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seemedneternity thoughin factit hadbeenno

more than fifteen minutes. It had been years since
a Shamrahadcaughta Glimmer; overayearsinceone
had even been spotted. Dara had heard stories and tall
tales\ someso far-fetchedtheywereimpossibleto be-
lieveN but all who spun the tales described the Glimmer
in suchdetail Darahadno doubtshefollowed onenow.
No waywasDaragoingto give up thechasehoughher
legs ached, her mouth was parched and her chest felt
ready to explode.

Darawonderedf the Glimmerwasmockingher: It
didn®fly straight to outdistance her nor attempt to elude
herwith strategiomaneuversit keptveeringto theleft,
thenwould do aloop-de-loopfly straightfor a bit then
repeat its swerve to the left and loop-de-loop. While
Dara could never quite close the gap between them, the

Dara had been chasing the Glimmer for what
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Glimmerwasunableto eludeher. Surely Darathought,
the Glimmer was toying with her. It only hardened
Dara@resolve. Shewould catch the Glimmer, of this she
had no doubt.

The Glimmer entered the swamps and Dara fol-
lowed, without a thought.Her fathe® wordsechoedn
her mind. Don®go into the swamps. [t&full of peril. She
paidthewordsno mind. At sevenshewasno baby And
it seemed the Glimmer was slowing down. Don®go into
the swampsBhe would. She didon®goE

Darahadfirst spottedthe Glimmer after Pilla, her
best friend, had fallen into afeverish sleep. Severa days
earlieranumberof Shamrechildrenhadfounda nestof
what looked like fur balls in the fields of one of the
farms.Theyhadlookedso cute,Pilla told Dara,asshe
gingerly picked one up and put it in the palm of her hand.
Darawasr®theleastbit interestedShehada spearher
fatherhadcarvedfor her beforehe haddiedfive years
earlier Shewouldtossit atatreethenrunto retrieveit.
A Shamrafemale she should have been as excited by the
adorabléur ballsasPilla, but Darawasno ordinaryfe-
male. Sheraced with males her ageand often beat them.
Her aim wasthe spearwasimproving.And shewasas
good as any male child with a slingshot.

Even at seven Dara knew she was different from
other females which made her friendship with Pillaseem
so odd to others. Pilla seemed the perfect Shamra fe-
male. ShedldnCDargueW|th maleslike Dara.Shedidn®
compete against them in athletic contests. Shewaslearn-
ing to sewandevencook.Shemindedhermannersand
knew her placeYet she and Dara were inseparable.

Now as Darawent to fetch her spear she heard Pilla
andtheotherchildrencry outin pain.Pilla andthe oth-
erswereshakingtheir handstrying to rid themselve®f
theliving fur balls.With herspearDarapluckedthefur
ball off each of the four children.
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Pillaheld out her hand which was already swelling.
Ot bit meOshe told Dara(Bit me and the others, tdo.

Pilla@ hand began to swell almost |mmed|ately
Dararemoved the red bandanawith black polka-dots she
wore around her head. Daraknew of aplant that grew in
the fields whose syrup was used to ease pain. She
quickly found one, squeezed the juice from the plant
onto her bandana and wrapped it around Pilla@ hand.
Sherippedoff the sleevesf her shirtandmadeband
ages for the other children.

Thoughshewasin greatpain, Pilla smiledweakly
asDarawrappedhe bandanaroundherhand.Shehad
giventhe bandanao Darajust four daysbeforeon her
seventhbirthday andknew Daratreasuredt aboveall
else.

Until she died Dara@ mother had sewed her daugh-
ter anew bandana each year and would giveit to Daraon
her birthday. It was a family tradition, her mother had
told her, as no other Shamrawore bandanas. Her mother
haddiedfrom afeveratthe sametime asherfather so
Darahadfew memoriesof them.But theimportanceof
the bandana, which her_mother also wore, remained
vivid. After her mother@ death, on her next birthday,
Pilla hadgiven Daraa bandanahehadsewedherself.
She had given Dara a new bandana each year, just as
Dara8 motherhad. Pilla hadevenmadeonefor herself
at Dara® urging. Sheneverworeit in public. It would
draw disapproving stares. But when alone with Dara she
wore her yellow bandana with black polka-dots with
pride.

