
 



EXCERPT FROM “SYKAR THE VOLKROG” 

CHAPTER 2 (SYKAR MEETS A CHIMERA) 

 

Sykar sat beside the flowing water and howled.  The location looked exactly as his father shown 

him. 

“Good,” Papa said.  “You arrived earlier than I anticipated.” 

“Where do I go now?” Sykar chased his tale as he waited for his father’s response. 

“The cliff-face serves as the northern boundary of our clan’s territory.  Promise me that you will 

never leave our territory unless you are accompanied by either your mother or I.” 

“Why?” Sykar asked. 

“Our clan patrols our borders very carefully.  No magical creatures enter our territory 

unannounced, and most natural animals avoid our lands.  Within our territory, you are safe to explore to 

your heart’s content.” 

“Really?” Sykar asked. 

“Really, our family takes the safety of our children very seriously, and we make sure that our 

territory is always safe for you to play and explore.” 

“What lives on the outside our territory?” Sykar asked. 

“Many different creatures, some are natural, like the rabbit and the wolf.  Others are magical, like 

us.  Some are dangerous and will try to kill you, most are kind and friendly.” 

“How do I tell the difference?” Sykar asked. 

“Magical creatures will respond when you talk to them mind-to-mind.  Dangerous creatures will try 

to kill you, and you will have to use your magic to protect yourself.” 

“How will I know how to protect myself?” 

“I will teach you all you need to know, but right now I need to follow the stream of water to the 

south, to the shores of the lake,” Papa replied. 

“Where you are?” Sykar asked. 

“For now.” 

Sykar followed the edge of the water into the forest and away from rocky mountainside. 



At first he examined every tree and plant he passed, filled with wonder and awe at the beauty of 

his clan’s territory.  After a little while, everything looked the same and he got bored.  He started to race 

leaves and sticks floating down the stream. 

“Why does the water flow so slowly?” Sykar asked. 

“The stream flows so slowly because it winds its way to lake, whereas the river cuts a path 

through the forest to the lake to reach the water as fast possible.” 

Sykar saw in his mind’s eye the image of a large body of water racing downhill.  He shook his 

head and looked at the little stream beside him.  It was narrow enough that he could easily jump across.   

“How do we cross rivers?” Sykar asked. 

Before his father could reply, Sykar heard a shrill cry in the air.  He stopped running, and hid 

under a bush. 

“What was that?” Sykar asked. 

“What are you talking about Sykar?  Are you afraid of the river?” 

“No, that sound.” 

“What sound, son?” 

Sykar thought about the sound, and replayed it to his father the best he could.  As he did so, the 

shrill cry filled the air a second time. 

“That sounds to me like a baby chimera,” Papa replied.  “Can you go to it?  I want you to see if it 

is hurt, and talk to it.  The baby’s mother is with your uncle, and they are searching for it.” 

“What is a chimera?” Sykar asked. 

“You will see it when you find it,” Papa replied. 

“How did a chimera enter our territory?” Sykar asked. 

“His family was hunting across the stream, when the baby jumped across and ran into the forest,” 

Papa replied. 

“How do I find it?” Sykar asked. 

“Scent and emotions,” Papa replied.  He imagined the scent of a chimera so Sykar could 

recognize it.  “Search for scared emotions.  The baby is alone, and probably afraid.  From the sounds of 

it, it might even be hurt.” 



“How do I do that?” Sykar asked. 

“It is the same thing as reaching out for me or your mother, and conjuring an image beside us.” 

Sykar nodded.  He and his parents had practiced that skill quite a few times. 

At first he could not feel or smell anything, so he followed the sound the cry as best he 

could.  After a taking a few steps in the direction of the repeated cry, or what he thought was the direction 

of the sound the thick forest trees made it difficult to be certain, he caught a faint scent on the air.  He 

followed the scent and reached out with his feelings. 

He felt fear and sadness.  He knew the emotions were not his own, and as he followed the 

emotions, the scent of the chimera grew stronger. 

Sykar howled, “It’s working, Papa, I can feel him.” 

“You need to be quiet Sykar. I think your howl scared the baby,” Papa firmly replied. 

Sykar followed the scent, and focused on the baby’s emotions. 

Suddenly his horn began to glow, illuminating the underbrush.  Sykar jumped, startled by the light 

of his horn.  He could still smell the baby, and feel the baby’s emotions, but the baby’s cries had 

ceased.  He slowly approached the chimera.  He could feel the baby.  He could not describe how he 

knew, but he knew the baby was on the opposite side of the tree trunk from where he now stood.   

Sykar peaked around the trunk of the tree, and yelped. 

He faced a massive creature with three heads.  The head facing him was that of a giant feline, 

larger than a bobcat or lynx.  Where a feline’s tail would be, was the head of snake.  A large goat head 

shot out of the beast’s back.  All three heads focused on something on the ground, near at their feet. 

Sykar’s horn stopped glowing, and the large creature vanished. The shrill cry resumed as soon as 

the creature vanished.   

The volkrog pup approached the crying baby.  A miniature version of the three-headed creature 

lay in a heap on the ground, caught in a strange looking contraption with rocks tied around the 

edges.  The body of the chimera was as large as Sykar.  It fought against the contraception, but the 

harder it fought to free itself, the more tied up chimera became. 

“What is it caught in?” Sykar asked his Papa. 



