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Rainchild

The girl sits in a rut in the muddy road, her eyes 

red. The rain streaks her dirt-coated face, or, perhaps, 

it is her tears. All around her, water pounds from the 

sky, the sunken path swollen with her crying.

She cannot be older than four years, judging by her 

size and attire–a small, flimsy dress, with the child’s 

hair strewn about her face, without a bonnet to cover 

it. The girl has not tasted food in three days. She is 

curled in a ball, her head in her knees, her hands in 

her face. A victim of  the storm.

A loud moaning emerges from her stomach, and 

she clutches more tightly to her knees. This is the 

end, she knows. The thought makes her sob more 

violently. 

Water drips from her face, staining her dress 

with a dark ugly splotch. As the notion of  her doom 
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consumes her, a dark figure emerges from the rain 

and begins to walk towards her. “O, surely it is Death,” 

she thinks. “Merciful Death to take me to the gates 

of  Heaven!”

However, it soon becomes clear that this is not so. 

He approaches the child, strokes a strand of  hair from 

her face, and lifts his hood. It is a goblin, a gentle race 

that may be ugly in appearance but beautiful in spirit. 

He offers his hand, and she takes it gingerly. He can 

feel her hand tremble with cold and hunger.

The goblin lifts her to her feet, and she collapses 

immediately. Gingerly, he lifts the girl into his arms 

and swiftly strides away. 

“What is your name, child?” he asks in a soft, 

husky voice. 

“Amelia,” she replies.
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Chapter One

FIFTEEN YEARS LATER

“Ja-a-a-a-a-a-a-ames!!”

If  the prince had heard his mother, he didn’t show 

it. He was in the palace’s expansive library, which 

was stuffed with thick volumes on every subject and 

elaborately furnished with handsome oak shelves 

and plump velvet chairs. The prince himself  had 

“borrowed” his father’s private notebook and was 

reading intently, digesting each word, engrossed in 

the -

“JA-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-MES! Get DOWN here 

this INSTANT!!!” 

With a sigh and the close of  the book, the prince 

dragged himself  downstairs and into the elegant main 

hall, no less exquisite than the royal library. It was 



8

robed with deep crimson curtains fashioned from 

satin and silk, hiding massive windows from view. 

The floor was covered in a great mosaic, beautifully 

detailed, with every person of  royal blood that had 

ever ruled from this palace tiled onto the stones. The 

queen stood in the center of  the room, frowning, her 

left foot upon the tiles that depicted Prince James’ 

face.

She sighed shortly, and began speaking sharply. 

“James William Oliver Clark Mirrad, if  you are EVER 

to become King, you MUST learn to pay attention 

to your mother! You would leave the kingdom in 

disgrace! I know of  TROLLS with better manners! 

WHAT would happen if  you–”

“But Mother, when I am King, you will likely no 

longer be about for the listening,” replied her son in 

his arrogant manner.

“Yes, well–that’s BESIDE the point. Your 

father–isn’t…capable of  fighting goblins anymore, 

and soon–”

“Wait…fighting goblins?! But Mother, I thought 

that goblins were a gentle race of  farmers that–”

“Son, haven’t you paid the slightest bit of  
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attention to your studies?”  Here the queen let out 

an exasperated sigh and snapped her fingers. At this, 

several servants entered carrying a large, lavish sofa, 

which the queen gratefully sank into. 

“Very well, I will tell you, and PRAY pay attention 

this time.” With a swift, polite cough, the lady began:

“Not but five years ago, on a clear, calm night, a 

small group of  rogue goblins launched an unprovoked 

attack on the sleepy village of  Claren. This has been 

called the Goblin Raid for historical purposes. 

“In the confusion, a small boy slipped away and 

alerted the royal guard. However, when our men 

arrived the next morning, there was no sign of  any 

villagers anywhere, and the huts were but ashes. 

“Thus began a series of  goblin attacks. They were 

relatively small at first–a ghost town here, a missing 

cart or carriage there–but THEN came…” Here the 

queen stopped to blow her nose for effect.

“Yes, THEN came…the Goblin WAR, this 

terrible war that has been raging for five years, and 

it all started with…” The lady paused again, smiling, 

and looked at the prince, who was sitting on his knees 

and reading his father’s book.
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“JAMES!”

The boy snapped to attention.

His mother sat, fuming, and closed her eyes with 

a hot sigh.

“James, you–You’re nineteen years, and shall be 

twenty next month, and I just! Just CAN’T hold your 

hand all of  your life. You’re right, I won’t be about 

when you become king, but it’s time now for you to 

decide if  you are a prince...” The queen stood up and 

placed her hand on his shoulder. “...or still a spoiled 

little boy.”

With this, she departed, and behind her, the 

servants bustled off  with the couch. Prince James was 

left to his own thoughts, which had been muddled by 

the conversation. He looked down at his own face in 

the mosaic, wondering who he truly was.
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Chapter Two

The Two-Troll Forest was undoubtedly the largest 

and most peculiar wood in all of  King Mirrad’s realm. 

It was approximately 2,000 acres in size, and was home 

to the usual: chipmunks, rabbits, wolves, trolls, and tree 

gnomes. However, it also housed several breeds of  pix-

ies, which were a distant cousin of  the firefly, flickering 

to attract mates. Auras were also found here, which were 

known for their haunting music and wispy appearance. 

Yet, the most extraordinary and well-known fact about 

the Two-Troll Forest was that deep at its core lay the 

goblin base. In the last five years, this race had become 

vulgar and hostile, and those who ventured into the 

woods were brave souls indeed.

Wait–do you hear that? The raging hoofbeats, the 

trailing cloak–an intruder on goblin soil. Her name is 

Marilyn, and these woods are her home. The goblins 
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do not know of  her presence, and she intends to keep 

it that way. But perhaps, someday, this will change.

As she rides, her crossbow bounces on her waist. 

Marilyn is a huntress, and she sells her game for ex-

travagant dresses and glittering jewels. Most of  her 

time is spent gazing into her mirror, dreaming of  

days spent with charming princes instead of  cranky 

traders and stubborn horses. 

Unknown to Marilyn, such a prince is not far away.
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Chapter Three

“James!”

