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Chapter 1 – Light in Silvinesh
Alentia stands, gazing out at Silvinesh, thinking how magical the ancient city looks under a blanket of fresh white snow. The sparkling powder, somehow, purified everything, and cleansed the world from all its darkness. Even at night, the glow of light it reflects from the moonlit sky makes it easy to see the fountain area below her window, and the giant oak trees glisten with a thick film of ice.
The wide-eyed elvin woman stands, staring out of her grandfather’s bedroom that she has taken as her own with her love Erik, at least for now, until the old wizard returns home. Six long months have passed, since she escaped the Ever-Night Realm with Erik’s help, and no sign of Christopher, Steven, or the old wizard, has yet to surface. The silver tube, containing her grandfather’s Last Will and Testament, remains magically sealed, and she can only hope that the trio of friends are all still safe and alive, somewhere, down below, within the dark depths of the Ever-Night Realm.
Alentia sighs and Erik begins to stir in the bed behind her. “Are you alright Alentia?” He whispers, while only half awake, then stretches and yawns, as he comes to his senses. Erik knows it is still the middle of the night, and can sense what is troubling the beautiful blond haired elvin woman. He stands up; placing both of his hands on her silky smooth shoulders, and gently rubs them. Alentia closes her pale violet eyes, and Erik’s touch almost makes her melt. After a few minutes of soothing message, she turns, and kisses him passionately, pressing herself up against his warm muscular body. She looks deep into his piercing blue eyes, and tries to explain.
“I can’t sleep again. I’m so sorry Erik.” He gives Alentia his special smile, forgiving her, for what is truly out of her control, knowing it is more than the thoughts of her grandfather that have changed her sleeping patterns over the past few weeks.
“It’s okay Alentia. I know exactly what you are going through. My dark elvin heritage has made it very difficult for me to adjust to sleeping at night and being up during the day. My children must be having the same effect on you, as well.” She smiles, knowing Erik must be right. His hand slips down to her belly, which has grown considerably over the past few months. He hears the children calling to him, with their feelings of love and joy, for both of the young elvin parents.
“Do you hear them calling Erik?” He smiles, with fatherly love, and nods to her. As the two children have grown, their telepathic abilities are making their thoughts become ever so clear. At first, they were as one, but now, each has their own little voice, and both Erik and Alentia can tell exactly which child is sharing their feelings with them.
“Katrina is very happy tonight, and William is just being quiet, listening to my open thoughts.” Alentia twirls her strand of silvery hair for a moment, and turns back to the frosted window. There will be no way for her to sleep tonight, or any night, until the children are finally born. This change in her behavior is already raising some concerns amongst the other White Wizards. To avoid the elves from delving into her personal life, she has simply told them all that her back aches, and that she cannot sleep well at night anymore, explaining why she needs to nap during the day. So far, they have all believed her story, but a few rumors have begun to surface, hinting at the fact that the pregnancy between the two young lovers is not natural conception, in the normal sense. Many are becoming weary around Alentia and Erik, because of these suspicions. Rumors of dark magic being conjured, is also among the gossip surrounding the two innocent lovers.
“Going to the library again tonight?” Alentia turns back to Erik, and smiles. He knows that she longs to continue her studies, for answers about the golden chests within the Plane of Fire. Something about them had caught her attention when they had come across them, and now, she has become obsessed with unlocking the mystery behind the strange anomaly.
“Do you mind Erik? I won’t be able to sleep anyways, so I thought I would sit down with a few of the books from the library, and do some more research.” Erik kisses her on the forehead, and slips back under the thick woolen blankets. His tan brown skin has turned to gooseflesh and he shivers in the soft elvin bed.
“Goodnight my dear, and I’ll see you at breakfast, okay?” Alentia winks at the sleepy dark elvin man, and slips her white, silver lined cloak, up over her shoulders. Quietly, the young elvin woman closes the tall oak door behind her, and makes her way through the cold dark passageways of the White Tower, following the rows of flickering torches, burning with magical blue fire. She enters the quiet of the ancient library, and walks over to the Tome of White Wizardry, resting upon the cherry pedestal in the centre of the room. She closes the thick silvery bound text, and lifts it from the stand that has held it for over a thousand years, ever since being gifted to the Silvinesh elves.
Alentia stares at the endless rows of dusty old tomes and remembers her years of study in this quiet place. She looks down at the wondrous tome of magic and knows that it is the last she will need to master. “Teleportaetus!” Alentia conjures, and both she and the ancient tome, dematerialize from the library. Moments later, Alentia reappears within the Great Hall, in front of the flickering fireplace. She rests the heavy silver book on her favorite cushioned chair, where her grandfather had once sat for countless hours during many long winter nights, studying the ancient text, just as she is about to do. Alentia reaches down, and places three pieces of split maple into the fireplace. She stirs the coals with the black poker from the side of the mantle, until the mass of smothering wood all ignites into bright orange flame.
Alentia wraps her cloak snugly around her tiny elvin frame, and picks up the old text. She plops herself comfortably into the cushioned chair and sighs with relief to be off her frozen feet. She curls her legs up under the silver lined cloak and wraps her exposed toes in the warm white linens. The eager young elvin woman quickly opens the magical tome to the section describing the Plane of Fire. She had read these passages, several times before in the previous nights she spent awake here in the Great Hall. In all that time, she had learned very little, but felt like she must have missed something. Some of the extremely vague passages, recorded in the Tome of White Wizardry, stated that the three golden chests held powerful magic, locked away hundreds of years ago, by the White Wizards of the Crystal Mountains. The reasons for doing this are a mystery, simply not recorded in the ancient tome and if Alentia knew anything about elvin history, they must have done this intentionally. Wizard lock spells placed upon each chest ensured that only the keeper could one day reopen them.
“Who is this keeper, and what are in those golden chests?” Alentia whispers to herself, within the quiet of the Great Hall. She had found no other mention of this riddle within the Tome of White Wizardry as to why, or even when this was all done, but only that someday, the keeper will release what is bound within, and a terrible threat will descend upon their world, as it had once before. Alentia begins flipping through several more pages, hell bent on finding out who this keeper may be, and also, to learn what is sealed within the three mysterious golden chests. Her curiosity is peaked and this mystery has kept her busy, and her mind focused on finding the answers to this riddle, and away from the worry she has for her grandfather and the two lost friends that are with him, somewhere, down in the depths of the Ever-Night Realm.
Tonight is the coldest night Silvinesh has felt all winter. Alentia continually loads the dry maple into the fireplace, as she reads on throughout the long cold night. She leafs through the many pages of the ancient text, relentlessly searching for answers to her newfound passion. After hours of endless study, a ray of gold on the horizon catches her eye, drawing it away from the silvery tome. She welcomes morning’s first light, as it breaks through the stain glass windows along the eastern wall. The others will be awake soon, and she has to return the Tome of White Wizardry to the library, before anyone notices it has gone missing. In her boredom, she had created a new and clever way to put the book back, and used her newfound magic every night to do so, without leaving the comforting warmth of the fire and her grandfather’s favorite cushioned chair.
“Returnaetus!” Alentia commands the Tome of White Wizardry, and it suddenly glows a brilliant blue hue upon her reciting of the magical incantation. The thick silvery book, lifts from out of her hands, floating under its own magical will, making its way back to the library, just as she has asked it to do, like every evening since her insomnia began. The elvin woman smiles at her ingenuity, and thinks how much easier it would be if she could find a way to instruct the book to come to her when she needed it. That would be a bit trickier to figure out, unless she always asked for it in the same place. It was like teaching a child where to go, but unless it knew where home already was, it could become lost, losing its sense of direction.
“Perhaps some other time?” Alentia whispers to herself, and sits back in the comfort of the cushioned chair, while staring up at the beautiful rays of golden sunlight, streaming in through the stain-glassed windows. She closes her tired, pale violet eyes for a second, and drifts off into silent slumber. What seems like mere seconds later, to the tired young wizard, is several hours, and she is startled when Erik gently nudges her shoulder to wake her from a deep sleep. She looks up at her love and smiles, realizing where she is, and that she must have dosed off.
“I fell asleep again, didn’t I? Sorry my love, I don’t mean to leave you like this every night, but I have to keep my mind busy.” Erik understands Alentia`s need to keep from dwelling on what she has no power over, and instead, focus on something unrelated to her grandfather and their two lost friends. He helps Alentia up from the chair, and the two make their way over to where Alentia’s father Warren and mother Jacqueline, are already starting to have breakfast.
“Couldn’t sleep again my dear Alentia?” Jacqueline asks, with a maternal worry for her young daughter. Alentia nods, and sits in her favorite high back chair, beside Erik.
“It has been over a week of this. Maybe you should have the healers look at you, my dear Alentia. They have potions that can help you sleep and cure this ailment.” Alentia looks up at her father Warren, in disapproval.
“I can’t use potions father! I’m pregnant, remember?” Alentia casts an angry scowl at her father, who can’t help but grin back.
“Oh are you, I hadn’t noticed!” Alentia begins to giggle at her father’s sarcasm, realizing his humor and how easily annoyed she has become.
“I’m sorry father. I really didn’t mean to be so grumpy with you. It’s just that I’m starting to feel the toll that the children are having on my mind, as well as body.” Warren looks over with fatherly love for his beautiful daughter, and knows just how much of a change this is for her. Normally, Alentia would be involved in every aspect of Silvinesh life, but lately, because of her peculiar sleeping routine, she has missed meetings of the Council of Nine, and this in itself, has made her feel out of touch with her friends and family, quite alone and out of the loop.
“Will you be able to join us this afternoon Alentia?” Jacqueline asks her daughter.
Alentia thinks about it for a moment before answering. “Maybe late afternoon . . . is that okay mother?” Jacqueline nods, wanting her daughter to be a part of the important meeting scheduled for today.
“That’s fine Alentia. We’ll postpone the Joining of the Nine until later today, and start having our meetings in the late afternoons instead of in the morning, at least until you are feeling better.” Everyone knows what Jacqueline means by feeling better. They all know that this insomnia will likely continue on, for many more months to come, until at last, the two precious children are born into the world of Silvinesh.
“All the Council is to meet then?” Alentia is hopeful that she will finally hear an update on what the White Wizards have already learned of her grandfather. Several groups are away, exploring the four corners of the vast realms outside of Silvinesh, searching vigilantly for another way down into the Ever-Night Realm. Rumors from distant places, have spoken of encounters with their dark elvin cousins, but these places are hundreds of miles away, some unreachable in the cold of winter. It is uncertain, just how large the Ever-Night Realm truly is, and there is no way to know if any of the stories are factual, or simply another myth.
“Yes, they will all meet here, later this afternoon, and will bring news about what they have learned since our last meeting, over a month ago.” Warren is as hopeful as Alentia that one of the White Wizards may have some good news for once, but feels that he shouldn’t place too much hope in these findings. Likely, all that today’s meeting will be, is to answer the questions, whether or not any truth to the stories from the outer realms have been resolved, and which leads are not worth pursuing any further.
A servant girl walks into the Great Hall, and places a plate filled with cut fruit, and freshly baked elvin bread, in front of Alentia. Her stomach makes an approving rumble, and she turns crimson from embarrassment. The golden haired elvin servant girl giggles, and Alentia can’t help but smile back at her, knowing that it had been quite humorous.
“The children are hungry this morning, excuse me!” Everyone at the table chuckles at the innocent remarks, and proceed to split the light breakfast amongst them. Alentia quickly gobbles down the delicious breakfast, and grows quite tired once she has finished. The contented young woman stretches and yawns, after pushing her empty plate away, barely able to keep her pale violet eyes open any longer.
“Heading off to bed, my love?” Erik asks, and can see the fatigue in the elvin beauty’s weary face.
“I think so. If anything, I need to get a few hours of sleep before the meeting later this afternoon. Mom, can you come and get me up, just before it starts? That way, I can freshen up for the Council meeting before hand. I’m worried I’ll sleep right through until supper, if you don’t.” Jacqueline stands, and places her arms lovingly around her tired young daughter.
“Of course I can my dear, now go, and get some rest Alentia. You need your sleep, so my two grandchildren will be healthy and strong when they are born.” Alentia kisses her mother, father and Erik, before leaving from the Great Hall, disappearing down the long narrow passageways towards her grandfather’s bedroom.
Warren turns to his son in-law to be with a smile on his face. “So Erik, are you ready for your first test of might, slated for later today?” The young dark skinned elf looks up at Warren, and swallows hard. He knows that almost every White Wizard so far this year, has failed to pass his or her trials of might, and he fears that he too, is not yet ready to face off in the arena, against the magical creatures that Jacqueline has made them duel.
“I will try my best father.” Warren smiles, and pats Erik on the shoulder, proud that he has the courage to attempt the difficult lesson.
“Just do your best, that’s all we ask of you, and Erik, just don’t turn into a Gold Dragon this time, okay!” Erik looks down at the shimmering white table, knowing that he must follow the rules of combat, and only use white magic and nothing else. He had failed on his last lesson, known as the test of strength, when he had transformed into his true self and lifted ten times as much as any other wizard present. Jacqueline had been less than impressed with him, lecturing Erik for weeks on what is acceptable while challenging the numerous trials held throughout the long journey into white wizardry. He had in the end, been successful, after Jacqueline allowed him to redo the test a second time in his elvin form. Erik promised to obey the many rules of the White Tower, so as not to let his unique talents give him an unfair advantage over the other White Wizard Apprentices.
Erik and Jacqueline leave Warren, shortly after breakfast, and travel through the White Tower, climbing up to the highest level, where the training always took place. The days usually comprised of many hours of study within the library, followed by long sessions of practical application of what they had managed to learn. Erik’s group consists of nine students, but not all will receive their first level of mastery in the wizard’s ceremony, held later this spring. Many are quite promising newcomers, but still have so much to learn about the power of white wizardry. Jacqueline has warned them all that it will be up to the group’s teamwork, and ultimately, their ability to work together that will decide who will pass and who will fail. A final test will come, later this winter, but none knows what it will entail.
Jacqueline walks down the narrow hallway, and stops in front of a set of shimmering white doors. She slowly opens them, revealing the large open circular room, just beyond. Paintings of battling wizards line the walls, and the numerous names, from every White Wizard that has ever studied here within the White Tower, is written and displayed prominently, for every new apprentice to see. When a White Wizard’s training is finally complete, the students magically write their name onto the golden plaques that serve as a record, for everyone who has ever trained within these halls of white wizardry. Erik, from the first time he had stepped into this training room, always liked to run his fingers over his fiancé’s name. He rarely missed the chance to do so, feeling it was a way to acknowledge her great accomplishment. Alentia’s signature is the last entry on the magically scripted golden display plaque. “Alentia Katrina Silverblade.” He loved the way she had made her S into the head of a dragon. It is different from all the others, and stood out, just as she had, throughout her many years of training here. He smiles, wishing the two could have experienced this together.
Jacqueline asks the waiting apprentices to come forward, and gather before her. The group line up as they have done for months, and wait for their wise teacher’s instruction. Erik joins his companions and tries to ease his growing nervousness, but his hands tremble with anticipation. Jacqueline looks over each one of the extremely, unique group she has taken on this year. Never had a more diverse selection like this one, ever trained in the elvin arts of white wizardry.
The two halflings, Shawna and Darren, are a surprise to all, at how well they have learned to use the power of white wizardry. Jacqueline wishes now that she had taken on a few more of these wonderful young halflings as apprentices. Next year, she plans on gathering, one whole class, devoted to the teaching of the child like people from the Evergreen Forest. Their mastery of white wizardry is so uncanny, as if it is a natural element of who they are.
Theodore, one of the human wizards, is also quite exceptional, but he tends to rely only on himself, and doesn’t work as well with the group. He is more of a loner, and Jacqueline fears this will be his downfall, at the end of his training. Theodore has great potential, but may fail to pass all that is required in becoming a true White Wizard of Silvinesh. More so, Jacqueline fears the darker side of this boy, wondering if she may have made a mistake by taking on one such as him. Fear aside, Jacqueline feels she must continue what she has started and do what she can to reach the young man before the end of his training.
Angela, the second human student, is not as strong an individual wizard as her male counterpart Theodore may be, but she has in her the willingness and open-mindedness to learn, as well as the ability to work well with the group. Jacqueline looks on her as a daughter, and favors the pretty, young teenager. Although she is no more than a child, Angela has faced terrible heartache, and her troubled past is mainly the reason why Jacqueline selected her to come to Silvinesh and train to be a wizard. Angela’s entire family died in Thelentia, during the battle with the dark elves and the Fire Plane Army over six months ago. This left Angela an orphan, and with nowhere else to turn. Jacqueline used her influence, and had Angela accepted as a White Wizard Apprentice, even though, she was far from being the best human candidate to select. The training has brought the young girl back to life, and opened her mind to the possibility of something better. Most of all, it has warmed Jacqueline’s heart, seeing Angela able to smile again.
The remaining four students are Silvinesh hopefuls, and by far, some of the most talented elflings that Jacqueline has ever seen, in all her long years as the White Wizard Head Master. She hopes that these young elves will have a positive influence on Erik and the others in her group. Two males and two females, Erin, Michel, Laura and Rachelle, were hand selected last fall, because of their tendency for strong teamwork, and their openness to the idea of having a group of outsiders trained with them in the art of white wizardry. Not everyone had embraced this new concept of sharing the elvin secrets of magic, but with Warren and Jacqueline’s influence on this visionary idea, the vote had passed unanimously, with the blessing of the newly appointed Council of Nine.
