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*Disclaimer: This language is not needed to follow the book.



Al

Ahah (ah-ah) — Laugh

Ahglmarin (ah-goo-mah-ree-n) —
Aquamarine

Ahi (ah-ee) — Ouch

Ahid (ah-ee-d) - Hand

Ahj (ah-ch) — Scorch

Ahlmon (ah--mon) — Draw

Ahm (ahm) — Food

Ahmezon (ah-meh-zoh-n) — Super

Ahm{iwe (ah-moo-weh) — Ahead

Ahnimahli (ah-nee-man-lee) — Ani-
mal

Ahno (ah-noh) — Annoy

Ahnpil (ahn-poo-1) — Group

Ahp (ahp) — Skip

Ahpabh (ah-pah) — Father

Ahpdé (ahp-deh) — Sad

Ahreé (ah-ren) — Have

Ahs (ah-s) — As

Ahsion (ah-see-oh-n) — Asian

Ahsh (ah-sh) — Fast

Ahsi (ah-soo) — Eye

Aht (ah-t) — Are

Aht0 (ah-t-oh) — Into

Aht{ (ah-t-oo) — Heart

Ahvét (ah-venh-t) - Go

Ahwe (ah-weh) — Up

Ahwei (ah-weh-ee) — Freedom

Ahweéisah (ah-weh-ee-sah) — Ang-
el

B.

Bahbi (bah-boo) — Baby

Bahdi (bah-dee) — Body

Bahn (bah-n) — He

Bahnahn (bah-nah-n) — Even

Bahni (bah-nee) — Son

Baht (ban-t) — That

Bé (beh) — Him

Beén (beh-n) — Leg

Bés (beh-s) — His

Bitah (bee-tah) — Birth

Bitahdahwii (bee-tah-dah-woo) —
Birthday

Blahk (b-1ah-k) — Black

BIG (b-1oo) — Blue

Blawd (b-loo-wd) — Blood

Bok (boh-k) — Damn

Brahn (b-rah-n) — Brown

Blb{ (boo-boo) — Ass

Bldah (boo-dah) — Butt

BOdOnN (boo-doh-n) — Sit

Bateé (boo-teh) — About

B0f (boo-f) — Strong

Bis (boo-s) — Ugly

Bawah (boo-wah) — Boy

Blawahn (boo-wah-n) — Man

Blyeé (boo-yeh) — Spider

Bwi (b-wee) — Music

D.

Dah (dah) — Hug

Dahiah (dah-ee-ah) — Dia

Dahk (dah-k) — Dark

Dahmon (dah-mon-d) — Diam-
ond

Dahwii (dah-woo) — Day

Dii (dee-ee) — Need




Di (dee) — Say

DOnN (doh-n) — Good
Driyé (d-ree-yeh) — Dry
D (doo) — You(r)

AN

F.

E (eh) - What

Eglésh (eng-leh-sh) — English
Eks (Enks) - Quit

Elémeént (eh-leh-meh-nt) — School
EIO (eh-loh) — Yellow

Elokrém (eh-loh-k-reh-m) — Butter
Emeétist (eh-meh-tee-st) — Ameth-
yst

Emi (eh-mee) — Ame

Em'l'l'n' (eh-mee-lee) — Emilie
Emerdd (eh-meh-roh-d) — Emerald
Er (eh-r) — Here

Esh (en-sh) — Shake

Et (en-t) — Eight

.

Fah (fah) — Heal

Fah‘éw (fah-eh-w) — Healer
Fahi (fah-ee) — Wing

Fahnt (fah-nt) — Great
Fahv (fah-v) — Five

Féi (feh-ee) — Health

Fer (feh-r) — For

Fewiv (feh-wee-v) — Forever
Fib (fee-b) — Weak

Fil (fee-l) — Sense

Filipind (fee-lee-pee-noh) — Filipino
F'I'yék (fee-yeh-k) — Attack

Fli (f-lee) — Fly

FIO (f-loh) — Hair

FIQid (f-loo-ee-d) — Water

Flatefli (f-loo-teh-f-lee) — Butterfly
FO (foh) — Four

Frahnziah (f-rah-n-zee-ah) — Scare
Freét (-ren-t) — Cold

Friri (f-ree-ree) — Fire

Fhshi (foo-shee) — Foolish

FOt (foo-t) — Fuck

FOOWI (foo-oo-wee) — Faith

(.

Gah (gah) — Her

Gahlke (gah-I-keh) — Coffee
Gahn (gah-n) — She

Gahni (gah-nee) — Daughter
Gahrneét (gah-r-neh-t) — Garnet
Gahzon (gah-zoh-n) — Grass
Geéwabh (geh-wah) — Girl
Geéwahn (geh-wah-n) — Woman
Gég (goh-g) — Look

Grin (g-ree-n) — Green

GOwi (goo-wee) — Mad

Glawos (goo-woh-s) — Always

M.

Iké (ee-keh) — Help
Il (ee-) — Call
In (CE Or




:l:nd'l'ahn (een-dee-ah-n) — Indian
_!n'l'm'l'n'l' (ee-nee-mee-nee) — Which
_!nV'I'Z'I'b (een-vee-zee-b) — Clear

10 (ee-oh) — Hello

:l:psﬁ (eep-soo0) — Lip

_|_Sé (ee-seh) — Stick

_!Sﬁ (ee-soo0) — Ear

_I_vah (CEREL B All

IVi (ee-vee) — Every

1VidNe (ee-vee-oh-neh) — Everyone
Ivitineé (ee-vee-tee-neh) —Every-
_body

lviot (eev-loh-t) — Most

:l:vwé (eev-weh) — Alright

Iwe (ee-weh) — We

9.

Jah (ch-ah) — Give

Jahl (ch-anh-1) — Before

Jahp (ch-ahp) — Chapter
Jahrah (ch-ah-ran) — Character
Jén (ch-eh-n) — Young
Jénahn (ch-eh-nah-n) — Jacket
Jét (ch-eh-t) — Get

N]) (ch-ee) — But

Jij (ch-eech) — Bitch

Jikd (ch-ee-koo) — Kill

Jil (ch-ee-)) — Ice

Jilé (ch-ee-leh) — Cool

Jit (ch-ee-t) — Child

JizZi (chee-zee) — Happy

Jod (ch-oh-d) — Land

JOm (ch-oh-m) — So

Jon (ch-oh-n) — Old

Jim (ch-00-m) — Over

JUs (ch-oo-s) — Any

e

Kahi (kah-ee) — Ask

Kahk (kah-k) — Back

Kahkzon (kah-k-zoh-n) — Back-
bone

Kahl (kah-1) — After

Kahlmid (kah-I-mee-d) — After-
noon

Kahm (kah-m) — Would

Kahné (kah-neh) — Can

Kahseé (kah-seh) — Break

Kahwiin (kah-woo-n) — Arm

Kahz(i (kah-zoo) — Because

Ké (keh) - Yes

Kon (koh-n) — With

Kost (koh-st) — Disgust

Kot (k-oh-t) — Coast

Korién (koh-ree-eh-n) — Korean

Krahze (k-rah-zeh) — Strength

Krém (k-reh-m) — Cream

K (koo) — Neck

Kl (koo-loo) — Crazy

Klnuh (koo-nuh) — Now

KO (koo-00) — High

Kayahd (koo-yah-d) — Field

Kavri (koo-v-ree) — Cover

Kawe (koo-weh) — Right

..

Lah (ah) - Be

Lahjuh (lah-ch-uh) — Money
Lahont (1lah-ohn-t) — Dramatic
Lahreén (Lah-reh-n) — Queen



LahGah (1ah-00-ah) — Language

Lilé (lee-leh) — Book

Lit (lee-t) — Light

LizOn (lee-zoh-n) — Spine

Lommte (loh-m-m-teh) — Love

Lonjé (loh-n-ch-eh) — Long

Lot (ioh-t) — More

LOow{On (loh-woo-n) — How

LON (loo-n) — Morning

Lanahm (loo-nah-m) — Breakfast

LONis (loo-nee-s) — Sun

LOf (oo-f) — Pull

Luh (un) - A

Luhnothd (luh-noh-too-d) — Ano-
ther

M

Mahah (mah-ah) — Too
Mahsh (mah-sh) — Step
Mahshé (mah-sh-en) — Walk
Mahmah (mah-mah) - Mama
Mahtah (mah-tah) — Matter
Meégah (meh-gah) — Grow
Meén (meh-n) — Them

Mi (mee) — Self

Mid (mee-d) — Noon

Midahm (mee-dah-m) — Lunch
Mil (mee-l) - Home

MiliGi (mee-lee-00) — Family
Misii (mee-soo) — Mouth
MiGwe (mee-oo-weh) — Left
Mizé (mee-zeh) — Important
Mmteé (m-m-teh) — Kiss
MoOnNnok (moh-noh-k) — Uncle
Mokahjah (moh-kah-jah) — Fight
MG (moo) — My

MOn (moo-n) — By

N

Nah (nah) — No

Nahdi (nah-doo) — Also
Nahn (nah-n) — Nine/Not
Nahk (nah-k) — Tell

Nahtiuh (nan-tee-uh) — Nature
Nahw (nah-w) — Want

Neé (neh) — Low

Nek (neh-k) — Knife

Nét (neh-t) — Net

Nibir(Q (nee-bee-roo) — Nibiru
N'I'gé (nee-geh) — Run

Niks (nee-ks) — Nyx

Nﬁgﬁ (noo-goo) — Who

NGV (noo-ee) — Year

NOmb (noom-b) — Number
Natahm (noo-tah-m) — Dinner
NQit (noo-ee-t) — Night

Natis (noo-tees) — Moon
Nawe (noo-weh) — Wet

Nuh (nhuh) = In

0.

O (oh) - Of/Oh

Od (oh-a) - Protect

Qfé (oh-feh) — Fear
anhn (oh-gah-n) — Sister
Ol (oh-)) - Kind

Om (oh-m) - Am

Omah (oh-mah) — Mother




Omanhd (oh-mah-d) — Death

Omahé (oh-mah-eh) — Devil

Omke (oh-m-keh) — Okay

On (oh-n) — Build

Oneé (oh-neh) - One

Oneéfahvn (oh-neh-fah-vn) — Fif-
teenth

Oneén (oh-neh-n) — First

Oneéodne (oh-neh-oh-neh) — Eleven

(:)nés'l's (oh-neh-see-s) — Sixteen

Onésveén (oh-neh-s-ven) — Seven-
teen

Onetiri (oh-neh-too-ree) — Thirt-
een

Qnétwc“) (oh-neh-t-woh) — Twelve

Onéwowo (oh-neh-woh-woh) — One
Hundred

Onewodwadn (oh-neh-woh-who-n) —
One Hundredth

Onézewd (oh-neh-zeh-woh) — Ten

Oni (oh-nee) — Only

Onjé (oh-n-ch-eh) — When

Orahnjé (oh-rahn-cheh) — Orange

Otad (oh-too-d) — Other

Ov (oh-v) - They

Owah (oh-wah) — World

P.

Pahdo (pah-doh) — Idiot
Pahli (pah-lee) — Tree
Pahn (pah-n) — Than
Pahng (pah-ng) — Bread
Pahpah (pah-pah) — Papa
Pahz (pah-z) — Stop

Péj (peh-ch) — Page
Pelik (peh-lee-k) — Bench
Peéen (peh-n) — Then

\'4|

Pi (pee) — Bug

Pid (pee-d) — Foot

Pids (peed-s) — Stupid

Pik (pee-k) — Pink

Pin (pee-n) — Little

Pis (pee-s) — Part

P06bo (poh-boh) — Problem
POlizik (poh-lee-zee-k) — Authority
POs (poh-s) — Shift

Pos‘ew (poh-s-eh-w) — Shifter
Pot (poh-t) — Door

Pat (poo-t) — Let

Puhpél (puh-peh-l) — Purple
Pweén (p-weh-n) — Point

R.

Sah (sah) — I/Me

Sahfeé (sah-feh) — Safe
Sahviv (sah-vee-v) — Create
Sé (seh) - Why

Seéabhl (seh-ah-l) — Serial
Ségah (seh-gah) — Shrink
S¢j (seh-ch) — Find

Sekabhl (seh-kah-l) — Sequel
Seéwi (seh-wee) — Attract
Seéwis (seh-wee-s) — Series
Si (see) - The

Siahl (see-ahl) — Promise
Sipse (seep-seh) — Drink



Sis (see-s) — Six

Siat (see-oot) — Suit
Slahm (s-lah-m) — Side
Slét (s-len-t) — Blank
Spahs (s-pah-s) — Room
Strik (st-ree-k) — Control
Stil (s-tee-l) — Take

Stiton (s-tee-toh-n) — Jewel
Se (soo-eh) — Thank
Suhng (suh-ng) — Confused
Stahiv (s-too-eev) — Try
Sveén (s-vehn) — Seven

Sh.

Shahm (sh-ah-m) — Should
Shahwe (sh-ah-weh) — Our
Sheénj (sh-eh-n-ch) — Morph

Shimbahshi (shee-m-bah-shee) —

Secret
Shini (shee-nee) — New
Shit (sh-eet) — Hole
Sh'l'yén (shee-yehn) — Dog

-

Tahn (tah-n) — Tan

Tahnabh (tah-nah) — Fun

Tahnsorah (tah-n-soh-rah) —
Anything

Tahnzahnit (tah-n-zah-nee-t) —
Tanzanite

Tahon (tah-oh-n) — Feel

Taht (tah-t) — Think

Tahti (tah-tee) — Aunt

Té (teh) — There

Tét (teh-t) — Head

Ti (tee) — It

Tiksh (tee-k-sh) — Shit
Tine (tee-neh) — Thing
TOm (toh-m) — Some
Trahv (t-rah-v) — Job
Trahvi (t-rah-vee) — Work
T (too) — And

Tari (too-ree) — Three
Tawin (too-wee-n) — Third
Tuhk (tuh-k) — Just

Twin (t-wee-n) — Between
Two (t-woh) — Two
Twoinlot (t-woh-een-loh-t) — Us
Twon (t-woh-n) — Second

a.

U (00) - Do

Ueé (co-eh) — Heavy
Umi (oo-mee) — Favorite
Umti (oo-m-tee) — Small
lAmeé (oo-m-weh) — Big
Unabh (co-nah) — Sky
':JSé (oo-seh) — Use

Ut (co-t) — Out

Uw® (0o-woh) — Hold

L(h.

Uh (un)-To
Uhnah (uh-nah) — On



Uhneé (uh-neh) — Below
Uhntah (uh-n-tah) — Turn
Uhnuhs (uh-nuh-s) — Mind

Q.

Vi (vee) — Come

Viduhwent (vee-duh-weh-nt) — Diff-
erent

VOr (voh-r) — From

VOW (voh-w) — Know

Vw{don (v-woo-doh-n) — Amaze

W.

Wahm (wah-m) — Could
Wahn (wah-n) — People
EL TS (wah-neh) — Time
We (weh) - Where

wed (weh-d) — Red

Weéi (weh-ee) — Way
wein (weh-ee-n) — Will
Wink (wee-nk) — At

Wit (wee-t) — Week

Witeé (wee-teh) — White
Wiw (wee-w) — Next

W0 (woh) — Woah

Wad (woo-d) — Like
Wish (woo-sh) — Disappear

YO

\411]

Yah (yah) — Hey
Yl'y'l' (yee-yee) — Cry

3.

Zahk (zah-k) — Treat
Zé (zeh) — Electric
Zewo (zeh-woh) — Zero

Zi (zee) - Is
Zik (zee-k) — This
Zit (zee-t) — If

Z0n (zoh-n) — Bone



.Aﬁixcs.

‘dah (dah) | -ed
‘etz (eh-tz) | -est
‘ew (eh-w) | -er
‘ink (ee-nk) | -ing
‘ni (nee) | -ish
‘() | -s
‘ye (y-eh) | -ive

Fave any suggestions, pointers, or tips? @[ease (eave

a message at www.thejewelseries.com/

*Disclaimer: Once again, this language is not required to follow
the storyline of this book. If you do not understand something,
you are not meant to. If you would like to translate, the
Language of Jewels is at your disposal. Enjoy!
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EMILIE VAINQUEUR

SHE FLITTED FROM flower to flower in the open field
of grass as her sisters fluttered behind, following
gracefully in her steps. Amethyst sat on a bench not
too far from her sisters and, like little flowers dancing
in the wind, they moved towards her. She brought
her arms out and held them there, until yellow nectar
syruped into the center of her palms.

One by one the butterflies piled in, causing
Amethyst to smile at how vivid and unreal they
looked. Their wings were brushed a greenish-teal,
complemented with deep blues and accenting
purples. They were so majestic. If Amethyst didn’t
know any better, she might've believed they were
fairies—tairies in bug suits trying to stay hidden.