The prince picked up his weary head, which had 

been previously buried in the notebook. The book 

was good. It kept his mind off  of  things.

“James–” the queen called out as she pranced into 

the room–”Marvelous news! I have arranged–now, 

don’t get too excited–to find you a wife!”

The mother stood, beaming with the pride of  

inventing such a marvelous idea. However, her son was 

dumbfounded. What? Surely he had not heard right. 

No, surely not. It must be something else–let’s see, a 

life, a scythe, strife, knife–yes! His own hunting knife, 

that was it. That had to be it. He prayed that was it… 

“Get me a…what mother?”

“Why, a wife, of  course! It’s well past your time, 

after all–you should have been married at sixteen.”
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The Queen smiled her reassuring smile, and 

something inside of  James melted. No, no, no NO! 

The fact that he was unmarried was the only thing that 

preserved his boy-like nature, his very soul, leaving 

him free to do whatever pleased him. But now that 

there would be another… a girl in his life…now, he 

would have to become a man.

“A…a wife?” James croaked.

“Now, now,” chuckled his mother. “Don’t be silly. 

You’re quite everything any girl could ever desire. 

Now, come along,” she said, straightening her boy’s 

sash. “The chariot awaits us in the courtyard.”

“The…char…?” The prince felt that his voice was 

failing him.

“Yes, dear,” the Queen replied, a hint of  impatience 

entering her voice. “We’re going on a quick trip to a 

nearby town. Hopefully, the…peasant girls there will 

be…satisfactory,” she said, choosing her words carefully.

Quickly recovering from the unpleasant thought 

of  commoners, the woman bustled her forlorn 

son down a flight of  stairs and into a lush, green 

courtyard, bursting with marble statues, carefully 

trimmed hedges, and exquisite flowers of  every kind. 
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In between a pair of  aloof  footmen sat on an ornate 

chariot, twinkling with gold and real glass windows–a 

rarity in those days. However, neither royal seemed to 

notice any of  this. They walked past all of  this and 

indifferently climbed into the carriage. If  they had 

owned the seven wonders of  the world, it would have 

been business as usual.

Down the winding mountain road they went, getting 

closer and closer to the village and farther and farther 

from James’ old life. He tried to imagine what the vil-

lage might be like, what she might be like, and…quick-

ly gave this up. He would be miserable soon enough.

Before this thought was quite finished, the magnifi-

cent carriage had pulled into the town square of  a quaint 

little village. Residents flocked from their homes to meet 

them. Women and children brought food and small 

gifts. Despite all of  this, James had a lump in his throat.

His mother, on the other hand, had slipped into 

her queenly routine. She stepped out into the crowd, 

blowing kisses and accepting the goods. Meanwhile, 

James was shoved out of  the coach by a burly attendant.  

At the queen’s signal, a few young ladies lined up a 

few feet from the carriage. The queen gave her son a 
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reassuring smile, and gestured to the girls. This was it. 

It had all been thrust upon him so suddenly, and yet 

here he was, forced to pick his bride. However, they 

did seem like lovely ladies and perhaps it wouldn’t be 

so bad. If  so, why was his heart still sunk like a stone 

in his stomach?

The girls were standing patiently, awaiting his 

decision. All would honor his decision, no matter 

what it may be. Unless…

“No,” James said. 

The Queen looked at him blankly.

“Um, none of  these,” he said, clearing his throat. 

“None of  these girls.”

A large groan erupted from the crowd. His mother 

looked as if  she might explode.

The village sadly staggered back to their previous 

tasks, heartbroken that such a special visit had all been 

for naught. If  they had not been in the presence of  

others, the Queen would have struck James full on the 

face. Amidst the moans of  disappointment, a hooded 

rider galloped out of  the nearby woods and hurriedly 

emptied the saddlebags. “Goods to trade,” the rider 

said, displaying large chunks of  deer and water troll. 



17

Everyone stared, appalled that the visitor had not 

bowed in the presence of  royals.

 Following their gaze, the rider spotted the prince 

and his frowning mother. “Oops!” they exclaimed, 

and fell to their knees.

Even more surprised than the meat trader was the 

Queen. “Why–it’s a woman!” she exclaimed.

“Indeed, miss, “ the rider said. “Pardon me, good 

lady, for my ignorance. My name is Marilyn, and–”

“Wait!”

The prince swallowed. “Alright, mother,” he said. 

“I’ve made my decision. I choose Miss Marilyn, the 

huntress, as my bride.”

His mother’s small, delicate world crashed.

“But–but–she’s wearing PANTS!” the Queen said 

incredulously.

Deaf  to her cries, the town exploded into 

celebration. Food and drink were passed all around, 

and several people took to music and dance. The only 

person not drowned in happiness was a small village 

boy, desperately fighting through the crowd…

“Sir!” he called. “Sir! Come quick!” 

James ran to the boy’s side.
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“Sir, he repeated. “Something awful has happened! 

Your father, the King, has been kidnapped, and the 

palace is burning!”
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Chapter Four

FIFTEEN YEARS AGO

“Are you well, Amelia?”

“Yes. Tunki, sir.”

The old goblin smiled when the girl said thank 

you in the goblin’s language. Last night, when he 

had carried her into his small farmer’s hut, she was 

wet and cold. This morning, he thought, she seemed 

better, and the color had returned to her cheeks.

Smiling, he brought two small plates of  steaming 

bean cakes to the table. The child ate ravenously. 

“Last night…Why were you alone on the path?” The 

creature’s voice was soft and scratchy. 

The girl swallowed her mouthful, and replied, 

“I…was chasing after our kanit, our dog, who was 

running away. He was very tricky, and he led me far 
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from home. Then we both very suddenly fell into a 

small ditch. Kanit could climb out, but my foot was 

stuck, and I could not. I stayed there for days, with 

Kanit whimpering above me, trying to help. Soon, 

though, his own hunger got the best of  him, and he 

left me. At some point, I managed to wriggle out and 

I wandered for a day more. Then I gave up in the 

road, and you found me.”

The famer reached out to pat her hand, and met 

her eyes. “I am sorry, Yuro, young warrior. You have 

faced hardship. I will find your parents and your dog.” 

