Facing Fire
By Babi Oloko

The sun had just started to rise above the horizon, but for Arianna, part of her was still in the darkness of the night, caught inside a dream. There wasn’t a moon in the sky, or stars or flashing lights from airplanes. 
There was a woman, though.  With reddish-brownish hair, so bright it appeared to be orange. On her head was a crown, with orange and red jewels all over it. She was wearing a long, red, dress that covered her feet, and she was wearing a necklace. Just looking at the necklace made Arianna feel scared, but she also felt liked she wanted to gaze at it forever. 
Then, her dream shifted, and she was standing by a fire. It crackled and burned, and the smoke formed an image. At first, it was hazy, but it became clearer and clearer until it looked like a necklace--the same necklace that the strange woman was wearing. 
‘Arianna,’ said a voice. ‘Get the Firestone!’

Chapter 2

Arianna woke up with a jolt, her heart racing. She stared out her bedroom window and looked at the sun. The sun usually made her feel calmer. Today the sun also seemed to make her feel different: scared, strong, ready, uneasy. She had once asked her adoptive father, Hacno, why she felt different when she was around fire, but he refused to answer. So did Jopha, her adoptive mother. Arianna often asked, “Why am I adopted?” She got the same answer each time: “You’re parents had to go away.” 
Arianna often wondered what nationality Hacno and Jopha were, but she had a strange feeling, to ask them would only cause trouble. Hacno and Jopha also had necklaces similar to the woman Arianna dreamed about.
“Arianna!” yelled Hacno from the kitchen. “Jopha is gone! She’s at the grocery store! Hurry, hurry!”
“I’m coming, Hacno!” yelled Arianna back to him. She put on an orange t-shirt and jeans, then raced down to the kitchen.
“It’s about time!” said Hacno as soon as Arianna entered the kitchen. He already had the ingredients out. “Come on, do you want Jopha to see? Let’s start mixing.”
Arianna looked at the kitchen table, which had no bowl or plate to mix anything with.
“Hacno,” said Arianna, smiling. “What about the bowl?”
Hacno slapped his forehead. “I knew I forgot something”. Then again, I always do.”
Arianna rinsed the bowl and filled it with onion and garlic powder. Next, Hacno added in 8 ounces of salt. Arianna boiled the Red Savina peppers, and put in some pepper and some chili powder. Hacno added the chicken and turkey last. Then, they quickly boiled everything in a pan until it was ready. Hacno got out two plates and spooned the contents of the pan onto two plates.
“Com on ’ow, ‘Eeanna, dis ‘ili won’ eat it elf!” said Hacno, his mouth bulging with chili.
Arianna took a bite of chili, and all of a sudden, felt different, as if someone had lit a candle inside of her. She felt stronger, and more powerful, the way she sometimes did around the sun. Then, as if someone had blown out the candle, Arianna felt normal again.
Hacno was watching Arianna intently with a dazed look in his eyes, as if he expecting something to happen.
“Hacno?” asked Arianna. Hacno shook his head as if trying to clear it.
“Hmm?” said Hacno absently, his next spoonful of chili in his fingers.
“Why were you looking at me strangely?”
Hacno dropped his fork to the ground with a clatter.  “What do you mean?” he asked hoarsely. 
“Hacno, you were looking at me, as if you were waiting for something to happen.”
“Uh… yes, I was waiting for something to happen… um…I was waiting…”
Arianna got the impression that Hacno was doing some very quick thinking.
“I was waiting for you to try some of your chili!”
“Hacno. You knew that I…I would feel…” Arianna faltered.
“Feel what?” asked Hacno quickly. “Arianna, what did you feel?”
“What are you hiding from me?” asked Arianna.
“What are you hiding from me?” asked Hacno.
Frustrated, Arianna turned to leave, but Hacno stopped her. “Wait,” he said gently. “At least eat your chili. You know Jopha doesn’t like seeing it. She thinks it’s “unhealthy”,” Hacno said, making air quotes around the word unhealthy.
Arianna took another bite of chili, again feeling the curious sensation when she did. Arianna couldn’t help but notice that Hacno was determinedly not meeting her eyes.