A single butterfly fluttered out towards her face,
its legs being the first to stick as it landed on her ear.



AMETHYST

It crawled. The six tiny legs tickled against the small
fibers of Amethyst’s hair. She giggled nervously and
gently shook her head to wave off the butterfly, but
it held tight. It seemed to take comfort in adhering
to her ear.

Led by her sister, another flew from Amethyst’s
hand and onto her cheek. She shook her head a little
harder, but the butterflies refused to move.

They were beautiful shards of nature, but
Amethyst wasn’t so sure about bugs resting on her
face. Before another could follow suit, she delicately
tossed her hands and nudged the butterflies into the
air. She then shooed off the other two.

“Ahvet kon di milis,” Amethyst spoke. As if they
understood, they flew high into the sky. Their vibrant
wings strained to a black behind the sun’s gleam.

The little creatures dispersed in a frenzy. They
frantically circled the sky before they came zipping
down in her direction.

Amethyst noticed the zest in their flight and tried
to get up, but for some reason she couldn’t move
from the bench. She was stuck in place as the insects
swarmed the side of her face. She swatted at them,

but they only seemed to cluster, and all she could do



EMILIE VAINQUEUR

was shake her head as the sky grew dark and
suddenly . . .

.. . there was no light.

<

Ten-year-old Amethyst sat up on her bed, pant-
ing as she ran her hands through her hair. She
crawled to the end of her bed and in front of the
small mirror on the wall.

“How did th— what is this?”

There was something all over her hair and
pajamas. The substance glistened, web-like, as she
stretched her fingers through wisps of coily hair. She
began to freak out.

Amethyst glanced around the room, but all she
could see was the dark figure of her little sister across
the room. She was sleeping under the covers on her
own twin-sized bed, and with curtains closed over
the windows, it was still pitch-black in the room.

Just like how her dream ended.

Amethyst couldn’t see anything, but she heard

something faint coming from beneath her.



AMETHYST

As she was about to back away into her pillows,
and underneath her blankets, a small figure popped
up at the end of her bed.

“Boo!”

The figure uncovered their eyes, and Amethyst
yelped in fear.

At first, she couldn’t tell who or what it was, but
once the scare wore off, she realized it was her
youngest sibling.

He laughed hysterically and jumped beside her
bed. “I got you!”

“Garnet!” Amethyst cried. Before she could do
anything, he ran from her bedside, smiling.

“Ha—ha—ha-ha—ha,” he sung repeatedly as he
inched towards the door, “I pranked you.”

“I'm going to tell Papa on you!”

“Noo,” he protested.

“Ame . .. what’s wrongr” Diamond asked sitting
up in her bed.

Apparently, Garnet had gotten to her, too.

Her hands were covered in syrup and feathers all
around, kind of like feather mittens or wing hands. It
had Garnet’s signature written all over it. He loved

arts and crafts.
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Amethyst had to hold back a giggle, even though
she was upset. “He pranked us!” She glared at the
five-year-old. “Of all the pranks in the world, you
have to do the messiest? Really, Net?”

He began twiddling his feet and jumping in
excitement. “I goed—"

“Really, Net?” Diamond spoke over her little
brother.

“I-I goed get the pancake syrup and then I up
back the stairs and then—and then I goed to my room
an—and get my feather to my art project, and then I
put the pancake syrup in your hands and tickled your
ear with it so you can get syrup all over,” he frolicked,
telling his story, “and then you getted scared.”

“Net, that wasn’t funny.” Amethyst folded her
arms, “I had a bad dream. What if I’d done that to
your”

“Nooo,” Garnet whined. He was beginning to get
upset.

“What if I done that to your” Diamond aggress-
ively mimicked Amethyst as she folded her arms.

Amethyst thought it was cool how she followed
in her footsteps. She thought Diamond was the best

little sister ever. She always took her side when it



AMETHYST

came to arguments.

Papa always said she reminded him of Mama
because of her stubbornness. Amethyst thought it
was because of her distinct Asian eyes, fair skin and
straight hair.

When Mama passed away, street people couldn’t
tell whether Diamond was related to their family or
not. Both her siblings had inherited Papa’s dark skin
and cutly hair.

She stood out at times.

“Come on Dia, let’s get him.” Amethyst encou-
raged.

They both pulled their covers off and slid out of
bed.

Garnet screamed and ran for the door.

“Hurry! He’s getting away.” Amethyst led them
into the short hallway, lit by only a few candles.

Halfway through, they suddenly stopped.

Diamond bumped into Amethyst and hung
around her waist, peering from beneath her sistet’s
arm in amusement. They found Garnet hiding
behind a tall pair of legs.

Smart move, Amethyst thought. She glared.

It was the almighty shield that each of the kids
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abused at some point in their lives.

And with a heavy chuckle, “Hello, my three
pumpkins,” the tall pair of legs spoke, holding the
same warm mug of coffee he brewed each morning,.

He tried not to spill anything with Garnet moving
about his legs, even taking a few sips to lower the
black liquid inside his cup.

“Papa, look.” Amethyst shoved her arms out.
“Net pranked us again. I'm sticky, and my bed has
syrup everywhere!”

“Good morning to you too, bahbu.”

“Good morning,” she sped through her greeting.
“It’s not fair. It’s going to take forever to get this out.”

“Yeah, it’s gonna take forever,” Diamond
exaggerated as she shook her hands, making the
most adorable face as she pulled at one of the
teathers. “Eww.”

“Aha, Garnet. You did this to them? Well, that’s
not very nice.” Papa tried not to laugh at his cute kids.

Amethyst frowned at how lightly he was taking
this. “It’s not funny. Right, Dia?”

“Yeah, that’s not funny, Papa,” Diamond scolded
as she crossed her arms. ““Treat others the way yox

would like to be treated.”” She puffed her chest and



AMETHYST

quoted the words their father had drilled into them.

Papa’s eyes softened as he set his coffee aside.
“You are one hundred percent right. Zahk 6tad‘t si
wei da wein‘dah wad uh lah zahk‘dah.”

As the words ran fluidly from her father’s mouth,
Amethyst recalled the times she first learned si Lahta
O Stiton‘t. The Language Of Jewels.

It was one her father had created from scratch.

The memory was foggy in Amethyst’s head, but
Mama was around, and she was still pregnant with
Diamond. She remembered the three of them sitting
together as they practiced Stiton‘t from Papa and
Hangeul from Mama. It was one of her favorite
memories.

Papa crouched down next to his son. “Garnet,
don’t you think you should apologize to your sisters?”

Garnet pursed his lips and looked to the floor.

He didn’t say anything before he dashed into his
room, leaving his family out in the hallway. His small
footsteps faded as he moved across the wooden
tloor.

“Net, where you are going?” Asked Papa.

With the same speed he left with, Garnet came

running out of his room. He held two drawings he’d
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made at school and handed one to Amethyst and the
other to Diamond.

One paper had a red heart with gems and feathers
glued onto the piece of paper. The other had four
stick figures of their family holding hands under a
bright and sunny day.

Garnet had expressed the love he felt for his
family in the best way he could.

Papa’s cheeks rose into the corner of his eyes,
“What do you say?”

“I'm sorry,” he told the girls. Shortly, Garnet
looked to his father for confirmation.

“Give them a hug.” He had always taught his
children that words of kindness weren’t always going
to be effective. There needed to be action to support
the weight of those words.

Amethyst couldn’t help but smile when he
wrapped his little arms around her. He was just a kid.
She knew he didn’t mean any harm when she ruffled
his hair and hugged him back.

“I forgive you,” she said, “but don’t do it again.”

Diamond hugged her little brother as well, “I
torgive you, too.”

“Great, that’s what I like to hear. Now that we’ve
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cleared that up, you girls get ready for school. It’s
almost sunrise and you can’t be late. Go ahead and
hop in the shower, you two.”

And with that, the girls disappeared into their
room.

Papa looked to his son. “Guess we’re making
breakfast today. Net, do you want to help me?”

“Pancakel”

Papa let out another heavy laugh at the complete
disregard in his question.

“Aha, pancake it is!”

11
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“DIA, DRY YOURSELF off in the tub,” Amethyst
reminded her, just as Diamond’s leg reached halfway
out of the tub.

>

“I know,” she responded as she retracted her
foot.

Amethyst handed Diamond a towel and began to
dry herself off with one of her own.

She stepped out and walked over to the sink, then
wiped the fogged mirror with her hand. She watched
at how her hair ran down her back in unusual wavy
strands because of the water. It was a different
species once it dried up, and a lot harder to manage
that way.

“Not a trace of syrup. I wonder what my hair will
look like by the end of today,” she scoffed knowing
her strands would intertwine a hut if she didn’t pull
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it back into a tail.

“My hair will look straight,” said Diamond as she
joined Amethyst at the sink, her tiny fingers
drumming on the counter top.

“Yeah, ‘cause your hair is always straight. You
have Mama’s Asian hair.”

The thought made Amethyst a little jealous, since
she missed Mama the most. Diamond didn’t
remember Mama all that much, but she got to look
like her.

It wasn’t fair.

Amethyst had to learn to be responsible since
there wasn’t always someone to watch over her
siblings when Papa went to work. Four years had
gone by, but Amethyst couldn’t seem to ignore the
squeezing feeling she felt in her heart when she
looked at Diamond.

She looked away from her younger sister and
began to tame her hair with a comb.

“I have to brush my hair, too,” Diamond reached
for the comb in Amethyst’s hand. She’d only made it
to the crease of her sister’s elbow.

Amethyst pulled her arm away, “No, you don’t.”

“Yes, I do,” she whined.

15
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“No, Dia.” Amethyst turned her back. “I need it
more than you and you can’t brush with a comb, you
just comb it.”

“No, I have to br— I have to comb my hair!”

“Nah, Dahiah!” she yelled, her Stiton accent
rolling off her tongue. “You don’t need it. I do. You
just want it ‘cause I have it. Nah.”

“I need it,” Diamond expressed, ““Tr—treat
others the way you want to be treated.”

“That doesn’t even make any sense—"

“AMETHYST!” Papa yelled from the bottom of
the stairs.

By the aggravation in his voice, he must’ve been
calling her for a while now. Amethyst thought she
might’'ve heard her name, but she couldn’t tell over
the insistent nagging spouting from Diamond’s
mouth.

“Yes!” Amethyst called back to them.

“AXEL’S HERE!”

“O—okay!”

“I need it, I need it, I need it!” Diamond refused
to let up being the six-year-old that she was.
Everything that wasn’t hers, she wanted; especially

when her big sister had it.
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“Ombke, 6mke, you can have the comb, but you
have to comb your hair out there.”

Diamond nodded. She immediately turned to the
mirror to get started when her big sister finally gave
her the comb.

Amethyst blankly dropped her expression then
opened the bathroom door. “Out there, Dia.”

She always had to repeat herself when it came to
her siblings.

“Okay,” said Diamond. She happily left with her
sister’s comb in her hand.

Amethyst shut and locked the door behind her.
She turned and leaned her back against the wood.

Abxel’s here.

Amethyst’s heart jumped out of her chest
knowing he was just a floor beneath. She thought,
what if the floor caved in and she had dropped in just
her towel?

She looked at the blue tiles of the bathroom floor
and squeezed her legs as if the flooring had become
transparent; as if he could see her even though she
had just locked herself in the bathroom. Every
morning, it was the same whenever he showed up.

Abxel’s here.

17
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She blushed in the mirror and held her cheeks.
She could feel the fear and excitement building up.
She watched the reflection of her eyes slowly glow to
a vibrant purple. The more anxiety that bubbled
inside her, the more that thick ring of color grew
around her iris.

“Stop it,” she scolded herself. “You can’t do this.
He’ll think you’re weird.” Nevertheless, her heart
continued to race. She bit her lip and frowned.

Amethyst sighed as she recalled all of the times
people had made fun of her at school.

“Papa . . . it happened again. They’re picking on
me,” she looked to the floor and mumbled her

words. “There’s something wrong with me.”

“There’s absolutely nothing wrong with you, bahbii.

You're just . . . wvery special. You have a gift. A gift
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that you can’t tell anybody about. Okay? Nobody.
Whenever they go fluorescent, just close your eyes and
forget about everything around yon. Inhale . . .
exhale . . . and count to five. 1 seal, it will go

away . . . 1t has to. Do you trust me?”

She nodded and did as she was told.

“Hide your eyes. You can’t let anybody see them.”

“1...2...3...4...”She counted between
breaths, “5.”

Amethyst opened her eyes and they returned to
their original dark shade. Still purple, but much less
noticeable if she kept her head low.

Amethyst swiped her forehead and whipped it to
the side before she let out a heavy sigh.
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She quickly tied her hair into a tail and left her
bangs out. Then she brushed her teeth. When she
was done with that, she left the bathroom, stumbling
over her sister’s damp towel at the entrance.

Amethyst rolled her eyes before she picked up
her comb and kept it moving.

She walked over to the dresser and grabbed the
plastic container filled with cream, spreading it
throughout her body. Soon after, she ironed her
school uniform and slipped it on before running to
the bathroom mirror.

“Hair?” She fluffed a couple strands. Check.

“Uniform?” Amethyst spun, revealing her red
skort and adjustable straps that went up her front
and crossed her back. Underneath, she wore her navy
tflannel shirt. Check.

She inspected her teeth and lastly, her eyes. She
was in the clear. Amethyst walked out and closed the
bathroom doort, but right before she left her room,
she eyed the framed picture on her night stand.

Her eyes softened as she walked over and
lowered onto her knees. She calmly leaned her body
forward until her nose kissed the floor, her hands

positioned in front of her. She stood back on her feet
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and lowered her knees to the floor again to repeat
the ritual a second and third time.

This was usually done where a funeral was held,
but every morning, Amethyst chose to follow this
Korean tradition right in her bedroom and pay her
respect to the dead.

“Bye, Mama.” Amethyst waved at the picture of
her mother.

Soon, she was out of the bedroom and closing
the door behind her.

Amethyst ran into the hallway and down the
stairs, but halfway through she stopped on a step and
turned around, wanting to flee. She was thankful
nobody could see her yet, but she had to gather
herself. Her heart was beating so fast.

Amethyst had finally made it to the bottom steps,
and in the kitchen, she could see Papa fixing up the
pancakes. To the left of the kitchen, Diamond and
Garnet were seated at the table. They played around
with Axel, who stood next to them.

He resembled the males in the house with his
thick brows and roundish eyes, though his lips were
plump and his nose rounder. Axel hung around their

family often and people mistook him for Garnet’s
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older brother since he was twelve years old and
towered over each of the siblings.

Amethyst thought his smile brightened the dim
living room as she watched him laugh together with
her siblings. She thought he looked cute in his school
uniform, too.

It consisted of a navy flannel shirt that had three
little white buttons at the top and brown shorts that
stopped above his knees. His hair was black and cut
short, barely an inch. It made him look very neat and
clean, even though his hands were always wrapped in
old bandages.

Since last year, Axel started to wear this off—navy
long sleeve shirt underneath his uniform. Kids made
fun of him, especially when it was really warm
outside, but Axel never let it bother him. He just
ignored them. Whenever anybody would try to put
their hands on him, he’d just dodge them.

Amethyst was thankful for him, because even
though he had his own problems, he had always
protected her from bullies when he could. After Papa,
he was kind of her hero.

“Morning, everyone,” Amethyst greeted as she

walked over to the dining table.
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Papa dealt his hello from the kitchen cut out in
the wall, but everybody else just giggled.

Diamond covered her mouth and looked back
and forth at Amethyst and the two boys, who were
also smiling.

Amethyst wondered what the joke was.

“Good morning, Net,” Axel spoke, disregarding
Amethyst’s greeting.

It felt like an imaginary stab to Amethyst’s chest.
Was she being ignored?

He crouched down by Garnet before taking a
quick peak at Amethyst’s face. “How’d the prank go
this morning?” Axel listened intently for his answer.

Garnet giggled and shot him a thumbs up, but
when the little boy tried to speak, chewed up bits of
pancake flung from his mouth all over Axel’s face.
Diamond died laughing in her chair.

Baffled by what just happened, Axel stood up
and wiped his face with a napkin. “Not cool.”

He frowned and sent them a thumbs down, but
that only made them laugh harder. Something settled
in Amethyst’s heart.

She didn’t understand it, but she was happy it
passed. “I knew you put him up to it! You’re a bad
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influence.”

“And you’re—"

He paused.

Amethyst jolted at the break in his sentence as he
looked at her. She decided to fill the space.

“Ugly, funny—looking, fat,” she oinked, finishing
his sentence with a forced smile.