The girl looked confused. “But…sir, I am not a 

warrior, I am just a girl.” 

With a smile, the farmer replied, “Child, all who 

know pain are warriors. They fight that pain every 

day, yes?”

“Yes…but aren’t warriors mean?”

“No, of  course not. You can be a great soldier and 

still be kind.”

“Then I will be a Yuro, a gentle warrior, like you.”

 This warmed the old creature’s heart.
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Chapter Five

PRESENT DAY

Goblins. That was the first thing that came to 

James’ mind. Only they would dare breach the castle’s 

defenses. He quickly alerted his mother, and soon it 

was decided that the queen and servants would go 

back to the palace, and the prince himself  would try 

to come in contact with the goblin base.

On a different note, his bride-to-be seemed quite 

taken with him, which the queen was quick to inform 

him of  before her carriage rolled away. Indeed, Marilyn 

had to excuse herself  several times before she could 

speak without a strange squeakiness to her voice.

“I know where the goblin base is,” she said, 

hopping on to her horse. “Get on. I will take you 

there.”
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  The prince did as she asked, and they sped into 

the forest.

“Where are we going, exactly?” James questioned.

“To the center of  the woods,” Marilyn replied. 

“It’s quite a trip, so hold tight.”

The prince did just that as they flew down a path 

his chosen wife knew well, the trees and beasts a blur. 

Then, before James could fully adjust to such speeds, 

they came to a stop, and Marilyn dismounted. Her 

eyes searched the skies, and James instantly saw what 

had captured her gaze. 

The immense goblin base was guarded by two 

towering oak trees, bound together with thick, hearty 

rope. Just beyond the coils of  string, several goblins 

stood guard.

After quickly acknowledging all of  this, James 

turned to Marilyn. “You must return to the village.”

“What?!” she said, bewildered.

“The goblins are dangerous, and I could not put a 

lady in harm’s way.”

“I can very well handle myself!” The girl expertly 

cocked her crossbow in demonstration.

“Marilyn, just… go.”
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 She scowled for a frustrated moment, then sighed, 

and the bud of  a smirk sprouted on her face.

“You’re a caring man,” Marilyn said, and pecked 

him on the forehead. “Very well, I will go.”

As the shadows of  hoofbeats faded away, the 

caring man wished with all of  his heart that he was 

just a caring boy.
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Chapter Six

TEN YEARS AGO

“Have you found them yet?”

“No, Yuro. I am trying.”

Five years on the goblin’s farm had done Amelia 

good. Her body was strong from helping to plant and 

reap, despite the goblin’s protests. “You are a guest,” 

he said the first time she did this. “Guests do not 

work.”

“But you do,” she replied, “And you are older 

than I, and need rest.” To this, the old farmer did 

not disagree, and the young girl’s assistance became 

routine.

“Are you sure you have not found them? Perhaps 

you are not looking in the right places.”

“I have looked everywhere within two miles, and I 
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have not found them.”

Once again, the weary old goblin had gone out that 

morning to search for the child’s parents, leaving the 

nine-year-old to manage the farm. She had become 

good at this, and the ever-burning hope of  news from 

her parents improved her work further. However, the 

day ended as it always did; with bean cakes, seasoned 

with bitter disappointment.

“But they must be out there somewhere. They 

MUST!” The girl’s lower lip curled, and tears sprang 

into her eyes.

“Now, now–hush, little Yuro,” the goblin 

whispered. “I am sure that I will find them. Finish 

your bean cake and go to sleep.”

Sadly, the child shoveled the last bits of  dinner 

into her mouth and placed her plate next to the water 

bucket.

Pausing, thinking, she said, “Goblin?”

“Yes, Yuro?” he replied.

“I miss them.’

The poor creature’s face wrinkled with sadness–

and guilt, the terrible guilt of  raising this child, not 

giving her the childhood she truly deserved. ‘You are 
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not her father!’ he told himself. ‘She has others who 

care for her. You must find them!’

Determinedly, he turned to his young charge, and 

said, “Of  course I will find them! I will never let you 

down, Yuro. Now get some sleep, and I will find your 

parents in the morning.”

The girl skipped to her sleeping mat and was 

almost instantly claimed by slumber, a smile painted 

on her face. ‘Tomorrow, Goblin will find my family,’ 

she thought too herself. ‘Tomorrow, all will be well.’

Despite his confident words, the poor old goblin’s 

heart was heavy, for it seemed that day would never 

come. Worse yet, he was not sure if  he wanted it to.
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Chapter Seven

PRESENT DAY

James stood at the gate of  the goblin fort, taking 

a deep breath. Once he was calm and focused for the 

task at hand, as his mentor had taught him, he slid his 

sword out of  its scabbard and began hacking away at 

the rope gate.

The goblins on guard were quick to notice this, and 

began yelling at each other and pointing. By the time 

James had entered the chamber, one soldier in particu-

lar had shouted the rest into a deeper part of  the fort, 

where they sat, waiting. From beneath this guard’s 

helmet, James could see the gleam of  human eyes.

“Why are you here?” the man yelled. “Go away!”

Ignoring this, the prince shouted back, “Where is 

the king?”
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With an unsavory smile, the guard replied, “Oh, 

you’re that type, are you?” This soldier did not 

have the soft, husky voice of  the others, and James 

concluded that he was, in fact, human.

“Well, if  I were you,” he continued, “I would 

ride back on whatever pompous horse you came on. 

You’re wasting your time; we’re closed.”

“I don’t think so,” James said coldly. “Why do you 

goblin folk show such hatred?”

“Because of  people like you,” the man sneered.

“What do you mean?”

“The very man you came to find,” the guard said, 

“The King. Five years past, he approved a law that 

destroyed our rights. Instead of  citizens, we would be 

accepted as servants and laborers. After all we did to 

make his country great, after how we toiled away in 

his fields and orchards, he would repay us by making 

us slaves! What would you do if  you were a goblin, 

Majesty? Sit there and watch your world crumble 

around you? Or fight!”

James knew exactly what he would do, and that 

the goblins had done the same thing, causing this 

formerly gentle race to become so warlike. He–and 
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everyone–had naturally assumed that the goblins 

were attacking out of  rage, but he saw now that they 

had been defending their rights. There were clearly 

faults to both sides of  this conflict.