Jacqueline claps her hands to get everyone’s attention, and speaks to the quieting group. “I know that this lesson of might, has been very difficult for all of you, but we cannot move forward until each and every one has managed to pass it. Erik will be our next to test his might, followed by Angela, and then Darren. Shall we begin my young White Wizards?” Jacqueline motions to Erik, to take his position within the magical circle, at the very center of the room. He nervously makes his way over, and waits for his challenger to appear from out of nothingness.
Jacqueline begins by closing her pale blue eyes, and points her silver staff at the fifty-foot wide circle, traced into the White Tower’s stone floor by her hand. This wizard`s barrier prevents the magically created creature from leaving the circle, until it has either been beaten, or it has managed to defeat its challenger. Jacqueline taps the floor three times, and her staff glows a shimmering silvery blue. A shape appears within the circle, directly in front of Erik, and is of all things, a mirror image of himself!
“You two know the rules of this test, now begin my young wizards. Release your might!” Erik looks at his doppelganger, and tries to determine how he can quickly overcome the deadly clone. Theodore had failed the day before, because his challenger had been far too quick to overcome. Theodore’s double had the better of him, before he had a chance to release a single spell. Erik uses this prior knowledge, wasting little time, and tackles his opponent before it can react.
“Good work Erik, very quick thinking!” Jacqueline is pleased, to finally see one of the students using physical force to stop their opponent, instead of fumbling to try to cast a spell. The others before Erik, had fallen, because they simply did nothing, but try magic, letting their doubles take the advantage, until they finally fell from the quick attacks. Erik stopped his double, right away, and now has a chance to succeed, where the others have bitterly failed.
“Silence!” Erik utters, and the white wizardry he conjures, seals his opponent’s lips, preventing him from using magic in this confrontation. The double, not giving up without a fight, brutally pummels Erik to the ground. Forcing himself to push through the pain, Erik quickly counters his doubles crushing blow, with a swift kick to the chest, using both of his powerful, long legs to knock the wind out of him. Erik flips back up, onto his feet, and readies, what he hopes, will win him this challenge.
“Missilaetus!” He utters, and points his finger at the mirror image of himself. A streak of blue light erupts from out of his hand, and looks like a glowing arrow streaking through the air. Erik’s mirror image vanishes after suffering the full force of the well-planned attack. Jacqueline smiles proudly, clapping her hands in approval over Erik’s victory.
“Good work Erik! I hope the class can finally see why this lesson, is called the test of might. Sometimes, it is necessary to use your physical strength to overcome your opponent, and not just rely on your magical powers to do all the work for you. By knocking his opponent down early on in his battle, Erik prevented his double from conjuring any spells that could have ended in his own defeat. In addition, by silencing his opponent when he had the advantage, Erik ensured he would be the only wizard able to conjure magic, and so, became the victor! If each one of you uses as clever a technique, you can win your test of might.” Theodore grumbles under his breath, and is less than impressed by Erik’s performance. Jacqueline looks over in disappointment at the jealous young man and shakes her head.
“Young Theodore, would you like to test my theory, and repeat your own combat, right here and now?” The apprentice wizard trembles, looking up in alarm while shaking his head. Jacqueline smiles, pleased to see he had rethought his arrogance.
“I thought not. If you have something to say my young wizard, say it aloud, for all to hear. Only together with the others by your side, can you succeed at this. If you cannot work with the people in this group, your training will end before it is truly complete.” Jacqueline tries to be as clear as she can about the repercussions, if Theodore continues not to cooperate and be an active member within this group.
“Yes Mistress Jacqueline, forgive me for my words, I will try harder.” Jacqueline puts her hands on his shoulders, gently squeezing them as if reaching out to a child.
“Remember, I am only trying to help you learn. It is ultimately your choice as to how far you can go in your own training. The rules are very clear, and in the end, it is not I that will either pass or fail you, it will be yourself.” Theodore fails to understand what Jacqueline is trying to get through to him. He shrugs his shoulders, and continues to watch as Angela nervously enters the magical circle. Erik smiles at the young woman and leaves, returning to the outer edge with the others.
“Are you ready young one?” Angela nods to Jacqueline, and positions herself, ready to attack her double as soon as she appears. Erik yells out to his fellow wizard, and tells her what she should do.
“Angela, as soon as you see your double, run her down, and cast a spell to silence her!” Angela nods to Erik, and nervously prepares to face her challenger. Jacqueline taps her staff three times on the stone floor, and a shimmering glow appears before the young human mage. Angela’s image wastes little time, and runs at her. The young girl panics at this surprising change of behavior, and quickly tries to conjure the spell of silence, but before the words of magic can leave her mouth; Angela drops to the ground, tackled by her shadowy double.
Jacqueline smiles, and turns to instruct the class, “My students, don’t forget that this test, also learns from your actions, and anything that is said to your fellow White Wizard is also heard by their challenger.” Erik becomes angered with himself, for not remembering this simple rule of combat, but soon thinks of a new plan to help his fellow apprentice out of this situation. With his gift of the Mind’s Eye, he penetrates Angela’s thoughts, and whispers a message to her, in secret.
“Angela. Kick the image off of you, and then wait for it to cast a spell.” Angela does as Erik instructs, and her double wastes little time to back away, quickly beginning its offensive magic. Erik closes his piercing blue eyes, and tries to keep a close connection to the young girl’s mind, helping her to remain at ease, and in complete control of her actions. Angela feels a calm settle over her heart, as if Erik is standing there beside her, and the nervousness she had felt earlier, all but slips away.
“Red Flame Aurora!” Angela’s mirror image casts, and wizard’s fire is launched towards her. She looks into the fireball that is quickly approaching, but doesn’t panic, only listening to Erik’s calming voice, speaking to her in her thoughts. She says the words just as Erik instructs, and casts her counter spell before the fire can consume her.
“Reflectaetus!” Angela holds out her hands, and the wizard’s fire magically bounces off, returning to her double, destroying it in a flash of fiery orange light, using its own deadly magic to defeat it.
“Good work my young apprentice. I’m so proud of you!” Jacqueline beams with pride, amazed that the young girl had the courage to perform such a difficult counter spell. Erik winks at Angela, who is extremely happy with her successful completion of this trial of might.
As Angela returns to the outer line of apprentices, Darren, the tiny male halfling, approaches Erik, and cracks his short stubby fingers. “Watch me Erik, I’m going to kick a little halfling butt!” Erik chuckles under his breath, amused with the strong willed little soul and watches as the little halfling marches into the circle, and places one hand on the ground, prepared to charge his opponent.
Jacqueline doesn’t ask Darren if he is ready, seeing the determination on his little face. She taps her glowing staff trice, and before the image fully materializes, Darren screams a war cry, and runs at his double at full halfling speed. The creature that appears, crumbles to the floor, and meets with several violent blows to the head. Without even casting a single spell, the little halfling walks away victorious, beating his double into unconsciousness.
“That was quite disturbing Darren, but you have come out the victor, however unconventional the method.” The halfling grins, pleased with his success and returns to his spot with the other apprentices, lined up around the magical circle. Erik pats the halfling on the shoulder, and the little apprentice wizard stands proud, overjoyed with his accomplishment. Jacqueline continues the rest of the morning, with the lesson of might, until each of the apprentices is finally successful. Each one easily takes control in their battles, and learns from one another’s victories, just how they can defeat their double in combat.
The morning passes by so quickly, Erik is shocked that it is time for everyone to leave for the Great Hall, to have lunch. Warren waits for the group, and congratulates each one of them on their victories in the test of might. “You have all done quite well today! This puts each of you a little closer in obtaining the status of White Wizard Warrior. Each lesson will be harder than the last, until you ultimately have to face the Maze of Illusions. This test is still years away for each of you, but train hard, and I look forward to honoring all of you when you finally manage to succeed!” The group cheers, following Warren’s words of encouragement and praise. Soon, they are all eating a hearty feast, having worked up a ravenous appetite from the challenging morning of battle.
The afternoon brings continued study within the White Tower Library, and Erik stares outside, longing for something more adventurous to do, but knowing that this work is vital to his success. He daydreams, and thinks of how he hadn’t been back to his dwarven home of Drumlin since he joined Alentia and the others, on their journey into the Ever-Night Realm. He had sent a message to his father, several months ago, along with the White Wizards who journeyed on their trek south, seeking out any possible entrance into the depths of the Ever-Night Realm. The letter he wrote was to let Garret know he is safe, and that Alentia is pregnant with his two children. He knows that the dwarf will have strong words for him, and will expect the two young elves to marry before the children are born. It is dwarven custom, and Erik wants, more than anything else, to honor that grand tradition for the dwarven warrior that has raised him as his son. The marriage will bind the two lovers together, always, and will be a symbol to all, of the feelings and commitment they feel for one another. Never had he met a person he felt so close to, so in love with, ever. Alentia is everything he could ever want, and more.
“Erik, are you done with that book?” Rachel asks him, and snaps the young man out of his daydreams.
“Yes, actually . . . I only have to finish this last line, and you can have the book.” Erik quickly scans the part he hadn’t finished, and then trades his magical text for Rachel’s study book.
“How are you doing with your studies?” Rachel asks, trying to be polite, and start up a conversation with her fellow apprentice.
“Not bad, but I find this part of the training, quite long, and I wish we had more time outdoors, doing practical work. I’ve never had to sit in any one spot for as long as I have here. It drives me absolutely mad!” The two begin to laugh, and then Rachel returns to her table to continue her afternoon reading of another ancient elvin text. Erik looks down at the book in front of him, and suddenly finds some interest in what he will soon be reading.
“The Ancient Book of Dragon Origins . . . hmmm maybe this one won’t be so bad after all!” Quickly, he dives into the yellowed pages, and is shocked at how many different species there actually were, including White Dragons, Blue Dragons, Black Dragons and Red Dragons. He is quite shocked that there is no mention about the transformation into elvin form, until he delves deeper into the old book. In the last chapters, it finally mentions how some of the beasts are capable of taking on a humanoid shape, very similar to an elf.
Erik smiles at the thought of transformation. How he longs to fly amongst the clouds and feel the freedom of the clear blue sky. It had been the most exciting sensation that he had ever experienced in his entire life. Since the cold winter air had taken hold of Silvinesh, he hadn’t been able to take flight as he did throughout the fall. He tried in vain only once, but the cold quickly sent him shivering back to the warmth of the White Tower. Once spring finally does arrive, he plans to take to the open air once again, and every evening, he will begin his own search for a possible entrance into the Ever-Night Realm, to help find the missing friends and Alentia’s grandfather, William Silverblade.
Erik comes to the final chapter of the ancient tome, which explains evil dragons and their prophecies, in much further detail. He opens the last page of the book and finds a picture of a huge Red Dragon, breathing fire down, and killing numerous White Wizards in a stunning display of power. The passage below the watercolor picture speaks of the reign of these great creatures, and how the other races of dragonkind, had taken up a fight with them, playing a deadly role in their near extinction from the vast northern lands beyond Silvinesh. The last line of the book sends a shiver down Erik’s spine and he must read it over again, just to be sure. “The return of the Red Dragon will announce the coming births of the twins of prophecy.”
Erik reads the chapter once again, and tries to memorize the final sentence. Chills run through him, as he realizes that the book refers to his two unborn children. “Can it be true?” He trembles, not sure what to think of the chilling message. He quickly jots down the name of the text, and the last few words that truly have him worried. Alentia will need to see this, and he knows she will have some insight into how to prevent such an event from ever happening. Erik, with a renewed interest in reading, tracks down the librarian for his assistance.
“Excuse me, Faromere sir. Is there anymore books on the subject of dragons, or the twins of prophecy?” The librarian rubs his chin for a second, and then holds his finger up in the air.
“Umm . . . yes, yes we do have one other. Follow me my boy, it’s this way!”
The librarian leads Erik to the very back of the old library, and runs his long skinny fingers along the many volumes of ancient tomes, until at last he finds the one he is thinking of. He pulls out the old book that is badly weathered, and has surely not seen the light of day for many years. Faromere blows the dust away, and opens it to the very spot where a picture of a Red Dragon and two young children play outside the White Tower. One child has golden brown skin, and the other, is as fair as the blanket of snow that now covers Silvinesh, with long golden locks of hair. Erik recognizes the two immediately as his children, the moment his piercing blue eyes fall on the detailed sketches within the ancient book.
“Faromere, sir, is this, the only other book describing the twins, or containing information about Red Dragons?” The old librarian nods, positive about this fact, and hands Erik the old book so that he may have a closer look.
“May I ask what interest you might have on this particular subject young wizard?” Erik is not quite sure what to say, without raising any suspicions from Faromere, until he suddenly has a clever idea.
“Just curious, that’s all. I read about the Red Dragons in the other book I have out, and wanted to continue my studies on this exceptionally interesting subject. You never know when this sort of information can come in handy, isn’t that what you always say Master Faromere?” The elvin librarian smiles with pride. Erik knew that playing to Faromere’s ego would remove any doubt or suspicions in his mind, hiding his true intentions.
“Oh . . . of course young Erik, and if ever you need any other help, please feel free just to ask your humble librarian!” Faromere leaves with a wide smile on his face, quite pleased at himself that one of the students has learned from his wisdom. Erik had no doubt made his day, allowing him to gather what he required, without raising the least bit of suspicion.
The young elf wastes little time, and returns to his table along the white marble wall. The Book of Shadows is what this tome is titled, and it radiates with an unnaturally dark presence that he can feel, every time his fingers touch the snow-white pages. Although he fears what he might find inside, Erik has to learn all he can about the prophecies of his two unborn children. Erik opens the book to the section on the twins, and nervously reads every line, carefully absorbing the long forgotten message.
“A child of fire will come of age as a Daughter of the White Tower. She will be the return of the spawn, destroyed long ago from an act of betrayal by her closest kin. The return of the Red Dragon will announce the coming births of the twins of prophecy, and they all shall lead to the great end of days.” Erik shudders at that very thought, hoping it is all a mistake, somehow flawed in its prediction.
“How can my children befriend such a vile and evil beast, and then help bring about the end of days? It is impossible for this to happen, isn’t it?” Erik knows beyond any doubt that all he has just discovered are a set of clues to a riddle that the White Wizards of old must have left for both him and Alentia to find. Somehow, they must figure out a way to avert the shadowy outcome, but the question burning through Erik’s troubled thoughts remains. How can they? The wise old White Wizards, who recorded these dark predictions, knew that everything they envisioned would surely one day come to pass. This is no mere accident, and somehow, both he and Alentia have to help their children avoid this one terrible fate for all of their people.
Erik writes down the name of the first, The Ancient Book of Dragon Origins, beside the second, The Book of Shadows. He spots a perfect hiding place within the library, behind a long forgotten bookrack, along the western wall where he is sitting. He waits until nobody is looking, and places both ancient texts securely behind, so Alentia will easily find them later tonight. He smiles when he thinks about his beautiful Silvinesh lover, and returns to his studies of white wizardry, trying to shake the thoughts of the prophecy from his tiring mind.
Chapter 2 – Trapped in the Ever-Night Realm
Steven scans the vast empty grounds around him, but it is all the same, no matter where he rests his tiring gaze. It is overwhelming, the vast stretches of nothingness filled with a sandy earth and the same foreboding darkness. Over the past six months, Steven had searched the entire region around the dark elvin city, and now knew that the only way he will be able to find a way out of this place, is to leave his friends and newfound family behind. None of them will understand why he has chosen to leave, but he knows in his heart that he must get back to Silvinesh with Christopher, before it is too late.
“Do you see anything Steven?” Christopher asks, while gazing into the darkness, dreaming of Silvinesh.
“No, I’m afraid it’s just more of the same Chris, simply nothing.” The little halfling sighs following Steven’s sorrowful words knowing what it is that they will now have no choice to do.
“We’re going to have to leave them, aren’t we Steven?” Christopher reluctantly asks. He had truly grown fond of the Ever-Night Realm, and the friendly dark elvin woman who he now will share many of his children with. He had helped in the planting of the golden acorns by fathering dozens. Steven too had been a key contributor, allowing the dwindling race of dark elves to have a chance of survival, fathering many children and furthering the rare species of elves. Xavier was quite adamant that both the mother and father, had to both agree in principal to the deed. Although he had found it ethically, wrong, he realized, as did all involved in the process that it was necessary or their people would never have a chance for survival.
“We have to get the ring back to Silvinesh. William has warned me about this and the repercussions, if we don’t leave immediately.” Christopher knows that Steven is right, and somehow, they must help their old friend regain his material form. Since Steven had first placed the ring upon his hand, a little over six months ago, he has continued to experience dreams and visions from the old wizard, each night. Somehow, William’s essence magically transferred into the powerful ring when he released the dark magic in the battle with the Demon Lord. Although his body perished, his mind is fully intact, somewhere, within the glowing Blue Sapphire Ring upon Steven’s right hand.
“So, when will we be leaving?” Christopher asks, already guessing at when it might happen.
Steven turns, and looks at his little halfling friend with regret lining his soft elvin features. “I’m sorry Chris, but it will have to be tomorrow, we can wait no longer.” The halfling sighs a second time, and the two friends begin their long trek back towards the violet glow of the dark elvin city.
Months of exploration, have made Steven a perfect guide within the dark lands of the Ever-Night Realm. He knew every path around the dark elvin city in perfect detail, also learning how he can easily find food within the dark depths, which mushrooms are good to eat and more importantly, which ones that are poisonous. His years of being a ranger had taught him how to adapt to change, and this, is by far, the greatest challenge he has ever experienced in his four hundred years of life. He knew that his scouting of the area is only to prepare him for the much longer journey that the two friends will soon have to take. No horses are available here, within these dark depths, and it is at least a hundred miles of uncharted darkness that lay between them and a fabled exit to the surface, in a land to the north, known as Drakonbech.