Thatnightthefour childrenhadcomedownwith a
terrible fever. Pilla@ stomach became bloated and re-
sembledhatof a Shamrafemaleexpectinga baby She
hadtrouble swallowingandcouldr® eatanything.Her
vibrant emerald green eyes lost their luster and turned
gray. Dara stayed with her friend day and night. She
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wiped Pilla@ face and forehead with a cool wet cloth.
When Pillawas awake Dararead to her. Daracould read
aswell asany seven year old Shamra, but when she read
aloud she stumbled over her words. Sick asshewasPilla
laughed as Dara tried to read to her, then groaned as
stomach pains wracked her body _

A doctorhadwhisperedo Pilla@ parentsafter ex-
aminingherfor thethird time. He hadgiven her medk
cine but it hadn® seemed to do any good. Dara had a
keen sense of hearing and could make out bits and pieces
of what the doctor said. While the adults talked Dara
dabbed Pilla@ face with a wet cloth and made believe
she heard nothing.

Must getthe fever downEtried all the rootsand
herbs| haveE nothing more| can doE she@in the hands
of the prophet©

* & o

Daraclosedonebookandpickedup anotherPilla
sowly shook her head. OrouQe reallyE terrible
atEreadingEaloud,OPilla said with dificulty.

Am not,ODara said, but she was smiling. My
mind just races past the words.

Q@n notE mocking you,OPilla said. Orour read-
ingE makes meE smileE makes me laugh. When
|Elaugh NO

Oroufeel sicketODarafinishedfor her GDkay, no
more reading.d just keep you compar®

Pillashook her head. Orou@e beenE fussingE over
me. You know | love youE for it. IE needE to rest.
AndE you need to getE someE freshE air. | knowE
youE hate being coopedE UpE indoors. MakesE
youE grouchy.OWith every word Pilla seemed to be
having more dficulty speaking.

@utNO Dara started.
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oeskE noE good toE watch meE sleep. Now
offEwithEyouEplease. O

Darahadleft herfriend only becausearguingwith
Pilla seemed to take so much out of her. She silently
promised herself to return in an hour

OnceoutsideDarahadseerntheGlimmer It wasan
insectaboutthe sizeof herhandwhenshemadea fist,
with four wingseachtwice aslongasDara3fingers.lts
wingswerethe color of rainbows.Darahadneverseen
anything so beautiful. When it flew the Glimmer@wings
seemed to glow like candles making its colors even more
vivid. And whenthesunpassedhroughthewingsit left
a path of wondrous colors for Dara to follow

When the first Shamra had come to this country
therehadbeenthousand®f Glimmers.Therehadbeen
far more Glimmers than Shamra so the stories passed
down went. Shamra with their long tongues and vora-
ciousappetitefor insectswould snapat a Glimmerand
swallow it whole. They were said to be particularly tasty.
Soon few remained. Most had been eaten by Shamra.
Others,it wasthought,hadfled the countryto whereit
wassafer In the holy booksit saidif a Shamracaught
oneof the few remainingGlimmershe wasentitledto
onewish. ThentheGlimmerhadto befreed.It wasnow
forbidden and bad luck to eat a Glimmer

Daradidn® chasethe Glimmerto fulfill anywish.
She didn®believe in Shamra superstitions like most chil-
dren and even many adults. Catch a Glimmer and awish
comestrue. Rubbish, Darathought. To catch a Glimmer,
though,meantDarawasthe equalof any male.Maybe
even better. So Dara chased the Glimmer into the
swamps heedless of her father@warnings. Soon, though,
the Glimmer flew upwardafter onefinal loop-de-loop,
thendisappearedarastoodwith hershortarmsonher
hips and stared above.
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Ot@ not fair,Oshe cried out aoud in frustration.
Orou can fly highinto the trees. No way | can catch what
| can@® reach. Play fair, Glimmer. At least give me a
chance.OStill, the Glimmer was nowhere to be seen.
Dara shrugged The chase had been invigorating and
Dara had a wonderful tale to tell Pilla. Sighing, Dara

turnedaroundandto makeherway out of the swamps.