‘He knows,’ Arianna thought. ‘He knows why I feel so strange around the sun and chili.’ And as Arianna walked up the stairs to her room, she vowed to find out why for herself.
Over the next week, Arianna found out that:
A: She felt differently near all heat and light, not just chili and the sun.
B: Whenever she was near light or heat, Hacno and Jopha would start glancing at her, the way Hacno had done in the kitchen.
C: Hacno and Jopha started abruptly changing the subject whenever Arianna brought up light or heat.
	Arianna longed to know why she felt this way, and one day, she demanded answers. She cornered Hacno by the TV, and started to interrogate him.
	“Hacno, why do I feel differently around heat or light? Why don’t you tell me? Why, when I’m around them, do you stare at me like something’s about to happen? And why, do you and Jopha change the subject whenever I want to talk about this?”
	Arianna paced back and forth restlessly, waiting for an answer.
	“Maybe,” said Hacno. “Maybe, it’s because you have a long past with fire.”
	Arianna stopped near the fireplace. “What do you mean?”
	Hacno remained silent.
	“Arianna…come…” A voice sounded in Arianna’s head. “Come…”  
	Arianna staggered away from the fire, regaining her balance at the last moment. The voices grew fainter, but Arianna could still hear them.
	“Arianna?” said Hacno.
	Arianna ignored him. She had finally understood something. Slowly, she stepped towards the fire. The voices in her head grew clearer. ‘Arianna…you must get it…save…get it…’ 
	“STOP!” yelled a voice. Suddenly, Arianna was being pulled away from the fire by strong hands. “Hacno, how could you?” yelled Arianna’s usually kind, adopted mother. “You let her?”
	“Jopha, I had to,” said Hacno. “She needs a glimpse…” He faltered.	
	“And what, Hacno, will she do when she has had a glimpse?” Jopha’s face was red, and her blond hair seemed to ripple as she paced back and forth.
	Hacno didn’t seem to have an answer. Jopha turned on her heel and stormed out of the room. Hacno sighed. Arianna desperately wanted to know what Jopha was angry about, but one look at Hacno’s face, and she knew not to ask.
	Sighing, she went to her room and got ready for bed. As she turned out her lights, she thought her head was too full of thoughts for her to be able to sleep, but she did almost immediately.
	“Arianna!” hissed a voice. “Look! Quickly! Into the fire!” In her dream, Arianna’s head turned, and she found herself looking at a fire. Just like the fire in Arianna’s first dream, the smoke rose and formed two images. The first image was a map, but the words and pictures on it were unclear. One spot of the map glowed brightly-as if it was an important place. Then, the map vanished, and Arianna was suddenly looking at a sheet of paper. It had writing on it, but Arianna couldn’t read it. 
	“It’s outside!” said the voice. “Get it! It is the only way!”
	The dream faded, and Arianna woke up, the last words of her dream still ringing in her ears. 

Chapter 3

Arianna lay in her bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about her dream. 
“Outside,” she said, recalling what the mysterious voice had told her. “It’s outside…” she gasped. “The map! The paper! They’re outside!” Arianna quickly got dressed, and was about to go outside when she remembered something. She glanced at her clock, which read 4:37 in glowing red letters. Arianna was about to go outside later, when a wave of recklessness washed over her. Instead of waiting to go outside, she listened intently for any noises from Hacno and Jopha’s room. When Arianna was sure they were still asleep, she sneaked downstairs and went outside, closing the door silently behind her.
Arianna searched the backyard, looking for the piece of paper and the map. She scoured every inch of it, until she was forced to give up. The map and paper were simply not there. She checked the front yard, but had no success. She trudged to the back door, and nearly stepped on- “The map! The paper!” The only thing keeping the paper and map from blowing away, was a red stone. Arianna picked everything up, then tiptoed through the house to her room. 
Sitting alone on her bed, Arianna stared at the map. Part of it was glowing orange, just like in her dream. The part that was orange was named Brijamaltur. 
Next, Arianna examined the paper. Instructions were written on it in long, spindly, black, letters. The instructions read:
1. Select your destination. Repeat it in your mind over and over again.
Arianna could only assume that her destination was the glowing spot on the map, Brijamaltur.
