Graldnashga Fralembal Tay
Katelynn Paape

This is the Elvish phrase from the Rnashal Clan, Clan of the Silver Crows, from the Ancient Blackwood Forest of Klashalen, border to the Dwarf Kingdom of Rademdon, buried deep in the Dragon Mountains, that translates to “I Am Not a Tutor.”
I adopt this phrase, for as the elves, I do not view myself as a tutor. I am a healer, I am a priest, I am a scholar, but in no part of me am I a tutor. If you should observe me in secret, you would know that this is no polite deception on my part to extend a friendly alliance. If you should murmur the ancient words of the language of That Which is Not Spoken, and became a fly on my wall hidden in the darkest corner of the darkest shadow so as not to be perceived by my cat-like eyes, you would see me in my cave. It is here you would find me bent aptly over my work crafting a vase of words on paper, with which to fill with my readers’ hopes, dreams, despairs, and fury. It is the fury that I selfishly admit I amble to collect the most.  If I can leave my readers infuriated at the end of my piece, weaving curses and diseases into a thorny crown to place upon my head—I am elated. For I have reached out and touched my reader where their core and heart lie, stroking the intimate piece of us humans that we so often bar others from seeing, let alone affecting. It is through this caress that I have reminded them the passions of life, and have ensured myself immortality in the blackness of their hearts. I am even more pleased when, after venting their hatred upon me, they can stop and reflect on what I have done, forgive me, and appreciate my efforts. Then we have formed a kinship, from which I would gladly extend them invitation to be adopted into my clan. 
Have I spell-casted you? Have I left you confused? Then allow me to shed some light. I am by trade a story teller. By nature I work with ’57 learners, with whom Bobbi and Mo shall acquaint you. These are a special lot, for they are jewels presented to you to have and to cherish. You will not learn much about them, and you will be given very few tools to work with them. It is up to you to craft your forge to polish these geodes, chipping at their outer surface until they themselves can see the sparkling light. This shall be your greatest reward. But as all smiths have a master with whom they apprentice, allow me to be yours. (If you meet me in person, I would advise you to refrain from calling me Master, as you may startle those around you.)
The art of storytelling is to be creative. Unfortunately, as you may or may not know, this is a seldom practiced art in our society and is often either left unpolished or is repressed all together. It is all at once easy and not easy to be creative. But be wary, for the one who expects his pupil to demonstrate the skills that the teacher does not possess shall be disappointed indeed. You must fortify and skill yourself, if only to earn the respect your pupil shall give you, and then to teach them the knowledge they shall avidly seek from you. And here is your first lesson:
Alija, or “Read.” All writing is merely a new version of what has come before it. Therefore you must know what has come before your work to dictate what your work shall be. But do not only read that which you are interested in, but that which you have never considered before. It is a fool that cannot find a book in any subject that he may find an interest in. Have you never heard of a western romance novel between a detective and a sailor in which aliens were invading the earth? Then you have neglected your duties to your library to plunder its shelves. 
Balaf, or “Know.” Know what you know and do not question it. Knowledge is the power to make or to break war, and as such should not be wishy-washy. While you take into account the knowledge you do possess, consider the knowledge that you do not. Do not be false and deceptive with yourself. Rather consider what you might do to arm yourself further to battle with wits and words. 
Draguna, or “Drift.” This is the surface meaning for this Elvish word, but it holds a more embodied connotation. Draguna, in its true spirit, means to open oneself and to let all parts permeate and diffuse through oneself like flowing water or like dancing air. The ancient trees of Klashalen are a fit example of this. Rooted in sturdy soil, they have stayed the wildest of winter tempests and the calmest of spring days. They have bleached bark, having stood through each morn and witch’s hour for nigh on a thousand years. All they have seen is apart of them—embedded in their gnarly limbs, pressed into their layered trunk. So it should be with you. Let the scars and kisses of each day mold you and be stored in your ever growing storehouse of balaf. It is through this openness that an author may commune with his reader and be fully understood as if he was part of the reader’s flesh.
And lastly, halika, or “to Imagine.” Again, halika goes farther then its surface meaning. The true connotation of Halika is to be different, to be odd. Or, as mortals put it, to “think outside the box.” Although it is true that writing is not original, it is highly prized to be the writer who can come up with something new, or a new way of looking at things. As hard as this is to do, and though it may take a lifetime to accomplish, it is well worth the effort. It is this part of tutoring that has no guidebook, for a different book would have to be published for every existing mind. But to start you on your journey, I offer you some prompts that I have created:
If a monster walked up to you and decided it wanted to eat your soul—What would your soul   taste like? Why?
If you had to be inflicted with any disease in the world—What would it be and why?
If, as Shakespeare says, “All the world is a stage and we are merely players on it,” What player are you and why?
If you could be a magnet, what would you be and why?
If you could have lived through any age of the world, which one would you choose and why? 
Note that an answer is not enough, for it is never enough. Any person can list an answer. It is the creative soul who can provide the thorough and complete explanation to the answer that whisks the reader with them into the creative parallel. 
If you can emulate these steps, you will be on a successful start to being a tutor (should you like to call yourself one the word is Trutora). Be assured that there is much more to being a tutor, but alas you will have to discover this for yourselves. After all, what would be the point of a journey if you already knew all the steps, all the twists and turns in the road? I shall therefore keep the rest of my secrets to myself, though if you seek me out and greet me with the proper Elvish greeting (see Eragon by Christopher Paolini), I may be persuaded to divulge more. Cookies always help in this matter. Or Milky Ways, astrological or candy. Until then I leave you with this tease—there is a secret about the library that many do not know, a secret that will allow you to subject it to your wildest whims like a genie.  And to sign off I toast you—you, our next generation.  