With the sun overhead Dara walked north. Soon she
cameto threeforks in the path.Shecouldrdrecallhaw
ing seenthembefore All threewentnorth, but shedid-
n® know which would lead her out of the swamps.

Darareachednto herstomachpouchandtook out
her Bauble Tyler. All Shamra were given a Bauble on
their first birthday to use as an ornament or keep as a
pet.Baublesverebrownworm-like creaturesvith fifty
pair of tiny handsthatranthelengthof theirbody Dara
had been surprised when she found her Bauble could
talk. Baubles were considered docile but unintelligent
creatures. Decorations. Pets. Nothing more. Dara had
askedherBaublewhatsheshouldnameher, notexpect
ing an answer and her Bauble had spoken to her. Her
namewas Tyler, her Bauble said. All Baubles could talk,
Tyler told Dara, but most Shamra never bothered to
speakio their BaublesTyler wasoftenorneryandmost
definitely stubborn, but except for Pillathere was no one
Dara treasured more. Baubles lived far longer than
ShamraAt almostninety Tyler wasayoungadult. She
hadbeenthe pet of two other ShamrabeforeDaraand
Dara knew Tyler was wise. She was certain Tyler had
been to the swamps and could help lead her out.

Olyler, | think | may belost,ODaratold her Bauble,
which sheheldin herpalm.Q know | Gn headingn the
right direction, but which path to follow? That@ the
questionO

QAnd you wantmeto leadyou homeQTyler said,
soundingcranky Orou didn® heedyour fathei® warn
ings, did you and now ydde lostO
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O'here was a Glimmer,ODara said, as if that ex-
plained it all.

_Oroutalk somuchaboutbeingself-suficient. You
don@need anyone@ help. |Q@e heard you say that often,O
Tyler said. 0Now you haveyour first encountewith the
unknownandyou comerunningto me.YouQ®e justlike
other Shamra females. Helpldss.

GA\m notODarasaid.Q betyou don®knowhowto
get out of the swamps, do ydn?

Q don® have to_prove myself, child,OTyler said.
@ut if youlde afraidNO

OAm not,ODarasaid again. Q don®need your help.
| can find the way out without your hep.

CBuit yourseliQTyler said and remained silent.

Dara put Tyler on her shoulder and took the path
thatwentstraightahead Shedl showTyler. Showthem
all.

Soon Dara came to what looked like a creek of
mud. Odd, she thought, but didn® quite know why.
Someinnervoice warnedher not to crossthe mud, but
looking to herleft andright Daraknewshewould have
to go far out of herway to find_dry land. It would add
time to hertrip. Patiencevasr® one of Dara3 virtues.
Pilla hadtold herthatoftenwhenshetriedto teachDara
how to knit. A blanketor shawlshewasknitting would
soon begin to unravel when Dara ignored Pilla@ in-
structions Darawantedout of theswamprow, soshed
get her feet dirty and cross hehs.she moved forward
Tyler spoke.

QVhy did you stop@Tyler asked.

Qust thinking of any alternative to sloshing through
mudQDara said.

Nothing eIse@Terr asked.

QVhatareyou gettingatXDaraansweredlyler®
question with one of her own. When Tyler dldnCt)respond
DarashruggedQE| sensedlangeybutit wasjustmy
imaginationO
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OrouQ@e sure?0OTyler asked. Maybe you should
learn to trust your instincts.

Ot® just mud,0 Dara said, knowing she didn®
sound very convincing. There was something that had
stopped her from crossing, but what could it be? Dara
lookedaroundandfoundalong narrowbranchthathad
fallen from one of the trees. Staying clear of the mud she
brushed then slapped at the mud almost afoot in front of
her. Without warning a mouth emerged from the mud
with razor sharp teeth. Dara saw no eyes, no nose. It
wasrdevenahead.Justanenormousnouth.It snapped
thebranch severingt in half. Justasquickly themouth
disappeared back into the mud taking half the branch
with it.