The two friends return to Xavier’s home within the heart of the city to meet with the dark elvin leader, and discuss the final preparations needed for the long journey home. As the two friends enter the city, they pleasantly receive greetings from several smiling, beautiful young, and very pregnant, dark elvin women. Steven still feels quite uneasy about the whole affair, but knows it is all for a greater good, helping to further this dwindling race of elves. Although reluctant at first, he did go along with aiding these women, through the simple act of making love and the magic of the Tree of Life. He will soon be the father of several dozen young dark elvin babies in a few more months, and wishes that somehow, he could find a way to stay here and see each of them, born and raised to adulthood, within the Ever-Night Realm.
Christopher and Steven make their way up the long staircase to Xavier and Violet’s home, and knock upon the large metal door. Violet soon opens it, and leads the two into the dining area. A steaming roast of some sort of exotic beast lay upon the table, with fresh mushrooms, and a bottle of dark elvin wine beside the fragrant dish. Christopher’s hazel eyes light up, as he gazes upon the aromatic feast and the bottle of black cherry wine.
“Please sit down my good friends. This will be our last meal together for what I fear, will be a very long time.” Violet slowly rests beside Xavier, and flinches suddenly, crying out and seems to be in some sort of pain. Xavier kneels down beside her and rubs his wife’s lower back as he has done for many weeks now, to ease the constant pains she has encountered. Violet breathes a sigh of relief as the throbbing eases from her lower back with the loving hands unknotting her tense muscles.
“Thank you again my love. The pain seems to be getting worse, as the baby grows inside of me.” A look of concern washes over Xavier’s face, and he worries that this is a bad sign for his wife and their child. He has seen the other women and none have had these episodes.
“You’ll have to take it a bit easier now Violet. You are only six months through your pregnancy, and must not push yourself so much. You have to think of our child!” Xavier knows that it is almost impossible with so many of the dark elvin woman pregnant at the same time, for his wife to simply not help. Steven is Xavier’s greatest aid right now, working closely with him, hunting and providing daily for the small city, and knows that the task will be his alone when the old ranger leaves for Silvinesh. Xavier will miss the Silvinesh elf, more than Steven could ever know.
“Steven, is there not some way for me to change your mind about leaving us? At least until spring, then, once the children are born, we can both leave together, and find this fabled exit into Drakonbech?” Steven shakes his head, and only wishes he had the time. Steven would have gladly stayed forever, in the world he has slowly come to call home, but it is simply beyond his ability to do so. He must leave now, or perish.
“I’m sorry Xavier, but I must leave immediately. If either William or I will have any chance of survival, we must make it back to Silvinesh right away. William has already warned me that the ring’s power will rapidly diminish over the next few weeks, and unless we return to Silvinesh by that time, both of our lives will be lost. Believe me when I say, I wish I could stay, but unfortunately, I cannot.” Xavier knows that Steven speaks the truth. Since he arrived late last summer, the Silvinesh Ranger has transformed into a loyal and trusted friend, nearly a brother to Xavier. Never had he thought that one day, he would share a meal with one of the Silvinesh elves, or call him his closest friend.
“I understand Steven. It is with a heavy heart that I will see you leave, but I understand your reasons for going. Always know that I owe you a debt of gratitude for all that both you and Christopher have done for us here.” Xavier pours everyone a tall glass of the dark red cherry wine. Christopher licks his lips, and can’t wait to gulp down the tasty drink. Xavier fills a fifth cup, and at first, Steven wonders why? As a dark cloaked woman enters the room, he understands immediately. The tall dark elvin woman, with a shapely hourglass figure, sits down beside him, and slowly leans over to kiss Steven’s cheek. The Silvinesh Ranger turns a light shade of red at first, but then relaxes, and returns the beautiful woman’s show of affection.
“Jessica, I didn’t expect you!” She smiles devilishly, and looks into his pale blue eyes.
“Did you think I would let you leave, without first saying good-bye?” Steven shakes his head and smiles, knowing she would have never let him leave without some sort of farewell.
“Of course not, I’m just a foolish old elf for asking you such a thing.” She wraps her arms around him, and turns to take her glass of sweet cherry wine.
“To Steven and Christopher, may they both find their way safely home to Silvinesh and one day, back into our lives!” The five crystal glasses click together in a toast of friendship. The meal is as delicious as ever, and Steven knows that he and Christopher may not have anything as good as this, for a very long time. If the estimates from the dark elvin maps and the numerous records they have studied over the past few months, have any accuracy at all, it will take weeks to cross the vast northern Ever-Night Realm on foot. The way will not be without its dangers, and many dark elves have never returned from their journeys into the northern tunnels.
After supper, the elves all sit and relax together, around the warm glow of the fireplace, listening to Christopher play his enchanted flute in the quiet of the humble dwelling. Coal fuels the beautiful stone hearth, and Steven and Jessica lay on a large rug upon the floor, holding each other close. The old ranger has fallen deeply in love with this dark elvin beauty, because of both her independent nature and high-strung spirited personality. She did not share in the golden acorns, because she felt that the only way she will ever have a child, is by making one naturally, and without the aid of magic. Steven had felt the same way, but knew in his heart that if the dark elvin race had any chance of continuing, it would be only by the use of the ancient magic of the Tree of Life, and is why he had participated.
“Can I please come with you Steven?” Jessica quietly whispers to him, hoping he won’t say no. Steven smiles and had secretly hoped she would ask, but didn’t know if she would want to leave her homeland behind, the only place she had ever known. Jessica will definitely be helpful with the journey ahead, since, out of anyone else in the city, she knew this vast realm better than even the dark elvin leader himself.
“Of course Jessica! I had truly wished you would want to join me, but didn’t want to pressure you into this.” She turns around and looks at him with her seductive dark brown eyes, and he knows instantly that he will be in trouble later on tonight, if she has her way. The two take their leave of the others, and seek out the quiet of Steven’s bedroom.
Xavier and Violet were kind enough to keep both Steven and Christopher within their palace home for the past six months. Christopher had just about cleaned out the entire stock of Xavier’s black cherry wine, but the dark elvin man had always been more than happy to share whatever he had left with his newfound friends. Even now, Steven can’t imagine how wrong his people were about the dark elves. So much bloodshed and tears on both sides had come from the hundreds of years of needless conflict, all because they didn’t truly understand one another, and thought each, an evil enemy bent on the other’s destruction. A terrible tragedy that everyone wishes had never happened.
Jessica locks the door behind her, and slips her silk clothing off, revealing a solid, but well curved young dark elvin body. Steven feels himself lust for the dark skinned woman, and quickly pulls off his remaining clothing. His lips kiss at her chest, and he bites gently on the soft flesh, causing her to tense up and gasp in ecstasy, driving her mad with desire. Steven’s long blond hair flips back over his shoulders, and he lifts her up onto himself. He slowly lowers the dark elvin maiden, and she wraps her long slender legs around his back, ever so tightly, as they become one.
Never had Steven loved another woman until he met Jessica. It had been one of his deepest regrets in his whole life, especially after seeing how happy his friend William had been with his own family. Steven had treated Alentia like his own daughter, and in his heart, desperately longed to have children of his own. He knows it is impossible for Jessica to conceive naturally, but the two can’t seem to get enough of each other, and he figures, there is simply no harm in continually trying to, regardless.
Steven falls asleep in the arms of his lover, and wakes, several hours later. He stands, completely naked within the darkness, looking out at the violet lights all around the peaceful dark elvin city. Somehow, he will have to find a way back to this enchanted place, after Alentia can remove the ring and restore his dear friend William. Suddenly, Steven hears a familiar voice echoing in his mind. It is the old White Wizard, wishing to speak with him.
“Steven!” The voice is almost ghostly, and sends a shiver down Steven’s spine. He listens, knowing his old friend is trying desperately to communicate with him, and must have something very important to say, otherwise, he would have waited until Steven had fallen asleep to speak with him, within his dreams.
“Find my bracelet, Kryztoff’s bracelet, the one with the dragonhead and glowing red ruby eyes. You must find it quickly! Hurry Steven, no more time . . . no more time!”
“What is William talking about?” Steven whispers to himself, and then a memory flashes through his mind, and he can see Aragros ripping the golden bracelet from the old wizard’s arm, and it lying upon the ground within the Temple of Daimios. Steven finally understands what his friend wants him to retrieve, but not understanding why.
Steven quickly dresses, and quietly makes his way to the dark elvin temple. This is the place where Xavier regularly comes to worship, and prays to Nathalie for her wisdom and guidance. She is the mother of even the dark elvin children, and surely loves them as much as she loves her other children within Silvinesh and the Evergreen Forest. Steven takes his time, and walks through the empty Temple of Daimios, climbing up the short flight of steps, towards the black marble alter area, so as not to disturb the quiet of this sacred place of worship. The emptiness within the temple makes Steven nervous, even though he knows he has nothing to fear from this place. Still, he feels as if he is trespassing in some way, within this remarkable place of dark wizardry.
Steven looks around the Temple’s alter where he remembers seeing Aragros rip the golden bracelet from his old friend’s arm. It had to be here somewhere, but he can’t seem to find any trace of the magical band, anywhere. Suddenly, Steven hears his old friend in his thoughts again, calmly speaking to him. “Quiet your mind my old friend, and let me guide you to the bracelet with my power of white wizardry.” Steven can hear his own voice uttering magical words he cannot understand. Somehow, William is speaking through him, and is now in complete control of his body.
“Reveal Imperium!” A glow of blue shimmering magical light, underneath the black alter, envelops the entire room in its warm rays. Steven instantly regains control of his body, somewhat shaken from the entire ordeal. What had just happened to him? William is responsible for this, but how can it be? Steven assumes it is due to their connection they have with the Blue Sapphire Ring, allowing William to take control of him, when necessary. Since Xavier handed it to Steven, he hasn’t been able to remove the ring because of some magical force that melted it to his right index finger when he touched it. Xavier had been very wise not to place the ring upon his own finger, knowing all too well that magic, like one of these rings of power, can prove to be permanent. He had learned this lesson the hard way, hundreds of years before, when he took the Ring of Xandria. The dark elf has had his fill of this wondrous power, and wished it had never come to him. Only darkness had resulted from the ring he wore, bringing death upon his people and that of Silvinesh. He swore to stay as far away from any magic like it, for the remainder of his natural elvin life. He hated that part of his past, feeling the guilt and heartache of all it had caused through his misguided actions.
Steven pries the floorboards back, reaching down and lifting the glowing bracelet from its hidden resting place, just under the black alter. William’s words come to Steven, once again. “Place it upon your wrist my old friend. This will speed our travels across the Ever-Night Realm, and back to Silvinesh.” The old ranger suddenly realizes what William must mean for him to do, and can’t believe that tomorrow, he will transform into one of the legendary Gold Dragons.
“Is everything alright my love?” Jessica whispers from the shadows of the temple, startling Steven as he attaches the clasp of the golden bracelet around his wrist. She is clothed only in her thin silk shirt, and doesn’t try to hide any of her dark brown and extremely seductive body. Steven’s heart races as she draws closer to him, but the dark elvin woman stops halfway, when she notices the glowing ruby red eyes of the golden bracelet upon his wrist, seemingly, staring at her with a menacing gaze.
“What is that thing my love?” Steven rubs his hands across Jessica’s firm thighs, and looks into her deep, dark brown elvin eyes.
“Have you ever flown before?” He toys with her and she simply smiles and proceeds to kneel down in front of the old ranger, pulling his dark trousers down to his knees. He stands in the Temple of Daimios, trying not to think of the words Xavier would have for him, if he knew what Jessica was doing to him in this sacred place. He closes his pale blue eyes, and just tries to keep from screaming out in ecstasy, as the beautiful dark elvin woman works her own special magic upon him.
Steven and Jessica both wake, late in the morning, after Christopher begins to bang on their bedroom door. “Hey, are we leaving today, or what? For a ranger, you sure don’t know how to plan a trip very well!” Christopher paces around outside the door, muttering threats, until Steven finally pokes his head out of the door. Christopher begins to laugh, and rolls on the floor within the hall. Steven stands half-naked, with only a small white towel to hide himself from his little friend. His long blond hair is sticking up in all directions, and is in total disarray. Christopher howls in amused delight, and can barely stop laughing and crying at his old friend’s expense.
“Hey, I don’t kiss and tell!” Steven blurts out, not exactly sure what to say. Christopher gets up, and in one quick motion, rips Steven’s towel from his waist. The tiny halfling quickly twirls the end of the cloth, and skillfully whips Steven’s very much-exposed bare behind. A loud snap follows, as Christopher scores a direct hit on Steven’s rear end. The overjoyed little man watches as Steven quickly scrambles to shut the door behind him, while trying to cover his exposed body. Christopher roars with delight at having so much fun with the old ranger.
The tiny halfling continues to razz his friend a bit more, shouting from outside the bedroom door. “You don’t have to tell anyone Steven, we all heard you two last night! Keep it down next time!” Christopher finally gives up, knowing he has had his fun for now, and makes his way down the hall, giggling at his dear friend.
Steven sits on the edge of the bed laughing at his little friend’s ability to tease the pants off him, literally. The old ranger knows that it is all, well deserved, and Christopher will never let him live this down. At one time, it may have irritated Steven, but now, he truly didn’t care, and only wishes he could have felt like this hundreds of years ago, when he was a much younger elvin man. He had missed out, on so much in his life, but not anymore. Jessica sits up, and wraps her slender arms lovingly around Steven, as he tries his best to get dressed. He finally gives in to her continuing advances, and they quickly fall into each other’s arms, kissing passionately, and unable to control their love for one another.
Nearly an hour after Christopher’s rambunctious visit, the two finally make their way down to the breakfast that has been waiting for them. Xavier is already gone to the temple, to go about his daily routine, and Violet sits sipping on hot tea. Christopher can’t help but smile as the two elves finally sit down across from him, ready to continue where he had left off earlier. “You’re going to wear him out my dear Jessica!” The dark elvin woman gives Christopher an evil stare, and he simply sticks his tongue out at her in response. Violet nearly spits her tea out onto the table, not knowing where she should look, realizing what the tiny halfling is implying. Jessica just smiles innocently, and grabs some of the fresh black berries and a cup of hot tea for herself.
Steven sits quietly, grinning from ear to ear, and Christopher knows that the old ranger is up to something from the way he is acting. “What? What is it?”
Steven looks at him, and shrugs his shoulders, pretending not to know what Christopher could be suggesting? The elvin man pops several berries into his mouth, and pours some hot tea for himself. Christopher knows that Steven must have something up his sleeve, or he would have throttled him as soon as he had the chance, for smacking him with the towel. “What are you planning you old tree hugger?” Christopher demands, but Steven only winks, making the little halfling turn crimson.
Steven finally ends his toying and rolls up his sleeve, dangling the golden bracelet in front of Christopher, making sure he can clearly see it. “So I hear halflings aren’t supposed to fly?” Christopher sinks into his chair in silent understanding, remaining quiet for the remainder of breakfast. Steven winks every now and then at the little halfling, who sits with his arms crossed, and giving the silent treatment to everyone present.
After finishing his breakfast, Steven begins to ready his bow and magical arrows, for the journey ahead. He doesn’t know if he will need his elvin weapons, but brings them, just in case of any trouble he may face while not in Gold Dragon form. Jessica has no idea of what Steven intends to do, but can’t wait to try out this flying thing he has been hinting at since their outing to the Temple of Daimios. Steven smiles while looking over at Jessica. She is full of life and adventure, and Steven knows that they make a perfect couple. He can’t wait for her to meet all of his close friends in Silvinesh, so he can finally share his joy with everyone who matters to him. Steven knows he will have to explain a great many things when he returns to Silvinesh, but hopefully, Alentia and Erik have already broken the ice, and have taught everyone how wrong the White Wizards have been, about the dark elves.
The four friends meet with Xavier, within the Temple of Daimios, before they set out on their long journey into the northern passages. Steven knows that by flying through the Ever-Night Realm, he can easily shave off at least three quarters of the time, and in less than a week, they can be out into the light of day. Jessica will need protection from the sun’s damaging rays, and Xavier has already mentioned the protective magic his people have developed for this very purpose. Xavier hands Jessica one of the magical Silver Star Pendants that will allow her to walk within the golden rays of sunlight, unharmed to its effects on her dark elvin skin. She thanks Xavier wholeheartedly, and he extends his best wishes for her and the group. Before they leave, Xavier reveals one final item he wishes to give to his dear friends, to aid them on their journey north, into the unknown.
“Here Steven, you will need this to nourish your bodies on your travels. It is a magical pouch, which can bring forth whatever kind of food, or drink, you could ever desire. It is limited in that it will only work but three times per day, and is a very powerful gift, and one highly sought after, here in the Ever-Night Realm. Without such a magical device, you will surely perish from starvation, and with that halfling friend of ours; we wouldn’t want him to drive you mad from his constant whining through the entire journey!”
Christopher smiles, for the first time since the breakfast table, and quickly snatches the tiny pouch out of Xavier’s open hands. He thinks of his favorite drink in the entire world, and slowly pulls a large bottle of Thelentian wine from the magical pouch. Christopher hugs the bottle of wine and the leg of the dark elvin leader. “Thank you Xavier, you have just made an old halfling, very, very happy!” Everyone begins to laugh, and Steven snatches the magical pouch from Christopher, and places it into his backpack, for safekeeping.