 2. Focus. Imagine yourself suddenly appearing in your destination.
3. Close your eyes while doing steps 1 and 2…
Suddenly, Arianna was spinning through the air, twisting, and turning, not able to see anything, when her feet touched the ground. Arianna opened her eyes, and was standing in the most beautiful place she had ever seen. There was a field of wildflowers, and four castles; orange, silver, green, and blue. There was also a bridge leading to each of them. There was a village filled with houses and stores. There were people all around—but they weren’t all people. Instead, some were fairies, centaurs, satyrs, nymphs, elves, gnomes, and all other sorts of creatures (Arianna thought she saw a troll lurking under the bridge that led to the orange castle). There was a brown wooden sign that read: WELCOME TO BRIJAMALTUR. Underneath it, was what Arianna assumed was the same message, but in many different languages. A second sign read: VISITOR’S INFORMATION CENTER TO THE LEFT. Arianna frowned. She hadn’t noticed a visitor’s center. She looked to the left, and saw a huge building, standing there as if it had been there all along.
“Whoa,” said Arianna. She walked inside.
The visitor’s center looked exactly as Arianna imagined it to look like. There was a waiting area with magazines (though Arianna had never heard of Fairy Home Styles), and there was a woman standing behind a counter (who was human, as far Arianna could tell). The walls were white, and there was a green rug. 
“How?” said Arianna.
“How what, dear?” said the woman behind the counter.
“This visitor’s center…it looks exactly as I thought it would!”
	“Well of course dear, it’s supposed too. We put the spell in here for a reason!”
	“Spell?” 
The woman made a clucking noise with her teeth.
	“This is obviously your first time in Brijamaltur, dear. Let’s see… You’re Arianna Finera? 11 years old, turning 12 on March 27?”
	“Yes! How did you know all that?” asked Arianna, dumbfounded. 
	The woman laughed. 
	“My dear, my grandmother Shelita was a Predicter. That means she could tell the future,” she added, catching Arianna’s confused look. “Two generations later, and I have inherited her gift. I knew you were coming.”
	“But… how did you know my name?”
“Whenever I know someone is coming, their information is magically added to the list,” the woman said, pulling out a piece of paper. 
	Arianna didn’t hear what the woman had said next after she said the word “magically”.
	“Wait…” she said slowly to the woman. “Magically?”
	“Well, of course, dear!” said the woman. “After all, Brijamaltur is a magic town!”
	Arianna gaped at the woman. The woman sighed. 
	“Alright. I’ll start from the beginning. Brijamaltur runs on magic. There is no elecktiry-”
	“You mean electricity?” interrupted Arianna.
	“Pleases save questions and comments until the end,” said the woman.
	“We don’t have cars or truks-” 
“Trucks, not trucks!”
The woman kept talking. “--or any of that. When we travel, we use dragons.”
	“You ride on dragons?”
	“Yes dear, I see you’re getting the idea of what kind of town we are. We use magic instead of what…whatever you use. Do you finally understand?”
	Arianna just stared at the woman.
	“Brijamaltur is what you might call a-” The woman lowered her voice, so Arianna had to lean over the counter to hear the next word.
	“Fairytale.” 
	“So- there really are ogres and elves and- and all that?”
	“Yes dear. Brijamaltur happens to have all of those creatures.”
Arianna and the woman were silent for a long time.
	“Ohhh…” said the woman. “Stand back… prediction…coming…”
	The woman spoke, but as if she was in a trance, speaking without a conscious thought.
“Arianna Finera will go to a castle she’s seen,
And there she’ll meet the Fire Queen,
She’ll learn an important part of her history,
And just escape a mystery.”
The woman shook her head. She looked pale and scared.
“Stay here,” said the woman. She stomped three times, and ran through the wall behind the counter. Arianna blinked. 
“People can’t run through walls,” she reminded herself. “I’m dreaming.” Arianna closed her eyes, and pinched herself on the arm, hard. 
	“Ouch!” She had felt the pinch, which meant-
	“I’m not dreaming,” she whispered.
	The woman ran out from the wall. 
	“Here,” she said. “Take this. Go to the bridge and tell the troll in exchange for it to give you a day’s shelter. Hurry!” The woman pressed a bar of gold into Arianna’s hand. 