“How’d you know?”” He teased.

Amethyst’s jaw dropped.

She began to feel a mix of emotions. The more
embarrassed she got, the angrier it came off. She
frowned and marched around the table to attack
Axel.

He also began to hurry around the table, trying to
defend himself, “I didn’t—"

His own laughter cut him off. His attempt to get
away from Amethyst was also feeble. “I didn’t mean
it.” She grabbed him by the collar and pulled him in
close so she could give him a good couple of smacks
on the arm. “I’'m kidding—ah! I’'m kidding. You’re
beautifull You’re the prettiest girl I've ever met.”

Amethyst stopped halfway through another slap
as her frown softened to a pout.

Axel met with her eyes, “I really mean that.”
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Her hand retreated to her side, a little shocked
from his compliment.

Did he really mean that? Did he actually think she
was beautiful? Or was he just trying not to get hit?

Amethyst couldn’t bring herself to say anything
as he looked away from her. They both got kind of
flustered. She tried to fight the growing smile on her
face, but she really didn’t know what to do with
herself.

She had to calm down. Her eyes were going to
change.

“Okay.” Papa waltzed in with a tray of pancakes,
eying Amethyst’s little friend. “Alright, simmer down,
simmer down.” He stepped in between the two and
placed the tray of food on the table, “Here are the
rest of the pancakes. Dig in!”

Everyone had just sat into their seats ready to eat,
when a set of knocks hit frantically against the door.

“That’s probably your aunt, Yu Na,” Papa told
the kids as he left the table. He murmured to himself,
“Why’s she knocking like that?”

He walked over to the door and checked the
peephole slot to see who had come by. Papa hesi-
tated before opening the door, but when he did, a
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well-dressed man barged in, holding long black
clothing in his arm. His skin was fair, but not tinted
like Diamond’s.

He was a white man paired with blue eyes that
could be noticed from across the room. Amethyst
had never seen him before. Nobody from Papa’s
work had visited before.

This was the first.

“Joseph. Quick, you have to come,” the man
spoke in urgency as he grabbed hold of Papa’s arm.

He had to shush the man for being so loud with
the kids in the house. Papa guided him outside and
closed the front door behind them, though loud
muffles could be heard all the way at the table. The
kids exchanged looks but continued eating.

It was grown-up stuff.
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TWENTY MINUTES had gone by before Papa slipped
back inside, scratching the nape of his neck.

The man pushed his upper half past the door.
“Please, you have to hurry.”

“Okay, okay. I'm coming,” Papa spoke over the
man. “Please. Wait outside.”

Papa rushed past the kitchen and moved for the
stairs, almost forgetting about the children at the
table. He stopped and looked at them, as they stared
him back with curiosity.

“Hey pumpkins,” said Papa.

Axel raised an eyebrow.

“I have to go into work early.” Papa picked up
his untouched plate of pancakes and used his fork to
empty the leftovers into Diamond’s plate. She was

closest. He soon sped off into the kitchen.
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“Apparently, something happened, and they want
me to, uh, come in.”

Papa was acting weird. He clanked his dish into
the sink and that was something he had always told
his kids to be careful about.

“Did something bad happen?” Diamond asked,
sensing how off Papa was.

“No, sweetheart, they just need my help. I'll be
right back.” Papa disappeared up the stairs and in a
matter of seconds he was stomping right back down
trying to slip his other arm into his suit jacket. “Ame,
you know the drill?”

““Stay with these guys until their wagon shows up. If it
doesn’t, then stay home.” 1 got it.” She said giving him
two thumbs up before Axel flipped one down and
mimicked a fart sound.

“Great, don’t forget. Stiton lessons after school
today,” Papa winked, and Amethyst nodded with a
smile. “Same with you little guys. It’s important you
learn the language.”

Axel looked at the exchange between them.
“What language? How many of those do you guys
speak?”

“Okay,” Papa kissed each of his kids and rubbed
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Axel’s head, “I’ll be back.” He grabbed his suitcase
by the stairs. “I love you all. Be safe on your way to
school,” and with that he closed the door.

“Wait, Amethyst, did you forget?” Axel asked
wide eyed, immediately changing the subject upon
Papa’s departure.

“Forget what?”

“Abbh,” he put his hand to his forehead. “You
forgot. The race is today! I'm going to win,” Axel
explained confidently.

Amethyst gasped, “Shoot, that’s right. People are
climbing the tree today! Especially the older kids.”

“Well more importantly, I climbing the View
Tree.”

“Well, then what are we doing? Let’s g— She had
already forgotten. “Right . .. we can’t.”

Axel propped his elbow up on the table and
turned towards her, “Yeah. What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know.” Amethyst thought about how
she wanted to climb the tree, but the chance of her
eyes changing held her back. The lack of upper body
strength didn’t help, either.

If she couldn’t climb, she wanted to watch the

others race up the biggest, tallest tree near the Villa
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Trade.

It was decades old and held a bird’s eye view of
the entire alley, all seven sections of the Villa Trade
until it reached the Dalia River. At least, that’s what
they said.

Papa always told them to ignore the rumors and
that people just liked to gossip unnecessarily, but
Amethyst couldn’t help but hope this one was true.

“We could just leave the little rug-rats,” Axel
suggested with a smile on his face, only to receive
furrowed eyebrows from Amethyst. “We could play
Hide and Run.”

“Hide and Run,” Garnet exclaimed in curiosity.
“What’s that?”

Axel turned, “Just a little game I came up with.”
His devious smirk grew. “Wanna play?”

“Yeah!”

“I want to play, too,” Diamond chimed in.

“Stop it,” Amethyst nudged Axel in the shoulder.
“We’re not doing that.”

He rose his hands in the air. “I’'m kidding. Well,
if my calculations are right, which they usually are,
we won’t be able to make it if we don’t leave at least

an hour before the wagon comes. You already know
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it'll take us thirty minutes to get there.”

“Yeah,” Amethyst sighed, knowing her siblings
would be the reason she couldn’t leave, and in turn,
she was the reason Axel couldn’tleave. “I have to stay
here and wait so— but I mean, you can go.”

“Then how would you get to Second
Elementary?” he asked.

“I’d walk.”

“You’d walk all the way over there? Are you crazy?
Your legs will fall off.”

“No way, I have strong legs.” She proceeded to
stretch out her leg and flex her calf.

“Not stronger than mine,” Axel stretched out his
calf beside hers, looking slightly larger in comparison.

“Barely,” she retorted.

“Whatever,” Axel retreated his leg. “Mine are
longer. Either way, I'm not going to just leave you
here. My mom raised me to be a gentleman, so that’s
what I’'m going to do.”

“Thanks,” Amethyst smiled at him still feeling
bad about everything. She was lucky to have such a
reliable friend. What would she do without him?

But what Amethyst didn’t know, was that Axel
felt the same way, and he couldn’t help himself when
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he stared at her. She was so pretty.

He began to fidget in his seat, “Uhm, Ame. D-do
you—"

He stopped mid-stutter when his voice cracked
into a high pitch, puberty at its finest moment.

She gigeled, trying to contain her laughter. “Do I
what? What’s wrong?”

“Never mind.”

“Noo— No. I didn’t mean to laugh.”

“Nothing’s wrong, I just have to . . . ask you a
question.”

“What is it?” Amethyst asked, her curiosity
getting the best of her. He looked kind of serious.

Axel sat up and cleared his throat. He paused in
thought before he spoke again, refusing to look
Amethyst in the eyes. “Do you like me?”

Amethyst froze in her seat. Like Axel, she averted
her eyes and stared at the half—eaten pancakes in her
plate, replaying his words over in her head, though
he’d just said it. She couldn’t believe this was reality,
so she pinched her thigh under the table—a little too
hard.

“Abi,” she whispered to herself.
(CI?))
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“No?

“No, you don’t like me?r”

“No, it’s not that—"

A wave of emotion rushed over Amethyst. Her
face was burning up by the second and butterflies
fluttered uncomfortably in her tummy. Papa said
love was a feeling to be cherished, so why did she
always feel dizzy and sick?

“I like you a lot,” said Garnet.

“Me too. I like Axel,” Diamond said agreeing
with her younger brother, both of them raising their
thumbs up to the ceiling.

“Thanks, but uhm ... Ameth—"

There was another knock at the door.

“Oh! The doot!” Amethyst jumped from her seat.
“I have to get that.”

34



ZEWDO PWEN TORI
IN THE VILLA TRADE




EMILIE VAINQUEUR

EVERYBODY WATCHED HER walk over towards the
door. Amethyst stood there, taking a minute to
recuperate her feelings. She found herself doing that
several times a day. She really didn’t want to surprise
any visitors with her glowing eyes. Amethyst could
see the reflection of her eyes in the doorknob. She
waited for the reflection of light to fade away as she
counted up to five.

When she was in the clear, Amethyst opened the
door for a lady who wore a beige dress with colorful,
hand-sewn, flower patterns. She held a woven basket
of fruits and vegetables and other household supplies.

“Hello, my darling.”

“Yu Na Imo,” Amethyst wrapped her arms
around the lady, happy to see her aunt. She always

practiced her Korean whenever Auntie Yu Na came
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around. She didn’t want to lose her roots, mostly
because it made her feel closer to Mama. “Eotteohge
samchonir”

“Mh, samchon? Gwaenchanha. Neouni Appa?”
She asked, looking around the room.

“Appa yeogi eobseo. He left for work early.”

“Hi, Imo!” The youngest two rushed over to the
front door, Axel striding behind them.

“Annyeong,” she greeted them with a smile.

“Konichiwa.” With a devious grin on his face,
Axel bowed, greeting their aunt in Japanese. Both
Auntie Yu Na and her oldest niece shook their head
at his ignorance.

“Tch, baboya,” she raised a fist.

“Baboya,” he mocked her in an old lady voice
before he snuggled under her arms, making Auntie
Yu Na smile unwillingly. “I’'m just kidding.”

“How’s my adopted nephew?”

“How do you say ‘good’ in Koreanr”

“Gwaen—chan—ha,” she said slowly so Axel could
repeat after her.

“Yeah, that,” he chuckled.

Auntie Yu Na scowled at him and walked over to

the kitchen, “I have some produce for you guys.” She
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peered through the kitchen cutout and over to the
table of pancakes. “I see you all used up the maple
syrup.”

Garnet began to giggle, “I-1 know why the syrup
is gone.”

“Oh, you do,” Yu Na smiled. She crouched over
her knees, “Why is the syrup all goner”

“I know, too!” Diamond rushed over.

“E’cause I—”

“I want to tell it!”

“No, I wanna—"

“Okay, okay. Why don’t you both tell me what
happened.”

The two kids fought for the spotlight as they
retold this morning,.

When Axel nudged Amethyst, she thought he
might've wanted to finish the conversation from
earlier. What was she going to say? If she even began
to tell him how she felt, her eyes would change when
she needed to keep them hidden. She couldn’t risk it.
She couldn’t let anybody see them, not even Axel.

Amethyst tried to ignore him even when he
poked her in the stomach. The more she ignored him,

the more he poked. It started to tickle.
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She gave in. “What?”

He nodded his head toward the kitchen.

“Huh?”

“Ask her,” he grumbled with another nod, then
pointed to the front door.

That’s right. She could ask Imo to watch
Diamond and Garnet. That way her and Axel could
make it in time for the tree race.

Amethyst was antsy approaching Yu Na, because
she never really knew what would come out of her.
Most of the time she was nice, but there had been
times when she wasn’t. Amethyst hadn’t personally
experienced her uglier side, but she had observed it
towards others.

It was already bad enough that Papa had warned
Amethyst about keeping her special ability a secret,
but she never understood why he always said,
especially Yu Na. She guessed it was because her aunt
was superstitious? But all Amethyst could do was
change her eyes unwillingly. What harm could that
do?

None the less, Yu Na Imo was family.

“Silly boy, always with the pranks,” she pinched
Garnet’s cheeks. “Just like your Appa.”
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“Imo?” Amethyst stepped into the kitchen.

“Yes, deatr.” She smiled.

“Do you think you could watch the kids until the
wagon comes, please? Axel and I want to get to the
wagon stop early today.”

“It should be arriving soon?”

“Yup.”

“Mh, araso. Kunde . ..” Yu Na motioned for her
niece to come closer, then raised her brows toward
Axel. “Namja chingoo issuh?”

“Aniyo!” Amethyst exclaimed, embarrassed by
her question.

“Oh, kurre?”

“De,” Amethyst averted her eyes. “He’s my
friend.”

“Oh, araso. Okay. Naneun aideul-eul bolgeoya,”
said Auntie Yu Na. She told Amethyst to be safe and
then returned her attention to the younger ones.

“De,” she bowed slightly and backed out of the

kitchen, “gomapseumnidal”

Amethyst gave Axel the OK and then went to
grab her pack at the bottom of the stairs. She
strapped it over her shoulders and rushed to the

front door, waving Axel over. He put his hands
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together and bowed to Yu Na, quickly following
Amethyst out the door before her aunt could scowl

at him again.

Houses and complexes towered over the small
huts that stood tall over the entire community of the
Villa Trade area. People bustled around with differ-
ent kinds of goods, ranging from carts filled with
fruits, vegetables, and meats to the utmost of leathers
and the flimsiest plastics.

Around dozens of these carts, children ran from
east to west playing with their small dolls. They even
used rocks that emulated ashy colors, from grey to
red, to create games and drawings on the gravelly
cemented parts of the ground.

It helped pass the time as they waited for the
wagon to arrive and take them to First Elementary, a
school for those nine and under. Double—digits had
to find their own way outside the Villa Trade and
over to Second Elementary, which was right by the
other school. There just weren’t enough wagons to

transport all the kids and even if they did have
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enough vehicles, it would cause too much traffic
between the people transporting on foot.

It was only a year ago that Amethyst had joined
Axel on his commute to the wagon stop. The two of
them were lucky enough to attend, as some were far
too poor to send their children away for an education,
and those that did could barely afford to wash their
clothing propertly. Some of the kids’ uniforms
remained dirty, but nobody judged since water was
scarce.

That was the consequence of thousands of
families in one giant community, especially for those
living in Sections A, B and C since water was several
hours out across the alley, even though these three
sections were closest to the shops.

Opposite to these Sections were Sections D, G
and F. They were furthest from the shops, but a
water source was right in their backyard because of
the Dahlia River. Amethyst never heard anything
about the people who lived across the river, but there
was talk of people canoeing over just for the goods.

This made trading a huge success.

Everyone strived to live in the Villa Trade

because of the wares each shop sold. Not only were
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there plenty of materials, but also it was conveniently
located straight down Poplar Avenue. Both sides of
the street were filled with shop after shop, but being
an owner came with the high risk of theft and
destroyed property.

Section B was the closest to the heart of town,
and Amethyst was lucky enough to live there since
her father worked with the authorities at the Capitol,
which was the largest building in Section E. This was
centered amongst all other Sections in the Villa
Trade.

The authorities were their protectors and
Amethyst felt safe with them around. There was
rarely any violence since the higher-ups forbade it,
and to enforce the rules, there were guards on every
street corner to keep up with the current of people
who passed through.

There was never a day that Amethyst didn’t see a
guard when she stepped out of the house, which
made her uneasy when she didn’t see a single
authority outside.

“We still have forty minutes left. You ready?”
Axel propped up his metal bike, the tires dull from
years of cycling.
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Amethyst sat on the metal plate behind the seat
of the bike. “Yup,” she affirmed, wrapping her arms
around his waist.

“Hold on tight.”

Axel quickly pedaled through the crowd. He
turned several corners and tight folds of street space.

It was about eleven minutes of keen maneuvers
and memorized pathways before they exited past the
wired fence, which wrapped around the entire Villa
Trade but had exits for different sections.

Several feet away from the fence, there were three
shops. The first shop at the corner was the Shoe
Shop. It was run by Epaminondas, Papa’s friend.

He had a son named Tyryn who was around the
same age as Amethyst, but his wife had passed away.
Without two set incomes, he couldn’t afford to send
his son to school. It made him spiteful towards the
people around him.

Anybody who cut through his grass got drenched
with a bucket of dirty water. It didn’t matter whether
you were a child or an adult, and he knew that people
were only doing it to get straight onto Poplar Avenue.
It was such a miniscule piece of grass, but Epami-

nondas didn’t care.

44



AMETHYST

Amethyst didn’t have to worry about getting
splashed, since they just needed to go straight up the
road. The minutes moved quickly as they zoomed
through the familiar area.

This was Amethyst’s favorite part of the day. She
got to be outside in the sun and very close to Axel.
She tightened her grip around his waist and snuggled
her cheek against his back where he couldn’t see her,
even if her eyes changed.