Christopher, not caring in the least about losing the pouch, uncorks the tall bottle of wine, and sips on the sweet ruby red drink. How he has craved to taste some of this wondrous wine, but made due with the dark elvin variety, until now. Steven nudges his little friend, and tries to poke some fun back at him. “Drinking and flying don’t mix little buddy!” Christopher nearly drops his bottle, quickly corking it for the time being.
“I don’t believe you Steven! Only the High Wizard can use that bracelet! You can’t conjure white wizardry! You’re just a crazy old ranger trying to pull my leg!” Steven winks at the defiant little halfling, and proceeds to remove some of his clothing. He hides behind Jessica as she holds her cloak out to shield him from everyone’s view. She stares back at him every now and then, wishing she could get him alone, just one last time, before they leave for the northern passages.
“Back away everyone. I don’t want to frighten, or hurt any of you, when I manage to transform.” Jessica has had no idea, up until this point, as to why Steven is stripping until he stands stark naked behind her cloak speaking of transforming. She has a worried look upon her face, thinking back to when the friends first arrived here on golden wings, in The Temple of Daimios.
Steven notices her worried dark brown almond shaped elvin eyes, and tries to ease her fears. “Don’t worry; it is only the white magic that will transform me. It will still be me in every way, and each night when we stop, I promise that I will become the elvin ranger you know and love.” Jessica turns around and kisses him. With reluctance, she slowly walks away, just barely protecting Steven’s naked form from the view of the others.
Steven readies himself, and hopes that the pain won’t be too intense. He had seen both William and Erik transform, and it didn’t look at all that pleasant of an experience. He knows he will have to do this every day for about a week, but it is the quickest way to speed their journey to freedom. “Okay William, whenever . . .” Steven cannot even finish his own words, when he loses control of his body. He can hear his voice crying out the magical command words for the bracelet’s activation, and can barely believe what is happening to him.
“Draconaeus Transformaetus!” A snapping sound and a fiery pain, rips through Steven’s body. Every bone pulls away from his flesh, and he can feel his skin morphing into a mighty beast. He closes his pale blue eyes, and has no control at all, over the process. Steven would have slowed it down, but William is in control now, and performs the change, as he would have done to his own body. Steven cries out, and tears run down Jessica’s face, as she helplessly watches Steven’s white body turning gold, and growing to twenty times his normal size. Huge wings beat as they rip from his back. Finally, the pain eases, and Steven regains control over his newly formed body. William leaves Steven’s mind for the moment, and the ranger tries his best to adapt to his new form. He roars loudly, and everyone backs away, not sure, if he is dangerous or not.
“It is alright my friends, it is still me!” his mighty voice echoes through the Temple of Daimios. Jessica gathers Steven’s belongings, placing them all into his backpack, and ties them all around his massive golden neck. She glides her hand along his shiny scales, and down his long black talons.
“You are simply amazing Steven! When did you learn this wonderful gift?” Steven smiles, and looks down at her with his golden eyes.
“Last night before we . . .” She grins back at him, and winks, knowing he almost let their little secret slip out, for the others to hear. Christopher guzzles down the rest of the Thelentian wine, and leaves the empty bottle in Xavier’s hands.
“Let’ss goes my goodss friends!” Christopher slurs. Steven shakes his head at the drunken halfling druid.
“A little liquid courage for the journey Chris?” Christopher holds his thumb up, and winks at Steven, nearly falling down onto the ground, while trying to get onto Steven’s slippery scaled back. Jessica climbs behind Christopher, and hangs onto him, to prevent the intoxicated little soul from accidentally falling off, once they are high up within the air. Xavier and Violet draw closer, wanting to wish their friends one last farewell.
“Goodbye my friends, and may Nathalie’s light guide you all safely onto Silvinesh. I hope we see each of you again someday. Thank you for all your help Steven and Christopher, and you can both be sure your children will feel love as they grow and will have the knowledge of how you were the ones who gave them the precious gift of life. Farewell and good luck!” Violet blows a kiss following Xavier’s parting words. Steven instinctively crouches down, and leaps high into the air. William helps Steven, as he begins to flap his wings, and soon, learns how to glide and move through the air with ease. Jessica screams with excitement at the exhilaration she feels, as they race through the air towards the unknown.
The wind blows through Jessica’s long silvery hair, and she can’t believe that she is actually flying. “This is marvelous Steven!” Christopher, meanwhile, hangs on tightly, and knows this will be a very long trip for him, through the northern passages of the Ever-Night Realm and onto Silvinesh. Slowly, the dim violet light of the dark elvin city passes from view, and the darkness swallows them completely.
“Can you see Steven?” Jessica asks, because even with her exceptional dark elvin sight, she is unable to make out a single thing around them. Steven, however, can perfectly see every detail of the entire depths around him. His golden dragon eyes reveal a world he had no idea, even existed. The high ceiling of the arched tunnels are lined with long slender rock formations that glitter with pyrite and all along the ground, is silvery sand that stretches for as far as his eyes can see.
“It’s beautiful Jessica. Almost magical and everything sparkles within the Ever-Night Realm.” She smiles, and can only imagine what her love is seeing. They fly on, deeper into the vast northern passages and unending depths, towards the place of legends, the ancient city of Drakonbech.
Chapter 3 – Visions of Flame
Fire surrounds Alentia as she closely examines the three golden chests sitting before her. She opens them all, and can see the contents of each magnificent box. The first has an unlit candle within it, black as the night, radiating dark magic all around it. The second golden chest has a book, which glows blue with its white magical force, and the third has a beautiful red haired elvin woman chained to the bottom with tears streaming down her soft snow-white face. The woman pleads for Alentia to help her, but suddenly, Alentia is drawn away.
Alentia fights to get closer to help the trapped woman, and out of nowhere, a giant Red Dragon crashes onto the ground before her. She summons her sword, and prepares to strike the beast with all of her might. It roars angrily, and breathes fire down upon her. Alentia absorbs the attack into her blade, and desperately tries to save the woman who remains trapped, chained within the third golden chest. The beast turns, and breathes flame all around it, and screams of pain from the beautiful red headed elf, fill the air. Alentia cries out with tears running down her flushed cheeks, and without knowing how, she suddenly jumps up out of her bed.
Alentia’s magical fire sword, nicknamed Fury, falls from her grasp, and clangs upon the white marble floor, still glowing bright cherry red, as if it has been pulled from the fires of the forge that had created it, long ago. Alentia realizes it was all a terrible dream, but it had felt so real, just like she was really just there. “What was that all about?” She asks herself. Every detail is still so vivid, and she can even feel the warmth upon her exposed skin, as if she had just been standing in the Plane of Fire. She runs her trembling fingers through her long golden hair, and reaches out her hand, summoning her sword up into her grasp from off the cold grey marble floor. The blade must have sensed her need for it, coming to her aid, even though she was sleeping. She had dropped it when she suddenly woke from the nightmare, realizing where she really was.
The sun still shines through her bedroom window from high above the western horizon, and she is relieved to see that she hasn’t slept in. Her mother will be coming to get her shortly, so she decides to get up out of bed, not wanting to return to the dreadful place she had just seen. Alentia places her enchanted weapon in the corner of the room beside her grandfather’s sword Redeemer. She washes her face, wiping away the tears with the warm water from the cream-colored washbasin. After drying her flushed face with a cloth, she begins stroking her long golden hair with the ornate silver brush her grandfather had given her when she was a little girl. Over and over, she brushes her long golden locks, until each hair is perfectly placed. She admires her growing belly in the full-length mirror and can hear the children calling to her from deep inside. They are both still somewhat frightened from the dream, and she knows that they must have seen everything unfold, just as she had, and are now fearful from what they experienced through her.
The beautiful red haired elvin woman’s face is still stuck in Alentia’s mind. She was pleading for Alentia to free her, before it is too late. This fact disturbs Alentia greatly. Was her mind simply playing tricks on her and causing these nightmares, or is it something more? A knock sounds on the tall oak door, and stops Alentia’s mind from wandering.
“Alentia, it’s time!” Her mother, Jacqueline, has come to get her for the Council meeting, which must be drawing near.
The young elvin girl slips her snow-white cloak over her shoulders, and opens the door. Alentia slowly makes her way out into the hallway, and her mother’s smile warms her heart, making her forget all about the nightmare of the red haired elvin woman. “I’m ready mother. Let’s get going and join the rest of the Council of Nine, before we are too late.” The two women quickly walk down the passages, and soon make their way into the Great Hall. Already assembled, are Warren and seven of the other Council of Nine members. Both Alentia and Jacqueline make up the remaining two members of the newly appointed Council of Nine.
Although very young, Alentia had been nominated as one of the new Council members because of her sacrifice through the journey to the Ever-Night Realm, and because of her superior powers of white wizardry. None, even her father Warren, is a match for the young girl, and so, her unique talents were recognized, by honoring her as a member of the nine.
Four of the Council members have recently gated in from the four corners of the outer realms. They are each to give a brief update on what they have found over their month of investigations, if anything. Many of the rumored entrances to the Ever-Night Realm have all turned into dead ends, thus far. Everyone had always been hopeful that at least one of the many leads will prove to be a way down into the dark depths, but hope is quickly fading as their options run out.
Warren stands, and begins to address the Council of Nine when all are finally seated and have turned their gaze towards him. “I, Warren Silverblade, the High Wizard of Silvinesh, call this joining of the nine, to order. As you all know, this will mainly be an update from our fellow White Wizards on any findings from the outer realms. Jeremy, what have you discovered to date, in the southern stretches of Silvinesh?” The elvin wizard stands, humbly bowing to Warren before he begins his report.
“We have searched the entire depths of the Bloodstone Mines, High Wizard, but the way is now blocked by hundreds of feet of solid rock. Even if we had been to that place, there would be no way to teleport in or out, through that amount of material. Your father did a fine job, and I am sorry that this will not be an option for us, moving forward.” Warren had to be sure of this possibility, and insisted that the White Wizards search the dwarven mines, just in case the explosion hadn’t perfectly sealed the passages. His father did too well of a job, and now the option for them to access the depths of the Ever-Night Realm from the old mine, has been put to rest.
“It was to be expected Jeremy, thank you. My father would have made sure he did the task as he set out to do. One other question, before I move onto Andrea’s report, did our dwarven friends begin living within their ancient city again?” Jeremy smiles and nods while thinking about the spectacular waterfall within the heart of Old Drumlin, the ancient city of the dwarves. The elvin man chuckles, and continues to share a message, entrusted to him by the Dwarven Chief, almost forgetting to pass it on in his haste.
“Yes they have High Wizard, Garret also sends his greetings to all, and requests a date for Erik’s and Alentia’s wedding, tentatively, of course.” Warren laughs loudly, and shakes his head. Alentia sits quietly, and can feel her cheeks starting to turn crimson.
“Jeremy, when you return to the Bloodstone Mines, please inform Garret that we will leave this up to my daughter and her fiancé. No pressure of course!” Warren smiles at his embarrassed young daughter, and she can’t help but grin back. Jeremy chuckles as well, and then takes his seat along the long white table.
Warren addresses a second White Wizard of the Council of Nine, “Next, I would like to hear from Andrea.” The slim woman with shoulder length blond hair quickly stands and bows to Warren. “What news do you have from the western forest?” Warren asks, sensing the woman’s nervousness and obvious unease.
Andrea’s face is one painted with fear, and she quickly shares what she has faced along her journey thus far. “High Wizard, I request we send more White Wizards, immediately! While we were actively searching for the rumored entrance to the Ever-Night Realm, we came under heavy attack by enemy forces. Darklings have been striking at us day and night since we arrived. Never have we seen such organization amongst any of these dreadful minions of evil before. I fear there may be more behind these attacks than meets our eyes.” Warren’s smile fades as the tired elvin woman describes the horrors of battle.
“This is all very strange indeed, and definitely requires further investigation to be sure of what type of threat may be lingering along the edge of the western forest of Silvinesh.” Warren rubs his chin, thinking of a way to approach the Darkling issue. “We will send you back with fifty more Silvinesh Rangers and White Wizards, to aid you in this fight Andrea. Take care, and report on anything else that you may learn about this new evil we are facing.” Andrea bows to Warren, and takes her seat, allowing the third wizard to have the floor. A tall muscular elf, named Felix, quickly stands and bows to Warren, ready to give his report to his High Wizard. Warren simply nods and Felix begins.
“We have made friends with a few of the outlander villages, and we were told many tall tales of unusual sightings of dark creatures within many of the caves we intend to explore, but unfortunately, nothing has yet to be found. So far, we have had no luck in confirming these legends told to us by the locals, or in discovering a passage into the dark depths of the world. All our leads, to date, have now gone completely cold. We will continue east until we reach the Sea of Talon, then we will have to return, if nothing else is found.” Felix is direct and to the point. He stands at attention, waiting silently for Warren’s next orders.
“Very good Felix, when you feel you have exhausted the search along the eastern shores, I want you to gate to the western edge of Silvinesh and help Andrea with the threat she is facing with her White Wizards.” Felix bows and sits, letting the final White Wizard have his chance to report his findings to the Council of Nine.
“Carl, what news do you have for us from the far north?” Alentia clings onto her last hope of the day, wishing with all her heart that somehow, this old wizard might be the one who actually found something. She watches as he slowly stands and bows to her father, Warren.
“We have discovered something High Wizard!” Warren’s pale blue eyes grow wide, and Alentia hangs on the elvin man’s every word, trying her best to remain calm and not to cry out for joy.
“Go on Carl, you have our complete attention now!” Alentia speaks up, as her heart begins to race, pounding hard in her chest. She had desperately wished Carl would say the words she has longed to hear, and now, she must know what he and his White Wizards have found.
“High Wizard, I don’t want you, or the others, to get your hopes up too high, but we have found an ancient passage deep below the City of Drakonbech. The locals fear the place we are exploring, and we have had nothing but great resistance from them, especially at first, mainly because of the legends and warnings written in their records of history. Not more than a week ago, we finally managed to convince the leader of Drakonbech to grant us access after our persistent negotiations convinced him that nothing ill will occur from our exploration. It has been days since we first entered into the darkness of the underground caverns and initially, it seems that the passages span for miles, and we have yet to find an end to them. If it does lead to the Bloodstone Mines, it will be the greatest underground world ever recorded in the history of Silvinesh. It would be hundreds of miles long, or possibly even greater, so as I said before, please, don’t place all your hopes on this one find, it may end as the rest have, leading to nothing.” Warren smiles, and can’t help thinking they have finally found a path in. He realizes Carl’s words are true and wise, knowing that they must not lose focus on the fact that this may end up being nothing more than another dead-end.
“This is it!” Alentia blurts out. Warren looks at his daughter crossly, angry that she has spoken out a second time during this meeting, and she quickly apologizes for her outburst. “Sorry High Wizard, forgive me for speaking out when not asked to.” Warren nods, and knows the pain she has been suffering through these last few months, just waiting for such a glimmer of hope to appear.
“Your apology is accepted my dear daughter. I too am optimistic about this find, and that this will be what we have been looking for, but we will continue our search elsewhere, all the same, and not place all our hope on this one promising discovery.” Alentia smiles back at her father and winks. He returns her gesture in kind and turns back to the old elvin White Wizard, patiently standing, ready for his next orders. “Carl, I want you to send our White Wizards deeper into the depths below Drakonbech, but make sure you can gate out at the first sign of trouble. We have no idea what may be down there, so use caution at all times. Establish a main portal, close to the entrance, and gate out, every evening. Never let your White Wizards stay in the darkness to rest. Report back on any news as it is learned, and Carl . . . above all else, beware of evil dragons!”
Warren fears this, more than anything else, mainly because of what Drakonbech stands for. Legends and a dreadful history recorded over the centuries, speak of the terrible wars that raged nearly five hundred years ago, with the mighty winged beasts of dragonkind. Many tales tell of how countless explorers have disappeared over the years, down in those dark depths below Drakonbech, until the passages were sealed off by order of the King. This is what the locals fear the most, because they worry that the White Wizards may somehow awaken the ancient evil, and release it upon their city once again. No proof has ever been found of the existence of dragons in the depths of the northern realm, but with all that has happened, Warren is not about to risk the possibility of such a thing being true. Prophecy warns of the return of the mighty beasts of war, but few details completely link to the actual time or place it will occur. All Warren knows with any certainty is that he doesn’t want that time to be now, while Silvinesh is so weak, so utterly vulnerable.
“Everyone, we will meet again in one week. If anything important should surface, we will call an emergency joining of the nine, here at the White Tower. Until then, may the Power of Silvinesh guide you and keep you safe.” The White Wizards quickly disperse, all except for Warren, Jacqueline and Alentia.
Alentia whispers to her mother and father, just as the others are starting to leave, “It has to be the passage we have been looking for!” Warren smiles, knowing Alentia might just be right.
“I think so too, but me must listen to Carl’s wisdom on this, and not get our hopes up my dear. I wish with all my heart that it will all work out, and we will find my father, but we must be weary of the legends. If there are sleeping dragons down in the deep, and somehow we inadvertently awaken them, we will have more to worry about than the Darkling threat to the west. This may be a very dangerous journey for our White Wizards, and possibly for all of Silvinesh.” Alentia thinks about the prophecy, and hopes above all else that her father is wrong. The stories speak of years of darkness and flame, with dragons destroying and killing without end. She will investigate some of the older texts, and see if she can find some information that might shed light on these ancient revelations, and of the possible future that these writings predict.