QVhat was tha®@Dara asked.

Csomething that would have had you for dinner,O
Tyler said smugly

Orou knewODara saidQf | had crossedO

@But you didn®, child, did you. Learn to listen to
those instincts of yours. They won® often lead you
astray. Oh, and sometimes the shortest route isn® the
best to followWhat do you say to thaf?

Orhatl havea long walk to get aroundthatEthat
mud creaturé® .

Thedetourwasrndaslong asDarathought.As she
crossediry landandcontinuedhorthshebegarto feela
bit anxious. She was frustrated that she couldn®find her
way out of the swamp.Uncomfortabletoo. It washot
andsticky andtheair wasstale.Sweatdrippedfrom her
bandanaHer shirtwasalsowetwith perspiration Still,
it was a grand adventure and she had no doubt she(@
soon come to the swamp@ edge with fine tales to tell
Pilla.

Half anhouraftercrossingdry landDaracameto a
lake thatseemedo invite herto enter Shewas terribly
thirsty. And the stink from the swamp and sweat from
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her body madea swim enticing.Evenif the lake were
deepDarawasa goodswimmer And crossingthe lake
was far. more desirable than another detour. Still, she
couldn® see what lay beneath the surface of the shim-
mering waterDoubts gnawed at her

QVhat@ it to be?0 Tyler asked, startling Dara.
CCross or go around?

Oroule saying | shouldd crossQDara said.

'Q0n saying no such thing. Just wondering why
youQe hesitating,OTyler said. GCould it be you sense
danger®

B0 | should® crossPDara said.

QVhy not. You®e hot andthe waterlooks refresh
ing. YouQe thirsty and it looks delectab@Tyler said.

O'hen i3 safeQDara said.

id | saythat?Don® put wordsinto my mouthQ
Tyler said.

G50 what should | d&?Dara asked.

Tyler remained silent.

Grumbling to herself Daralooked around and found
a flat stone. She loved to skip stones into lakes that
aboundedn hercountry Shewasgood,too. If amale
could make a stone skip five times, with a flip of her
wrist Dara could make hers go six. She didn@ always
bestmales,but shebeatthemoften enoughtheyforgot
shewasafemaleandeagerlyaskecherto competewith
them. Now she skimmed a stone across the surface of
the lake. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
ninetimesit grazedthe surfaceof the waterrefusingto
be swallowed. And each time the rock touched the water
awhirlpool formedandbegarspinningfuriously. When
the stone hit for the ninth time, it@ energy spent, the
whirlpool thatappeareduckedherocklike hertongue
would flick an insect. .

Dara looked at Tyler. Ot could have sucked us
underOshe said.
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@Ddd, how somethingso beautifulcanbe so dan
gerousOTerr said.

Hmmm,O Dara said. (How come | feel 1@n at
school and yo@de my teache®

Tyler saidnothing.Daramadeherway aroundthe
lake.

Still later Daracameuponatreewith hugeberries
the sizeof herfist. Sherealizedshehadr® eatensince
breakfast and she was starving. She reached out for a
berry then quickly withdrew her hand.

Ot poisonous, right?Oshe asked Tyler. CBome-
thing that looks so goodust pose a thread

(PossiblyOTyler said.ADr it justmightbenourish
ment we could both uge.

@ut how am | to know®@Dara asked.

(How indeedQTyler said,offeringno advice,Dara
noticed.

Orou really can be apain, Tyler,ODarasaid. Q@nto
figure thisoneoutfor myselfOWhenTyler saidnothing
Daramumbledunderher breath satbeneatha treeand
considered the problem. CFine, Oshefindl ly saidto Tyler.
OdQ just sit hereandwait for anothercreatureto come
along.If it ignoresthe fruit, it mustbe poisonouslf it
feasts on it, so shall we.

Instead of aresponsesheheard Tyler snoring.Q do
all thework andyou sleepQshesaid,shakingherhead,
but shewasproudof herself.Shehadfounda solution.
Now the hard part. Patience.