	“And tell no one- no one that I helped you. Swear to it!”
	‘I-I swear,” said Arianna.
	“Go!” said the woman. “You must go now! Run! Arianna ran for the door, but the woman said, “No! Go there the same way you got here! The destination is Troll Bridge!”
	Arianna closed her eyes. She imagined herself standing in the middle of Troll Bridge. ‘Troll Bridge,’ she thought. ‘Troll Bridge…’
Arianna spun through the air, twisting, and once again, felt her feet touch the ground. Arianna was standing on gray stones. She heard the sound of rushing water beneath her.
Arianna was on Troll Bridge.


Chapter 4

“WHO DARES CROSS MY BRIDGE EVEN PARTWAY WITHOUT TOLL?” 
	The voice was so loud, it nearly knocked Arianna off her feet. At first, she could only hear a voice, then she 
Saw a bald, blue, head, with two orange eyes, then a body, with horrible claws on its hands, and a brown, filthy loincloth around the it’s hips.
“I WILL BURN YOU TO DEATH! I WILL CRUSH YOU TO PIECES! THEN NO ONE WILL DARE COME NEAR THE FIRE BRIDGE OF RAKATHI!”
“I’m s-sorry, Rakathi! If that’s your name!” squeaked Arianna, her voice barely a whisper. “I only came to make a deal with you!”
Rakathi stopped looking angry, and looked at Arianna.
	“What kind of deal?” he asked.
	“Well,” said Arianna, more confident now that the troll had stopped shouting, “In exchange for a day’s shelter, I will give you a bar of gold,” said Arianna. 
	Rakathi laughed. “I have plenty of gold, more of it than you can imagine. Still, it would do me no harm to at least see the gold you offer.”
	Arianna held out the bar of gold.
	“This is what you want to give me? In exchange for a day’s shelter?”
	“Hold it,” insisted Arianna. “Put it in your hand.”
	As Rakathi picked up the gold, it changed. The gold grew larger and larger, until it was as large as Troll Bridge itself.
	Rakathi’s mouth fell open. “So,” he said. “You’ll give me this gold if I let you stay under Troll Bridge for a day?”
	Arianna nodded, her heart racing. What if Rakathi didn’t give her shelter?
	“It’s a deal, girl,” said Rakathi. “Come along. Jump onto my shoulder.”
	Arianna mustered all her courage, and jumped. She fell onto Rakathi’s shoulder, landing painfully on her back.
	“Ow,” she muttered, climbing up to her feet.
Rakathi did not seem to notice. “What’s your name?” he asked.
	“Arianna.”
	The sun disappeared as Rakathi bent over, hunchbacked, plucked Arianna off his shoulder and set her on the ground.
	Arianna looked around. The whole place was filled with gold, silver, all kinds of jewels. There were trees with leaves of emerald, and small floating clouds of pearl. The only source of light in the room was a sun, made of pure gold. 
	“Where am I?” Arianna asked Rakathi in amazement.
	“Underneath Troll Bridge,” replied Rakathi. “People like you give me gold and jewels, and then the brownies make them into trees and everything.”
	“Brownies?” said Arianna. “What are they? And there’s no water down here, is there? How come I heard it when I was standing on top of the bridge?
	“There is no water down here! There is no sound of water! As for brownies, they’re like elves, except they wear brown and help everyone, if you’re nice to them. Here, I’ll show you some.”
	Arianna was almost sure she had heard the sound of rushing water. She decided to forget about it. ‘After all, this is the troll’s bridge. Rakathi would know if there was water in it!’ thought Arianna.
	Rakathi set down the gold and walked over to one of the jewel trees. He touched one of the leaves.
	“Now, wait,” he told Arianna.
	A few moments later, the trunk of the tree opened, revealing a small door. Out of it walked one, two, three, four-
	“Brownies,” said Rakathi.
	The brownies had green skin and wore brown clothes. They had large ears, and wide eyes. Some of them were holding brooms, others were holding toolboxes.
	“Master,” one said, bowing low. The others followed suit, either bowing or curtsying. 
	“Hello, Iltho,” said Rakathi. “Hello, Ulend, Dwerill, Chennwin.”
	“Who is the young miss?” asked one of the brownies, eyeing Arianna beadily.