“It doesn’t have to be like this,” James said. “We 

can make peace. My father–”

“There is nothing to discuss; the damage has been 

done. Leave this place. You disgust me.”

“I will not leave. We can solve this. No more 

attacks will take place. Goblins’ rights will be fully 

restored.”

“Really? What other lying words and false promises 

do you have to offer? We are not stupid, Majesty, else 

you would have won long ago.”

“This is no lie! I speak the truth. Please, we–”

“No. I will have no more of  it. If  you truly mean 

what you say, leave and return tomorrow.”

As James left the base and stepped into the fading 

afternoon light, he realized that was a fairly stupid 

thing to do. Still, unlike his father, if  he were to grow 

up, he would be a man of  his word.
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Chapter Eight

 When James woke up the next morning in the 

camp he had set up outside the goblin fort, the sorry 

rope that had been strung from the oaks the day 

before had been replaced by heavy steel chains. The 

prince cursed himself  for his stupidity and began the 

sorry task of  pounding the links with the pommel of  

his sword. After a few minutes had passed, he looked 

down to his work and found that he had hardly made 

a dent. He cursed himself  some more, loudly this 

time, and had the queen been present she would have 

cut off  his tongue.

James was ready to return to the village in disgrace 

when a strange little hatch in one of  the oaks opened. 

The human guard beckoned him from the opening, 

and both crawled through a short tunnel into the 

entrance chamber from the previous day. Once more, 
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they were alone.

After a few moments, James began, “I have a 

proposal.”

“Not interested.”

“Please, just–just hear me out. I am a…man of  

my word, and you seem to be a man of  yours. So, 

I propose that my men and your, um, goblins meet 

on a decided date, at a decided time, and sign an 

agreement that will end this madness. We then go in 

peace–no more attacks, no more war.”

The guard stood in silent contemplation. Then, a 

word: “No.”

James was stunned.

“NO?! And why on earth not? I offer you peace, 

freedom, perhaps friendship, and you turn it down?”

“If  your offer was genuine, Highness, I would 

happily accept it. But–”

“But what? What other way can I earn your trust? 

What has happened to the kind, gentle farmers who 

smiled in the sun?”

“War. War and pain, Majesty. Once one knows 

these things, one grows strong. One is more careful; 

one can trust no one but himself.”
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“But I provide an end to this war, this pain. Surely 

you know that!”

“ All I know, all I see, is your father and his twisted 

ways.”

“I–am NOT–my FATHER!!!”

Deafening silence.

The soldier began slowly, gingerly, “I… apologize. 

Perhaps I was rash in my decision. My people and I 

have known hatred for too long, and we look, but do 

not see. I will relay your offer to my leader.”

Prince James stole a glance at the tunnel, then 

turned back to the guard receding into a passageway. 

“Wait!” he called.

The man stopped but did not turn.

“Why are you so like the goblins? How did you 

come to them?”

“It is not my place to tell that story,” came the 

reply. Then, the soldier was gone.

Clambering out of  the door in the oak, James felt 

that some understanding had come between the two.
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Chapter Nine

TEN YEARS AGO

“Little Yuro?”

“Yes, Goblin?”

“Could you come over here?”

The two were out in the field behind the goblin’s 

hut, where they grew corn, beans, gnomeroot, and 

silkweed, which did not make for pleasant eating, but 

was sold at market as thread. Behind them, a creaky 

old troll lumbered away, pulling a cart filled with 

fertilizer, which was sprinkled onto little mounds of  

dirt as he walked.

That day, the goblin had not ventured out to look 

for Amelia’s parents, and they had spent the day 

working the garden together. Now, the girl ran to the 

old goblin’s side, anxious for him to speak.
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He gave her a small grey-toothed smile. “Yuro, 

have you noticed anything different today?”

“Yes,” she said, “You did not go to look for my 

parents.”

“And do you know why that is?” The smile was 

gone, replaced with a look of  concern.

“No,” the girl replied slowly. “Have you found 

them?”

At this, the old creature’s heart cracked, and he 

laid a steady hand on her shoulder. “No,” he said.

Amelia’s eyes filled with tears. “Then–then you 

stopped looking! You gave up! You CAN’T give up! 

Please!”

“Listen, little Yuro,” the old goblin said sadly, “I have 

searched and searched for five years, and try as I might, 

I have not found them. And I am not sure,” here the 

child started to cry, “that I will.”

“But–but–but you HAVE to!” she wailed. “You 

CAN’T give up!”

The girl ran up the hill to the hut, her tears 

streaking the sky behind her.

“I am sorry,” whispered the broken soul behind 

her. “I have let you down.”
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Chapter Ten

PRESENT DAY

Next day, before James was fully awake, the human 

guard clambered out of  the trapdoor. He sat down 

on a stray log and waited.

The prince sat up tiredly, and let out a great yawn. 

“Am I late? Could you not wait for me?”

A smile. “I decided to come to you, instead of  you 

coming to me.”

“It is not too much trouble.”

“Well, I am here now.” 

“How did you come to the goblins?”

The smile disappeared. “That is my business.”

James quickly backed away from the subject. 

“Is what you said about my father true?”

“Have I ever told you a lie?”
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The prince had been afraid of  this.

“But…but if  what you say of  your people is true, 

why do you raid so many villages? Cause so much 

pain?”

“We–we have changed. When we decided to fight 

back, not to let ourselves go, we did let ourselves 

go–the part that mattered, at least. Instead of  merely 

defending ourselves, we destroy others. We are a good 

folk, Majesty, or…we used to be.”

Silence is rather becoming routine.

James cleared his throat. “You…do believe you 

can change.”

“I am optimistic, nothing more.”

“And has this leader of  yours reached a decision 

on my offer?”

“Patience, Highness. Change–both for better and 

worse–takes time.”

As the guard retreated into the oak door, James felt 

that if  circumstances were different, he would value 

this mysterious man as an ally and friend.
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Chapter Eleven

As James slowly pulled himself  out of  his slumber, 

a great chestnut horse pranced up to where he lay. It 

was Marilyn, her face troubled. “Get on” was all she 

said.

