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CHAPTER ONE 

 

How fast you run doesn’t matter nearly as much as the direction you are going. 

 

~ Dalbenian Saying 

 

 

“Go on ahead. I’ll be right there,” Rugal yelled over his shoulder to his classmates as he struggled to 

move the boulder out of the way. His palms were sweaty, and he was having a hard time getting a good 

grip. These rocks were heavier than he had anticipated. He strained so hard he thought his eyes would 

pop out of his face, and they stung from the sweat dripping off his forehead. The temptation to quit 

crossed his mind, but he refused to give up. After the landslide, he had promised Felan that he would 

clear the opening to the cave they used for storage, and he was not about to let his teacher down. With 

a determined grunt he tightened his grasp on either side of the rough surface and prepared to try again. 

Bending his knees, he thrust his body upward while maintaining his hold, and just as he was about to 

sling the boulder away from the entrance, he felt a strange tingling sensation. Dropping the boulder, he 

fell over backwards, eyes wide in surprise. His arms had suddenly thickened and sprouted coarse black 

fur. His gaze moved down to his hands, which were now leathery paws with fierce claws. His mouth 

opened and closed several times, but no sound came out. He tried to shout for Felan to help him, but all 

he could manage was a low moan. 

He stood back up, the boulder forgotten as he looked down at his body, which was as furry as his arms. 

His clothes were missing. His feet were leathery like his hands, and both were tipped with long claws. He 

reached up to touch his face and quickly jerked his hand away as it encountered something long, hairy, 

and wet. He had a snout that was much more prominent than his nose had been. His breaths came in 

rapid bursts, and he began to shake. What was happening to him? 

He did the one thing he’d always done when he felt troubled: RUN! Rugal sprinted as fast as he could, 

but instead of the even stride he was used to, he had a peculiar gait that wasn’t very comfortable. 

Finding he couldn’t go as swiftly as he wanted, he instinctively dropped to all fours and discovered he 



could move much more rapidly. He stretched his legs out and raced faster than he had ever been able 

to. Before he knew it, the storage cave was far behind, and he was out in the open fields surrounding 

the village.  

Nearing the outskirts, Rugal noticed some movement from the corner of his eye. Swinging his head that 

direction, he saw his classmates pulling weeds in the school’s garden. Maybe they could help him out of 

his predicament. He sunk his claws in the dirt to slow his momentum and started in their direction. 

One of his classmates jumped up and yelled, “A bear! A bear! RUN!”  

Rugal looked around frantically. A bear? There was a bear attacking the village? They all needed to run 

to safety! He looked down at his furry body and clawed paws and realized his classmate was talking 

about him. He opened his mouth to explain, but only grunts would come out. He tried again and found 

himself making huffing and clacking noises. Frustrated, he shook his head and opened his mouth wide in 

another fruitless attempt to speak, which only caused his classmates to drop their gardening tools and 

run pell-mell towards the village. Rugal galloped a few yards after them, then came to a stop and rolled 

to the ground, his now extraordinarily long tongue lolling out of his mouth. His heart pounded in his 

chest, and he closed his eyes tightly, wishing he was back to being a boy. He opened his eyes and, much 

to his surprise and relief, he was. 

Rugal lay there for some time, trying to understand what had happened. Relieved the tunic and pants 

he’d dressed in that morning had reappeared on his body, he reached up and touched his nose. He was 

grateful to find it no longer stuck out so far, and his tongue had shrunk back to normal. He lay there 

listening to the birds sing as life in the fields returned to its normal activities, now that the bear had 

disappeared. 

His mother had urged him to come to the Sepharim’s school six months ago. He had never quite 

understood why he was admitted to the school since boys inherited dynamis from their fathers. As far as 

he knew, his father did not possess the supernatural power. He had died when Rugal was very young, in 

a hunting accident. The last six months had been hard as he tried to fit in. All of his classmates had 

already manifested dynamis, which they exhibited in different ways. Rugal’s bunkmate could talk to 

certain animals, and his study partner was able to move small objects with his mind, but no sign of the 

gift had emerged from Rugal. And now this happened.  

He didn’t understand it and it was scary. He was glad to find himself back to being a boy, but afraid that 

his transformation into a bear might happen again. He had never heard of anyone being able to change 

into a bear and was worried that something terrible was wrong with him. These thoughts and others 

continued to run through his head. He closed his eyes, his heart aching for the safe familiarity of home.  