Daramusthavedozed.Shewasstartledawakeby
a slurping sound. There chompingN not nibbling, but
taking mammoth bitesN was a spidery insect with
twelve long spindly legsanda small head.lt@ chubby
body was all out of proportion to its head. It stretched
its mouthandswallowedanentireberrythatwasasbig
asits wholebody Theslurpingnoiseshehadheardwas
the creature chewing the berry

12

G(ximmto"

Qt@notpoisonousdDaracriedout, greedilygrab
bing half-a-dozen berrie€/ou had m&lO

Be cautious,O Tyler interrupted her. ONothing
couldlive in theswampsf everythingwasdeadlyOShe
seemedboutto goon, butDaratoreaberryin half and
gave it to her Bauble. When she had finished it he re-
sumed talking. OThe key for someone who does so much
without first thinking is to be war§

Q.ook before you leap,ODara said, repeating a
warning of Pilld3 father

e aybethere@ hope for you yet,OTyler said, and as
a reward was given another portion of a herry

Her stomacHull Darabeganwalking with newre-
solve.A bit of fear gnawedat her thoughshed sooner
jump into the lake with the whirlpools that admit it to
Tyler. She knew she was headed in the right direction,
butsheshouldhaveemepedfrom theswamplong ago.
She had no idea where she had failed and was not yet
desperatenoughto pleadfor Tyler@ help.Her resolve
crumbled when forty-five minutes later she passed by

the very same bush of berries she had feasted upon ear

lier. Hungry and thirsty she angrily grabbed another
handfulof berries,thensatunderthe treeshehadear
lier.

Q dor® understanchhesa|d feelingdejected O
traveled north, butwentin acircle. [t@ bedark soonEOQ
she said, hoping Tyler, who was eating a berry, would
offer a suggestion.

Clemg up'OTerrﬂnaIIy askedwhenshehadfin-
ished.CBwamii3 got you bdfed 0

QWho saysl n giving upDaraasked notknow-
ing why she refused to admit her misgivingdyter.

CBtubborn child,O Tyler said. Orhere® nothing
wrong asking for hel@

QVho say8lO
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Never mind,OTyler interrupted. QGn sure youd
work it out by yourself. Me,dl napO

No | won®,ODarasaid,scarcelyaboveawhisper
OAt least not before dark. | don® mind spending the
night here,ODaraquickly added, Qout PillaS parents will
be worried.OSince her parents had died Pilla@ family
had taken her in. QAnd Pilla will wonder why | didn®
return. Shecar® be worrying aboutme, sick assheis.
So, wise one, tell me how to get out of this wretched
pIaceO

Orhat | wor®doOTyler said.

Orou®e maddening)Darayelled at her Orou get
me to ask for your help then refuséit.

Orou didn® let me finish,OTyler said. Orou with
your quick tongue.| won®leadyou out of the swamps,
though | could easily. What | will do isteach youto fend
for yourselfO

Orou(e enjoying this, aren®you, Tyler,ODara said.
TylerremainedsilentandDaralaughed 0@ hateyou if
| didn®love you so much. So, what am | to @o?

Forthe nexttwentymlnutesTerr explained Each
time Daraprotesteddr askeda questionTyler grumpily
wamed her to do asshe wastold or find her own way
out of the swamps. Dara wasfinally too tiredto argue
and followedTyler@ instructions.

Darawasto closehereyesandlistento thesounds
aroundher, sayingeachoutloud for Tyler. At first Dara
had no trouble. The swamp was filled with sounds. Soon,
though she thought s@kgotten them alll.

O'here are far more, silly child,OTyler said. Quisten.
Really listenO

Darawassurprisedtherewere soundsshehadig-
nored. Each time she thought there were no more she
heardanother Shewasso excitedat her discoveryshe
almostforgotshewaslost. Shehadneverreally listened
to all aroundher. BeforeshefinishedTyler stoppedher.
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(Dkay, now you haveto rid yourselfof all of these
sounds until you hear one you recognize as coming from
afarm or village outside the swamp,OTyler told her. Ot@
there beneattall the soundsyou®e now hearinglmag
ine usi ng your tongue and swallowing up each of the
sounds like it was an inseCt.

