it still pisses me off. Sometimes there are people hanging around for days on end.” She sighed. “Sometimes I think I know too many people.”

  “Sounds like quite a life,” Aaron remarked.

  “Yeah, well, it kind of sucks sometimes. Sometimes I just wanna be left alone, be anonymous.”

  “You have many friends?” Farren asked.

  “A few, mostly just people that want to party.”

  “You have many parties?”

  Leigh sat unanswering for a moment. Many parties, huh? It seemed to her that was all her life had become. She hadn’t written in months. Life was an acid blur. She had been doing it daily for three months. She thought again about Jaz. It seemed that their relationship had taken a back seat to their respective drug habits. Simon had told her a few times that he thought Jaz was getting too friendly with some of the female groupies. “I don’t wanna see you guys get hurt, Leigh,” he had said. ”You  guys have been together too long to just throw it away.” 

  She told him that she would take care of it, but she never did. She was too busy trippin’. And now didn’t she recall finding condoms in his pockets. They never used them, so why did he have them? She recalled an argument that set it into motion. Jaz had accused her of sleeping with Kris to keep the acid flowing. They screamed at each other for hours. He was gone for two days after that. Where had he been? He never gave up an explanation. Rather then talk to him and work through it, she ate a seven strip. “Have I really been that blind?”

  “Pardon?” Farren asked.

  Tears welled up in her eyes. “I just ended a seven year relationship.”

Aaron asked concerned, “Why? You do not seem to be over it yet.”

  “Yeah, well he was fucking someone else. Probably a lot of other women. The whores sure do love Jaz McKann.”

  Farren scooted closer to her and put an arm around her shoulders. He liked holding her close, her body was warm against his. He just wished circumstances were different. “I’m sorry. Is there anything that we can do?”

  She shook her head no. “It’s too late for anything now. Besides, it’s not like he’s here…..Just change the subject, okay?”

  Aaron did so immediately. He couldn’t stand to see a woman cry, especially her. He wanted to do something, but what? Sometimes he resented his own hard ways. Quickly he asked, “Have you felt any other powers, Leigh?”

  She had stopped crying and was starring into the fire. She concentrated on the flame barely hearing Aaron’s question. In her mind she was analyzing the flames. From somewhere inside of her she willed the fire higher, bigger. She channeled her grief and anger into the flames. Suddenly, the flames shot up another three feet skyward.

  Startled the men jumped back. “Maybe there’s one. I told it to do that.” The flames returned to normal, Farren was stunned.

  “A child of water who controls the element of fire,” Aaron thought aloud. “So that is why you can handle the crystal without being burned. Yes, it is clear to me now. Leigh Fireschild,” it came to him from nowhere.

  She stared into Aaron’s eyes. “I like that.”

  “Then so it shall be your name to us from now on.”

  Aaron and Leigh gazed at each other for long moments. Farren was becoming uneasy in his seat close behind her. He wanted to say something. He wanted to hold her again. He was even beginning to think that he would like to taste her lips. Did Aaron think so as well. He shook the jealous thoughts away. “It seems we have all had our difficulties in life,” Farren said. “I wonder why we are the chosen ones.”

  Aaron answered, “Experience is a cruel but powerful teacher. I believe I was chosen for my leadership abilities. Perhaps I am seeming heartless at times, but I will get the job done.”

  Leigh looked at Farren. “You have a good heart. Don’t ever lose that.” Sad and hurting she snuggled into his broad chest. It felt good to her to be held. To him it was like magic. Aaron got up and excused himself. He disappeared beyond the fires light.

  “You should get some sleep,” Farren whispered to her.

  “I will. Just hold me a little longer. I might be an asshole, but I don’t deserve this shit.”

  Farren consoled her a while longer, then tucked her into bed. He was so unfamiliar with the fragility of women. Something about her…something in the back of his mind was nagging at him.

  “She just cant be the one,” he said to himself. “She will leave me as soon as this is all over. Nor, I can’t fall in love now.”