“One of the traps our clan uses to catch food,” Papa replied.  “This is a weighted net.  It is not as 

effective as a snare for catching rabbits, but it has its purposes.” 

“Who do I move the net?” Sykar asked, showing his father a picture of what he saw. 

“First, you need to help the baby free its snake and goat heads.  Then you need to use your horn 

to lift the net away from the baby.” 

Sykar approached the chimera. 

The lion head, the only one able to move, turned to look at Sykar. 

“It is alright,” Sykar thought, looking into the eye of the lion.  “I am here to help you.” 

“Who are you?” three different voices in his head asked the same question at the same time. 

“I am Sykar,” he replied.  “Who are you?” 

“We are called ‘Blesk,’” the three voices replied. 

“Blesk, first I am going to help you free your snake-head,” Sykar said. 

“You are not going to kill us and eat us?” Blesk asked. 

“No, I am a volkrog, and we do not harm non-magical creatures,” Sykar replied. 

Sykar approached the snake-head, but it hissed at him.  Sykar jumped back, and thought for a 

moment.  He reached out with his feelings, and his horn began to glow.  The same adult chimera image 

appeared, and focused on Blesk. 

Blesk relaxed. 

“You know it is only an image,” Sykar said. 

“Yes, but mothers image soothes us,” Blesk replied. 

Sykar approached the snakehead of the chimera, and it let him.  The volkrog pushed and guided 

the snake around the net with his front paws, pushing and holding steady as necessary.  The scales of 

the snake felt slimy to his paws.  At length the snake-head was free.  Next Sykar approached the goat-

head.  He held onto net with his teeth and tried lifting it over the goat head.  The head got stuck in the net, 

and Sykar pushed down on the head goat with a free front paw.  Sykar pushed down on the head, and 

Blesk tried to move around the net to make it easier to get free.  The goat-head eventually freed, after a 

hard push from Sykar. 

“You hurt us,” Blesk said. 



“I am sorry but if you hold still I will try to move the net,” Sykar said.  “Now what Papa?” 

“Focus on the net.  Imagine the net lifting into the air,” Papa replied. 

Sykar did so, he concentrated hard on the net.  His horn glowed, and the net began to lift into the 

air.  Blesk cried out, he lifted into the air as well.  One of his paws a caught in the net.  Sykar did not know 

what to do.  He shook the net in his mind, and the net responded.  Blesk cried out as he was flung from 

side to side.  Sykar imagined the net taut, and the net replied.  Sykar heard a snap, and sharp scream 

from Blesk before he realized his mistake.  Sykar imagined the net slack, and the net responded.  Blesk 

fell to the ground with a thud.  Sykar moved the net away from his new friend, and let it fall safely behind 

them. 

“Papa, what do I do now?  I heard a large snap, and Blesk started crying,” Sykar called out. 

“Heal him, son,” Papa replied. 

“How?”  

“Feel his pain, imagine what it would be like without the pain, and touch him with your horn,” Papa 

replied.   

Sykar did his best to follow his father’s instructions.  His horn glowed brighter than before, and it 

started to feel hot.  Sykar was afraid, but his father said he had to touch Blesk with his horn. 

“Hold still,” Sykar told his new friend. 

“That will not be a problem for us,” Blesk replied. 

Sykar’s horn touched Blesk’s body, and the light of the horn entered Blesk.  Once the horns light 

had died away, Sykar stepped away from Blesk. 

Blesk stood up and walked around.   

“We feel better, even the burns from the trap are gone,” Blesk said. 

Sykar smiled. 

“I am proud of you, son,” Papa said in his mind.  “Now howl, so I know where to find you.” 

Sykar sat back on his haunches and howled.  It was his strongest howl.  The howl echoed off the 

trees, and resounded in the forest long after he stopped. 

“Howl three times in succession, it will help us locate you.” 

He did as asked. 



“Thank you, son.  Now, can you wait with your new friend until help arrives?” 

“Okay,” Sykar said. 

Sykar turned to Blesk, “Do you want to play a game while we wait?” 

“Would you like to play Hide and Seek?” Blesk asked. 

“Sure, how do you play?” Sykar asked. 

“I count to ten, you hide, and I come and find you.” 

“Sure,” Sykar said.  “But we need to stay close by.” 

“So hide somewhere nearby,” Blesk replied. 

All three of his heads turned to the tree, he closed all six of his eyes, and counted. 

Sykar ran under a bush and waited. 

As soon as Blesk said ‘ten,’ he sniffed the air and ran straight for Sykar’s hiding place. 

“It’s more fun when you do not have to stay so close,” Blesk said. 

“My turn,” Sykar said.  But before he could start counting, a large chimera approached them, 

accompanied by a jet-black volkrog. 

“Hello Sykar,” the volkrog said to him. 

“Hi, Uncle,” Sykar replied.  “This is my new friend, Blesk.” 

“I know, and thank you for finding him.  Your three howls were very helpful.” 

Blesk ran to his mother, and climbed up her back, snuggling against the neck of her goat-head. 

The chimera’s lion head turned to Sykar, “Thank you for helping our son, Sykar.” 

“You are very welcome,” Sykar replied to the three-voiced chimera.  Sykar turned to Blesk, “Bye 

Blesk, maybe when you come back we can play Hide and Seek again.” 

“You bet,” Blesk replied. 

“Sykar, stay here and see what your dad wants you to do now.  It is getting late,” and with that 

Blesk, his mother, and Sykar’s uncle went back into the forest. 

 