“I’m sorry father. I didn’t mean to speak out earlier. It won’t happen again.” Warren gently caresses Alentia’s snow-white face.
“It’s okay, I felt like doing the same, but we must remember that with all things, there is a time and place for sharing our opinions.” Alentia kisses her father’s cheek, and notices Erik waiting just outside the Great Hall, standing by the golden entryway.
“Erik! The meeting’s finished! Please, come and join us!” Erik smiles when Alentia’s eyes finally meet his; overjoyed to see that his love has awakened so early. He is also glad to have finally finished with his daily studies, and has so much to share with her. He nearly runs over, and tenderly kisses Alentia’s thin pink lips. He sits down beside the elvin beauty, and wraps his arms lovingly around her.
“I missed you today.” She grins back at him, and returns his tender affection.
“I missed you too, and we have some good news to share with you Erik! Carl, the White Wizard who has led the northern search in Drakonbech, has managed to uncover a passage, deep into the depths below the ancient city. Everyone is hopeful that it might just lead us into the Ever-Night Realm!” Erik senses that not all is right, and quickly finds the answer when she reveals the threat to him through his Mind’s Eye.
“Sleeping dragons! That sounds a bit like . . .” He stops himself from finishing his thoughts, and then tries to change the subject.
“I’m sure it will lead to the Ever-Night Realm. We have to stay positive, and not lose hope for your grandfather and our dear friends.” Warren gets up with Jacqueline, and prepares to leave.
“We’ll meet you both here for supper, later on this evening, and we can all talk a little more about this wondrous news. It’s been a long day, and I’d like to lie down for a while and rest.” Alentia hugs her father, and can visibly see the stress lining his elvin face. She knows how his work has been wearing him down lately. He is not use to all this responsibility, and with looking for her grandfather, and also overseeing the rebuilding of Silvinesh, it has all started to take its toll on both his mind and his body.
“Go get some rest father. You need to take care of yourself if you are to lead Silvinesh through this troubling time.” Warren kisses Alentia’s forehead, and both he and Jacqueline leave for the quiet of their private chambers.
Once the two are alone, Erik draws Alentia near so no one else can overhear what he is about to reveal to her. “I found some passages in several books today, about a Red Dragon and our children!” Alentia sees Erik’s thoughts. He shows her what he remembers of the books, and where he hid them within the ancient White Tower Library.
“That is interesting! I’ll have to take some time tonight, and have a look at both of those books. The timing of our children’s births, and now the talk of sleeping dragons, makes me a bit nervous. Do you think it all could be true Erik?” He is quite worried as well, and is unsure of what could be in store for them in the coming months.
“I don’t know Alentia, but I don’t think we’ll have any way to stop what is about to happen.” Alentia knows that Erik is probably right, but can’t help having a nagging feeling that somehow, she holds the key to it all.
Alentia changes the subject, to take her mind off the future. “So, how did your Test of Might go today?” Erik smiles, and reveals to Alentia, today’s success in the white circle.
“Good for you Erik! That is one of the toughest lessons to complete, other than the Maze of Illusions. To beat yourself in combat, shows you are not just another wizard, but something more!” Her grandfather, William, had told her the same thing when she successfully completed her Test of Might. She was so proud of herself at that one great accomplishment. Things seemed so much simpler back then, the freedom and fascination of an innocent mind.
“Did you sleep well today Alentia?” She suddenly remembers her dream, and the beautiful red haired elvin woman in the Plane of Fire. She shows Erik her troubling dream through the Power of the Mind’s Eye, and he is alarmed at what he sees through her vivid memories.
“The children were frightened and saw everything that you did?” Erik becomes worried that the children may have been harmed emotionally through such a traumatic event.
“It was all so real Erik. It was as if I was right there. My skin was even hot after I woke. Fury came to my aid and must have felt I was in mortal danger, desperately needing it. I’ve never experienced anything quite like it before. If I could have saved that woman, I know I would have tried!” Alentia grows sad, thinking that somehow, she could have done more to help her.
“Alentia, it wasn’t real! Anyways, have you ever heard of a red haired elf before?” Alentia suddenly stops, and thinks about what Erik has just said.
“Yes Erik . . . as a matter of fact, I have read something like that before! There is a passage I read, once, long ago, about a woman with flaming red hair.” Alentia remembers it being in one of the ancient prophecies, but she can’t for the life of her, recall what it spoke of.
“I think you may be on to something Erik. I’ll have to find that text, and study it further, to see what it may reveal to me. Maybe my dream is a premonition of sorts. Elves and beings of light, like ourselves, who possess the Power of the Mind’s Eye, sometimes have such dreams, and this is where prophecy is truly derived from, at least in part. I should write it down, before I forget all the details.”
“I’m sure if an answer can be found, you, above anyone else, can find it Alentia. We are close to something big, and I have a funny feeling that we will soon find the answers out, whether we want to or not.” Alentia agrees, and hopes that the truth won’t be too much to deal with.
“Do you want to go for a walk before supper Erik?” He smiles, and helps Alentia up from her high back chair. They walk out of the main entrance, and into the cool winter air. Erik shivers for a moment, until he wraps his cloak around his chilled body. The two walk through the city streets, watching the children playing in the fresh powdery snow. In a few short years, their children will be out here, in front of the White Tower, doing the same thing, together. Erik squeezes Alentia’s hand, and she knows exactly what he is thinking.
“It will change our lives forever Erik, but it will all be worth it when we can sit and watch little Katrina and William, playing together.” They continue walking around Silvinesh for over an hour, browsing through the many shops, and looking at the many wares each merchant has to offer. There are all sorts of meats for sale, some fine jewelry, and old books. Before they realize how fast the time has passed away, the sun begins slowly fading in the late afternoon sky, and the cold air begins to nip at their exposed flesh.
“It’s getting late Alentia. We should get back to the White Tower, and join your parents for supper.” She realizes that he is right, and the two quickly make their retreat, back towards the warmth of the Great Hall.
The heat burns their faces as the cold leaves their chilled flesh when they enter into the Great Hall of the White Tower. Warren throws several logs onto the fire, and comments, “Winter is showing its true nature, and tonight, will surely be the coldest we have felt so far this year! The night sky is clear, and the air is deathly calm. Best throw a few extra blankets on before bed you two.” Alentia knows that she won’t be able to sleep again tonight, but a warm blanket on her favorite chair, might be a great idea.
“Erik, can you bring me one of the thick blankets from our room for tonight?” Erik agrees to make sure he does so, after supper. The young couple join Jacqueline and Warren, who sip on Thelentian wine, waiting for their meals to be served.
“Would you care for some wine Erik?” The young dark skinned elf nods, sliding his crystal glass over, towards Warren. The High Wizard fills the glass to the very top, and motions for Erik to drink it. The sweet wine warms Erik’s body, as it slowly runs down into his very core.
“Ahh . . . that is good father!” Warren grins, and refills the glass as soon as Erik finishes the last of the sweet Thelentian wine.
“So, I heard from Jacqueline that you led your group in passing the Test of Might today. Excellent work my son! I am very proud of your accomplishments. This is one of the most difficult tests to conquer for every wizard. Some take several years, and I myself, had to repeat this test several times before finally succeeding. You are well on your way to becoming a White Wizard of Silvinesh my boy.” Erik is happy that Warren shares his feelings with him. He never would have thought that Alentia’s parents could be so openly accepting of him, but their relationship with each other, has been one of honesty and love, right from the very start.
“I can only hope to be half the wizard you are father. I have many years ahead, and will do my best to make you all proud of me.” Warren slaps Erik’s shoulder.
“That’s the spirit my boy. It’s always possible! You only have to put your mind to it, and anything can be within your grasp.” Warren fills his empty glass, and taps it onto Erik’s.
“To family!” The entire group repeat the words of the toast and sip back their drinks. Alentia settles for elvin berry juice, and wishes that she could have a glass of the delicious wine. She knows that it is probably best to stick with the non-alcoholic beverage, but she still shivers from the cold, and a glass of wine would have been nice to warm up to.
Jacqueline fidgets with her hair, and asks a question that has been nagging at her since the joining of the nine. “Talking about family, you two, when do you suppose we can start planning for your wedding?” Alentia spits into her cup, and coughs after some of the juice mistakenly enters her windpipe.
“Mother!” Jacqueline lowers her pale blue eyes, and knows that it is truly not her place to ask, but she longs to start the preparations for the grand event.
“I’m sorry Alentia. I will not bring it up again.” Alentia feels badly for sounding as if her mother was intruding on the blessed event.
“Soon, mother. Erik and I just haven’t had the time to think about it. With grandfather missing, and winter upon us, I only wanted to wait until spring, before beginning the preparations.” Erik had also been avoiding the situation, but knew that they needed to start planning, soon. The wedding for the Daughter of the White Tower is a spectacular event for all of Silvinesh. It has been over three hundred years since Alentia’s great grandmother Elysian, married her great grandfather Gorian. The event was said to be awe-inspiring, and something never seen in all the history of Silvinesh. The two kingdoms had gathered at the White Tower to be part of the celebration in the joining of a human to a Silvinesh elvin maiden. Alentia had said that she wished for something as memorable, as did Erik.
“Spring is mere months away, and if we start right now, we might have enough time to prepare for the festivities.” Jacqueline can’t help smiling with enthusiasm.
“What do you think Erik?” He still feels so nervous about the thought of taking Alentia’s hand in marriage, and still had to find a ring, something befitting the Daughter of the White Tower. He had wanted to propose to her in the proper manner, before making these plans, but time is quickly slipping away, and spring is but a few short months away.
“I say we begin the plans right now, but not make any official announcements until the timing is right. I have to do something first, or my father Garret will surely throttle me when he sees me again!” Alentia giggles at the thought, and Erik can’t help laughing as well.
Supper is soon finished, and the evening grows late. Warren and Jacqueline say their goodnights, and turn in. Erik brings Alentia a thick wolf skin blanket, before heading off to bed, and kisses her as he turns to leave. “Remember the books my love!” She squeezes his hand, and watches as he disappears down the passageway to their bedroom. She will be busy tonight, and has many books to study.
The night grows extremely cold, just as her father Warren had predicted, and at times, Alentia wishes she were standing in the Plane of Fire, instead of shivering in front of the little fireplace. Once she is sure that everyone has fallen asleep, she quickly races to The White Tower Library and retrieves the two texts that Erik had hidden for her, along with The Tome of White Wizardry. She is back in a flash, as she teleports into the Great Hall. She flips the blanket over her frozen body, and shivers for several moments, until she has finally warmed up again.
The Book of Shadows is the first ancient text that Alentia begins to read. She turns to the place that Erik had shown her, and reads the prophecy. “A child of fire will come of age as a Daughter of the White Tower. She will be the return of the spawn that was destroyed, long ago. The return of the Red Dragon will announce the coming births of the twins of prophecy, and they all shall lead to the great end of days.” In her dream, she had seen a Red Dragon within the Plane of Fire. She thinks about the beautiful red haired elvin woman and how she wishes she could have been able to save her from the golden chest.
“Alentia . . . save me, please!” A whisper echoes through her mind. Alentia’s pale violet eyes grow wide, and the young elvin woman looks around the room, wondering where the ghostly words have come from. She shakes, and can feel goose bumps all over her body, but tries to gather her wits to figure out where the words have come from. She looks around, but nothing is there. It must have been her imagination playing tricks on her. Sitting alone in the darkness, sometimes made her nervous, just like this. She longs for the warmth of the sun on her face, and the warm days of the Silvinesh summers with the green grass under her bare feet and the smell of lavender within the air.
Alentia sighs, letting go of her longings for summer’s warming breath, turning back to the book, referencing anything she can find, about a red haired elvin woman. She is unable to find a single reference within the Book of Shadows, but does discover a short passage about a Black Candle, immediately drawing her attention. “This is interesting!” She had barely remembered this part of her dream, until it caught her eye. She was simply flipping through the pages, until a picture of the exact same Black Candle that she saw in her dream lay before her, on the old yellowed page of the elvin text. This is all far too coincidental to ignore and she begins to read over all that is written about this mysterious object.
The text clearly states that the candle was to be used to send the creatures into a deep sleep, until the time of the prophecy is finally ready to be fulfilled. Dark and magical, is the light cast from the Black Candle once it is lit, and all those who stand in its violet glow, are frozen in time, placed into a deep, everlasting sleep. Alentia ponders what importance the Black Candle has, and if one truly lay inside of the first wizard locked golden chest? She shudders, at the thought of the red haired elvin woman possibly being inside of another, chained to the bottom and trapped within.
An eerie voice whispers from the shadows, once again. “It is the truth . . .” Alentia looks around the room, and begins to panic. This is the second time she has thought of the woman with the fiery hair, and for a second time, a woman’s voice has whispered from the shadows. She reaches out with her mind, instead of her eyes, and can see the woman’s spirit nearby, standing along the eastern wall.
“By the Power of Silvinesh! Be gone spirit, you are lost amongst the living, and don’t belong here!” Alentia hears only weeping, after she tries to send the apparition away.
“You must help me and my child. We will both die if you do nothing!” Alentia suddenly realizes that the spirit, is no apparition, but is in reality, an astral projection from another plane of creation.
“Where are you, and how can I help you?” The voice speaks, but is beginning to weaken, losing her connection to Alentia.
“You hold the key Alentia, and already know the truth of where I lay imprisoned.” Alentia shudders again, not knowing how the woman could possibly be alive in the third golden chest. What manner of dark sorcery is this, and why would the White Wizards lock her away in such a terrible place. It had to be a trick. No elvin woman could survive the intense heat unless she had magical protection of some kind. Even then, Alentia and Erik could have only lasted a few hours with what protection they carried through the hellish lands of the Plane of Fire. With the extreme heat within that god-forsaken place, nothing can last for very long.
“What is your name?” Alentia had to know this one thing, before the astral connection faded away.
“I’m Scarlet . . . please help me dear Alentia, you are my only hope.” The woman’s presence fades away as she loses her connection to the trembling elvin woman. Alentia shakes from both the cold, and the ghostly encounter with Scarlet. Somehow, her dream had been a premonition of sorts. Alentia flips through the pages of the dark Book of Shadows, and suddenly finds a page, depicting the book she saw within her dream.
“The Book of Binding. This book allows the wizard to bind any being of light or darkness, to a single place. The being cannot counter the powerful spell, and once held, is under the wizard’s complete control. Only the wielder of the book may release that person, and none other.” All these magical devices could explain how the woman was bound to the box, but for what purpose? The White Wizards must have feared her most of all, but why would they harm a child? It all made absolutely no sense.
Alentia ponders all these troubling questions for a time, and after a few moments, she closes the Book of Shadows. She pulls out the Tome of White Wizardry, and looks for a description of the Book of Binding. She closes her pale violet eyes, while holding her hand above the ancient tome of magic, and it proceeds to magically flip through its pages to the place that describes the Book of Binding. Alentia had accidentally learned this wondrous trick one night, when she became frustrated at not finding what she wanted. The book had suddenly started flipped pages on its own, until it found what she had been searching for, most of the night. The Tome of White Wizardry is an extraordinary creation, saving her endless amounts of time ever since she discovered its ability to help search things out for her.
The pages finally stop flipping, and there, on the five hundredth and first page, is the full explanation about the Book of Binding. The magical book was created nearly five hundred years before her grandfather’s birth. It is simple to use, as long as the wielder is a White Wizard. Any creature commanded to stop, will instantly fall under its spell, and can only be released by the wielder of the mighty book. The creature will remain in a state between life and death, unable to move, but fully able to understand what is happening, all around them.
“How terrible! Nobody, even the evil ones, should have to live in such a way! It is the worst white magic I have ever seen!” Alentia shakes her head, never once encountering something so evil within the Tome of White Wizardry. The being bound, would be forced to linger on for all eternity, but would neither age, nor be harmed by the elements around them. A living statue, trapped within a mental torment. Could it be that Scarlet is in this very same state, within the golden chest that rests in the Plane of Fire?
Alentia closes the Tome of White Wizardry, and opens the first book Erik had discovered, detailing the ancient dragons. The picture she sees is what Erik had feared, and the script reads, “The return of the Red Dragon will announce the births of the twins of prophecy.” Her dream also had a Red Dragon in it. What did all this have to do with her, the Black Candle, the Book of Binding and the beautiful red haired woman named Scarlet? She recaps all she has learned so far tonight, trying to find the common connection to it all.
Alentia analyses everything the beautiful red haired elvin woman had said. Somehow, Scarlet believed Alentia held some sort of key. The Tome of White Wizardry also speaks of a Keeper, who can open the golden chests within the Plane of Fire. Suddenly, a shiver runs down Alentia’s spine. She finally understands what the clues have been pointing to all along, and why she is the one, that Scarlet has come to. Alentia starts going through all the many things she will have to do in the hours ahead, and the preparations she will have to make before her journey to the Crystal Mountains begins.
Chapter 4 – Visitor from the Darkness
Jessica rubs Steven’s sore shoulders, and he moans from the relief it gives him. The sweat drips off his chin, and he is completely exhausted from the long day of flying. The Blue Sapphire Ring glows brightly, trying to heal his torn body after changing back into his elvin form. The transformation to a Gold Dragon, has taken a far greater toll on him than he thought it would. It is well worth the effort, because in just one day, they have crossed a vast distance that would have taken them over a week on foot to travel.