The prince shook the last bits of  tiredness from 

his eyes, and mounted the horse just behind his bride-

to-be. Immediately, they set out for the palace.

The other day, this trip had passed in a heartbeat, 

but now it seemed to last an eternity, the more 

impatient that James became, the more the seconds 

dragged on. What awaited them at the palace?

The two inched their way over a hill, crawled 

around a corner. Just when the prince could bear it 

no longer, there it was.

Or rather, there it wasn’t.

The prince’s old home was in ruins, smoldering 
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piles of  stone and clay cowering on the ground. The 

grand library, the majestic mosaic, the kitchens, the 

gardens, everything–gone. Eaten by flame. Consumed 

by fire, burned by –

Goblins. The goblins did this. The goblins were 

to blame, the ones who destroyed his home, his only 

home. The home where he quarreled with his mother, 

laughed with his mother, read till his eyes were sore. 

Through happiness and grief, feasts and grand balls, 

it had faithfully stood.

Until it didn’t.

And James wasn’t the first. The goblins had 

burned other homes, destroyed other dreams without 

a second thought. The goblins, the evil, wretched 

goblins–his heart cringed at the thought of  the foul 

beasts. Disgust, hatred, untamed rage–the goblins 

did this! The goblins were to blame! With grim 

determination, James realized–these monsters must 

pay for their sins. Their fort must burn.

“Take me back to the base,” he told Marilyn darkly. 

“Bring the royal army–tell them to gather torches. 

The goblins must pay for their crimes.”

His bride-to-be nodded, and gave him the reins 
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of  her chestnut beauty. James thundered off, and was 

soon at the fort. Time did not dare try James’ patience 

now. The prince let himself  in through the tree-door 

and fumed in the entrance chamber. Soon enough, 

the human guard appeared.

Grim-faced, he said, “The goblins have rejected 

your offer.”

“Well, that seems to fit with how my day is going.”

“I am sorry, Majesty. Their decision was not my 

doing.”

James no longer cared who this person was, only 

that he was a foul supporter of  the goblins. “I must 

see your leader,” he said, striding forward.

The soldier rushed to block his way, and replied, 

“That, I am afraid, I cannot allow.”

“Let me talk to him.”

“The interview would not go as well as you 

believe.”

“LET ME THROUGH!”

James whipped out his sword, and the guard his. 

They met; the thin, balanced sword and the thick, 

battered one. Then, they began their deadly dance. 

The prince leapt forward and his opponent parried, 



44

parried, parried until they were against a wall. Then, 

James broke free with a flourish, and they danced 

again.

This went on through the morning, the clangs and 

clanks of  metal against metal. Sparks flew, and the 

blades flashed in the sunlight. Then, James pushed 

his opponent against a wall, who could not break 

free. The enraged prince knocked the sword out of  

the guard’s hands, and in his fury, knocked off  the 

man’s helmet as well. 

Only it wasn’t quite a man.

“What?” the prince exclaimed. “Who are you?”

Angry and exhausted, the girl said, “My name is 

Amelia.”
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Chapter Twelve

FIVE YEARS AGO

The girl named Amelia was fourteen, and had 

stayed at the farm for ten years. The pain of  losing 

her parents still hurt, but it had eased into a dull throb 

as time passed. She and the old goblin still worked 

their small farm together, but the girl did not call him 

goblin anymore. She called him Papa.

That day, the sun beat down upon them like a drum. 

Both were sweating profusely, as they watered the 

turnips and trimmed the unruly elfshrub. However, 

there were smiles on both of  their faces, as the Olar, 

the month of  proud suns, was drawing to a close. 

Soon, it would be time to harvest, and weather would 

be cooler.

As they worked, a goblin on horseback rode up to 
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their hut. He knocked on the door, and receiving no 

reply, looked to the field and beckoned sharply. 

“What does he want, Papa?” Amelia asked.

“I…do not know,” her father replied. “Stay 

here.”

The old goblin wearily staggered up to where 

the other stood, waiting. The messenger whispered 

to the farmer urgently, and the old goblin replied 

with a shake of  his head and began talking. The two 

conversed for several minutes, and the farmer came 

back to his daughter solemnly.

“Are you hungry?” he asked urgently.

“No, but–”

“Are you thirsty?”

“No, Papa.”

“Do you need anything?”

“No. What is going on?”

“We are leaving.”

“What?” The girl was shocked. “Why?”

“It is not safe here. I will explain on the way.”

Father and daughter hurried to the messenger, 

who lifted them on to the back of  his horse and 

galloped away. At fourteen years, the girl clung tightly 
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to her Papa’s waist.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“The king has passed a law that would steal our 

rights from us,” the old goblin said. “It is better that 

we hide.”

They raced down the bumpy road, leaving dust 

clouds and memories behind them. Amelia wondered 

how such a thing could happen to her, and so 

quickly. She had everything: a loving home, food, 

and happiness, and they had all been taken from her. 

“Why?” she wondered.

Down the path they went, the goblin countryside 

blurring around them. Soon, they rode into a dark 

woods, which sheltered them from the blinding 

sunlight. They rode like shadows through the 

darkness for minutes. Then, they went over a hill, 

and sunlight flooded the forest. Countless goblins 

were hard at work: cutting down trees, sawing 

logs into boards, gathering vines and grasses. In 

the center of  all this, what seemed to be a great 

fortress was being constructed. 

The messenger smiled a grey-toothed smile, and 

wrapped an arm around each of  them. “This be the 
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goblin fort,” he said triumphantly. 

“What?” the goblin said. “Sir, you told me we 

would be hiding, not…! Not fighting. The king has 

an army, and we… we have vegetables.”

“Not quite,” the other goblin said. “We have the 

numbers. If  enough of  us decide to join, the war is 

ours.”

“But…but… it wouldn’t be right,” the old goblin 

protested. “I am a peace-loving farmer, and–”

“I will fight, then.”

Both turned to find the source of  the voice: the 

rainchild, the girl who was quickly growing into a 

woman.

“No, Amelia,” her father pleaded, “You CAN’T–”

“I can,” she replied sternly. “I will be a Yuro, a 

gentle warrior. I will fight for you. All I need to know 

is that you are safe.”