	“This is Arianna, Ulend,” said Rakathi. “Arianna, this is Ulend, Iltho, Dwerill, and Chennwin,” said Rakathi vaguely, pointing to each of the brownies in turn.
	“Pleased to meet you,” said Arianna courteously. The brownies beamed at her, all but one, who Rakathi called Ulend. He was scowling. Arianna didn’t have much time to wonder why, for Rakathi said, “ All right, we all know each other now. Brownies, I have a task for you.” Rakathi pointed to the giant bar of gold. “Turn this into something, like flowers, whatever you like, but have it done by sundown.” The brownies started to lift the bar of gold, but Rakathi stopped them. “Chennwin,” he said. “Take our-guest to one of the spare trees.”
	Chennwin curtsied, and walked towards Arianna. “Come,” she said, beckoning Arianna forwards. Chennwin walked over to a tree, and, like Rakathi, touched one of the leaves. A door appeared, and Chennwin walked inside it, Arianna following her. Once the tree-door had closed, Chennwin turned to face Arianna.
	“I am very glad to meet you, miss!” said Chennwin, her face shining with happiness. 
	“I have heard great things about what you are to do- but are you the one?”
	“What one?” asked Arianna. “I don’t know if I’m the one or not.”
	“There is only one way to find out,” said Chennwin. The brownie stamped her tiny foot three times on the hard floor. Immediately, torches lit up the room. Chennwin walked up to one of them and carefully took it off the wall. 
	“Here,” she said to Arianna. “Touch it.”
	“What?” said Arianna. “It’ll burn my fingers!”
	“I know healing spells,” said Chennwin. “Touch it!”
	Tentatively, Arianna reached out her finger. She hesitated, then thrust her finger into the orange flames. Arianna winced, expecting pain, but to her surprise, she felt none. Her finger wasn’t burning, and the flames weren’t hurting her. In fact, to Arianna, it felt like she had just thrust her fingers into midair.
	Chennwin looked like she would burst with glee. “Pick it up!” she said. “Hold it in your hand!”
	Arianna made a cup with her hand. In one fluid motion, she scooped the flames off the torch handle. Chennwin squealed with delight.
	“You are the one, miss!” said Chennwin. “You are! But that means-” Chennwin’s ears drooped sadly. “You must go! To your real home! Until it is safer here for you!”
	Chennwin looked at Arianna, surveying her out of big eyes.
	“Miss, do you trust me?”
Arianna had to think for a while about that. ‘You’ve just met her!’ she thought. 
	‘Well,’ thought another part of her. ‘She seems to know things about me that I don’t. She could use this to her advantage if I don’t trust her.’ 
	“I trust you,” said Arianna.
	“Then take this, said Chennwin, opening her tool box. She pulled out a piece of bark. “When it is safe for you, this bark will turn orange and feel warm. Keep it with you at all times, even when you sleep. When the bark turns orange, hold it in your hand, and you say my name in your head. But before you do this, bring any essentials you might need with you.”
	“Thank you, Chennwin,” said Arianna, pocketing the bark with the map and instructions.
	“Now, you must go home,” said Chennwin. “Use Turn-Travel.”
	“Turn-Travel?” 
	The way you came to Brijamaltur. Your destination is your home! You must go now, miss!”
	“Goodbye, Chennwin,” said Arianna. 
	‘Home,’ thought Arianna. ‘Home…’ For the third time, Arianna was spinning blindly through the dark, then, landed on the ground.
	“Arianna!” called a voice. 
	“Yes, Jopha?” 
	The door of Arianna’s room was flung open. Jopha burst into the room.
	“Arianna!” said Jopha. “I’ve been calling you for five minutes!”
	‘What?’ thought Arianna. ‘I was in Brijamaltur for at least an hour!’ Then an idea occurred to her. Time traveled differently in different places. Time here might be slower then in Brijamaltur.
	Jopha shrieked, pointing to Arianna’s hand. She hadn’t realized it, but Arianna was still holding the fire.
	“You went there,” Jopha whispered. “You went there! To Brijamaltur!”
