Chapter 2

They're not dead," Favon said ag he grabbed my shoulders and steadied me. “They're just
unrespongive,” Bora finighed, presging a vial to my lips. [ downed the strange serum, coughing and
gputtering ag it hit my throat; it tagted like gritty saltwater—unpleasant but not terrible. [ breathed
deeply ag my heart rate slowed to normal. “What do you mean by ‘unregpongive?” | agked. "Well, i's
complicated,” Favon told me. "Like [ eaid for you, ['ve never seen anything like thig before. (e like
they're breathing while dead, but their vital signg are completely normal.* Bora gpoke goftly. “They’re
gtaying here, aren’t they?" | asked, trying not to get my hopes up, of course they're staying here. |
can’t take care of them. "Yes," she gaid. “Okay,” | whigpered because | knew if [ gpoke any louder my
voice would erack. Then [ would etart erying in a way a fourteen year old definitely shouldn’t. “Can you
and Augtin heal them?” [ agked. Augtin wag my father’s healer and Bora’s hugband. “Well try our
begt,” Austin gaid, coming into the room. | started the winds back up and they resumed the imageg.
Bora kisged him affectionately on the cheek. [+ broke my heart geeing them o cloge, and [ wished my
parente were okay. “But firet we need to figure out what ig happening to them.” Bora finished. Austin,
like always, spoke without thinking and said, “Except that we have no leads or clueg or...” he trailed
off ag [ realized what he meant. [+ could be weeks, monthg, even years before [ could hear my parente’
voices and feel them hug me. The dam broke and the tears ['ve been holding back gpilled over, and
once they came they could not stop. | curled into a ball feeling small and helplegs. Lesg than a minute
later [ felt three pairs of arme around me holding me ag [ eried. “Eiclyn,” | croaked, wanting a sedative
to eage my pain for at least a [ittle while. | felt a needle in my arm and slipped into a dreamless sleep.