“Thank you my love!” Steven whispers to the dark skinned beauty. Jessica kisses his shoulder, and gently brushes up against him with her warm soft chest. She breathes in his ear, and nibbles at his neck. The elvin man feels goose bumps all over his body, and if it weren’t for Christopher being just a few feet behind them, he would have quickly had Jessica under him, locked in the passion they both are now craving.
“Later my dear . . . when the halfling is asleep.” Jessica slowly retracts, while kissing him on his neck and shoulders, then backs away. The faint violet glow, coming from three magical stones upon the ground, illuminates the flat area all around them. The darkness and the deathly quiet of the Ever-Night Realm are awe-inspiring. It is both peaceful and unnerving, all at the same time.
Christopher wasted little time after they landed, and has already pulled a large bottle of Thelentian wine from the magical pouch that Xavier had given them. Moments after, he draws a roasted wild bird from the velvety bag, licking his lips, knowing it will be the most delicious supper he has had, in a very long time. Although Christopher had taken a liking to some of the dark elvin cuisine, it just wasn’t like the food he enjoyed, back home in Silvinesh.
Jessica looks at the steaming dish, as Christopher lays it onto a flat rock, beside the glowing violet stones. Christopher thought that the flat rock made a fine dinner table, and intends on putting it to good use. Three shiny silver goblets appear out of his backpack, and soon, the ruby red Thelentian wine, fills each one. He cuts the tender white meat, and hands both Jessica and Steven, a plate filled with the wild bird. The two elves gladly take the aromatic dish, and join the tiny halfling around the flat rock dinner table.
“Christopher, I’ve never had this type of meat before, what is it?” The little halfling smiles at Jessica, who is overwhelmed with the delicious meal, and answers her simple question.
“That my dear, is a wild bird, known as a goose, and it is found throughout Silvinesh. It is quite delicious, and I have always loved dining on this dish when I had the pleasure of staying at the White Tower or Thelentia. I hope that you like it too. Try some of the wine as well. I’m sure it will tempt your pallet!” Jessica smiles, and graciously sips on some of the sweet ruby red drink, giggling from time to time, as Christopher rubs his hands together in anticipation.
“That’s so good! No wonder you drank the whole bottle back at the Temple of Daimios.” All three friends begin to laugh. Although Christopher is a bit jealous of Steven, he understands completely, how the old ranger fell in love with the dark elvin woman. Jessica is a striking beauty, and has the figure of an angel. Unlike the other dark elvin women from the Ever-Night Realm, she is very independent, and wants more out of life than to simply settle down, and raise a family. Jessica is an adventurer, just as both he and Steven have always been.
“You’re one of us now, Jessica, and I’m happy that you decided to come with us on our journey back to Silvinesh.” Steven holds up his cup, after Christopher’s kind words, and all three clunk the silver goblets together, in a toast to their friendship, and the journey ahead.
“To friends!” They all repeat the words, and quickly drink the sweet wine, with a deep thirst, from the long, hard day’s travel. It is warm in the Ever-Night Realm, and Steven knows that the cold dead of winter, is now biting into the heart of Silvinesh. It always seems like summer within this shadowy place, and it is so easy to live, without the hardships of the stinging cold, or having to worry about preparing for it.
Christopher finishes his second helping of wild bird, and pours another cup of Thelentian wine. He pulls out his bedroll, and lays it along the hard rock ground. He sips on a little more wine, and lies down. He stares up into the darkness, and wishes he could see the stars again. On clear, cold nights in Silvinesh, he would spend hours, just gazing up at the twinkling lights, and watching for the odd streak that would pass by, from a shooting star. This place is nothing like home, and now, more than ever, he wants to leave the darkness behind, and step back into the lush Evergreen Forest, and the light of the golden sun.
Steven and Jessica clean the dinner plates off with sand. The Ever-Night Realm is a place where water is scarce, and so, they dare not waste the little they have, on simple things like washing plates. Once the flat rock table is completely cleaned off, Steven wraps the remaining wild bird, and places it into his backpack to save for the following day. Steven spreads out his bedroll, and Jessica places hers over top. They both snuggle up together, in-between the two soft feather filled bedrolls, and wait for the tiny halfling to fall asleep.
With a full belly, and a few extra glasses of Thelentian wine, Christopher quickly passes into his dreams of the Evergreen Forest. Jessica slowly slips out of her black silk robes, and helps Steven with his pants. She sits on top of her lover and rests slowly down on top of him. He gasps, as he plunges into her, and she begins to breathe with quickening breaths, as she slowly, but rhythmically, rocks upon him. He kisses her face, and runs his hands over her naked chest, and down her arched back. She cries out into the darkness, and her echo can be heard for several seconds. Steven feels the sweat running down his face, and his breathing quickens as he reaches the end. Jessica wraps her arms around his sides as they fall from their climax, and she quickly drifts off to sleep while still lying on top of Steven.
Steven has a hard time sleeping, his mind still racing with thoughts of the journey home. He enjoys his time awake, caressing Jessica’s smooth dark flesh, and feeling her beautiful, shapely body, on top of his. Never had he felt so in love with anyone. All his long elvin life, he has secretly longed to find someone, just like Jessica, but it just didn’t happen for one reason or another, not until now. He hopes that she feels the same way about him, and that she will choose to stay in Silvinesh as his wife, once he is finally free of the Blue Sapphire Ring and William is restored.
A breeze suddenly blows through Steven’s long blond hair, as he lies on the ground, thinking about his love, and their lives ahead. “What was that?” Steven thinks to himself, knowing full well that there is never any wind down here, within the Ever-Night Realm, but can’t explain what he has just felt. He gently moves Jessica onto her side, and slides his pants back on. Barefoot, and without his shirt on, he makes his way over to his belongings, and finds his bow and arrows, while scanning the darkness for any movement. There is nothing but the vast darkness all around him, and he can’t feel any more wind, but still . . . something seems very strange. He suddenly senses someone or something, watching him from the darkness.
He listens carefully, and can just barely make out the sound of quiet little footsteps, walking cautiously towards him. Whatever it is, it sounds very small, possibly the size of a child. From the shadows, his suspicions are confirmed, as a petite, but striking young figure, glides into the violet light. She has long golden hair, and brilliant golden eyes. Her dress is as white as snow, and drags along the ground behind her, obviously too big for her slender, young body. Steven doesn’t feel threatened at all by her presence, but cannot explain how a young elvin girl could have come so deep into the Ever-Night Realm, all by herself.
“You are trespassing here!” she tells him. Steven lowers his bow, so as not to frighten this tiny stranger, and now knows by her commanding voice, that this is no child, but truly, a fully grown woman, more like a halfling in her stature, but similar to an elf in her outward appearance.
“I am sorry my lady. We are traveling through this area, on our way north to Drakonbech, eventually seeking to return to our homeland of Silvinesh.” The woman’s face grows angry, and she clenches her tiny fists at her sides.
“You must turn back, or die. Great danger lies before you, and I cannot let you travel any further. You cannot go north, for your own safety!” Jessica wakes, and is startled at the sight of the tiny golden haired elf, in her flowing white dress.
“Who is that Steven?” Jessica sounds nervous, and not sure of what is happening.
“That is a very good question Jessica!” Steven peers into the woman’s golden eyes, and can remember how Nathalie’s were exactly the same in appearance. “You are Gold Dragonkind, aren’t you?”
The girl backs away, shocked, not understanding how Steven can know what she truly is.
“How did you know that? Did you just use dark magic against me, or do you have the power of the Mind’s Eye?” The woman seems very agitated, and backs away even further, into the safety of the darkness.
Steven kneels on the ground, and drops his weapons. “Please, don’t fear us little one, I have not used any type of magic on you to learn your secret. You look just like a woman that I met, about six months ago. Let’s start over. My name is Steven Meadows, and this is Jessica Dalimar. Over by the glowing violet stones, is my dear friend, Christopher Tatiana. He’s a halfling, and very much like yourself in appearance.
The tiny woman looks over at Christopher and gasps. “Nathalie’s little children!” Steven is now the one in shock, at the fact that this little woman, somehow knows who Nathalie is.
“You know the Lady of Lake Yassarise? She is the love of my dear friend William Silverblade, and is why we seek the surface, and Silvinesh.” The woman unclenches her fists, and moves closer to Steven, into the pale violet light.
“Nathalie is my older sister. My name is Nadia. I haven’t seen my older sibling for at least five hundred years. She was banished from our kingdom, and was to never return to the Golden City, for fear of death.” Steven is even more bewildered, by this strange twist of fate.
“Is it possible for all of us to travel to Drakonbech, now that we know who each other are, and have a mutual friend in Nathalie?” Nadia shakes her head, and proceeds to walk over, and stroke her tiny little fingers through Christopher’s long, sandy brown hair. She smiles, and sits on the ground beside him. Christopher reaches up, and opens his eyes, after being awakened by the golden haired woman’s gentle touch. He closes his eyes, rubs them again, and takes another peek. He can’t believe what he sees sitting beside him, and is overwhelmed by her enchanting beauty.
“Are you an angel sent to take me away, back into the shadows of the afterlife?” Christopher thinks he has fallen in love with the tiny woman sitting before him. Nadia smiles back, and then whispers into his ear. A huge smile fills the halfling’s face, and he hugs her close to him. Steven and Jessica sit across from the two little souls, and try to find out why Nadia is here, and why the passage north to Drakonbech is impossible to cross.
“Nadia, we must know why we cannot go to Drakonbech. My life and that of my dear friend William, rely on this one chance of getting back to Silvinesh through this northern route.” Nadia’s golden eyes grow very sad, and then she explains her dark tale.
“I’m sorry Steven, for both you and your friend William. The path you seek will ultimately lead to all of your deaths if you should continue on. Unknown to you all, is the fact that fire actively flows through here, within the Ever-Night Realm. Lava continually fills the passages ahead, and you cannot pass this way on foot. Even if you could somehow avoid this great obstacle, you will have to make it through the City of Brimstone. No outsider has ever stepped foot into this sanctuary, and should the others awaken, every one of you, will surely perish!” Nadia seems distant, and is thinking back to a time, long ago.
“I have never heard of such a place. How many sleeping Gold Dragons are within the ancient city?” Nadia blinks, and looks into Steven’s pale blue eyes.
“Who said anything about Gold Dragons?” Steven’s face drops. A shiver suddenly runs down his spine, and he realizes what Nadia is talking about. Legends had always spoken of the great Dragon Wars that raged before their time. The dragons had all but vanished, except for the odd one, found alone, and trying to stay clear of danger. If what Nadia is hinting at is true, thousands of these mighty beasts are sleeping within these dark depths, just waiting for the time when they will all awaken.
“How many evil ones lay sleeping Nadia?” She looks at everyone, not sure if she has already shared too much of her secrets.
“You must first promise me, to never repeat any of this ever again, or I will hunt you down, and eat you all myself!” Nadia means every word, even though she secretly likes the little halfling for what he is.
“I promise Nadia, we will not breathe a word of this to anyone without your permission.” Nadia watches as both Jessica and Christopher, nod in agreement.
“There are four deadly species here. Each one is as evil, and black hearted a being you could ever encounter. The first species are the Black Dragons, which are smaller than the others are, but deadly in their own way, because of their ability to conjure powerful dark magic, and spew an acid like breath attack that can melt through even the thickest metals. The second species are the White Dragons. These beasts breathe out a cone of ice that can freeze any foe where they stand. Some can manipulate dark magic as well, but are not all as talented with sorcery as their black cousins. The third deadly kind, are the Green Dragons. These beasts are the largest of all, but not the smartest. They cannot shape change like any of our other cousins, or use magic very well. They live for one thing, and one thing only, to devour and destroy anything within their sight.” Nadia stops and a single tear runs down her soft white face. This is the first time she has spoken to anyone, in hundreds of years, and to talk about the evil dragons, breaks her lonely heart.
“Please go on, I am so sorry this troubles you Nadia, but I fear that it is extremely important, to all of us.” Nadia wipes her golden eyes and continues with her tale.
“The last of the four species are the Blue Dragons. These creatures breathe lightning, and were greatly feared amongst my people. They came here, long ago, and took the mountain ranges for themselves, so that their kind could flourish in them. Of all these creatures, I fear the blues the most. They are very intelligent and deadly fighters. They do not stop, and hold a grudge, even after several generations. It is in their nature to be evil absolute. If it was not for the curse, I would kill them all, right now!” Nadia stops, knowing that she has truly revealed more than she intended, to these three mysterious strangers.
“Curse, what curse?” Christopher asks while rubbing Nadia’s tiny hand in his own. Nadia leans over, and tenderly kisses Christopher’s cheek. The tiny halfling grows quiet, and sits, smiling lovingly at the little beauty. Nadia doesn’t answer his question, and Steven avoids the subject altogether sensing she would rather it this way.
Christopher pours everyone a cup from the last of the Thelentian wine, and also offers Nadia the remainder of the wild bird. She graciously takes the food and drink, and hungrily eats every crumb. It is obvious that she hasn’t eaten anything, in a very long time, or has had something this delicious.
Over the next several hours that pass by in the quiet of the darkness, Steven explains the entire story about the two rings of power and how he and Christopher were now trapped here, within the vast stretches of the Ever-Night Realm. Nadia quietly listens to every detail she is told, before asking a single question.
“You can transform then?” Steven nods, and shows Nadia the golden bracelet. She studies the magical gold band with the tiny dragonhead and the glowing ruby red eyes, then smiles.
“I think you may be able to take the northern passage, after all, but you have to let me help you. I can safely guide you by the Golden City, as long as you promise to do exactly as I say.” Steven agrees, and a renewed hope fills his heart. He begins to think about the long trek ahead, wondering if Nadia knows how far it will be, before they finally reach the surface.
Before Steven can ask, Nadia answers him. “A few days at most, if we can fly hard.” Steven looks at her in amazement, and knows immediately that there is no doubt that she possesses the gift of the Mind’s Eye. Nadia hadn’t even realized she had read his open thoughts, until the others began looking at her, in awe.
“It’s okay Nadia. I have seen this marvelous gift before, in a few of my closest friends.” Nadia looks at Steven with a questioning expression.
“But only Gold and Silver Dragons have this gift. No other race has ever been able to use the Mind’s Eye, in all the history of my people. Well, maybe the Reds, but they are all extinct now. Who are these friends of yours that you speak of?” Nadia seems excited, and reads Steven’s thoughts again before he can answer her.
“The elves of Silvinesh have the gift of the Mind’s Eye, and there is another Gold Dragon!” Nadia smiles, and seems excited at discovering that there are others like her with the gift of the Mind’s Eye. The three friends look at each other with puzzled faces, and Nadia quickly explains.
“I feel that I can trust each and every one of you, with what I am about to tell you. This is difficult for me to say, but you have to understand that I am the last of my kind here, in the Ever-Night Realm. All the others have been lost in the battles, long ago. I have stayed here in seclusion, to watch over the sleeping enemy, as the last lone defender of my people. My father used powerful white and dark wizardry, and froze the enemy within the Golden City of Brimstone. The magic must have taken his life, and he never returned for me. Unable to leave, I waited for Nathalie to come looking for me, or even Aragros, but neither one ever did. I am one of the last of a dying race, and I fear that time is not on our side anymore.” Nadia holds Christopher close, and she breaks down, weeping bitterly, upon his shoulder.
“I am so sorry for your loss and your exile here, alone in this darkness. Why don’t you come with us, and we can all go visit Nathalie in the spring.” Nadia regains her composure, wiping her golden eyes and turns to Steven.
“It may be too late by spring!” Steven fears the words she is about to say, but needs to know what is about to happen.
“Why will spring be too short of a time to wait? What’s happening?” Nadia lowers her head, her golden eyes staring at the violet stones, and begins telling the old ranger and his two friends, what she fears, is about to happen.
“The evil horde of dragons will have already awakened by then . . .” Jessica and Christopher gasp, while Steven holds his head in his hands, overwhelmed at the thought.
“How is this possible Nadia, and is there any way to stop this terrible threat?” Nadia shakes her head, knowing that they are all doomed.
“It was foreseen by my father that the enemy would all awaken someday, and before it happens, signs will appear to confirm that it is the time he spoke of. In the last week, I have noticed that some of the dragons are becoming aware again, which is what my father called the first sign. Their eyes sometimes open, but they are simply unable to break through their subconscious and grasp hold of their thoughts. Soon, all the magic will fail, and when this happens, the evil creatures will be once again, released upon our world. I don’t know how all these things will come to pass, but there is no doubt in my mind that it has already started.” Nadia trembles at the very thought, and seems like she has already given up hope, falling deeply into despair.
“There has to be a way to stop this Nadia. How did your father bind them, the first time?” Nadia lifts her hands and shrugs her shoulders, because she really doesn’t know the answer to Steven’s question.
“My father sent me away when he performed the magical binding because he feared that I would get caught within it. He never explained any of it to me, and said it was best to keep it a secret. I saw him leave with a book, a Black Candle and a Golden Key. That was the last I ever saw of my father, and when I finally gathered the courage to return to the city, more than a week later, the enemy stood within, magically frozen in time. The remaining Gold Dragons were all slaughtered . . . every one, except me.” Nadia cuddles up to Christopher again, and he does his best to console her.
Steven lies back and thinks about this new threat to their world. How he wished he had his old friend William here to help him with this terrible problem. Somehow, they all have to get back to Silvinesh, before it is too late. Jessica lies against him, and he drifts off to sleep, exhausted from the long day of flying and from the troubling news that Nadia has shared with him.