If bystanders saw her eyes go fluorescent, it
wouldn’t even matter. She’d be gone before they
could even recognize her. Despite the long ride,
that’s how fast Axel could pedal through the hills.

For those twenty minutes, she could almost be
free hiding behind his shoulders.
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THEY WERE CLOSE to the stop. In the near distance,
Amethyst could see the older kids waiting at the
wagon stop beside the View Tree.

“Right on time.” Axel slowed down until he
stopped behind the cluster of bushes surrounding a
signpost.

Amethyst braced herself, drawing in a heavy
breath before she was ready to go. Axel steadied his
feet on the ground as she got off the bike, noticing
that the condition of the sign was considerably less
than mint.

“Look at this.” She pointed out. “It’s all bent.”
Amethyst walked around to the other side of the
bushes. She read the crumpled words aloud.

“Welcome to Poplar City.”

Axel tied his bike around the ankle of the sign,
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making sure his bike was well-hidden in the pocket
he created beneath the bushes. “Yeah, 1 noticed
coming in.”

“But look at this, someone drew a cutrved line
with marker.” She cocked her head to the side. “Why
does the line have stitches on it?”

He walked around beside Amethyst and touched
the sign with two of his fingers.

“No, it’s paint. It’s still wet.”

“Oh, yeah. It’s still dripping.”

Axel wiped the residue on the grass, but it left a
red smudge on his fingers. “Come on, let’s go.
They’re about to start.” He trotted his pace to a run
as Amethyst moved to keep up with him.

“Hurry up, slowpokes!” shouted a boy named
Roger.

Axel ignored him and joined the roughly fifty to
sixty kids surrounding the View Tree, placing his
hands to his knees to catch his breath.

“The wagon’ll be here in under twenty minutes
now, so we gotta start,” another fifteen-year-old, Pas,
instructed.

“Thanks for making us start late, Axe Head,”
Roger taunted.
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“Thanks for making it easy to win, you sack of
potatoes.”

Some of the kids couldn’t help chuckling,
including Amethyst. Roger was always such a bully,
so the other kids didn’t really feel too sorry about
Axel’s comment.

“Alright, enough, you two. We’ll hold two rounds
to see who can reach the top the fastest—or at all.
Sammi, you got the watch?” asked Pas.

Amethyst flinched as he gestured to the tall girl
standing beside him.

When she nodded in confirmation, he continued,
“Okay, we gonna do four at a time. Who up first?”

Everyone was quiet.

Pas looked around for any volunteers. “Nobody?
Come on, guys.”

The people who’d boasted about climbing the
tree yesterday were silent today. Axel was the first to
shoot his hand up.

“Yes! Boy with the sleeves,” followed by the sack
of potatoes. “Alright, we got Roger. Who else? We
need two more? There were at least ten of y’all who
wanted to do it last time.”

Sammi’s eyes drifted over to Amethyst, a heavy
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grin curled her lips.

Amethyst instantly felt inferior. She looked away
from the girl and down to the ground. She refused to
make any more eye contact with her.

Before Sammi could offer her like a piece of meat,
two other boys stepped onto the plate. “We’ll give it
a try.”

“Bet, let’s get this show started! The four of y’all
are going to circle around the tree, evenly, so there’s
enough space for everybody and no complications,
but before that, y’all have to be five feet away from
that tree. You guys already know what it is, but imma
recap it anyways. There’re only three rules for this
event. No interference. No cheating. No trash
talking ‘till affer the race. That goes for you too,
Roger.”

Roger started to protest, “Me? Why I—"

“Or you’ll be disqualified.”

That shut him up.

Pas continued, “Now, you all line up in place.”

The boys circled evenly around the tree and
backed up to what they estimated as five feet. Sammi
and three of her friends pulled out their rulers and

measured out the distance to make sure they were
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exactly the right amount away.

“Pas, we’re good,” Sammi confirmed.

He spoke so fast like these words were one—
“Alright-alright-alright,” —and clasped his hands.
“Y’all ready?”

Roger glared at Axel when Pas began to count.

“One... Two...” He paused once again to add
dramatic effect. . .. Three! GO!” He flung his hands
forward as if he had just released the boys.

They raced forward and everybody formed a
crowd behind who they wanted to win.

Each of the contestants grabbed ahold of the
bark in attempt to maneuver up the tree. Axel
hugged the tree with his whole body, his feet just
barely holding on. He moved his arms slowly up the
tree, grabbing whatever he could to pull himself up,
only to fall to the ground.

That didn’t stop him from latching right back on.
He moved his arms up the tree again, slowly making
his way up the tree bark.

“Come on, Axell” Amethyst cheered him on, as
everybody hooted and hollered.

She was stuck on how cool Axel looked and

admired his efforts, especially when dark puffs of
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smoke began to rise in the distance behind him. He
was so brave.

She watched him climb as the sun gleamed upon
her face. It revealed the purples that accentuated in
mineral-like streaks from her pupils. Truly a work of
art.

To her surprise, even the sack of potato had a
couple of supporters. That quickly changed when he
could barely hold himself onto the bark. By now, the
other three contestants were hanging off of a branch
or at had least propped their feet up on the tree.
People were beginning to drift to the next racer.

Roger looked around, gruff at the sight of no
supporters. The look on his face when he saw that
nobody was rooting for him made Amethyst feel
terrible.

If it had been her, she’d feel very embarrassed.
She knew what it felt like to be singled out and didn’t
want anyone else to know the feeling, not even Roger.
He’d been mean to her on several occasions, but she
still felt sorry for him.

Amethyst listened to the echo of her father’s
voice.

Treat others the way youn'd like to be treated.
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Then she ran over behind Roger.

“Let’s go, Roger!” she smiled and genuinely
clapped for him.

Out of breath, he looked over at Amethyst.

“Come on, you can do it!” She thought she
might’ve given him a boost when he smiled at her.

Roger looked up at the tree and over at Axel, who
was several branches up. He cupped his hands to the
side of his mouth. “Aye, Axe—Head! Your girlfriend
is all over me.”

He wheezed a laugh, then scowled over his
shoulder. “I don’t want your cooties, Amethyst. Go
away.” After that, he paid her no mind. Fighting the
tree commanded all of his energy.

Even though he was mean and Amethyst wanted
to cry, she held it in.

If her eyes changed now it would all be over.
“Whatever, Roger.”

She walked away, but Roger had been so loud
that he brought unwanted attention towards
Amethyst. Several random eyes watched her with
laughter, disgust, and fear. They were not discreet.

They were never discreet whenever her name came up.

54



AMETHYST

Amethyst envied them for being able to express
themselves freely, but she hated any type of attention
towards her, especially negative. It made her feel
flustered and anxious. She always wanted to run away
or hide.

Amethyst hoped to blend in with Axel’s sum of
supporters, but Sammi and her friends followed after
her, seizing an opportunity.

She needed a friend, but the only one she had was
too far up the tree. She couldn’t see him, and it was
already too late.

“SO, you’re not only a freak, but a boyfriend-
hopper too?” Sammi glowered. She was tall and
hovered over Amethyst with a shadow. “You just got
to have them all.”

“No,” Amethyst responded timidly. “Axel’s
not—"

“Your mom did warn us about nasty girls with
weird names,” one of the other girls said. “We got to
be careful, Sammi.”

“I know, I don’t want to catch rabies. MOVE,
Amethyst.”

She cowered as the cruel girls passed her.

“You’re such a freak.” Sammi bent forward to
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her level. “Why are your eyes purple?”
Amethyst turned away, afraid to even look at
Sammi.

“Look at her, she doesn’t even have anything to

2

say.

“—ave a gif—” she mumbled.

“What? We can’t hear you. And DON’T get any
closer, I don’t want to catch your sickness.”

If they treated her like this, was this how she
should be treating them?

Water shifted to the lines of Amethyst’s eyes,
though her voice boomed under the flow of voices
around her, “I have a gift!”

“What?” Sammi chortled a laugh. “Are you
kidding? Who lied to you?”

“My Papa,” she defended in the heat of the
moment.

“Your Papa lies,” Sammi retorted. “You even
admitted it.”

“No, he doesn’t—"

“That means you’re a liar. Where did you come
from? FREAK.”

Amethyst looked up for Axel, but he’d already

made it to the top of the tree, and everyone was
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chanting his name. He was the first to make it, just
like he said he would. She was happy for him, but
there was already too much going on. She was on the
verge of breaking.

What was she going to do?

“Look! Her eyes are glowing!”

“Oh. My. Nibiru. Mom was right. She’s a witch!
That’s why her mom disappeared.” She confirmed
the mystery surrounding Amethyst’s mother all by
herself, but Sammi didn’t actually know anything.

Those were rumors and oz/y rumors, and Papa
said not to listen to them. They weren’t true, so why
would the townspeople say something like that about
Mama? Especially when Amethyst missed her so
much. It was so painful.

Sammi refused to touch Amethyst, so she push-
ed one of her friends into her, so that she’d fall to
the ground, and when she did, Sammi’s friend had
toppled over her.

“Abh!” The girl had shrieked her way up off the
ground and began to squirm, wiping herself where
Amethyst’s body had touched her. “What the hell,

’7)

Sammi?! Now [ 7 going to get rabies!” She wiped her

hands into the grass, rather touching bugs and
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manure than to have remnants of Amethyst leftover.

The girl frowned as her other two friends laughed.
They didn’t care that Amethyst had scraped her
knees, but she’d rather take a shove than listen to
someone talk ill of Mama. That didn’t stop that
horrible feeling growing in the pit of her stomach.

Why did they hate her so much?

Just because her eyes changed colors, people
were so mean to her. If she could stop it, she would,
but she couldn’t. She never learned how to control it.
Amethyst was just born like this.

She gripped the grass between her fingers.

Why couldn’t they just leave her alone?

The gitls kept snickering at her and whispering.
She shrunk her body towards the ground, trying to
appear as small as possible. She just wanted to
disappear and take all of the rumors about Mama
with her.

Behind her tears, everything blurred into blobs.

Amethyst panicked. She dropped her head to the

ground and turned away from the girls.
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She cringed at the presence calling her name, but
she couldn’t take her situation anymore. It was too
much, but like an itch the presence continued.

Suddenly, she had remembered what Papa always
told her to do. How could she have forgotten?

The girls continued to talk against the crowd of
voices and though they still hovered over her small
frame, she didn’t hear them.

She blocked them out, forced her mind clear and
shuthereyes. “7... 2... 3... 4...7

“Fire!” screamed a voice.
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AXEL?

Amethyst’s eyes sprang open and like everybody
else she whipped her head towards the tree.

“Fire,” he gasped between breaths. “There’s fire!”
Axel continued to warn the people below him.

Everybody searched around for what he was
talking about and looked at each other when they
didn’t see anything. Axel worked his way down the
tree and hung onto a branch before he let go and
stumbled onto his back.

“What is going on?” The crowd was full of
questions. Axel got to his feet and wiped off his
elbows.

“Are you all idiots? There is no fire,” Roger
declared, trying to redeem himself for not making it

off the ground. “Axe-Head here is just spewing lies
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because he won.”

“Are you an idiot?” He shook his head at the boy,
realizing that everything that came out of that sack
of potatoes’ mouth made no sense.

Another thing he didn’t understand was why
Amethyst was on the ground. It only took one look
at Sammi and her friends to know what had
happened. He huffed.

Axel glared at the bullies like the plague that they
were.

Everyone watched as he brought his only friend
to her feet.

“Come on, Ame.” He held her hand and
proceeded to walk away.

“W—wait,” Amethyst protested as confusion
cluttered her mind with the other emotions she was
already trying to keep ahold of.

“Hey, there’s smoke rising! Over there,” Sammi
pointed out, making everyone look out to the sky.

“She’s right, look!”

They were the same puffs of smoke that
Amethyst had noticed before. Now they were huge
and as big as the clouds in the sky. They seemed to

rise from one area.
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Amethyst stared out into the distance, and when
she realized where it was coming from, she gasped.

The Villa Trade.

Everyone began to buzz with questions. “So,
there’s really a firer”

“Yes, and not just fire, chaos. Everything is being
destroyed! We have to go!”

“Where are we going to go, though?” someone
asked.

“Wehave to go,” Axel gestured to Amethyst with
her hand in his.

With his lead, the two began to leave the others
and run for his bike.

As they slowed their pace to a stop, Amethyst’s
eyes ran over the “Welcome to Poplar City” sign with its
tainting red paint and crumpled posture. That’s what
really slowed her down. She recalled the curved lines
and the stitches that ran through them.

Before she even realized it, Axel had already
pulled his bike from beneath the bushes.

“Get on.”

Amethyst circled around the shrubs. “Hold on.”

“Why?” he asked with urgency.

“We’re not supposed to run fowards the fire, we’re
PP
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supposed to run away.”

Axel thought about all of the emergency steps
he’d learn to take when there was a fire, and she was
right. They were supposed to head in the opposite
direction.

“What if there’s something wrong?”

Amethyst pulled her elbows into her hands,
“Well, what can we do? We’re just kids. We have to
stay where it’s safe.”

“But don’t you want to see your family? What if
something’s happened to them?”

Amethyst thought about it, but that was absurd.
“We were just over there, and everything was fine.”

“Yeah, but everything’s not fine right now. I saw
it with my own eyes.”

“Now, you just sound crazy.” She tried to hide
the fear in her voice.

“I’'m not.” Axel dropped his bike and placed his
hands atop her shoulders. “Ame, everything was in
flames.”

“If that’s true, then the adults will handle it.”

Axel sighed, unsure of what else to do but listen
to his gut feeling. And that’s what he did.

“You don’t have to come, but I'm going.” He
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picked his bike up and hopped on the seat.

When he put his foot on the pedal—

“Fine, let’s go.”

—Amethyst caved. She didn’t want to be left
alone.

She hopped on the bike. Instead of sitting down,
she stood on the pipes. The ones that stuck out on
both sides of the bike’s hind wheel.

Axel checked for her behind him. Amethyst
nodded, letting him know it was okay to take off.

They quickly moved into the distance, where
clouds rolled in and mixed with more smoke. It was
hard to tell the two apart anymore as it commenced
to storm. They biked down and up some hills, and at
their peaks, Amethyst could see everything, things
that no child should ever have to witness.

She noticed the lightning as it began, and her
heart dropped as the thunder made its presence
known. As they neared their homes, she tried to
grasp what her eyes were telling her and understand
what her ears were trying to convey.

Axel had pedaled the streets faster than he had
ever before. The closer they got, the more the air

smelled of overcooked beef and pork, but not quite
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like the meat Papa cooked at home. It was distinct.
Despite the drizzle of rain, the smell of hot rubber
slipped into her nose. The last time Axel pressed his

brakes, she noticed it had been coming from the tires
of his bike.

It was only twelve minutes before they stopped
in front of Section B. Villagers clogged the fence
opening, desperately trying to flee the community
with their families. Next to the original exit were two
new ones, wites bent into wide holes. Those hadn’t
been there this morning and it still wasn’t enough for
the thousands of people who lived solely in Section
B. Both holes were congested with people as they
hurried to make more.

Axel abandoned his bike for Amethyst’s hand
and worked against the current of people, squeezing
towards the entrance, rubbing against skin, collecting
and then transferring beads of sweat, all while
engulfed in a cloud of body heat, fear dripping off
each of their dampened bodies and onto another.

Axel tried his best to protect Amethyst with his arm
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out in front and his body shielding hers behind him.

Adults tried to force them the other direction and
when he realized it was impossible to get through this
many people, Axel turned to face Amethyst. He let
the current pull them away from the fence as he
blocked off her sides with his arms again. Amethyst
was nestled against his chest as she tried to catch her
tfooting.

When they could finally stand without being
pushed around, they looked around and at each other
for a solution.

Amethyst had noticed areas around the fence
where people weren’t crowding. They had tried to go
in where many people were coming out. What if they
went about it a different way?

“The fence” Amethyst pointed out. “Let’s climb
over the fence!”

Axel knit his brows at the thought of her
climbing up that tall barricade.

He had no choice but to follow her when she
dragged him through the crowd. She bobbed and
weaved through the empty slits that made them-
selves apparent through the pits of people.

She eyed the length of the fence, acknowledged
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its threat and choked it in the palm of her hands,
determined to climb over. Axel gave her a boost up
the fence and when she reached the top, she swung
her legs over one by one, and then dropped onto the
ground.

When she landed on her feet, she got a jarred
feeling betwixt her heels and ankles, like her joints
had collided by a hairline and struck a bolt up her
legs. She was sore, but ignored the feeling.

All she could worry about was how this fence
separated her from Axel and how she wanted him to
get over it as quickly as possible.

She looked behind her, then back at her best
friend.

Axel looked at Amethyst in a daze on the other
side. “I-I’ll be right back!”