Back at their abandoned farm, the plants withered 

in the sun, yearning for the rainchild who had left 

them.  
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Chapter Thirteen

PRESENT DAY

Marilyn shifted in her saddle uneasily, as did many 

of  the soldiers behind her. Her fiancé had been in the 

fort for the longest time. When he had rode away, he 

hadn’t seemed right, either; he was too tense and too 

cold.

With a short sigh, she told her small army to 

keep their torches ablaze and rode up to the gate She 

started to chop at the chain–then stopped. What was 

going on in there? Marilyn sat and watched as her 

prince talked with another woman.

To say the least, James was taken aback when 

he discovered that his opponent was a woman. He 

immediately regretted losing his temper, but then he 

remembered: These demons had destroyed his home. 
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He musn’t be soft, else–else what? This girl had 

shown mercy and understanding for all the time he 

had known her, and had taught him to see in different 

ways. What was more valuable…a building or this 

girl’s life?

Amelia quickly noticed her captor’s distraction, 

rolled into an open space and retrieved her helmet. 

Before she could snatch her sword, however, the 

prince stamped upon it and snapped the brittle blade 

in two.

The Yuro shot him a look of  venom, and crossed 

her arms sulkily. “So. You break into the base, attack 

me, strip me of  my armor, and break my sword. Why 

should I continue to trust you?”

The prince shrugged sheepishly. “Well, you ARE 

kind of  at my mercy. And besides, you haven’t been so 

honest yourself. I’ve spent the last few days thinking 

that you were a man.”

She allowed a small smirk. “That was the idea.”

James laughed, and as he prattled on, Amelia 

slowly fingered a small stone. During a fleeting 

moment when he looked away from her, she flung 

the rock at the remains of  her sword.
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It resounded with a CLANG! and James searched 

for what had caused the sound. Amelia knew she 

only had a few seconds at most. She sprinted for a 

passageway, to call the general, grab a fresh sword, 

sound the alarm-

Then stopped.

“What is this?” she asked, coming up behind the 

prince and pulling a small note-book from his pocket.

James spun around quickly, and reached for the 

book in alarm. “Return that this instant!”

Amelia leaped out of  his reach, displaying the 

note-book high above her head. Grinning, she replied, 

“Look at us, acting like such children!”

“Woman, I COMMAND you to return my 

book!” The young prince in front of  her was stern, 

demanding, unyielding–just like his father before him.

The smile was gone now. Amelia turned away 

and opened the book. The torn and yellowed pages 

were covered in strange markings–a written language, 

which only the rich were permitted to learn. She 

flipped another page to reveal a beautiful illustration 

of  an aura, which was carefully labeled with the 

foreign marks.
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Amelia turned to James, her face ablaze with 

wonder. “What do these symbols mean?” 

“This is a scientific notebook,” he explained 

unwillingly. “In his youth, my father would study the 

creatures of  the realm. These,” he said, placing his 

finger on a small marking, “are words, but each word 

is replaced by a symbol.”

“Written words!” the Yuro exclaimed eagerly 

paging through the book. On the very last page, she 

stopped. “And what is this?”

James peered over her shoulder to see what she 

pointed to. The page that her finger rested on was 

blank, with a small pouch sewed onto the parchment.

“That bag has magical properties, perhaps the last 

in the realm.” Amelia looked to him for more, but he 

shrugged his shoulders. “My father would not tell me 

what it was, only that I was never to open it, as it was 

very rare.”

Amelia’s brow furrowed. “If  he went to all that 

trouble to get it, why would he not use it?”

The prince shrugged, and Amelia ripped the 

pouch from the page and pocketed it. Her eyes met 

James, and as their gaze locked, the Yuro wondered 
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if  there had perhaps been another reason she had not 

sounded the alarm.

Marilyn boiled just beyond the gate, her knuckles 

white as she clenched the chains. Possessed by rage, 

she turned to the soldiers gathered around her. 

“The goblins have a creature that has enchanted the 

prince,” she said. “Burn down the gate and kill all 

of  the goblins. Be careful around this creature,” she 

warned, “for she may be dangerous.”

War cries erupted from the assembled men, and 

torches were thrown at the towering oaks. Marilyn 

watched as goblins streamed out of  inner passageways, 

and the burst of  activity seemed to break the creature’s 

spell, both prince and woman startled.

As the gate collapsed, Marilyn let out a shrill 

magpie call and joined the men rushing over the 

fallen trees to meet the enemy. That creature must be 

an enchantress. James would never leave Marilyn. He 

wouldn’t!
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Chapter Fourteen

The girl they call Amelia stands, frozen, unmoving. 

Lost. A child in the rain once more. She is torn evenly 

in two, forced to watch two halves of  herself  battling 

each other. Goblin and human. Human and goblin.

“Make it stop,” she moans.

Around her, goblins and men clash, struggling 

with no end in sight. The only one who can stop this 

madness stands rigidly, without an opponent. Yet, 

with an opponent: herself.

Somewhere in the chaos, James calls out, “Amelia!”

Silence, and a sob.

“Amelia! We need you!”

She turns away, and sits down hard, head in her 

knees, hands on her face. A victim of  the storm.

“AMELIA!”

“STOP!” she shrieks. “Make it STOP!”
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Only you can make it stop, Amelia.

She wails, tears streaking her face. This is the end, 

the finish, the closing. The final decision. There is no 

going back once the choice is made.

“Amelia!” The prince, seeking help.

“Yuro, little goblin, come and fight.” The general, 

seeking loyalty.

“Help us, Amelia!” Some unknown wretch lost in 

the crowd. Lost in the rain.

The choice is yours, rainchild. The time has come 

to decide: What is truly unforgivable in your story? 

Who is truly important?

“Help!”

“Amelia!”

“Come and fight!”

“Yuro!”

“Help us!”

Choose, girl! Get up off  the muddy road of  your 

childhood and face the rain! Fight–and fight hard!

“But who?” she sobs. “Who do I fight for?”

The clash of  bodies all around her pounds the 

ground like water from the sky. Perhaps she will sit  

and wait until no one is left. Is this what you want, 
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rainchild? Is this how you will make things stop?