Steven finds himself standing within a misty room as he falls into his dreams. William is there with Steven, and looks as he did, before he destroyed himself and the Demon Lord, more than six months before. “We have much to talk about Steven.” The two friends sit upon a set of crystal chairs, and face each other to speak. A white stone lights the entire area with a soft warm glow. Steven suddenly comes to the realization that he is within his own mind, in a dreamlike state.
“I’m sleeping again, aren’t I?” William nods, and smiles at his old friend.
“This is the only time I can truly talk to you Steven, when you are totally at peace, and without any distractions.” Steven still thinks this whole situation is very odd, but knows that the ring’s magic has something to do with it.
“So you heard what Nadia said old friend?” The White Wizard’s pale blue eyes fill with sadness, and Steven knows in his heart that William has heard the entire conversation.
“I see everything through your eyes Steven. Although I cannot speak to you all of the time, I know what you know, see what you see and feel what you feel. The ring links us, and if necessary, I can take hold of your body. This is how I was able to conjure those spells, through you. Although I have this power over you my dear old friend, I promise that I will never hurt you, or take advantage of this fact.” Steven had always assumed this was what was happening to him, and trusted what William did. Steven is a pureblooded Silvinesh elf, and as such, the power of the Blue Sapphire Ring, allows William to do as he wished with Steven. This is why no ordinary elf would ever dare to wear a ring of power; for fear the spirit within, will completely and utterly consume them, in essence, taking over their bodies with the host only being able to watch the nightmare unfold.
“I trust you with my life my old friend, but you really don’t feel and see everything, do you?” William smiles and causes Steven to flush, his cheeks nearly turning completely red from his embarrassment.
“I’m sorry old friend, but yes, I do see and can feel everything that is happening to you. Don’t worry though because I do try my best to distance my mind when you are with Jessica, feeling that your love for one another is private, yours alone, not for me to intrude upon. Soon Steven, this will all be over, and you can truly be alone with her, as it should be.” Steven can’t help himself, and begins to laugh. William smiles, but it is short lived and he becomes terribly serious, obvious worry written upon his face.
“Our own troubles aside, this awakening of the horde of evil dragons is a terrible threat to Silvinesh and the rest of our beautiful world. I read about these prophecies in the Tome of White Wizardry, many times through the years, always intrigued with the legends, always fearing I would live to see such a thing truly unfold. My greatest fear is that Alentia and Erik may be part of this terrible event in some way, as are their children. Nadia spoke of a Golden Key, and I just hope it isn’t the same one Nathalie gave me! If it is, we may be in serious trouble, my old friend. One of the prophecies speaks of the return of the Red Dragon, coming right before the twins are born. Drakonbech also has their own history on both the Dragon Wars, and the long anticipated return of the mighty beasts. Pray we do not live to see these terrible days renewed, and the prophecies that are linked to them unfold, because I doubt if any of our people will survive a second war with dragonkind.”
Steven is starting to think this is all a terrible truth. He had read about some of the history of the Dragon Wars, and if it had not been for the Gold Dragons and their sacrifice, Silvinesh would not exist today. Nadia had told them that she is the last of her kind, and without significant numbers, there is no way that the White Wizards and Silvinesh Rangers can take on thousands of these evil beasts. It will be a catastrophic event, unseen, in all of the history of Silvinesh. “What can we do William?”
The old wizard smiles, and looks deep into his old friend’s pale blue elvin eyes. “Don’t worry my old friend, I have a plan!”
Chapter 5 – Thelentia and the Golden Key
Alentia eagerly watches the warm welcoming golden sun, rising over the deep blue star filled horizon, through the stain glass windows of the Great Hall. She will have to turn in shortly, and get some much-needed rest. She is now holding all the pieces of the mysterious puzzle, and only has to retrieve the Golden Key from Thelentia, and she will be ready to act on her plan. She wishes there was a way for Erik to come with her, but knows that he will likely have to stay, and continue his studies here, in the White Tower.
It is deathly cold outside this morning, and frost paints every window in the White Tower with pretty designs. Alentia can see the fluffy white smoke rising in straight plumes into the crisp morning air from the many small chimneys, heating the tiny elvin houses with their cast iron woodstoves, throughout Silvinesh. Because of the frigid cold and deep snow covered trails, traveling to Thelentia will have to be by teleportation, and she will need to request this from her father, Warren. Edwin had already sent word, several weeks ago, requesting that she needed to come to the human kingdom, sometime before spring, to go over the numerous royal tasks, and nobody will suspect her true motives for leaving. With a few White Wizards at her command, she will go to Thelentia, and then once she has the key, onto the Crystal Mountains, before anyone realizes that she is missing.
“Returnaetus!” Alentia commands the Tome of White Wizardry, and watches as it floats away, back to its resting place upon the cherry pedestal within the White Tower Library. Her grandfather would smile in approval at her cunning little trick, with taking the book out each night, and returning it before anyone realized that it was missing. Alentia keeps the remaining two books with her, for further study. She knows that it is always better to read over a text several times, just in case something important is overlooked at first glance. One never can tell when something else may turn up, making it necessary to reference the writings. It will be quite handy to have the books on hand, just in case such a circumstance should present itself.
Alentia quickly makes her way down the long narrow hallway leading back to her grandfather’s bedroom. Her bare feet sting from the icy cold stone floors, and she feels relief as she climbs into the warm bed with Erik. He suddenly jumps, when she rubs up against him.
“Your feet are like icicles!” Erik says, as he gasps from the sudden shock of her chilling touch. Alentia wraps her arms around the tan skinned elf, and feels his muscular body warming her own. The golden haired woman yawns, and closes her tired pale violet eyes, while nuzzling her nose against her lover. She slowly drifts into her dreams, and thinks about Scarlet, and her prison within the Plane of Fire.
Alentia soon finds herself in the very same room, for a second time, when she drifts deep into the grip of slumber. The golden chests are all open, and she holds the Golden Key in her outstretched hand. Scarlet is there as well, and holds the Black Candle and the Book of Binding. “You must hurry Alentia. Time is quickly running out for me and my child!” Alentia notices that Scarlet is pregnant, and must be close to giving birth from her outward appearance.
“Is the child you speak of, moving inside of you?” Scarlet rubs her large round belly, and nods. Alentia places her hand on her own stomach, and can feel the pain in the red haired woman’s heart.
“Why are you here Scarlet and what is this all about?” Alentia already knows some of the answers as to how Scarlet may have been bound to this fiery hell, but didn’t know why, or for what purpose?
“I was betrayed by my love, long ago. He brought me here against my will, and bound me to this hellish place. He didn’t realize at the time that I carried his child inside of me, and that I didn’t mean to hurt anyone, I didn’t mean for any of it to happen. It has been hundreds of years since that time, and now, an awakening is about to take place that will threaten your world. You must somehow find a way to release me. Both of our lives, and that of our unborn children, depend upon it. If I am released from the magic, before you have a chance to get me out, I will die within the golden chest. The Black Candle must still be burning, but will soon flicker out, and die. When that happens, the magic will end, and the others will be released, along with me!” Alentia fears what Scarlet is telling her.
“How much time do we have Scarlet?” The red haired woman’s piercing blue eyes fill with tears.
“Maybe a week . . . possibly even less. I can already feel my body starting to burn from the intense heat as the magic starts to fade, but I am still unable to feel my legs. When I finally can move, it will be too late for my baby and me. I cannot escape until you open the chest, and once set free, I have only seconds before the fire consumes me. You must hurry, before this can happen. Even if I should perish, you must somehow try to save my child!” Alentia can relate with what Scarlet is pleading of her. If she were ever faced with the same choice, she would want her children to live, even if it meant sacrificing her own life for them.
“I promise you Scarlet, I will be by your side tomorrow night.” One thing still bothers Alentia and echoes ominously in her mind, a dark foreboding about who these others may be. Above all else, she fears what threat they pose to Silvinesh when they finally have their freedom.
“I know your thoughts Alentia, but I fear that if you learn the whole truth, you would never help me. Please, I beg of you to clear your thoughts of this. I promise you that when we meet, I will reveal everything, as well as what you will be facing. Whether you save me or not, does not negate the fact that the others will be set free when the candle’s dark magical light, flickers out. My daughter will one day, be your only hope at saving our world from this threat, so please, help me Alentia, at least save my daughter’s precious life, if nothing else.” Alentia can sense that somehow, what Scarlet is telling her, is the honest truth.
Everything begins to fade away, and Alentia slowly opens her pale violet eyes, to find the sun shining high in the midday sky. She wishes she could have stayed in bed for the rest of the afternoon, but knows that she has many things to do in preparation, to save the red haired woman trapped within the golden chest. She yawns and stretches, and gets up out of the soft bed. It has warmed up considerably since the early morning, and the golden rays of sunlight feel refreshing, upon her pale white face.
Alentia brushes her long golden hair, and washes her face with cold water from a large cream-colored bowl on the vanity. After dabbing the cool water from her face, she notices a folded note sitting on the top of the rich cherry vanity, beside the bowl, and must be a message from Erik. She opens it up, smiling as she reads the tender words he has written to her. He wants Alentia to meet him for lunch, somehow hearing her thoughts, knowing that she will be trying to get up a bit earlier. He signs the bottom of the letter with love Erik. Alentia kisses the note, and slips it into the inner pocket of her silver lined cloak hanging on the rack by the doorway.
Alentia readies her backpack, and places an extra change of clothing into it, on top of the two books from the library, as well as her velvety blue leather bound spell book. She slips on a fresh set of white wizard robes, and her snow-white, silver lined elvin cloak that her grandfather had always worn. She draws her magical sword Fury, into her outstretched hand, and swings the jewel encrusted silver scabbard over her shoulder. From her jewelry box, upon the vanity, she takes Nathalie’s Ring of Yassarise. She quickly slips it onto the right index finger of her slender snow-white hand. She instantly feels the power flowing through her body, as it rejuvenates and energizes her fully. She had not realized how truly tired she had been, and how the pregnancy has drained her, until this very moment. The magical ring adds life to the young elvin woman, and she instantly quickens her pace. She pulls out the final item she will need for this journey ahead, the plane gate amulet that will activate the Crystal Mountain Portal. Alentia gently tucks it away, inside of her backpack, between her extra set of white wizard robes and silver lined cloak.
Alentia’s father Warren will be joining Erik and her mother Jacqueline for lunch today, and she must hurry, before she misses them. Without hesitating, she conjures her spell. “Teleportaetus!” She vanishes from her grandfather’s bedroom, and startles her family of White Wizards, as a flash of shimmering blue light and her rematerialized form, appears before them within the Great Hall.
“My . . . what a grand entrance my dear Alentia!” Warren smiles and wonders what all the rush is about? Erik looks up at his love, and can tell by her appearance that she is planning to leave as soon as possible.
“Alentia, where are you going?” Alentia tries to block her thoughts from Erik about Scarlet, but has little success in doing so. He easily sees her plan, and tries his best not to let on what he has learned, or the worry he now feels in his heart, for what she is about to do.
“Off to Thelentia, to clear up the business with Edwin?” Erik tries to cover for Alentia, before Warren or Jacqueline become too suspicious.
“Yes Erik, I want to go before I become too tired from the pregnancy, and don’t feel like travelling anymore. Since it is so quiet this time of year, I figured that it is probably the best time to leave Silvinesh, and take care of the tasks that Edwin has for me to do.” Warren nods, agreeing with his daughter, remembering the request she received not more than a week earlier.
“So, I suppose you’ll need a gateway opened to Thelentia my dear?” Alentia smiles knowing that her father has believed the entire story. She playfully winks at Erik, quietly thanking him for his help in getting past this first obstacle of her journey.
Jacqueline speaks up, wanting to give her daughter as much help and consideration as possible in this difficult time of her life. “Why don’t you take Erik with you as well Alentia? Besides, he’s already ahead in all his studies, and can definitely help you during your stay in Thelentia. I’ll just have you teach him a few minor spells when you both return, so he can catch up with the others.” Alentia had secretly wanted Erik to come with her, all along, but did not think her mother would let him leave during his studies. He must have impressed her with his successful completion of the test of might, and knows that he is well on his way to becoming a White Wizard of Silvinesh.
“Thank you so much mother. That will be perfect! We’ll leave; right after lunch, if that’s alright with all of you?” Her parents both agree, and the hungry young woman sits down with her family, and begins filling her plate with lettuce, cut tomatoes and chunks of cheddar cheese. Warren notices the glowing orange ring upon his daughter’s hand, and suddenly grows concerned at her reason for having it on.
“Alentia, why are you wearing Nathalie’s Ring of Yassarise?” Alentia knew that she should have taken it off before she came to the Great Hall, but in her haste, had forgotten to do so. She tries to think up an excuse, and does her best to deceive her parents.
“Sorry father, I know I shouldn’t be using it, but I’ve felt so tired lately and when I woke up today, I knew that it would help me to get through the long day ahead of me. It will go back to Nathalie as planned, once spring arrives, I promise.” Warren scratches his chin, and returns to his dinner plate crunching on a crisp slice of lettuce, thinking her story is somewhat reasonable.
“Just make sure you don’t use it too much Alentia. The power will soon begin to weaken if you continue to use the ring, all too often.” Alentia nods, and promises once again, to do as her father has asked. She has managed to avoid his suspicions, at least for the moment, and will soon be on her way to Thelentia, to acquire the Golden Key.
Alentia eats everything on her plate, and nibbles at the remainder of what is left on the silver trays on the table. Erik has left, gone to gather up his belongings for the trip to Thelentia, and then later this evening, onto the secret journey to the Crystal Mountains. It is not too long after Alentia finishes her lunch that Erik returns, and is wearing his father’s long black cloak. The cloak flows behind the tall man and the light shimmers off the mysterious runes embroidered into the finely detailed stitching, hinting at its hidden power. Warren eyes the young man up, and becomes curious as to why the two young elves, both needed so much magical protection and their swords, for a simple journey to Thelentia.
“What are you two up to? What do you both need with swords, magical cloaks and the Ring of Yassarise?” Alentia knows that she and Erik have not been quite discreet enough, and fears that her curious parents may yet discover what they are planning to do.
“It’s just for show High Wizard!” Erik nonchalantly tells Warren, trying to sound as if it is nothing out of the norm. “Alentia figured it was a good idea to dress the part of the mighty elvin couple who have returned victorious, from the Ever-Night Realm. I would have to agree and thought it would be fun, if we both dressed up for the occasion and played the part. Truly, I wish we were actually going on some crazy adventure, but I suppose a quick trip to Thelentia will have to do for now!” Alentia’s heart is pounding in her chest, and she hopes that her father doesn’t see through Erik’s deceptive words.
Warren simply shrugs his shoulders, accepting Erik’s explanation without much suspicion. “I suppose it is harmless, and why not show off a little. One thing though, please don’t let this go to your heads you two, and above all else, stay out of trouble while in Thelentia. You have to remember that you now have certain little responsibilities to look out for and not just yourselves anymore.” Alentia rubs her growing belly, and smiles at her father, in deep understanding.
“Don’t worry father, we’ll return in a few days, and before you know it, everything will be back to normal.” Warren hugs his beautiful daughter, and pats Erik on the shoulder.
“Well, if you two are ready, we can open a gate to Thelentia, right now.” Alentia stands up, excited to be underway. She joins her family of White Wizards in a circle, focusing on creating the magical doorway to Thelentia. Erik watches in awe, as the trio of wizards perform the powerful teleportation spell. He hopes that someday, he’ll be able to learn how to cast an individual teleportation spell, but knows that this powerful magic that these three White Wizards are about to conjure, will be far from his ability to do so, for many years to come. His mind still can’t yet grasp the way this spell works, but he is hopeful that one day, he will be able to master this white wizardry, as easily as this powerful family of elves have been able to do.
“Teleportaetus Maximus!” All three wizards chant, over and over again, as a shimmering blue doorway, appears before them. The sphere grows rapidly until it is fully formed and flickering before them. Erik has always been impressed with this type of magic, especially the wonder that lay within the Crystal Mountains, the gateway that he and Alentia had used to travel through from both the Ever-Night Realm and the Plane of Fire. This magic is so amazing in the way it can transport a wizard anywhere he wants to go, as long as he has already been to the place at least once before.
Warren turns to Alentia once the gate has fully formed and his concentration is no longer required to sustain it. “When do you expect to return my dear Alentia?” She thinks about the reason he may be asking, and reads his open thoughts. It seems her father, means to only send for her within a week, and that no other White Wizards will be joining her as she had first expected. She had hoped she would have had, at least a few White Wizards to cast a gate spell from Thelentia, to travel to the Crystal Mountains. With Erik now joining her, Warren doesn’t think it is necessary for any others to go with her, and knows that Alentia cannot get into as much trouble, with just Erik by her side. Although Alentia liked the idea of having Erik with her, she will now have to find an alternate way to get to the Crystal Mountains. She dismisses the problem facing her, and instead, focuses on the task at hand, retrieving the Golden Key from Thelentia.
“Possibly a few days father, maybe a week, check with me then if I haven’t returned already.” Warren and Jacqueline, both hug Alentia, and wish her and Erik a safe journey. The young couple, swiftly disappear through the shimmering portal, and seconds later, the magical gateway flickers closed within the Great Hall. Warren rubs his chin, still worrying about Erik and Alentia. He paces about the room and is somewhat troubled. Jacqueline walks over to him and places her hand on his shoulder, stopping him and turning the tall mage towards her.
“What’s the matter Warren?” Jacqueline asks, as he looks into her pale blue elvin eyes. After a couple of moments, he finally answers his wife, sharing his worry.