He ran from the fence but quickly returned with
his bike, giving Amethyst a mini heart attack. She let
out a troubled sigh.

He was amazed at how she went about that
without a second thought. She had the courage to
jump over when she didn’t even want to come in the
first place. It sparked some determination in him. He

had to get her home safely, and he needed his bike
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to do that.

Axel tossed his bike over the fence after some
struggle and then raised himself up after.

The two of them hurried onto the bike and dove
further into the Villa Trade. Heat waves warmed
their skin and fumes crept into the area before they
pushed towards the sky. Laundry that had been dried
in the sun flung into flames. Pockets of fire dispersed
on the ground and spread into sections.

They watched green leaves crisp to a brown like
the plants surrounding them, as they inhaled debris.
Their lungs became scratched with coughs.

A lot the villagers were packed around the exit,
but there were still plenty of people deep inside the
Villa Trade. There was a noticeable difference in
people as they moved in.

The more villagers had escaped the area, the
more apparent these thugs had become, and they
were everywhere. It was evident on their faces that
these bandits didn’t care about the people who lived
there and had been causing the ruckus themselves.

From head to toe, they were covered in dull,
shredded clothing. They wore dark leathers and

metallic plates assembled into a whole outfit.
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Amethyst had seen the authorities arrest one or
two of these bandits before. Papa had told her to go
back inside the house, that these were dangerous
people. She wasn’t allowed to go near any of them,
but that wasn’t something she could control right
now.

There was an infestation of them dragging a cart
full of men and women. It wasn’t small like the travel
carts villagers wheeled around day to day. It was one
of the wagons that took them to Elementary. It was
ten times the size of a travel cart.

All of the people inside had brown sacks over
their heads and their wrists were tied with rope.
Grown adults. Children. You could hear them all
crying under the men telling them to “shut up!”

Axel tried his best to stay away from these carts.
They snatched anybody who got close enough. It was
difficult because there were thugs terrorizing people
on foot everywhere, too.

Amethyst saw two of them dragging large brown
sacks with items. A flood of crimson poured from
broken seams and made its own trail on the ground.

The pigment was the same deep color surround-

ed by dead bodies and held the same consistency as
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the red paint on that welcome sign.

It was a lot for Amethyst to take in.

With everything happening all at once, it was
getting harder and harder to tell which street was
which. Between all of the people, they were going to
have to halt if they kept going forward, but Axel
swiveled to the right and then to the left. He swiveled
to the right again and abruptly turned a corner.

He almost sent Amethyst catapulting forward

when he stomped on the brakes.
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“COME ON, GET DOWN,” Axel whispered as loudly as
he could, hauling her over to a cluster of singed
bushes.

They squeezed between a building and the
disintegrating leaves barely hanging on for their lives,
but there were still enough branches to crisscross
over and hide their bodies when they crouched down.

The branches poked and prodded Amethyst’s
legs, indicating she couldn’t go in any further, but
Axel wasn’t fully covered. The side of his body stuck
out from where they entered.

“They’re going to see me,” Axel admitted, just as
he saw a bandit coming their way. He quickly cover-
ed the opening with his bike and tried to back away.

Amethyst saw how scared Axel was and didn’t

have much of a choice when he pushed against her,
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as did the branches when they broke through the side
of her skin.

“AHA! So y’all think you could hide, eh?”

This was it. They were caught.

“Come out here, child.”

Amethyst frantically and tightly gripped onto
Axel’s arm. Her eyes were wide. She refused to let go.
If they took him, she’d go with him.

“Mummy!” A little boy screamed from a couple
of feet in front of them. There was evident rustling
coming from the bushes across. They could hear his
small feet start to a scurry as he left from behind the
shrubs. “Mummy!”

Amethyst couldn’t see him, but the sudden
silence from the boy frightened her. She heard two
hard thuds . ..

Had they killed him? She squeezed Axel’s arm,
her chest swelling as it heaved for clean air.

“Mummry, Mummy,” the man sung. “Where are
you, Mummy? Come join our crew. We don’t bite.
Well—”

He belched into an obnoxious laughter.

“—maybe a little. But we seal not to kill ya,” his

sentence slid to a hungry growl.
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He sliced through the hedge on a long row of
bushes, probably the one the boy was hiding in. After
setting fire to that one, he quickly moved to the other
end of the bush the children were hiding in.

The thug lowered his torch and Amethyst
watched the flames rip through while he dragged it
along what was left of the bush.

Tendrils of smoke clawed desperately, as if trying
to escape from the blazing inferno itself. As the
flames moved closer with each second, Amethyst
could feel the heat from the fire growing on her skin.

She turned her head away and into Axel’s arm.

I'm going to die, she thought. Papa!

“Aye!”

Another man walked into the street.

“Stop foolin’ and collect! We burned enough of
the land already. Let’s get this over with!”

“Shut up, you rat!” He turned to the other man.
“I have no problem burning you alive.”

The men bickered back and forth until their
footsteps cleared into the distance, but neither of the
children could bring themselves out of hiding, not
after seeing—up close, with their own eyes—that

there were people out there trying to kill them.
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Amethyst heard what she assumed was the little
boy’s body being dragged across the way.

She felt the warmth of fire increase in the bushes
beside her. It was only after she shook Axel’s arm
that they began to come out of shock.

Axel sat, shaking his head before he turned a slow
daze towards Amethyst. His eyes cleared and when
he saw the growing flames behind her, he
straightened out. He peered through the holes of his
bike and checked for the strange men.

Axel quickly stood to a crouch and Amethyst
noticed that his shorts were suddenly darker in one
area.

There was a dampened stream down the inseam
of his leg. It didn’t take much for her to realize what
that was. She knew Axel would be embarrassed so
she didn’t say anything. Not right now.

Once Axel deemed the area clear, they got onto
the bike. It was the only thing keeping them alive at
this point. It made them quicker than the bandits on

foot.
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They moved deeper into the Villa Trade, the cries
of women and children more distinct and heart-
wrenching as the thugs chanted and pillaged,
challenging the strength of the people in their
community.

Dogs barked relentlessly and Amethyst even
noticed one attacking a bandit, biting him at the
ankles and trying to protect his owner, as did several
other dogs that joined the fray. It wasn’t long before
the animals fell into whimpers and howls of pain
when the bandit torched their coats with fire.

It was feverishly hot as they moved through the
ruins, the buildings heavy with flames. The slight rain
only seemed to add to the inferno’s wrath. It wasn’t
enough to put the fires out, but neither were the
small buckets of water that people tried to use. It was
devastating.

Amethyst wiped at the debris on her face. That
was when she realized she had been crying. She was
suddenly more aware of her body when she soon felt
her skin throb with each trickle of blood running
down her leg. Her breath was getting shorter and
weaker, and she could tell Axel’s was too since his

pace decreased on the bike.
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To the left of them were three bandits restraining
a villager to his knees. They pushed the man and
tugged at his arms. A mahogany lady beside him
screamed for them to let him go, hiding three of her
children behind her small frame.

Just like the lady, Amethyst couldn’t pull her eyes
away when she heard the tear in the man’s ligament,
right before they ripped the limb from his body. She
couldn’t believe it. How was it possible for three
people to do that? And with their bare hands?

This isn’t real, she thought.

“Nooo!” The lady sobbed as she fell to her knees.
Her despair wasn’t enough for the bandits to stop,
because they quickly went for her next.

She fought to protect the kids who clung onto
her desperately, but once she realized it was too late
to save herself, she told the kids to run, peeling at
their tight grips, begging them to go with every hard
shove she gave them.

Her head hung low with regret as the bandits held
her in position. The kids hadn’t even made it far
enough before they cut over the lady’s neck and
down her back. Amethyst didn’t want to listen while

the lady screamed, but it wasn’t something she could
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escape until the woman, herself, had been silenced.
She was dead, but the bandits continued with her
cotpse.

What more did they want?

One of them continued to carve her tissue in the
motion of an “I”. The man dropped his knife and
opened the folds of her skin. Then he began to tug,
but tug on what?

All that was there was her spine.

Axel zoomed past them before Amethyst could
see.

She was thankful and squeezed her eyes shut,
afraid to see what else was to come, but her
imagination frightened her even more when she
involuntarily replayed what just happened. She
opened her eyes, closing them only to blink away at
beads of dirt that froze in the air like ice.

Crispy leaves had also stopped blowing with the
wind and stilled mid-air all around her, but when she
looked to the left and to the right, chaos had still
been progressing at a fast paced.

Women and their daughters were dragged away
from their homes. Grown men lay dead on the

ground. Young boys were motionless beside them.
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Over the duration of this trip, three dead bodies had
become thirty, and it was extremely difficult for Axel
to maneuver around them all.

Sirens went off in the distance, but there were no
authorities, only thugs hauling bodies around each
corner like they owned the place. Amethyst wanted
to erase the infuriating grins on their faces.

Horrified, the remainder of people ran wildly.
Some hid. Some prayed. Some continued to fight
physically, but mentally, Amethyst was stuck battling
her own thoughts. Everything was just fine. Her mind
burned with questions and her eyes flooded with
more tears.

Her lips quivered furiously.

Why are they doing this?

There were countless attempts bandits made to
snatch them off the bike, but heavy gusts of wind
kept them from getting close. There were even times
Amethyst saw blue strips strike between the friction
of wind, but she knew how hysterical this chaos was
making her.

Axel continued to zigzag through Section B until
they reached Amethyst’s home, and luckily enough it
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was one of many that remained intact. He stopped
the bike and Amethyst didn’t hesitate to get off and
find her family. She only faltered when she didn’t see
Axel get up with her.

Amethyst knew he had his own family to worry
about, but she couldn’t help but move to his side and
place her small hand over his on the bike handle, as
if holding them both would stop him from going
anywhere.

Her shiny orbs looked into his searching for
answers, but he pulled his hand from beneath hers
and let it fall limply to her side.

She thought he was going to leave her, but then
his moistened fingers slid over her cheekbones and
past her ears when he cuffed her face into his hands,
the rough bandage absorbing her tears dry, the tips
of his fingers gripping like adhesives the way he held
her.

He pulled her forehead to his and breathed her
name, before he pulled away and looked to her eyes
again.

“After this is over— just in case something
happens, meet me back at the View Tree. I'll come

there every day until I find you. Okay?”
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All she could muster was a weak nod. It was like
she had a ball in the back of her throat.

“I seal, Amethyst.”

She nodded a little harder, just before he planted
a protective kiss to her forehead.

The kind of kiss Papa planted before each night
came to an end, except, instead of falling into her
usual slumber, electricity ran up and through her
body. Energy looped over and over, even after Axel
had pulled away from her.

“I will come find you.” His palms loosened
before he released her, as delicately as a butterfly.

Axel readjusted himself on his bike and got his
foot up on the pedal. The wheels moved beneath
him on command.

He didn’t get too far when Amethyst stopped
him by the end of his shirt. They looked at each other
for a brief moment. Then Axel grabbed her hand and
removed it from his shirt.

He took off.

It felt like she’d never see her best friend again,
the way he vanished into the crowd, leaving her
behind.

“Axel,” she whimpered.
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He wasn’t turning back around, and she knew

that.
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AMETHYST WAS ALONE now, and she needed to find
her family. Just as she turned to go inside, a bandit
spotted her.

She gasped and quickly leapt over some bricks as
rushed past the front door. There wasn’t enough
time for her to close it when the bandit stood at the
doorway.

She heaved in anxiety, waiting for him to strike
her, waiting for him to set her on fire, like they did
the rest of Villa, but after scrutinizing the building, it
was like he couldn’t come inside. He just huffed a
groan in annoyance and then left.

Amethyst quickly shut the door before she began
to call out to her family, ignoring the humidity that
tousled her hair in a frenzy.

“Papal Garnet! Diamond! Where are—"
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If there’s an emergency, speak only in 1ahiiah O
Stiton. I created this language specifically for this
Sfamily. If anything happens you guys can
commmunicate with each other without anyone else
understanding. If I'm not there, Amethyst, you take
your siblings and go somewhere safe. Okay, my little

pumpkins? Listen to your older sister.

“We aht da, Pahpah? Aht da mil?” Amethyst
called out to her father.

Something scraped against the wooden flooring,
then glass broke on the floor. A murmur sounded in

the dining room near the table. Amethyst hesitated
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to speak again. She hid behind the wall in the kitchen.

“I-I6?”

“—_me—me,” a voice trembled. “H—he—here—h—
he—re—"

“We? Dahiah, zi baht da?” Amethyst stepped
from behind the wall and out of the kitchen.

Slowly, she moved to the dining room and saw a
small body hiding underneath the table.

“Garnet!” She choked out.

Amethyst crawled to the floor and embraced her
little brother, happy that he was okay. She inspected
his body and made sure he was all in one piece. He
felt so small and fragile in her arms. She knew he was
scared. It made her want to cry all over again.

“We zi Dahiah? TG Pahpah? Aht 6v kon Yu Na
Imo?” Her brother said nothing when she asked for
the whereabouts of their family.

Amethyst couldn’t sit around and wait for Garnet
to answer her questions. She had to find out for
herself. She rushed to stand.

Garnet screamed for her not to go.

“Sah ahre uh gog fer men.” She stood on her feet,
“I’ll be right back,” and moved for the stairs.

She stepped into her father’s room and called out
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his name. She then went adjacent, into Garnet’s
room. When she didn’t see anyone, she ran down the
hall and into her own room. It was the only one left.

She called out for her sister, but when she got no
response, she swung the bathroom door open and
rushed to the tub. The curtains clanked to the side,
but there was nothing.

Amethyst walked out of the bathroom. Nobody
was there, except for Mama. She stared at the picture,
trying to contain her feelings. Amethyst grabbed the
picture frame and ran to the first floor and over to
Garnet. He was still hidden underneath the table.

“Net, we have to go!” When he didn’t say
anything, she began to tug at him, “TT1 zi dangerous
er. ST mil‘t aht on fire!”

“No, s—s—sah not leave!” he cried in fear, hugging
the leg of the table, his small fingers gripping so
tightly around the wood, the one that Papa built with
his own two hands.

It was Mama’s table.

“Net, we can’t wait fer Pahpah. He’s coming later,
but we have to go, kunuh,” she spoke sternly.
Amethyst tried to be strong for the both of them.

“Noo . .. Papa,” he turned his head away in
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staggered breaths.

“Gahrnet,” she whined. For a second there,
Amethyst had lost her balance. “Trust me! We have
to go, Nét. Twe ahré uh ahvét, ti zf an emergency. Sah
om si oldest ta ti zi my responsibility.”

She stopped to think. What if going outside was
a bad thing? Amethyst didn’t want to risk taking her
brother outside if this was the safest place to be.
Their home hadn’t been set on fire yet.

She wobbled to the side as the last word of her
thoughts echoed in her head. Yer?

Amethyst heard more rumbling outside. She
quickly ran to the door and took a look through the
peephole.

Though the air stunk of charred flesh and black
smoke, people stood outside, peering up at the sky.
Amethyst reluctantly opened the door to see what
was happening. As she walked out towards the other
people, pebbles began to bounce, and windows
shivered like a cold day in winter.

No one moved until the ground began to vibrate
with a noise several magnitudes louder than the
thunder. The ground forced Amethyst forward and

she fell onto the gravel with everyone else.
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The roar sounded at an intensity she’d never
experienced before. She backed away, afraid she
might fall through one of those skinny cracks that
moved and thickened as it ran beneath a tall building.

The building shook like a plastic doll house
before it broke into large pieces on the side of her
house.

Garnet!

The loud crashes intimidated her, even so
Amethyst tried to stand and when she did, she felt a

strange warmth in the center of her chest.

She dropped her mother’s picture frame. The
glass cracked into several pieces. Amethyst balled the
clothing over her rib cage as she dropped to her
knees. Her limbs hung over in agony. She didn’t
know what was going on, but whatever it was, it
hadn’t lasted long.

The pain subdued just as the quaking did. As
soon as Amethyst realized it had stopped, she
hurried to her feet.

She ran into the house, past the front door, past
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the small kitchen her Papa always cooked in, and past
the stairs that led to each of their bedrooms. She ran
until she was standing in the living room, where they
always had their meals, only to find that the ceiling
had caved in on top of Mama’s table.

“G—g—g,” was all she could muster as she
watched blood seep from beneath thick piles of
cement, tiled with the same color of blue that was
once her bathroom.

Amethyst stumbled forward, gaping at the hole
in the ceiling that led to her bedroom. She’d hoped
her eyes had been deceiving her and Papa would be
coming home any second now.