	“Yes,” said Arianna. “And I brought back some more questions! Why didn’t you tell me about Brijamaltur? And you knew, didn’t you? You knew what I could do with fire! You never told me! You and Hacno- you’re from Brijamaltur! You are! Don’t deny it! You’ve been hiding all of this from me! What else have you been keeping secret?”
	

Chapter 5

Arianna stood outside Hacno and Jopha’s room, waiting. Jopha and Hacno had seemed to be having an argument about something. 
	“…too young!” Arianna heard Jopha saying.
	“…still deserves to know,” said Hacno.
	Hacno and Jopha argued for a while more, but finally they came out. Jopha stormed past Arianna and started to go downstairs, but she stopped halfway there and turned to look at Hacno, who had come out of his bedroom.
	“There will be a price!” she yelled at him. “Just you wait!”
	Hacno turned towards her, his face impassive. “I can live with the risk.”
	Jopha went down the rest of the stairs. A few moments later, Arianna heard a door slam and a car engine started.
	Hacno sighed. “Arianna,” he said. “I heard you visited my home today.”
	“So you admit it!” said Arianna triumphantly. “You are from Brijamaltur!
	“Yes,” said Hacno. “But I can assure you that I’m a human. I was sent to Earth-your Earth to protect you.”
	“Protect me from what?” asked Arianna.
	“From a member of your family,” said Hacno, staring at the fire flickering in Arianna’s hand. “The Fire Queen.”
	“The Fire Queen?” asked Arianna quickly. “Who’s she?”
	“Let me show you,” said Hacno. He walked down the stairs, Arianna following him like a shadow. Hacno went over to the kitchen sink, cupped his hands, and caught the water in them. 
	“Arianna,” Hacno said. “Could you turn off the sink for me?” Arianna obeyed. 
	“Now, listen Arianna,” said Hacno. “I’m about to do something that might scare you. Please, try not to be frightened, okay?”
	“What are you going to do?”
	Hacno looked down at his neck. On it was a necklace, exactly like the one in Arianna’s dream about the strange woman, except Hacno’s was blue. 
	“It’s time,” Hacno said aloud. And with that, he threw the water from his hands into the air.
Arianna expected the water to fall onto the floor. Instead, Hacno held out his hand. He held it still, and the water stayed suspended in midair. 
	“You’re like me,” said Arianna. 
	“What do you mean?” asked Hacno.
	“You control water, and I control fire.” Arianna thought about what she had said. “Well, I can’t really control fire, not like you can.”
	“Try!” said Hacno. “Try to make the fire grow smaller.”
	Arianna obeyed, but the fire stayed the same size.
	“Maybe…” mused Hacno. “If she had the Firestone… but never mind that now,” he said to Arianna. “You wanted to see the Fire Queen? Look into the water.”
	Arianna did, and she saw a blue mist, like when Arianna went to the beach on a windy day. Inside the mist, she saw a picture of a woman, the same woman she saw in her dream. But this time, Arianna could see her face more clearly. The woman reminded her of someone. Someone…
	“She-she looks just like me!”
	“So she does,” said Hacno. “So she does.”
	The woman had Arianna’s face, Arianna’s eyes, everything Arianna had. As if the woman were related to her.
	The woman was sitting on a thrown, a crown on her head. At her feet knelt a man. He was talking to the woman, but as close as Arianna put her ear to the water, she couldn’t hear a word. The woman on the throne said something, and the man walked out.
	“And that,” said Hacno. “Is the Fire Queen.”
Using hand gestures, Hacno moved the water to the sink and lowered his hands. The water fell into the sink and swirled down the drain. Arianna kept staring at the sink, long after the water had gone down the drain. 
“Hacno,” she said finally, “You owe me a long explanation.”


Chapter 6

“Hacno, how can you control water? What does the Fire Queen do? Why does she look like me? Why do you and Jopha have necklaces like hers? In Brijamaltur, I saw an orange castle. Is it the Fire Queen’s? What are the other castles for?” Arianna said this all in one breath, and was breathing heavily when Hacno spoke.
	“I can control water, Arianna, because I’m from Brijamaltur. Everyone there can control an element. Water, earth, air…and fire,” he finished, glancing at her. “You asked what the Fire Queen did? Nothing…yet. You see, a group a Brijamaltians, (Brijamaltians are people from Brijamaltur, Arianna) are very suspicious of the Fire Queen. We think she’s up to something. Why the Fire Queen looks like you Arianna, I have no idea."