“No,” she cries. 

Then get up and fight!

“Why… why do I have to choose?”

Now, that is a good question indeed.
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Chapter Fifteen

FIVE YEARS AGO

“Very good, Yuro. You are learning quickly.”

“Thank you, general.”

It seemed like years sine Amelia had set foot on a 

farm, even though it had been only days since she had 

been brought to the fort. The great base was taking 

shape quickly, and a small party had been sent to the 

village of  Claren to announce the presence of  rebels. 

Shortly after the messenger had brought the 

Yuro and her father to this place, he had revealed 

himself  as general, commander of  the goblin army. 

Every sundown, he would assist his newest, youngest 

warrior in her training.

They were practicing the art of  fencing, striking 

and dodging and jumping all through the fort. Amelia 
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fully enjoyed this wild chase, but some workers threw 

their general an odd glance as he raced giddily through 

the halls.

With a fiendish grin, the goblin threw his sword 

against his opponent’s, doing so with such force that 

the weapon was flung from her hands. She gave out a 

good-natured laugh. “There. You win.”

Her instructor grinned also. “Not quite, little 

goblin.”

“What?” Amelia’s brow furrowed. “I am 

weaponless, you have won.”

“Are you quite sure?”

“Yes…”

“Then you would be mistaken.” He raised a warty 

finger to silence her. “Look around you. What might 

assist you in your escape?”

Amelia looked, and what she saw surprised her: a 

torch, a small hammer, even two loose boards could 

help her win this fight. She turned back to the general 

with a smile.

“Ready?” he asked.

His pupil nodded vigorously.

The goblin returned her sword to her. “Then we 
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begin again. Remember: the battle is over only when 

you want it to be.”

Their blades clashed once more, and the giddy 

chase continued. The metal glimmered in the torch-

light that lined the passages. As they fenced, Amelia 

studied the general’s thrusts, his attacks, his defenses. 

With a flourish, she copied his techniques flawlessly, 

which brought a smile to her instructor’s face.

They were so engrossed in their training, so 

consumed by the swords reflecting the flames, that 

they did not notice the goblin racing down the hall 

until she was upon them.

“Sir!” the little goblin panted. “Is Miss Amelia 

with you?”

“Yes,” the general replied. “What is it, little one?”

“There is trouble,” the goblin girl replied. “She 

must come quickly.”

The child grasped Amelia’s hand and hurried 

her down the passage, the general following closely 

behind. They slid down a rickety ladder, ran another 

hallway, then slid to a stop in front of  the medical 

ward.

The medical ward…
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“No, no, no, no, please no,” Amelia whispered. 

She rushed past the wooden cots with the nasty white 

sheets, searching for but not wanting to find one face, 

the face she had known for ten years. At the end of  

the room, by the window, that one face poked out 

from the covers.

“Papa,” she whispered, the tears hot on her face.

The old farmer opened his eyes. The were white 

and milky. His daughter, standing before him, brought 

a smile to his face.

“I am sorry, Yuro.” His voice was ever soft and 

husky. “I will… find… them.” This was all he said.

The Yuro buried her face in the goblin’s chest, her 

tears soaking his farmer’s shirt. She brought his face 

close to hers and kissed his cheek.

“I will fight for you, Papa,” she whispered. “I will 

always protect what I love.”
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Chapter Sixteen

PRESENT DAY

Lightning ripped the sky over the battlefield. 

Goblin and human alike stopped to stare at the 

approaching storm, which had been so fast to form. 

Another pillar of  electricity pierced the ground not 

far away, and mere steps from it stood the rainchild, 

the pouch empty in her hands.

“So that’s what it does,” she grinned.

Clearing her throat, Amelia shouted, “Soldiers! 

Stop your fighting! For years I have seen nothing but 

blood and its bringers, but today, this can stop! With 

your murdering ways, you could destroy an entire 

species! Do you realize what you have done? Why do 

you fight, in the first place?”

“He took my home!” shouted a man, pointing at 
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a goblin. 

The accused pointed at the man who had just 

spoken, and yelled, “He stole my rights!”

“Are you sure of  that?” Amelia asked. “Or is it the 

king who stole your rights, thus the king who took 

your homes?”

Mutters swam through the crowd; if  they 

supported or opposed her, Amelia did not know. She 

assumed the former, and pressed on, “This man is not 

your enemy, and this goblin is not your foe! We can 

stop this now, guarantee a safe future for our families!  

I lost my father and mother when I was very young. I 

do not wish for you or your children to suffer similar 

fates. We must seek out the king, and–”

“STOP!”

Marilyn stepped in front of  a group of  soldiers. 

“Do you see how this creature has bewitched you? 

She had nearly enchanted you into laying down your 

weapons!  Is freedom and peace what you want? Then 

fight for it! Is justice what you desire? Do you really 

wish to keep your families safe?” She turned to face 

her audience and raised a fist into the air. “Then kill 

the rainwitch!”
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The men shouted a hurrah to Marilyn’s offer, 

which was far more satisfying than Amelia’s proposal. 

They rushed at the Yuro with all their might, but 

Amelia was ready for them.

First came two men from her right. She countered, 

blocked, countered again, then struck and blocked, 

ducked and sliced. No time to look, another man 

came ahead, three more behind and to the left. Block 

counter duck bob weave strike. No time for thought 

no time for commas just instinct, pure skill, years of  

training and perhaps a comma or two. Four more 

ahead, ten or twenty behind. No time no time no 

time at all, slash duck counter slice, for the crowd was 

closing in quickly and –

BOOM Crackle!

The lightning split the crowd behind her, the 

storm coming to the Yuro’s aid. Thoughts were 

coming easier now, and then James was by her side, 

ducking bobbing weaving countering–but never 

striking. Fighting just enough to stay alive, and then 

Amelia knew why, why she should not strike either–

bob weave counter block push run–for if  Amelia did 

not practice peace, no one would follow her lead.
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Thoughts were coming much easier now, making 

more sense and having more commas and BOOM 

Crash! The storm helping the battle along. Amelia 

was running, sprinting, dashing, not knowing where 

to go, just following James, wherever James went 

must be safe.