He’d tell her she was just having a bad dream, to
go back to sleep, and that very soon, she’d wake up
and they’d be having breakfast with Axel again, like
they did every morning, that Garnet was just taking
a small nap, and that—

“Omo—Omo!” Auntie Yu Na appeared, and shriek-
ed in the language native to her tongue. She covered
her mouth, gasping as she watched her nephew’s
blood seep out onto the floor, “Sesange.”

Amethyst had turned around, and with tears, she

looked to her aunt, her eyes shiny and fluorescent
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with color. “I-Imo . ..” She cried as she tried to walk
over.

“No! Haji— Don’t come near me . . . jebal. Stay!
S—s—stay over there.”

Amethyst did as she was told and stood in place.
Neither one of them made a sound.

The woman stared at her niece and with accusing
eyes, slowly backing away—further and further from
Amethyst.

The more Auntie Yu Na backed away from her,
the sadder Amethyst felt, and suddenly, the sky grew
dark. There was no light.

All that could be seen was the glow in Amethyst’s
eyes, piercing through the night.
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STEALING WAS LIKE BREATHING. I didn’t need to, but
it was a fate I couldn’t escape. My only choice of
survival was to take back what was once mine, and
for the last six years, I’d done that without fail—until
I got caught.

My name was Amethyst Oh-Maya, but everybody
in here knew me as—

“Hour Eight!”

—and I refused to be caught by those monsters.

My feet jumped from rooftop to rooftop,
steering clear of any wide openings. I had to know
which way I was going before I could even see what
was in front of me, and I couldn’t risk stopping for
one second.

There were twenty of those bandits I had stolen
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from, and six of them were keeping up with me.

Every inch of my body ran slick with perspiration.
Everything clung to my skin: my hair inside the
bodysuit, and the bodysuit itself wore me like glue.
My skin roasted with heat, and beads of sweat
streamed down my face, but I kept pushing. I had to
keep running across each roof, until I could no
longer feel the fatigue in my legs.

My feet were nimble and ready for any sudden
turns, which was how I was able to stop the
momentum of my body when I reached a gaping
hole atop the side of one building. Rocks slid off the
edge like crumbs where my sneakers pushed at the
concrete.

I backed up. It was unstable and felt like the
rickety decay of old bones.

It was what we called a sp/int.

Bricks stacked unevenly. Granular cracks were
apparent on every line, but I hadn’t noticed the
opening on this ledge. I couldn’t.

It was one thing to determine the length between
two buildings from afar, but it was too dark to notice
a hole like this.

Standing at the ledge, I could see the fissure was
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two stories long. Metal tubing and wires stuck out
between the bricks and I could see the floor that
separated the two homes. /7. I had no time for this.

When I turned around, the bandits were closing
in on me. I was surrounded, but that didn’t mean
anything. I was trained for this.

Determination flooded through me, and I knew
my eyes lit up with their fluorescent hue when I saw
the look on those bandits’ faces.

Fiidiwi abre nah dfe. These were my jewels, and I
was ready to protect them with everything I had, but
when the wind blew too hard, my legs wobbled at the
ledge.

My body was tipping off the three-story building.

The bandits’ aghast reaction quickly changed to a
sneer as I fell to my last breath with their stolen
goods. Hoots and jeers rolled off their tongues as
gravity dragged me down to what seemed like Hell—
or whatever came after that.

Death waved hello like this were the last time I’d
be in this place.

Maybe I wanted it to be. I could just let those
tubes rupture my ribcage and bleed out with a bang.

Instead, I anticipated the drop.
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I lunged, my head beneath me for a better view,
diving headfirst. I swiftly threw my hands up and
when my fingers reached for the side of the brick, I
was careful about where I placed them, avoiding the
metal piping and anything else that could puncture
the skin. My weight balanced out when I gripped the
wall and pushed forward off my shoulders. I flung
two-hundred-and-seventy degrees until I slowed into
the same laying position I started in.

My fingers reached through the air, hoping to
grab hold of something, anything, even though I
knew that wasn’t possible. I gave that effort up and
simply folded my arms over the small pack I carried
over my chest.

I imagined the feeling of my bones contorted into
unnatural angles beside that pile of rubble on the
ground, but it was seconds before I dropped into a
tree. The plant swallowed me whole and its twigs
whipped against my skin. Every hit slowed my
tumble between barks and branches, and I took the
slashes without a whimper.

That was, until I fell on my back.

“Fuck.” I swore quietly, yet my voice still sent

alley cats into a scurry. I internalized the pain.
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Groans escaped every now and again. Even if it
wasn’t from three stories high, it was steep enough
to shoot a stilting pain up my back.

It didn’t help that I had a small audience either.

Randoms. They were the people that were—well,
random.

They watched me writhe on the ground,
distracted from their nightly routines, probably
contemplating whether they should take me on while
I was down. They were smart enough not to. Most
weren’t bold enough to take on one of the Regulars.
And not all of them were fully human.

There were animals that hid in dark spaces,
lurked around, and took care of their own business,
trying to stay unseen just as I was. Just because I was
a Regular didn’t mean I wanted trouble. I had an
agenda that was different from the rest. I wasn’t
stealing just to steal, and I didn’t live here, either. In
fact, this was the furthest I'd traveled through this
place my entire life.

I sat up. I familiarized myself with the area, and
as usual, my eyes stung from stench of rotten sewage
and stale feces. Not only did the unnerving smell

send Randoms sprinting in opposite directions, but
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the high rates of violence and thievery gone
unpunished rose exponentially—but only in this alley.

It was after what everybody called . . . Mayhem.

Authorities had lost complete control of this area
a decade ago. It was only outside of these boundaries
that people were safe. Families that lived here had no
choice but to move out and into the cities, since
bandits ruthlessly terrorized the Villa Trade and its
seven sections. Now it was this giant pile of shit and
stolen goods.

The crimes that took place in here were
whispered about for years. Villagers that made it out
alive had scars to prove them, though nobody ever
talked about it. As if there were some unspoken rule,
people remained hush and claimed to have never
seen anything. Whatever happened here, stayed here.

Those who spoke the crimes into existence were
hunted, caught, and murdered. Within days, those
thug-like scavengers stole their spines and trophied
them in respect to the infamous alleyway, hence, the
Devil's Backbone. That was what they renamed our
home. No one dared enter these Sections again,
except for the brave, the foolish and the desperate.

So, where did I stand?
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Leaves danced around me until they’d reached a
still pose on the ground. Everywhere I looked were
these menacing buildings, and off those brick walls
bounced screams through this maze all night, the
echoes reverberating in any listening ears. The
deeper you were in, the more apparent those sounds
were.

These walls that used to create happy homes were
now tooled for the atrocities that took place in the
Devil's Backbone, a.k.a. DB, and it caused people to
lose their way, especially when running from fatalities.
Fear made you lose your morality, your mind.

Lose your way, and you'd never make it out of
these streets alive. Even one wrong turn could mean
your life, but that wasn't a problem I had to fret
about. I had everything mapped out, for the most
part.

I leaned off of my hand, ignoring the tiny pieces
of gravel I’d pressed into my skin when I palmed the
throbbing wounds on my arm. I worked my way up
to my feet, feeling some extra weight. I noticed that
my back was covered in the goop that had molded
these grounds for years. I groaned under my breath.

“Disgusting.” With the rips in my suit, some of
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that gunk had to be touching my bare skin.

I walked over to the tree and tried to wipe most
of it off, but why did it feel like I was just rubbing it
in more? I did what I could and checked the rest of
my suit. The fabric was decent enough for the last
three days I’d used it. It laid flat on my forehead like
it was supposed to, covered my mouth and nose,
leaving just my eyes and the shape of my figure to
the darkness.

I scanned the area for the bandits after my jewels.
I had diamonds and garnets that I had rightfully stole
myself. They were mine, and there was no way I’d
give them up.

My head whipped to the side when I heard a loud
bang. I hid behind the tree, peered from the side of
its bark and watched a man—eye-patched and with
a headpiece of metal and bones—exit the building
and search the dark with his good eye. It was the steel
door. He swung it too hard.

I thought my eyes were wrong when the building
shivered the way it did. Old cracks stretched up and
across the platform and erupted into fractures. When

those thin openings broke new wrinkles, it was hard
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to look away as they thickened a trail to the top—
where I saw a black figure standing on the roof.

I stepped from behind the tree.

The cloth it wore rippled like the figure I spotted
from time to time when I came to DB. I had no
doubt in my mind that #haf was the Black Flame.

My brows were tightly knit.

What was it doing up there? The building was a splint.

“I see her! She's still alive.” The guy with the eye
patch warned the others.

I looked away for just a second, but when I
peered back up towards the roof, the Black Flame
had disappeared.

I knew my denial wasn’t going to confuse what
sounded like a thousand breaking bones. It was all
too familiar. This place. The sudden rain . . . That vibration.

The building couldn’t hold any longer. In a
sudden motion it let loose a roar, large pieces of
cement felling hard and crumbling into a giant pile
of rocks and debris. It formed another pile of dust
and rubble that resembled the others in this alley. It
was soon to be cherried with defiled spines, just like
the rest of them.

A chill crept up my back. My eyes widened,
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forcing the knot in my throat to go down with my
buckling knees.

“Nabh,” 1 whispered to myself. “Gahrnet.”

My mind faded in and out. Memories of my little
brother poured into my mind. It was like I was there
again. I couldn’t do anything, but I was the one who
caused everything.

Another knot lodged in my throat as ringing of
the past blew through my ears. I# was my fault. 1
couldn’t move. 17 was my fault.

“Where is she?” A man belched. “Find her!”

What was I doing? 1 panicked. I needed to get up.

“Opver there!” another shouted eagetly.

I attempted to pick myself up, but my body only
flopped to the side.

“Her eyes! She’s right there. Hour Eight’s on the
ground!”

What are you doing? 1 tore myself from the painful
thoughts. GET UP! We can’t do this here.

“Don’t let her get away!”

Not here.

I backed a few weak steps, forcing my legs into a
hard sprint when I spun around. I ignored the tear

that snuck its way down my cheek with a clench in
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my jaw—Garnet’s bloodstain in the front of my
mind.

“Don't think we'll go easy on you because you're
a woman, Hour Eight,” one of them called out. “You
steal from us, you pay the consequences.” The man
hollered from the darkness, encouraged by groans,
hoorahs and chants that screamed toxic masculinity.

Somewhere in this place, another Regular howled
and like a pack, the rest of the alley began to holler
and hoot in tradition. If I cared enough, I might've
hollered something witty myself—Ilike I used to
when I first stole in here—but heartbreak seemed to
pervade above all other emotions.

I wiped the last drops of weakness from my face
and removed my pack from my shoulders.

“Choose your fate wisely,” the man spoke harshly
as the rain transmuted to a thick fog. “Leave the
jewels and maybe—just maybe—we'll go easy on
you.” He chuckled, implying the exact opposite.

The others chanted behind him, “LEAVE THE
JEWELS.” It sounded like that man was their leader.
Because of the oncoming fog, I didn’t get to look
behind to confirm his identity.

Somebody said they’d seen my eyes. If they were
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fluorescent, then I might’'ve caused this fog.

Might've. 1 shrugged. 1 did cause this fog,.

It was too deep for anything normal.

I’d always thought, that all I could do was change
the color of my eyes. But whenever my emotions
were provoked, the weather seemed to change with
the whim.

I had to keep this curse under control, but in
order to do that, I had to lock my emotions inside of
a steel box. I’d been struggling with this since I was
ten. Even before then, I just didn’t realize what was
going on. I s#// didn’t know what was going on.

Thank Nibiru I was only in the Devil’s Backbone,
because anything went here.

I followed the line of lace around my neck and
grabbed ahold of the locket made by my father. It
was made of amethyst, but shaped like a diamond,
and inside was a piece of Mama’s table with a drop
of Garnet’s blood. It was my way of staying
connected to them wherever I went.

I wiped away as much grime as I could visibly
see and tapped the amulet to my lips.

Fiidiwi abré nab dfe. 1 chanted the words that always
gave me strength and slipped the amulet back into
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my bodysuit. Faith has no fear.

Even through my fatigue, I still kept a good
distance from the bandits. It wasn’t too long before
I turned through corners of the maze and slid into
one of the narrow alleys. I quickly hid between two
foul-smelling dumpsters and tucked my body deep
against the wall as my breath caught up with me.
They were close. I could faintly hear their
conversation.

“Aye, where'd she go?”

“I think we lost her.”

“Well, keep on looking! Dead or alive, I don’t
care. Don't stop until you find her.”

“Yes, sit!”

“And leave her spine alone. I want it,” the leader

snarled.
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FOR SEVERAL MINUTES, I listened to muddled feet
stomp past me in a rush. The shuffling of shoes
slowed to nothing before I sighed a breath of relief.
I could only hear voices echo faintly against the noise
of the night. That sense of danger wore down, and
my adrenaline simmered out with it.

One second, I felt the coast was clear; the next,
my mouth filled with mush. I couldn’t hold it in.

I yanked the lower half of my suit down, got to
my toes, leaned over the dumpster and spewed out
globby churns of bread and water. After being forced
shut by the sudden jolt in my body, my eyes opened

to reveal a platter of dead, spineless corpses. Mold
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and extremities on the side.

I inhaled some of the nasty air with a gasp.
Immediately, my stomach ejected more carbohydrate
-laden fluids over the decaying flesh. It was the first
time I had ever looked into a pile of death.

I slumped back onto the wall, tried not to breath
too deeply. The smells that came from DB weren’t
something you could get used to, and my stomach
was already weak standing between the dumpsters.

I’d have to make do and stay hidden. I slid down
between them and sat on the ground, trying to get
those images out of my head. I could feel the bruises
forming on my arms, my back, too. My suit was still
wet with blood.

I pulled my left sleeve up and took a look at my
monitor. It wrapped around my wrist like a watch
and kept track of my heart rate. Anything above one
hundred and fourteen beats per minute made the
monitor go off with a dim flash and some beeping.
It meant that my eyes were probably fluorescent.
However much it flashed and beeped depended on
how quickly my heart was beating.

I always kept the sound switched off when I

entered the Devil’s Backbone. It was less important
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if my eyes were fluorescent here, but out there in the
city, the sound needed to be on, though it drew
attention. It was better that than somebody trying to
run me out because my eyes had gone purple. At least
with the beeping, I had a fair chance to get out of
there unseen.

I always tried my hardest to contain it. Sometimes
it was never enough, and I hated myself for it. It was
why I always traveled in the night. It was how I got
my name.

Hour Eight. When there wasn’t a singled shed of
light, she looted through the Devil’s Backbone and
feared nobody. She was the threat and showed no
mercy.

She was what kept me alive.

Once my heart rate had completely fallen, I
unzipped my bag.

There were some leftover pieces of bread, a few
gulps of water in a plastic bottle, and some clean
black rags. I also had my shard of glass—it was
pointed like a knife and wrapped at the bottom with
sturdy white rope over a thick brown cloth. The two
held everything together for proper gripping. It was

a one-of-a-kind item made by an old friend. I only
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used it when I really needed to.

I took out one of the black rags and chose to tie
it around my right arm. It was worse than the other
one. With the help of my teeth, I maneuvered two
knots beneath my shoulder. I took another rag and
did the same for my left leg. After I'd tightened the
knot on my thigh, I used the last rag I had to hide
half of all the jewels I’d stolen.

I reached through the top of my suit. Stitched
inside was a secret pocket next to my amulet, which
held a small pouch. In that pouch were all the jewels
I had stolen these last three nights. I used my pack,
not only as storage space, but also as a decoy. Those
thugs always thought I carried my jewels in it, only
because I fought for the bag as if my life depended
on it.

I removed the pouch of jewels and poured half
of those beauties into the palm of my black cloth,
then tied it securely with multiple knots.

I slipped the original pouch of jewels back into
my secret pocket. Then I chugged the last swig of
water in that bottle and tossed into the dumpster. I
zipped my bag up and slung it backwards over my

shoulders again.
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I leaned back against the wall with my knees to
my elbows, and took a careful breath, filtering the air
between the cracks of my fingers. I balled my hand
into a light fist over my lips.

This was honestly the furthest I'd gone out. 1
usually stuck to stealing from Sections B and A. They
were closer to the city, and even though I was only
in the outskirts, this was my first time entering
Section E. It was still far more dangerous a place to
be in than any other section; and somewhere in here,
was the Capitol.

After all these years of stifling my curiosity, I
wanted to know what was inside.

The more I mapped this place out, the more I
wanted to know who instructed the rummage of my
neighbors, and why some of them were taken to the
Capitol Papa used to work at almost every day.

I closed my eyes and remembered that last time I
saw him. The last time I heard his voice. That musky
scent he carried every time he threw on that suit

jacket.
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.. 1 love you all.”