    It seemed like hours had passed but it was just a few minutes, when he heard feet crunching through 

the dry grass. He opened his eyes and turned his head to see who the feet belonged to, and saw his 

teacher, Felan, picking his way through the brush towards him. Rugal brought his hands up to his face to 

reassure himself that his palms were still normal and that the claws were gone. He decided he didn’t 

want to face his teacher just yet and closed his eyes again. The afternoon sun bathed his face and he 

pretended to be asleep. Just as he knew they would, the feet came to a stop when they got close, and 

he could feel Felan’s gaze. He reluctantly opened one eye to see Felan smiling down at him, the familiar 



salt and pepper pattern of his beard somehow comforting. “Running again, I see, young Rugal.” Felan 

dropped to the ground next to him and sat patiently, waiting for Rugal to respond.  

Rugal felt so many emotions swirling inside of him. One part of him wanted Felan to hug him tightly and 

make everything better. But he was growing up and something was changing, something he didn’t quite 

understand. Part of him wanted to stay a little boy and have Felan fix all of his problems, but a growing 

part of him wanted to face his problems on his own and come up with his own answers. The more he 

thought about it, he realized this was not one of those times.  

  Rugal jumped up and dove into Felan’s chest, burying his face in his teacher’s rough woolen shirt and 

hugging him tightly. Felan embraced Rugal and made soothing noises as Rugal let his tears flow. After a 

minute or two, Rugal pulled away and wiped his eyes with his hand. He took a deep shaky breath. 

“Felan, I was trying to move the boulder from in front of the storage cave and I turned into a bear!” 

Felan smiled with affection. “Rugal, it’s okay. You have found your gift! You do possess dynamis and in 

one of the rarest forms of all. You are able to change shape from human to animal.”  

Rugal sat back and stared at Felan in shock. He had never heard of that gift, and he wasn’t at all sure if 

he wanted to have it. It was very scary changing into an animal, especially when he wasn’t expecting it. 

What good was it anyway? What would his classmates say about it? What would his mother think? 

Possessing dynamis affected his place in society, how he was viewed, and what would be expected. He 

had become very comfortable in his anonymity and the lack of responsibility that came with it. In that 

instant, he realized his life had changed forever. The urge to run prickled against his skin, but he ignored 

it. It wouldn’t do to run away from his teacher and on another level, he was afraid that if he did, he 

might change form again. He rubbed his face with his hands and sighed. “But how did it happen? I didn’t 

make it happen.” 

Felan tilted his head, cocking an eyebrow. “What exactly were you doing when you changed into a 

bear?” 

“I was trying really hard to lift the boulder, when I felt a strange tingling.” 

“The tingling you felt is the power you have deep inside of you. When you had a great need, it revealed 

itself. You really wanted to move that boulder, didn’t you? 

“Yes. I really did,” Rugal agreed. “I didn’t want to let it beat me. I wanted to keep my promise to you to 

clear that opening.” 

“Your strong desire triggered the transformation. A bear was a natural result, since it would be strong 

enough to move the boulder.” 

Rugal’s mouth fell open as the significance of Felan’s words sunk in. “You mean, a bear is not the only 

thing I can change into?”  

Felan grinned. “Probably not. The gift is so rare that it’s hard to say, but I would wager you will be able 

to transform to any animal that you put your mind to.”  

Rugal took a few moments to absorb that information, realizing he had an even more important 

question. “If I do change into an animal again, how do I know I’ll be able to change back?” he asked, 

biting his lip. 



“How did you do it this time?” Felan responded gently.  

Rugal thought about it, trying to determine at what moment he had turned back into his familiar human 

form. “It was when I wished in my mind that I was a boy again.” He smiled at the thought. “It really 

wasn’t hard.” 

Felan leaned forward and patted his shoulder. “Then that’s all it takes. Now that we understand the 

nature of your gift, we’ll help you practice it until you are skilled in its use.” 

Rugal sighed again, knowing his life would never be the same. The urge to get up and run as fast as he 

could, as far away as he could, tickled at his mind, but he shoved it away. It was a bad habit, but 

sometimes it seemed like the best course when he felt overwhelmed. Felan looked at him and he could 

tell Felan knew exactly what he was thinking. Rugal smiled a bit uncertainly at his teacher, who in just a 

few short months had become like a father to him. He decided he didn’t want to disappoint him by 

running away, at least not today.   

 

 

 

 

 