	“Yes, you do,” said Arianna, having recovered her voice. “You know exactly why, don’t deny it! I always know when you’re lying, Hacno, and you’re lying right now!”
	Hacno ignored Arianna. “Jopha and I have necklaces because of the elements we control. Mine is blue because I can control water. Jopha’s is green because she controls the earth.”
	“Jopha controls the earth?”
	“Yes, Arianna, haven’t you wondered how Jopha keeps her flowers so healthy? Anyways, the Airstone is silver, Earthstone green, Waterstone blue, and the Firestone… the Firestone is orange.”
	Arianna gasped. “The Firestone? I’ve heard that word before!” She thought back to her first dream with the woman, and remembered what the voices had said.
	“Hacno, what is the Firestone? Please, tell me!”
	Hacno looked slightly taken aback at the urgency in Arianna’s voice. “All right, I’ll tell you. Jopha, I, and everyone else in Brijamaltur… except for a few people have these necklaces.” He pointed to the blue stone hanging from his neck. “But not all of them are blue. There are four colors-”
	“Blue, green, silver, and orange.” interrupted Arianna, realizing something. “And the colors each stand for an element, right? And when you wear the stone, you wear them as a symbol for the element you control. But the necklaces also give you a little more control over your element, don’t they?”
	“How did you know all that?” asked Hacno.
	“I think... I just guessed. I guessed what the necklaces do, what they are, what they symbolize.”
	“Well,” said Hacno, “you’re right. The necklaces do everything you’ve said. A mother or father in Brijamaltur has no control over what element their child will control. A mother who controls fire could give birth to a child that controls air. Anything could happen. But the parents won’t know what element their children have, not until the children grow up. Usually, you discover your element at eight.”
	“What about me, Hacno?” asked Arianna. “Where do I fall into this? I’ve never heard about Brijamaltur before today, never seen anyone control water, or seen trolls, or brownies, or heard of Turn-Travel, or seen gold that grows in trolls’ hands. How come I saw Brijamaltur?  Why-”
	“Arianna, you fall into this because you are unique. In Brijamaltur, there are many people who can control air, water, and earth. But there are only two people who can control fire in all of Brijamaltur, in all the universe, for that matter. One person, of course, is the Fire Queen. The other is you, Arianna.”
	“Me?” Arianna’s voice was barely a whisper. 
	“You,” said Hacno. “That’s why you feel strange around hot and bright objects. That’s why you found the map. That’s why you keep having strange dreams.”
	“How did you know about that?” asked Arianna. Hacno didn’t answer.
	“How did you like Brijamaltur, Arianna?” asked Hacno.
	“I liked it,” said Arianna. “It was like a fairytale.”
	“You better not let the fairies catch you saying that, Arianna,” said Hacno. “They’d take terrible offence. They’d bind you up with their magic, and leave you under a tree for the night. Believe me, Arianna, you don’t want to spend the night with the Feelbugs. You’d be sore by the time the fairies’ magic wore off.”
	“What are Feelbugs?”
	“They’re little insects with wings, and they like fairies. The best way for a fairy to hurt someone is to have the Feelbugs do it. If they wanted to, the bugs could make you feel pain every time they touched you. Oh, those little devils could a village to go crazy.” Hacno’s face looked sad.
	“Would you like to go there?” asked Arianna. 
	“Go where?”
	“Back to Brijamaltur.”
	“Oh, I’ve always wanted to! Arianna Finera, do you know how long I’ve been waiting for this day? The day I could visit my home? I couldn’t before. You didn’t know about Brijamaltur. But now you do! We can go!”
	“I can’t,” said Arianna, glumly. “Chennwin says it’s not safe for me there.”
	“Chennwin? The brownie? You met a brownie?”
	Arianna nodded. “Four, actually. Ulend, Dwerill, Iltho, and of course Chennwin.
	“Anyways, Chennwin says it’s not safe for me there. I’d better not go to Brijamaltur, in case someone sees me.”
	“But…” said Hacno, thinking. “No one will see you! Wait here!”
	Hacno ran up the stairs, and came back clutching a silver leaf.