My eyelids opened to a small slit. If I could find
any morsel of his existence, that would change
everything, but I couldn’t rush it. I had to be patient
and smart, and carefully piece together what this
section entailed. Just like I knew Section B like the
front of my hand, I could learn Section E just as
easily.

I hung the knotted rag of jewels in my mouth and
crawled, staying as low to the ground as possible. 1
poked from behind the dumpster and checked the
streets. I didn’t see anything, but I heard some
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wandering voices. I crept into the alley at a slow pace,
careful not make any sudden movements, until I saw
a long row of distinct bushes.

A corner of my lips pulled back upwardly as I
moved towards the bundle of leaves, and much
further down the road, out walked a dog from a dark
corner.

It noticed me before I had noticed it and warned
me with a low growl. I froze—well, at first.

I was caught by surprise, but it wasn’t unusual to
have an encounter with the stray animals roaming

around, and I always let them know who was boss.
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I LET THE POUCH drop from my mouth and walked a
hand forward, letting her know I’d be ready to charge
if she tried anything. I couldn’t explain how I knew
she was a female. I just felt it. Something about her
screamed womanhood.

I didn’t want to fight, but if a tussle was what she
wanted, I was going to give it.

When I didn’t take the hint to leave, she barked,
her tone deepening with a backlash, while she sucked
in another breath, just to release it with a growl. I
didn’t budge. I inched closer with pouch between my
knuckles.

Her lips pulled up into a nasty snarl, but what the
dog hadn’t realized was that I had no business with
it, just the bushes a couple of feet between us.

I had no reason to target her; the dog certainly
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had no jewels. I hadn’t even seen the dog until it
walked out. She saw me first.

But this was the Devil’s Backbone, and I couldn’t
blame her defense. Everyone was a target here, and
there was no fair play, but I wasn’t backing down and
she knew that. I needed to hide my jewels, so I kept
my head up and eye contact strong. Even threatened
the dog with some growls myself.

The animal’s reaction was just as I expected;
excessive with barks, but the way she looked away
and licked her lips, I knew she didn’t really want to
tight me either. She was letting me know that. The
dog was just being protective. And I didn’t know why
until I had finally reached the bushes. I realized why
she’d screamed motherhood to me.

She was pregnant. Oh, Nibiru, and in DB, too.

I instantly backed off. It wasn’t worth it, and I
didn’t want to stress her out more than I had done
already.

I slowly placed my pouch to the side and began
digging a hole deep enough to hide the jewels. She
still growled, but the best I could do was pay her no
mind and go about my business. The more I ignored

her, the calmer she got.
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I placed the rag below and kept note of where
they were located. Underneath the third bush—0by the
dumpsters.

“Iust in case”” 1 whispered to them and raked the
excess dirt over the hole.

Other than the regular disturbances that
complemented this ominous place, I didn't hear or
see anybody that resembled those bandits. The coast
was clear.

I looked back at the dog and she was still stiff in
her stance. It was because I was still here, but she
shouldn’t have been standing. Her belly was huge. I
was far from a hero and it was everyone for
themselves in here, but why did I feel the need to
help her?

I ignored every horrible thing that happened to
people in here. The screams, the cracks in living
bones, the begging of lives to spare, the groans, the
crumbling of a splint and the people killed beneath
it. I ignored it all. I had to. I couldn’t let it affect my
performance, and it was none of my business. Step
foot in the Devil’s Backbone unprepared, and you’re
just asking for a grisly death.

The low growls that rolled off her tongue again
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should’ve sent me on my way by now, but they didn’t.
I huffed through my nose and unzipped my bag.

I removed whatever stale bread I had left over.

Two pieces.

I slowly put the bread on the ground, lowered my
head and avoided eye contact as I pushed it towards
her with just my hand. She was still several feet away
and I knew she wouldn’t risk coming near me for
small pieces of food, even if she was pregnant. I’d
probably have to leave before she sniffed it out for
consumption. I turned. Whether she ate it or not was
up to her, but I wasn’t going to find out. I had to get
out while I still could.

I recalled the bandits running to the right, so I
knew I’d take off to the left and make a loop around
for Section B. I swiftly mapped out the routes in my
head and mentally traced over the paths I'd take
advantage of.

I sighed a deep breath and slipped out of the
creases.

Then I cut into a run.
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The words “Section E,” were graffitied on almost
every building I had passed. It was like this through
all seven sections now, since it was the only way to
differentiate between them all. I pumped my arms
back and forth and continued hurriedly through the
alley, dodging potholes, jumping over bricks and
ignoring the gaze of stray eyes.

The warm humidity made me feel sticky and
suffocated. My breathing was labored, my legs were
tired, and the dusty wind was torturing my eyes, but
that was nothing. I'd never stop.

A paddle swung into view and before 1 could
slow down or turn the other direction, the piece of
wood whipped hard into my frame and sat me
directly on my tailbone.

What the hell?

I held my stomach and coughed at the pain,
uselessly backing up when the man and his paddle
came into view.

The shadow cascaded down his body as he
revealed himself, a devilish grin plastered beneath his
helmet visor. Fresh blood had dried down the sides
of his face, arms, and legs, and powdered rubble

covered him and his clothing. He resembled the
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other bandits from before, but bones protruded
from his metal helmet in a unique fashion. He
must’ve been one of the thugs inside the building
when it crumbled.

Somebody survived. How?

There must be more of them running around
than I had anticipated.

“Over here, boss! She’s still alive!” he looked
behind and hollered, and from around the corner
came the rest of their posse. “I got’er.”

I scrambled to my feet and made an attempt to
run, but he turned back around too quickly.

“Where do you think you're going?” He shoved
me backwards.

That was when I realized he was actually a she.
Besides a few rough spots and calluses, her hands
were soft and delicate though her strength. Her
appearance clouded my judgment.

The woman removed her helmet for several
breaths of air. Her identity was more feminine than
anything, but the male body armor did her curves no
justice. I could’ve admired her if she hadn’t killed my
stomach with that paddle.

The men neared us. The biggest of them stood
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out in front, his chest full and large with muscles. To
his left, stood the same guy with the eye patch, the
one who’d caused that splint to fall. To the right, was
another who was shorter than the rest.

Together . . . they were Big Buff, Eye Patch,
Shawty, and Wo-Man—at least in my head.

“Hour Eight” Big Buff spoke with his jaw
clenched. His chest heaved from the chase I had put
them through. “Hand over the jewels.”

“These jewels don't have your name on them—"

“Listen while I’'m being nce, little gitl.” The words
slithered off his tongue with venom.

“I stole them. They're mine!” I spat out with fake
confidence. There was something different about
these guys.

The man groaned with aggravation. Like he had
done it many times before, Big Buff walked over,
inches from my face, and closed his hand around my
throat.

I gasped a last breath of air when he pulled me
up off my feet. Vengeance soared through his eyes
and fear began to well up in mine. It took a lot for
me to believe this was happening. This was the first

time since the Mayhem that I had been at the mercy
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of these stupid bandits.

“No. I stole them. They boast of how s#ong and
quick you are on your feet. A lone biteh)” he
enunciated, looking into the purple fluorescence of
my eyes, “thieving in the Devil’s Backbone, but
you’re nothing more than a feeble girl.” Big Buff
clenched his hand then threw me to the ground. “A
rag doll.” He grabbed me by the neck and pulled me
up again, my legs struggling to keep up with so much
movement. “A dead woman.”

I kicked him in the stomach with what strength I
had left, my nails scratching hard at the skin on his
hands, but he didn’t even flinch. He simply tightened
his grip around my neck, every muscle in his fingers
slowing my blood flow. My throat pricked. My head
began to feel tight as if it were shrinking, just like the
fight inside me was fading,.

Tiny sparks of light danced around me, and
pockets of black began to cloud my vision, time
slowing down with each heartbeat. I could sense
myself drifting away from my body, like I couldn’t
hold on anymore.

I didn’t even want to.

I was so tired, but I knew I had to keep
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pushing . . . for Diamond.

She was still alive. I couldn’t be this selfish. I
couldn’t leave her by herself, not after what I’d
caused.

No, I needed to try harder.

The straggling bits of strength that hadn't been
strangled out of me yet clawed at the man's face,
gunning straight for what I could see through the
haze. His eyes.

I knew I’d gotten him good when the edge of my
fingers pulled at his lower lids and dampened my
fingertips with fluids.

Big Buff growled and my body dropped to the
ground with his release. My mouth gaped at the air,
my hands clawing at the pain in my throat. I latched
onto every breath. Big Buff sent a hard kick to my
stomach and snatched the bag from off of my
shoulders.

“My jewels!” he hissed, then laughed and held the
bag in the air. “And now, I will steal your spine as
punishment!”

He made attempts to kick my back, but connect-
ed with my shins, when I quickly rolled over, curling

my legs up in front of me. It was unbearably painful,

128



AMETHYST

but at least it couldn’t paralyze me or torment me the
way my mind did. Physical pain was short-lived.

Eventually, it went away. Mental pain was raw,
inescapable. There was no running even if you tried.
It thrived inside of you.

The men roared in victory and Wo-Man jimmied
her fist into the air, but I wasn’t done yet.

Plan B . ..

I flicked the switch of my monitor on.

“What the hell is that?” asked Big Buff.

“Fidwi abre nah dfe,” 1 said as cleatly as I could
through cessations of coughing.

“This is no time to cry for help, weak woman.”
Wo-Man spoke down at me. “What is that gibberish
you speak?”

I slowly climbed to my feet as the rest of them
straightened into battle stances, grunts rolling off
their tongues. “Hear that? I just activated the bomb.
Open my bag and you’ll see.”

“Lies,” Big Buff quickly closed in on me. “You
don't own such equipment. Only the authorities do,
everyone knows tha—"

“—Then open the bag,” I hissed, “if you're as big

as you claim to be.” I took small steps forward past
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Wo-Man. “I'd be willing to open it for you thugs, if
you'd like?” A smirk grew on my lips, the same one
they had given me when I fell off that roof.

Big Buff glared silently. He snapped his head
away from me, taking a few steps with the bag in his
hand. His crew simply looked around at each other
and their boss.

I turned around and faced Wo-Man with a glower,
taking subtle steps as I spoke over my shoulder, “Or
leave it closed, if you don't want the jewels I hid deep
inside my bag. I tried my best to keep those away
from you idiots... but it’s over now. We can all blow
up right here,” my voice dried out as the ticking
continued. “I have nothing to live for.”

“You're lying!” the leader of their pack accused
me, and he was right. I was lying.

“Okay,” I said with a fake limp, holding my
bruised arm. I threw his words back at him, ““Choose
your fate wisely.” I've already chosen mine.”

Big Buff scowled and turned to Shawty. “You.”

He straightened his back. “Yes, sir.”

“Open this bag, right now.”

Shawty hesitated. He didn't want to be the one to
blow up into little, shitty bits of flesh.
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“Come on, what are you waiting for? Take the
bag, you fool!”

“Did you not hear your orders?” Wo-Man
chimed in as she moved forward, past me and
towards them.

I turned with her, slowly moving in the opposite
direction.

She continued, “Boss, let me do it, please, before
it blows up.”

Stowly.

“NO. I will not be disobeyed.” Big Buff threw
the bag to the man's feet and commanded, “Open it.”

“Y-y-yes, sir.” Shawty picked up the bag and
fumbled with the zipper, but when he did, he froze
like a deer in flashlights.

“DO IT,” Big Buff demanded.

Shawty dug his hand into the bag and searched
through it. “S-Sir, I don't see it.”

And then I took off, my feet stomping into the
ground, my heart pounding beneath my chest, my
arms charging fast in matching pace with my legs.

“What?!” 1 heard them shout.

Soon I was listening to the faint sounds of my

jewel-less, miscellaneous items clang onto the
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ground.

“There's no bomb! Sh-she fooled us!”

By the time they realized the truth, I was far too
gone in the distance for them to catch up with me.

<

About an hour had gone by.

I was finally out of Section E and getting further
into B. It was the closest Section to the city.

Another two hours and I’d be home.

This was the easiest part of it all.
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GLIMMERS OF LIGHT flashed against my suit as I
silently ran. My feet refused to stop moving, even for
one second, between these decrepit buildings.

Once upon a time, this place was occupied by
loving families, but this was no fairy tale. The Devil's
Backbone changed all of that, leaving thousands of
people and creatures homeless and hungry, like
myself. The most disconcerting part about it was that
I never found out how much of this was really my
fault. I guessed that was what always kept me
connected with this place.

I belonged.

It was a never-ending void that consumed
everything of my being and left me feeling nothing. 1t’s
always been there—that emptiness—masked behind

normal human emotions. I'd always been giving,
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warm and loving, but always to a limit. Stagnancy was
my only choice. As a teen, I’d always made sure not
to get too excited, angry or cry. I held back my
emotions, just enough to keep my eyes from
changing.

As much as I resented this alley for what it’d
become, it was the only place that accepted me for
who I’d become.

Like it had stolen from me, I stole from it. I was
just evening the score, and like that, days became
weeks, and months into years. For every moment
that I was in this place, I never forgot what happened
that night. It lived with me. Every step. Every breath.
Every move I made, it was there. Hovering and
breathing its scorching air into my existence,
haunting me through this g7 the universe had cursed
me with.

As excruciating as it was, it never stopped me
from protecting the ones that I loved. It was one that
I, some-fucking-how, could endure. One that I could
sleep through, night after night, without the
anesthesia of false hope. I knew what was real and

this—
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—this was real.

Once I made it over that fence, I'd be freed from
all of the threats and unspoken rules that had held
this alley together for years . . . until next time.

My lavender eyes stung drily as I couldn't peel my
eyes from the fenced opening. Though twisted, there
was a smile in lips. It was an expression that never
made an appearance on its own, yet it grew nervously,
teverishly as I jumped onto the wires that divided
DB from the rest of the world.

I was almost over the fence, but in that second, I
was robbed from a glimpse of what seemed like
happiness when the darkness tugged at my leg.

My feet dangled beneath me as a figure, masked
in black, yanked my body off of the fence. I'd seen
that draping before, but never this close in front of
me. The cloth they wore slung over their entire body

and swiveled in the wind when they moved. Almost

like a flame.

The Black Flanze.

I didn’t know who or what was underneath, but
I had an idea of what they wanted—what everybody

strived for when they came here. It could only be two

136



AMETHYST

things.
Before I could even make a move, the figure had
already punched me and sent my face to the ground.
The Black Flame spun vigorously as my vision
blurred, intensifying its movement when it crouched
down beside me—the musky scent of my Papa filling

my nose. . .
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.Emilie’'s Note.

Hi guys,

You’ve made it to the end of serial one in the
AMETHYST sequel! Thank God. I feel so blessed to
share a piece of my brain with you. Hopefully, it was
better than expected.

Although this was only the beginning of their
adventure, I hope you guys fell in love with the
characters a/most as much as I did creating them.

Since I’'ve begun writing, people have always asked
me, “How do you think of all these things?” Truthfully,
I pretty much reside in my head, but I usually tell them,
“everything,” from life experiences, TV, other books,
or my own fantasies.

When I took my first writing class in college, I
distinctly remember my professor asking us a question.
“What three things do you think make a great story?”

Initially I chose, mystery, dramatics and sensory
detail. But after some failed attempts of writing about
a killer bear, I thought, why just stop at three?

What did I think made a perfect book?

Within a few minutes, I thought of all the things I
loved in a story and all the genres that came with it;
Fantasy, Romance, Comedy, Action, Adventure,
Mystery.
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I compiled all of those things and birthed the story
AMETHYST. The ideas came to me like the particle
accelerator explosion—just like that lightning bolt
struck my husband, The Flash. Next thing I knew, I
was writing ideas down for two weeks straight. I
couldn’t watch TV or eat propetly without having to
stop and write something down.

The more I wrote, the more these characters came
to life. They were real and had a mind of their own, as
contradicting as it sounds. I’'ve had to rewrite chapters
because I've tried to force characters to do or feel
something that wasn’t them. Now I know better and
it’s so weird.

It’s come to a point that I feel sick not thinking
about them. I would actually miss them, and I can’t
wait ‘till you guys understand why.

This may be the end of the book, but it’s clearly not
the end of Amethyst’s story. You all have no idea what
you’ve gotten yourselves into :)

That being said . . . could you be my grain of rice?

Again, people always ask, “What’s one vote?”
“What’s one penny?” “What’s one grain of rice?” Well,
it could be a terrible president, a lottery winner, or a
tull pot of food.

I would be forever thankful if you left an honest

review for the book on Amazon, even if it’s just to say,
‘Chi!’)