Then James disappeared into a new cloud of  

soldiers, and this one was bigger and it was closing 

in, nowhere to run, nowhere to hide–but why should 

she run? It would end, the war would end if  Amelia 

stayed where she was, allowed herself  to be carried 

away by the wave, carried up into the stormy heavens. 

It would be so much simpler just to give in, just to –

NO.

But why not?

Amelia struggled to answer this question, and all 

time seemed to stop, awaiting her decision. Why not?

Because… because of  James.

What do you mean?

The thoughts were muddled again, the Yuro trying 

to fish some rational answer out of  her mind. To…

to protect James. To protect him, and to avenge my 

father. That was it. That was why Amelia must live.
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But then time began again, and it happened before 

she could react: the sword came into her ribcage, and 

it seemed that her flesh was on fire, but she must try 

to stand up and fight, or there would be more blows 

to follow. But the thought came too late, and the 

soldier above her was poised with his sword above 

his head, and –

And there was James, blocking the blow, pushing 

the man away, pulling Amelia up and running. The 

thoughtful boy sitting on the mosaic floor was gone, 

and what remained was the man running with the 

Yuro in his arms. He accepted this, just as he accepted 

the young woman in his arms as the most wonderful 

person in his life. 

She croaked, “But… but I’m supposed to protect 

you.”

He smiled. “Not today. But I’m sure you’ll get the 

opportunity someday.”

“If  I get the opportunity,” Amelia corrected him.  

“How many people still want me alive?”

“Oh, just two,” James replied. “But I think we 

have the goblins on our side, so we’ll manage.”

Indeed, for a group of  goblins formed around them 
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as they ran, protecting them from the soldiers lunging 

forward, determined to destroy the rainwitch…

“Let me take her!” the general shouted over the 

battle-sounds. “I’ll get her to a doctor!”

James hesitated. What if  this soldier’s intentions 

were not to cure her?

The general smiled. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I 

trained her as a child. I will not harm her.”

Slightly reassured, James lowered Amelia into the 

general’s arms. The goblin nodded in respect, then 

was gone.

The prince sighed, and set off  to talk to Marilyn.



69

Chapter Seventeen

She was alone, accompanied only by her crossbow 

and her chestnut mare. She was so very still that 

James wondered if  she was indeed alive, and as he 

drew closer to check, she pointed her crossbow at his 

heart.

“Tell me,” she said, not looking at him but still 

positioned with her weapon outstretched. James 

waited for more, but no more came.

“Tell me!” she repeated.

James did not know how to reply. “Tell you… of  

what?”

Finally, she turned to face him. “Tell me–how 

deeply has the witch enchanted you? Can you still 

remember… us?”

The prince almost smiled. “I am not enchanted, nor 

is Amelia a witch. I can remember us very well, but–”
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“But your desires have changed. But you prefer 

goblin scum instead of  the woman you are betrothed 

to. You remember, but you forget how much I have 

sacrificed for you.” She sighed. “Why should I not kill 

you now?”

“You should.”

“What?”

“You have every reason to. I am the prince, a 

pampered puppet who only chose you as a bride to 

defy his mother, to a degree. The prince, who then 

left you for a goblin–raised rebel. I cannot tell you 

not to kill me because I have no defense.”

Marilyn stayed there for a long time, such a 

wordless, long time that James again wondered if  she 

was still breathing. Then she lowered her bow and 

heaved a great sigh. “Then I was wrong about you.”

“What?”

“I was wrong. I thought you would give some 

excuse, some stupid lie why I should spare you life. 

But you admitted exactly what I condemn you for. 

You are so honest, and pure, and–!” Another sigh. 

“Go. I will stop the fighting. Find your… Amelia. 

You deserve her. And perhaps she deserves you.”
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She turned to leave.

“Wait!” James called.

She turned.

“How will you stop the fighting all alone?”

She smiled. “Oh, don’t worry. I’m a witch of  sorts 

myself.”

Amelia lay in the hospital bed, one quite near the 

cot where her father passed on. She quickly dismissed 

this thought. It would only bring tears, and the tears 

would bring pain, and the pain would bring more 

sleeping potions. The sleeping potions were vile 

things, and she avoided them as much as possible.

She sighed and closed her eyes, only to have them 

pried open by strong fingers. Oh no, she thought, 

not the sleeping potions. But when she opened them 

unwillingly, James stared at her.

“Oh,” she said, “I thought you were the doctors.”

This brought a laugh. “Not quite,” he said. “But 

the war is over.”

“Ah. Hooray.”

“My goodness, could you possibly be more 

enthusiastic?”
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Amelia frowned, but it was a teasing frown. “Well, 

you would be worn out, too, if  you just helped to end 

a war.”

“I did just help to end a war.”

“Well, I did most of  it. And besides, the doctors 

don’t want me to ‘disrupt the healing process.’”

“Is it that bad, that it prevents you from showing 

emotion?”

“Yes. Perhaps in a month, they may allow me to 

feed myself.”

James laughed, which finally inspired Amelia to 

do the same. There was pain, but she did not let it 

show. The two talked for several more hours in this 

teasing manner, until a nurse kicked James out so that 

Amelia could rest. With a kiss and a promise to return 

tomorrow, he was gone.

The Yuro sighed and closed her eyes, for she had 

been drained by the day’s activities and must regain 

full health if  she was to someday protect James. But 

just before she drifted off, she looked to the cot by 

the window and whispered,

“I did it, Papa. I found my family.”



73

THE END
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want to grow up, and when his mother, the Queen, 
insists that he be married at once, he dreads choosing a 
wife. When news comes that the King has been kid-
napped by goblins, James is eager for a distraction and 
rushes to the goblin base to demand his father’s release.

In a tale of  loyalty and identity, Amelia and James each 
must choose their side in this bitter war . . . before a 
choice is made for them.

Megan Irwin is the winner of  the 2013 YACK! 
Young Author’s contest and was a sixth grader at 
Bellefonte Middle School in Pennsylvania when 
she wrote and illustrated this story. She is also 
a talented singer, pianist, and actor, and is as 
passionate about music and acting as she is about 
writing and drawing. 