	“Put this in your mouth,” commanded Hacno “But don’t eat it. Just put in your mouth.”
	Arianna did so, and she felt a ripple running through her body.
	“Now look down!” said Hacno. “Look at yourself!”
	Arianna looked down at her body-or where her body had been. Now, instead of seeing herself, Arianna only saw the patterned kitchen floor beneath her.
	“You’re invisible!” said Hacno. “Now, no one in Brijamaltur can see you!”
	Hacno closed his eyes, then opened them. “I can’t,” he said. “I don’t remember Turn-Travel.”
	Arianna’s invisible hand groped around in her pocket until she found what she was looking for. She passed Hacno the paper containing the directions for Turn-Travel.
	“Perfect!” said Hacno. “Your destination is Golder’s Fountain. I won’t be able to see you, so when you see me, tap me on the back six times.”
	Hacno closed his eyes. “Six times, Arianna,” he said. “Golder’s Fountain.” With that, Hacno was gone.
	Now, Arianna closed her eyes. ‘Golder’s Fountain,’ thought Arianna. ‘Golder’s Fountain…’
	Arianna was spinning through darkness, when her feet landed on cobblestones. She opened her eyes and looked around. Arianna heard the sound of rushing water behind her. She spun around. There, right I front of her, was a huge fountain, made of solid gold. The gold was made into the shape of a man with a particularly smug look on his face. He was wearing necklaces and holding many sacks in his hands. Arianna moved closer there was also a plaque on the fountain. Arianna moved closer. It read: Icharìus Glostier, founder of Glostier’s Bank. 
	Inside the fountain there were coins, but not dimes and pennies. Instead there were gold, silver, and bronze coins scattered all over the fountain. Arianna heard a loud, booming, laugh, and turned to find Hacno laughing at a joke a man had told. She waved at him, then remembered that she was invisible. Arianna walked up to him, then tapped him on the back six times. 
	“This way,” whispered Hacno to Arianna, out of the corner of his mouth. He started walking down the street, where there were booths and stores all around. Hacno made a left, and walked up to a lane that had a sign that read: ELEMENT LANE.
	Hacno walked down the lane for a while, then stopped at a building that said in big bold letters: DUEL OF THE ELEMENTS. Hacno walked inside, and whispered to Arianna, “This is where people come to test their powers on other people. I’m hoping to see some old friends here.”
	Arianna looked around. There was a door, but a velvet rope blocked anyone from going inside it. A sign in front of the door read: NEXT DUEL AT: 2:30 Above the door, there was a huge clock. 	
“Five…” said Hacno. “Four…three…two…one…” 
The velvet rope magically unhooked itself, and a mob of people flooded out of the door. Then, just as fast, a mob of people formed a line in front of the door. “Wait outside here!” whispered Hacno to Arianna, as he joined the line.  “You may now enter the dueling room,” an invisible voice said. The line of people in front of the door walked inside, and the room emptied, except for Arianna.  Then, the smell of smoke filled the air, and Arianna’s arm was grabbed. Arianna screamed, but by then, it was much too late.
Chapter 7

Arianna landed in an orange room with a fire blazing. There was an orange bed, and a nightstand with a small lamp on it. There was a dresser in the corner, and a small orange rug on the floor.
	‘The Queen will see you soon,’ hissed an invisible voice. ‘Spit out that leaf. You need to change! Look inside the dresser. I’m sure you’ll find something.’  Then, there was silence. Arianna spit out the silver leaf, and immediately could see herself again. She slipped the leaf in her pocket, then proceeded to the dresser. In it she found dresses. All of them were orange. Some had plastic gems, but all of them were orange. Arianna picked one, and slipped one all. She started to put her old clothes in the dresser, then decided she didn’t want to risk her silver leaf getting stolen. She took the leaf out of her shorts pocket, then put the clothes in the drawer. She slid the leaf in a crack in the wall, then collapsed on the bed. Where was she? Why was she here?
	The door opened. “Why, hello, Arianna! It’s been so long!”
	Arianna’s eyes widened. “You-you’re the Fire Queen!”
	“I’m more than that, Arianna,” said the Fire Queen. “I’m your sister.
To Be Continued