... Will you be my grain of rice?
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THANK YOU

to the following people, for outstanding support
within these last two years; through brainstorming,
editing, planning, designing, and simply pulling me
up when I felt at my lowest. Thank you to those of
you that kept a roof over my head and food in my
mouth as I worked towards my dream. Thank you
to another for influencing my decision to start
writing when I thought I couldn’t. Thank you to
those of you who answered all my incessant
questions. Lastly, but obviously not least, thank you
to those of you who’ve taken the time to read
AMETHYST, even in its ugliest first drafts. Going
as far as to leaving me letters and little comments is
still something that I cherish, even as this book sits

in your hands right now.

From the entirety of my heart . . . thank you.
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*Note: This is a flipped version of the language for easier
translation. If you want to create sentences of your own nuh si
Lahuah O Stitdn‘t, 've made it easier to find with English words
being discoverable on the left. Ahre tahnah!



A

A - Luh (uh)

About - Blteé (boo-teh)

After — Kahl (kah-I)

Afternoon — Kahlmid (kah-l-mee-
d)

Ahead — Ahm{iwe (ah-moo-weh)

All - 'I'vah (CERVEL))]

Alright - lvwe (eev-weh)

Also — Nahdi (nah-doo)

Always — GUwOs (goo-woh-s)

Am - Om (oh-m)

Amaze - Vwldon (v-woo-doh-n)

Ame - Emi (eh-mee)

Amethyst — Emétist (eh-meh-tee-
st)

And - TQ (too)

Angel — Ahweéisah (ah-weh-ee-sah)

Animal — Ahnimabhli (ah-nee-mah-
lee)

Annoy — Ahnd (ah-noh)

Another — Luhnotid (luh-noh-too-
d)

Any - JUs (ch-oo-s)

Anything — Tahnsorah (tah-n-soh-

rah)
Aguamarine — Ahglmarin (ah-
goo-mah-ree-n)
Are - Aht (ah-t)
Arm - Kahwiin (kah-woo-n)
As — Ahs (ah-s)
Asian — Ahsidn (ah-see-ohn)
Ask — Kahi (kah-ee)
Ass - Blib{i (boo-boo)
At — Wink (wee-nk)
Attack - Fiyek (fee-yeh-k)
Attract — Séwi (seh-wee)
Aunt — Tahti (tah-tee)

Authority — Polizik (poh-lee-zee-k)

B.

Baby — Bahbi (bah-boo)

Back — Kahk (kah-k)

Backbone — Kahkzon (kah-k-
zoh-n)

Be - Lah (lan)

Because — Kahz{i (kah-zoo)

Before — Jahl (ch-ah-I)

Below — Uhneé (uh-neh)

Bench - Pélik (peh-lee-k)

Between — Twin (t-wee-n)

Big = Umwé (0o-m-weh)

Birth — Bitah (bee-tan)

Birthday — Bitahdahwii (bee-
tah-dah-woo)

Bitch - Jij (ch-ee-ch)

Black — Blahk (b-lah-k)

Blank - Slét (s-leh-t)

Blood — Blawd (b-loo-wd)

Blue - Bl{ (b-loo)

Body — Bahdi (bah-dee)

Bone — Z0n (zoh-n)

Book — Lilé (lee-leh)

Boy — Blawah (boo-wah)

Bread - Pahng (pah-ng)

Break — Kahsé (kah-seh)

Breakfast — Lanahm (loo-nah-
m)

Brown - Brahn (b-rah-n)

Bug — Pi (pee)

Build — On (oh-n)

But - Ji (ch-ee)

Butt - Badah (boo-dah)

Butter — EIokrém (eh-loh-k-reh-
m)




Butterfly — FlOtefli (f-loo-teh-f-
lee)

By — Man (moo-n)

.C.

Call =1l (ee)

Can - Kahneé (kah-neh)
Chapter — Jahp (ch-ah-p)
Character — Jahrah (ch-ah-rah)
Child - Jit (ch-ee-t)

Clear - .|.nV.I.Z'I'b (een-vee-zee-b)
Coast — Kot (k-oh-t)

Coffee — Gahlke (gah-I-keh)
Come - Vi (vee)

Confused — Suhng (suh-ng)
Control — Strik (st-ree-k)
Cold - Freét (f-ren-t)

Cool - Jilé (ch-ee-leh)

Could - Wahm (wah-m)
Cover - Klvri (koov-ree)
Cream — Krém (k-reh-m)
Create — Sahviv (sah-vee-v)
Crazy — Kll{ (koo-l0o)

Cry = Y'I'y'l' (yee-yee)

D.

Dark — Dahk (dan-k)

Damn - Bok (boh-k)
Daughter — Gahni (gah-nee)
Day — Dahwii (dah-woo)
Death — Omahd (oh-mah-d)
Devil - Omahé (oh-mah-eh)
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Dia — Dahiah (dah-ee-ah)

Diamond — Dahmon (dah-mon-d)

Different — Viduhwent (vee-duh-
when-t)

Dinner — Natahm (noo-tah-m)

Disappear — Wish (woo-sh)

Disgust — Kost (koh-st)

Do - U (o0)

Dog - Shiyen (sh-ee-yeh-n)

Door — Pot (poh-t)

Dramatic — Lahont (1ah-oh-nt)

Draw — Ahlmon (ahl-mon)

Drink — S'l'psé (see-p-seh)

Dry = Dr'fyé (d-ree-yeh)

.

Ear - .[Sfl (ee-so0)

Eight - Et (eh-t)

Electric — Zé (zeh)

Eleven — Onédneé (oh-neh-oh-neh)
Eme — Emi (eh-mee)

Emerald — Emeérdd (eh-meh-roh-d)
Emilie - Em'l'l'l' (eh-mee-lee)
English — Eglésh (ehg-leh-sh)
Even - Bahnahn (bah-nah-n)
Every — Vi (ee-vee)

Everybody —lvitineé (ee-vee-tee-neh)
Everyone — Ividneé (ee-vee-oh-neh)
Eye — Ahsii (ah-soo)

.

Faith — FGawi (foo-o0-wee)




Family — MiliGi (mee-lee-00)
Fast — Ahsh (ah-sh)
Father — Ahpah (ah-pah)
Favorite — Umi (co-mee)
Fear — Ofé (oh-feh)

Feel — Tahon (tah-oh-n)
Field — KGlyahd (koo-yah-d)

Fifteenth — Onéfahvn (oh-neh-fah-

vn)
Fight — M6kahjah (moh-kah-jah)
Filipino — Filipino (fee-lee-pee-noh)
Find — S¢j (seh-ch)
Fire — Friri (f-ree-ree)
First — Onén (oh-neh-n)
Five — Fahv (fah-v)
Fly — FIi (f-lee)
Food — Ahm (ah-m)
Foolish - Flishi (foo-sh-ee)
Foot - Pid (pee-d)
For — Feér (feh-r)
Forever — Féwiv (feh-wee-v)
Four — FO (foh)
Freedom — Ahwei (ah-weh-ee)
From — VOr (voh-r)
Fuck — Fit (foo-t)
Fun - Tahnah (tah-nah)

(.

Garnet — Gahrnét (gah-r-nen-t)
Get - Jét (ch-eh-t)

Girl — Géwabh (geh-wah)

Give — Jah (ch-ah)

Go - Ahvét (ah-ven-t)

Good - Don (doh-n)

Grass — Gahzon (gah-zoh-n)
Great — Fahnt (fah-nt)
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Green - Grin (g-ree-n)
Group — Ahnpl (ah-n-poo-)
Grow — Mégah (meh-gah)

H.

Hair — FIO (f-loh)

Hand - Ahid (anh-ee-d)
Happy — Jizi (ch-ee-zee)
Have — Ahreé (ah-reh)
He - Bahn (bah-n)
Head - Tét (teh-t)

Heal - Fah (fah)
Healer - Fah‘éw (fah-eh-w)
Health — Féi (feh-ee)
Heart — Aht( (ah-too)
Heavy — Ué (co-eh)
Help - Iké (ee-keh)

Her — Gah (gah)

Here — Er (eh-r)

Hey - Yah (yah)

Hello - 16 (ee-oh)

High — K (koo-o00)
Him — Bé (beh)

His — Bés (beh-s)

Hold - Ow® (0o-woh)
Hole - Shit (sh-ee-t)
Home — Mil (mee-I)
How — Low{n (loh-woo-n)
Hug - Dah (dah)

e 2

| — Sah (san)




Ice — Jil (ch-ee-l)

Idiot — Pahd® (pah-doh)

If — Zit (zee-t)

In = Nuh (nuh)

Indian - indiahn (een-dee-ah-n)
Into — Ahto (ah-toh)
Important — Mize (mee-zeh)
Is-Zi (zee)

It - Ti (tee)

9.

Jacket - Jenahn (ch-eh-nah-n)
Jewel - Stiton (st-ee-toh-n)
Job — Trahv (t-rah-v)

Just — Tuhk (tuh-k)

XK.

Kill — Jik( (ch-ee-koo)

Kind - Ol (oh-)

Kiss — Mmté (m-m-teh)

Knife — Nék (neh-k)

Know — VOw (voh-w)

Korean — Korién (koh-ree-eh-n)

..

Language - LahQah (1ah-oo-ah)

Land - Jod (ch-oh-d)
Laugh — Ahah (ah-ah)
Left - MiGwe (mee-oo-weh)

Leg — Bén (beh-n)

Let- Pit (poo-t)

Light — Lit (lee-t)

Like — Wid (woo-d)

Lip . 'I'psﬁ (eep-so0)

Little - Pin (pee-n)

Long — Lonjé (loh-n-cheh)
Look — Gog (goh-g)

Love — LOmmte (loh-m-m-teh)
Low — Né (neh)

Lunch — Midahm (mee-dah-m)

M

Mad - Gawi (goo-wee)
Mama — Mahmah (mah-mah)
Man - Bliwahn (boo-wah-n)
Matter — Mahtah (mah-tan)
Me - Sah (sah)

Mind — Uhnuhs (uh-nuh-s)
Money - Lahjuh (1ah-chuh)
Moon — Nitis (noo-tee-s)
More — Lot (1oh-t)
Morning — L{n (1oo-n)
Most — IvI5t (eev-loh-t)
Mother - Omah (oh-manh)
Morph — Shenj (sh-eh-n-ch)
Mouth — Misii (mee-so0)
Music — Bwi (b-wee)

My — MQ (moo)

N

Nature — Nahtiuh (nan-tee-uh)




No — Nah (nah)

Neck — Kii (koo)

Need - Dii (dee-ee)

Net — Nét (neh-t)

New — Shini (sh-ee-nee)
Next — Wiw (wee-w)
Nibiru — NibirQ (nee-bee-roo)
Night — Nait (noo-ee-t)
Nine — Nahn (nah-n)
Noon — Mid (mee-d)

Not — Nahn (nah-n)

Now — Klnuh (koo-nuh)
Number — Nimb (noo-mb)
Nyx — Niks (nee-ks)

0.

Of = O (oh)

Oh -0 (oh)

Okay — Omke (oh-m-keh)
Old — Jon (ch-oh-n)

On - Uhnah (uh-nah)
One - Oneé (oh-neh)

One Hundred - Onéwdw® (oh-
neh-woh-woh)

One Hundredth - Onéwdwén
(oh-neh-woh-who-n)

Only — Oni (oh-nee)

Or —n (een)

Orange - Orahnjé (oh-rah-n-cheh)

Other — Otiid (oh-too-d)

Ouch - Ahi (ah-ee)

Our — Shahwe (sh-ah-weh)

Out - Ut (oo-t)

Over — Jim (ch-00-m)
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P.

Papa — Pahpah (pah-pah)
Page — P¢&j (peh-ch)

Part — Pis (pee-s)

People — Wahn (wah-n)
Pink — Pik (pee-k)

Point — Pweén (p-weh-n)
Problem — P6b0 (poh-boh)
Promise - Siahl (see-ah-1)
Protect — Od (oh-d)

Pull — LOf (10o-f)

Purple — Puhpél (puh-peh-I)

Q.

Quit — Eks (Eh-ks)
Queen - Lahreén (Lah-reh-n)

R.

Red — Wed (weh-d)
Right — KGiwé (koo-weh)
Room - Spahs (s-pah-s)
Run - Nigeé (nee-geh)

S.

Sad — Ahpde (ahp-deh)
Safe — Sahfé (sah-feh)




Say - Di (dee)

Scare - Frahnziah (f-rah-n-zee-ah)
School - Elémeént (eh-leh-mehn-t)
Scorch — Ahj (ah-ch)

Second - Twon (t-woh-n)

Secret — Shimbahshi (shee-m-bah-

shee)
Self — Mi (mee)
Sense - Fil (fee-l)
Serial — Seahl (seh-ah-1)
Series — Séwis (seh-wee-s)
Sequel — Sekahl (seh-kah-I)
Seven - Sveén (s-veh-n)
Seventeen — Onésven (oh-neh-s-
ven)
Shake — Esh (eh-sh)
She - Gahn (gah-n)
Shift — POs (poh-s)
Shifter — Pos‘éw (poh-s-ehw)
Shit — Tiksh (tee-k-sh)
Should - Shahm (sh-ah-m)
Shrink — Ségah (seh-gah)
Side - Slahm (s-lah-m)
Sister — Ogahn (oh-gah-n)
Sit — Bdon (boo-doh-n)
Six — Sis (see-s)
Sixteen — Oneésis (oh-neh-see-s)
Skip — Ahp (ahp)
Sky — Unah (0o-nah)
Small - Umt'l' (oo-m-tee)
So - Jom (ch-oh-m)
Some — Tom (toh-m)
Son - Bahni (bah-nee)
Spider — Blyeé (boo-yeh)
Spine - Lizon (lee-zoh-n)
Step — Mahsh (mah-sh)
Stick - Isé (ee-seh)
Stop - Pahz (pah-z)
Strength — Krahzeé (k-rah-zeh)
Strong — BUf (boo-f)
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Stupid - Pids (pee-ds)

Suit - Sitt (see-oo0-t)

Sun - Lanis (loo-nee-s)

Super — Ahmezon (ah-meh-zoh-n)

Q-

Take — Stil (s-teel)

Tan — Tahn (tahn)

Tanzanite — Tahnzahnit (tah-n-zah-
nee-t)

Tell — Nahk (nah-k)

Ten - Onézéwd (oh-neh-zeh-woh)

Than - Pahn (pah-n)

Thank — S{ié (soo-eh)

That - Baht (ban-t)

The - Si (see)

Them — Mén (meh-n)

Then - Pén (peh-n)

There —Té (teh)

They - Ov (oh-v)

Thing — Tiné (tee-neh)

Think — Taht (tah-t)

Third — Tawin (too-wee-n)

Thirteen — Oneétiri (oh-neh-too-ree)

This — Zik (zee-k)

Three — Tari (too-ree)

Time — Wahne (wah-neh)

To - Uh (uh)

Too — Mahah (mah-ah)

Treat — Zahk (zah-k)

Tree - Pahli (pah-lee)

Try — Stiiv (s-too-eev)

Twelve — Onétwd (oh-neh-t-woh)

Two — TWO (t-woh)

Turn - Uhntah (uh-n-tah)




.

Ugly — Bls (boo-s)

Uncle — MOnok (moh-noh-k)
Up - Ahwe (ah-weh)

Us — Twoinlot (t-woh-een-loh-t)
Use - Use (oo-seh)

Q.

SW.

Want — Nahw (nah-w)

Walk — Mahshé (mah-sh-eh)
Water - FlQid (f-loo-ee-d)

Way — Wei (weh-ee)

We - Iwe (ee-weh)

Weak - Fib (fee-b)

Week - Wit (wee-t)

Wet - Nawe (noo-weh)

What - E (eh)

When - Onjé (oh-n-ch-eh)
Where - We (weh)

Which - .ini.m'l'n'l' (ee-nee-mee-nee)
White — Wite (wee-teh)

Who - Nﬁgﬁ (noo-goo)

Will - Wein (weh-een)

Wing — Fahi (fah-ee)

With — KOn (koh-n)

Woah — W6 (woh)

Woman - Géwahn (geh-wah-n)
Work — Trahvi (t-rah-vee)
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World — Owah (oh-wah)
Would — Kahm (kah-m)
Why — Sé (seh)

X

Year — NGi (noo-ee)
Yellow — EI (eh-loh)
Yes — Ké (keh)
You(r) — D{ (doo)
Young - Jén (ch-eh-n)

3.

Zero — Zéwo (zeh-woh)



.Aﬁixes.

-ed | ‘dah (dah)
-er |  ‘ew (eh-w)
-est | ‘etz (entz)
-ing | f‘ink (ee-nk)
-ish | ‘ni (nee)
-ive |  ‘yé (y-eh)
-s |t

Fave any suggestions, pointers, or tips? @[ease (eave

a message at www.thejewelseries.com/
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