Darasaid each sound aloud and actually flicked out
hertongueto snarethe soundso shecould hearothers.
She had rid herself of more than two dozen when she

heard something she recognized far from the swamps.

€] hearafarmerhammeringon afenceQDarasaid,
excitedly opening her eyes and lookingTater.

O'ook you long enouglTyler said.

GGrouch,ODara answered. She got up walked in to-
wards the direction of the sound that now sounded so
clearwith the otherstuckedwithin her In no morethan
ten minutes she was out of the swamps.

ONhat an adventure,ODara said, looking upon a
farm she recognized as being a mile or so from where
Pilla lived. Standingwith her backto the mouthof the
swampDaraheardabuzzingsoundandwasastonished
to see the Glimmer pass over her head, do aloop-de-loop
thendropto the ground.It lookedat Darawith big sad
eyes. It was breathing heavily

QWhat( wrong with you?ODara asked aloud and
gently lifted the Glimmerandputit in the palm of her
hand.Unlike Tyler the Glimmer didn® answer Shedid
flap one of her wings and Dara saw what was amiss.
Therewasa gooeytar-like substancen the wing. (50
that@ your problem,ODara said to the Glimmer. Orou
can’t fly straight. It must be difficult just to fly.OWith
her stubby fingers Dara plucked off the sticky mess.
Thenwith hernailsshegentlyremovedwvhatremained.
Shelifted her palm and the Glimmer flew off, purposely
doing one last loop-de-loop, as if thanking Dara, then
flew away. Darano longer had adesireto catchit. She(@d
had enough adventures for the day
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QVhat did you wish for@Tyler asked.

Q didn®ODara said.

Ghilly child. You catch a Glimmer, you make a
wish OTyler said.

Not that it would come true,ODara said. GGlim-
mers are beautiful creatures, but they®e not magical.
Even if that nonsense were true | dimerit a wishO

Orou caught the GlimmgdTyler said.

Q did no such thing. It was injured. It fell at my
feet.A wish if it were possible must be earr@d.

HmmmQOTyler said.Not sosilly afterall. But, if
you couldhavemadea wish whatwould it havebeen’D

Csimple,O Dara said, without hesitation. Orhat
PillaEPilla and the others recoved

O\ shame you did makethar wish OTyler said.

QHush now,0 Dara said, but she gently stroked
Tyler@flat head somethlngsheknewgaveher Bauble
much pleasure.

Daraarrivedat Pilla@ just beforesunsetShewas
surprised to see Pillasitting up in bed sipping saup from
a bowl. Her stomach was no longer bloated. Her eyes
were once again vibrant.

id | walk into the wrong room?ODara asked. Be-
fore Pilla could answer Dara rushed to her friend and
gave Pillaahug. She wasrewarded with aradiant smile,
something that set Pillaapart from al other Shamrachil-
dren.

QNatch the sou@Pilla said.Q®n famishedO

QVhen? How®Dara stammered.

Pilla shrugged. Q\bout an hour ago,Oshe said.
(How?! havenoidea.After | napped awokestill feek
ing miserable. Then just like that | was hungry. My stom-
achwasr®bulging. Theheadachevasgone.lt waslike
| hadr® beensick atall. It musthavebeenthe herbs.It
just took longerto work thanthe doctorthoughtOShe
began eating again. O never knew food could taste so
goodQOshe said between spoonfis.
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QAnd the othergdDara asked.

OrheyQe recovered, too. The doctor was by just be-
foreyou came. Hewas actually at Nella@house when he
began to fedl better. So, what did you do while | was nap-
ping?OPilla asked.

Dara was about to tell her when something at the
window caught her eye. A Glimmer. Was it her Glim-
mer, shewondered?t hadbeenhoveringin theair out-
side Pilla@ window. Whenit sawDarait turned,did a
|oop-de-loop and flew away. Darasmiled. Her Glimmer.

CBo, tell me what you did¥Pilla asked again.

CPractlcedreadlngaloudODaraansweredandthe
two of themlaughedWatchingthe Glimmerdisappear
into the sunset Dara didn@know why, but she decided to
keep this one adventure from her best friend.

The End
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