“They are up to something Jacqueline, I can sense it! I have a very bad feeling about all this. I don’t know what it is, but for the past few nights, I keep dreaming about flames all around me, and a red headed elvin woman trapped within a golden box. It is the strangest thing Jacqueline, it’s almost like she is trying to warn me of something.” Jacqueline’s pale blue eyes grow wide, and she quickly shares her own dreams from the past few nights.
“I had that very same dream Warren! It must be a vision, as well as a warning to us!” The two elves look at each other, and swiftly draw the same conclusion, starting to race for the White Tower Library, to find an answer to their shared experience. They both know that if more than one White Wizard should have the same dream, then the vision has a link to prophecy in some manner. It is no mere coincidence, and they must quickly find the answer to this riddle they have both received, before the event can actually take place.
Erik and Alentia step through the gate, and into the throne room of Thelentia. It has been so long since Alentia has walked within these all too familiar halls, and she feels like she is returning home after a long journey. Erik marvels at this magnificent place, and looks around the entire room, taking in all the new sites to see, until his piercing blue eyes come to rest upon a large painting, depicting a beautiful elvin woman with flowing blond hair. “She looks so much like you Alentia, but who is she?”
Alentia smiles, and squeezes Erik’s hand. “That is my great grandmother. Her name was Elysian, and she was the beloved Daughter of the White Tower.” Erik marvels at the sight of the elvin beauty. He now knows why Elysian had been so beloved by her people, and what a tragedy it was, when they lost her to shadow. None had been fairer than the elvin maiden had, and she single-handedly brought man and elf together, with the love she shared with her husband, King Gorian.
“You both are beautiful Alentia. Someday, I will have your portrait hung here as well, for our children and grandchildren, to see.” Alentia laughs at Erik, and thinks he is making fun of her.
“Don’t laugh Alentia, I’m dead serious! Something like that painting is a lasting tribute and memory of who you are, and what you look like, so that the next generations can remember you.” Alentia leans over and kisses Erik on the cheek, and marvels at the way his mind works. He has the kindest heart, and is that missing piece of her own, that she has been searching for, all of her life. She doesn’t know what she did before she met him, and now, can’t imagine not having him here with her. She wraps her arms around his waist, and the two make their way towards a Thelentian Paladin, who has just spotted the two visitors, and is quickly coming to greet them.
“Lady Alentia! It is an honor for you to grace us with your presence.” The man bows before Alentia and Erik, and the two feel awkward at this strange new part of their lives. Alentia had never felt like anyone important before, and even though they called her a princess from time to time, she had completely dismissed the idea as ludicrous. Now, she is facing her new role as their queen, Lady Alentia of Thelentia. It will take some getting used to, and Alentia is still not sure if it is what she really wants.
“Shall I go and find Edwin for you my lady?” Alentia knows that Edwin has hidden the Golden Key, here, somewhere within the throne room, and will be the only one able to retrieve it for her.
“Yes, of course, go and tell Edwin that I have arrived, here with Erik, and I request his immediate presence in the throne room, and his alone.” The young paladin quickly bows, once more, and races out of the throne room, on his errand for his elvin queen.
“What is your plan Alentia?” Erik asks her, now that they are by themselves.
“First, we need the Golden Key, and then, we will have to find a way for us to travel to the Crystal Mountains.” Alentia ponders how they can possibly get there, and suddenly comes up with a clever idea. She reaches into her backpack and retrieves her velvety blue bound spell book. She takes a seat at the long table, and Erik joins her, not quite sure what she has in mind.
“Take out your spell book Erik, some elvin ink and your magical quill. You have some work to do, before we can leave for the Crystal Mountains.” Erik pulls out a jar of the silvery substance, and his learners spell book. Alentia’s velvety blue leather bound spell book is at least ten times as big as his own is, and he smiles, realizing just how far below her mastery of white wizardry he really is.
“Don’t worry Erik. We all have to start somewhere. The important thing is the beginning. We all have to start the journey at some point in our lives, knowing that one-day, success in mastering white wizardry will be ours. I remember when I had only two sheets in this old spell book, and I would marvel at my grandfather’s thick, worn collection. It takes time, and many years of hard work to get to my level, and someday, you will do it.” How wise the young elvin woman is. Both her beauty and her intellectual being truly amaze Erik. He only hopes that one-day; he can live up to her expectations, and become half the wizard that his soul mate has already become.
Alentia flips through several pages, and comes to the spell she is thinking of. “Here Erik, read this thoroughly, and try your best to understand the meaning and the way the magic is used to surround and protect you. This is a bit higher level than you should be dabbling with, but it is crucial that we both are able to cast this spell. I won’t be able to perform enough of the magic to get us safely to the Crystal Mountains, so you will have to learn this, before we leave.” Alentia doesn’t want to pressure Erik, but she has no other choice but to let him know how important his success in learning this spell is to her.
“I will do my best Alentia.” She pats his hand, and leaves him to his work. Edwin arrives soon afterwards, with a wide smile on his face, now that he has learned that the news is true about Lady Alentia’s arrival.
“Ahh . . . Lady Alentia. It is so good to see you again. How are the children?” Alentia tightens her wizard robes over her stomach, and shows off her growing round belly. Edwin laughs with a thunderous roar, amused at the sight of the elvin woman. He joins Alentia at the opposite end of the long table in the throne room, so Erik can continue studying without them interrupting him, or breaking his concentration.
“So, what brings you to Thelentia so unexpectedly, and without prior word?” Edwin senses there is more to Alentia’s sudden visit than just royal pleasantries. It was never normal for any of the Silvinesh elves to arrive without at least a few days notice, unless it was for something, of the utmost importance. Edwin has learned to read his friends all too well, more easily able to determine these things, as the years have passed by.
“You are wise Edwin, and quite correct. First, I need you to swear an oath of secrecy to me, before I tell you any of what I intend to do.” Edwin stutters for a moment and wishes he didn’t have to do as Alentia asks, but in the end, he knows that he must remain loyal to his new queen.
“If it is what you truly wish of me Alentia, I will not speak a word. You have my solemn vow as a Thelentian Paladin, my honor is yours.” He holds his fist up to his heart, and Alentia knows that Edwin is now bound by his code of knighthood, and will die before discussing what she is about to tell him, with anyone else.
“Edwin, I need the Golden Key.” Edwin is shocked at first, but agrees to retrieve it as she requests. He walks over to the fireplace, and presses on one of the side stones. A clicking sound echoes through the throne room, and the top of the fireplace slides off to the side, hanging upon a hinge. Edwin reaches into the secret compartment within the mantle top, and pulls out the shiny Golden Key from its resting place.
“I never knew that was there!” Alentia says in disbelief. Edwin smiles, and closes the secret compartment over top of the old fireplace, locking it down into place.
“That, my dear Alentia, is why it is a secret!” He laughs loudly, and Erik begins giggling from down at the other end of the table.
“Back to your studies my young apprentice!” Alentia scowls and Erik shakes his head, and does as she instructs, but not before poking some fun back at her.
“Yes, High Wizard!” Alentia’s face turns crimson, and if she could reach him, she would have throttled him for his quick thinking.
“You wait until later Erik . . . you’re in big trouble the next time we’re alone!” Edwin sits down, and watches the two loving elves exchanging playful chatter with one another. Alentia sits and crosses her arms, and stares down at Erik. He hides behind his book, poking the end of his quill in his mouth. Alentia stares at the book, knowing he is still laughing at her from the other side. Suddenly, Alentia notices the Golden Key on the table in front of her, and realizes how childish she was just acting. Her smile fades, thinking of Scarlet, knowing the true seriousness of the situation and that the poor suffering woman is the reason why she has come to Thelentia in the first place.
“Sorry Edwin, he just knows how to push my buttons.” Edwin smiles, and slides the Golden Key closer to her.
“No apology is necessary Lady Alentia, that’s just why you love him so much.” Alentia looks up at the old paladin, realizing that he understands, so much more than he has ever let on. Before becoming a Thelentian Paladin, Edwin had a loving family of his own. He was not a rich man, but made an honest living by forging swords and armor in his smithy south of Thelentia. One terrible fall day, his life was shattered, when a group of orcs raided his home in the Evergreen Forest, and killed his entire family. He was crushed and sought to devote the remainder of his mortal life, to justice and to defending others who may be threatened by such evil. This is what finally brought him to Thelentia, to serve as a paladin for Alentia’s grandfather, William Silverblade. Edwin shared William’s passion for helping others, and could relate with him, since they both had lost ones they loved to evildoers.
Alentia pats the thick weathered hands of the great man sitting beside her. “Thank you Edwin, for reminding me of how important the ones we love are to us, and also, for keeping the Golden Key safe, just as my grandfather had asked of you.” Alentia picks up the Golden Key, and tries to interpret the strange markings etched upon its surface. Whatever magic this key possessed, she knew it had to be created, long ago, by powerful beings of light. Maybe the Gold Dragons had done this, but why lock Scarlet inside of the golden chest along with the other two magical devices? Something Alentia didn’t understand is at work here, but somehow, she knows that if either Scarlet or her unborn child should perish, Alentia will never be able to forgive herself.
“If I might ask, what do you mean to do with the Golden Key Alentia?” Edwin knew that something wasn’t right, and can see Alentia’s mind racing as she examines the mysterious object.
“Erik and I, have to go somewhere, to help a woman that is in terrible need. We will be leaving tonight, and you must not, under any circumstances, let my father know that we have left Thelentia. It is very important to me that all remains a secret . . . at least for now. Act as if we are still here, should anyone ask, and I promise you, we will return to Silvinesh by the following day, that is, if all goes according to my plan.” Edwin looks worried, and wonders where these two young elves are planning to go in the dead of winter, especially at night?
“Alentia, please reconsider. You both will freeze to death if you travel out into this cold! Tell me where this woman is, and I will send out our paladins, to aid her.” Alentia shakes her head, knowing that this is beyond the paladin’s ability to do so.
“I’m sorry Edwin. Your men would never be able to get to where we are about to travel. White wizardry will protect both Erik and I from winter’s chill. Please, just trust me on this, and I promise I won’t be gone long.” Edwin realizes that no matter what he says to her, the beautiful young elvin woman will do as she wishes, and there is really nothing he can do to stop her from going through with this plan. His oath compels him to obey and protect her, no matter the cost. He only hopes that by obeying her, it isn’t her precious life that will be the price of his silence.
“I will only do as you say if you tell me where you are going. Should you not return, I must be able to go after you both, by any means necessary!” Alentia thinks about Edwin’s wise words, and realizes that he might be right. She needed to have a backup plan, and ensure that she isn’t placing her own life and those of her unborn children, at risk. If something should happen to her in the Plane of Fire, they could all die.
“Alright Edwin, but you must give us at least a few days before you tell my father where we went.” Edwin agrees, and Alentia reluctantly starts explaining her plan to him.
“We will be leaving for the Crystal Mountains, later tonight.” Edwin gasps and cannot believe Alentia would want to go to that cold and desolate place, especially in the middle of winter.
“Why would you want to go to the Crystal Mountains, and how could this woman you speak of, be trapped and in need of your help within such a wretched place? Surely, it is not true? You must be joking with me!” Alentia shakes her head, and grasps the old paladin’s leathery hand in hers.
“Edwin, we will travel to the mountain fortress, later tonight, and then pass into the Plane of Fire to rescue a woman named Scarlet, who is trapped in that horrible place. If we fail to go right now, she will perish. I have to tell you, I feel a bond to her, somehow, and she is also with child, which makes this all the more urgent.” Edwin scratches his head, trying to make sense of Alentia’s incredible story that seems too impossible to believe.
“How do you know any of this Alentia? Couldn’t it all be a trap of some kind or your imagination getting the better of you? Who told you this story?” Alentia smiles, and can’t help thinking, how much of a father figure Edwin portrays. He is a good man, with a heart of pure gold.
“I’m an elvin White Wizard, trust me on this!” Edwin nods, and knows that there is no way to change her mind, now that she is set on going through with her plan. She is as stubborn as her grandfather is, and just as passionate about what she feels, she has to do. No obstacle can deter her, once she sets her mind to it.
“You have my silence for two days. If you do not return by that time, or have sent word of your return to Silvinesh, I will reveal this entire conversation to your father Warren. Above all else, take care of yourself, and please, stay out of harm’s way, if at all possible. I would never be able to forgive myself, if anything ever happened to either of you, or the precious little ones you have within you!” Edwin stands and bows to Alentia. She in turn, wraps her arms around the big paladin, giving him a hug, and a tender kiss on his cheek. He smiles, and pats her on the back, as a father would do to his beloved daughter.
“Please, will you not join us for dinner tonight Edwin?” The old paladin regretfully shakes his head.
“I’m sorry Alentia. I have pressing matters to attend to. We have had a few problems with getting supplies this winter, from out of the western realms, and a few of our scouts have yet to return. I’m sure it is nothing to worry about, but we must find out what may be happening to these missing men.” Alentia remembers the fear in the White Wizard’s eyes, as she explained the attacks by the Darklings in the west.
“Edwin, be weary. The White Wizards have also met with an evil force in the western forest, and sightings of Darklings have been reported. This group of evil creatures is extremely powerful, and the Darklings use mind attacks against their enemies. My people are presently investigating, and trying to counter this western threat as we speak. At our next meeting of the Council of Nine, I will tell them of Thelentia’s missing scouts, and the trouble you have been experiencing with receiving supplies. I’m quite sure we will get to the bottom of this as well.” Edwin bows, and proceeds to leave the throne room, to go about his numerous assignments.
In some ways, knowing that Edwin will send her help if she and Erik encounter trouble, gives Alentia a sense of relief. She hadn’t fully thought through her plan, and now, realizes how quickly she has rushed into this treacherous journey. Erik walks over and kisses Alentia on the cheek. He has finally finished scribing, and now has a copy of the protection magic within his own spell book. Alentia quickly turns and slaps him hard on his ass, making Erik jump from the sudden unexpected impact.
“High Wizard . . . eh?” Alentia chases the now nervously laughing man, around the room. She gives up after losing her breath for a second, forced to lean over a chair with a painful stitch bunching the muscles up within her lower stomach. She breathes heavily for a few moments, until the episode finally passes.
“Are you okay Alentia?” She takes a few more deep breaths, before answering the concerned young father to be.
“It’s nothing Erik, my mother has warned me of this. I have to take it a bit easier now, and not over do it. I’m sorry if I worried you my love, really, it’s nothing.” Jacqueline had almost lost Alentia when she was pregnant with her, and afterwards, was never able to bear any other children. Alentia, like her dear mother, seems to be having difficulty with this pregnancy, but doesn’t want to worry Erik about it, unless things should worsen.
“Why don’t you sit down for a moment Alentia?” She nods, and slowly walks over towards the table with Erik’s help, carefully sitting down into the chair she had used to lean against, relaxing for a few moments. The episode finally passes, and she feels much better afterwards.
“This has been happening more often Alentia, are you sure you can safely travel to the Crystal Mountains? If anything ever happened to you or the children, I would never forgive . . .” Alentia places her fingers on Erik’s lips, and shakes her head.
“I’ll be okay my love, it’s just a short trip to the Crystal Mountains and then back again, once we have rescued Scarlet. Nothing will happen to me. Now, did you master that protection spell for me, my young apprentice?”
Chapter 6 – The City of the Ancients
Christopher wakes to find Nadia snuggled up close to him, and assumes that she must have stayed the entire time, wrapped in his arms. She is a petite little elvin woman with long golden hair, fair skin and soft features. He is happy that she decided to stay and hopes she will join the trio of friends on their journey north and onto Silvinesh. Christopher gently brushes his hand over her soft face, and is enchanted by her flawless elvin features.
Nadia slowly opens her golden eyes, and smiles up at the gentle, caring halfling man. Christopher quickly moves his hand away, after being caught touching her soft white cheek, and is fearful that he may have overstepped his boundaries. “It’s okay little halfling, I haven’t had the company of any other in over three hundred years. My solitude has left me feeling empty, and I think that is why I had to stay close to you last night. I miss having someone holding me close to them. I have yearned for such a thing.” Christopher smiles, and wraps his arms around the little beauty, glad to be a comfort to her. Nadia slowly closes her tired golden eyes again, while enjoying the companionship Christopher shares wholeheartedly with her.
Both Steven and Jessica wake up, several hours later, and prepare breakfast for the group of friends. Steven pulls a large bushel of fresh oranges from Xavier’s magical pouch and begins to slice several of the juicy fruits, into thick wedges. He also squeezes several of the remaining oranges until four large goblets sit waiting for the friends to drink.
Jessica looks on in amazement, at the bright orange wedges and drink that Steven has prepared for the group. “I’ve never seen such bright food as this. They smell wonderful as well, what are they called?” Steven quickly tells her they are known as oranges, but Jessica only frowns, and thinks he is pulling her leg.
“Seriously Jessica, that’s their real name, as unoriginal as it may seem.” He had never truly thought about the name of this fruit, and how its name seemed a bit simplistic. Steven laughs to himself, as he begins to eat the delicious fruit and shakes his head with Jessica giggling all the while.
Christopher finally sneaks away from Nadia, who has fallen asleep again. He sniffs about, and dances with delight at the sight of the delicious treat he can see waiting for him. “We haven’t had those since we were really young Steven. What a wonderful idea!” Steven had thought so too, and had always wanted to try to trade or acquire more of the delicious fruit that only grew far away in the southern realms. Long ago, while adventuring deep in those warm outer realms, he had traded with some of the local merchants and purchased several bags of oranges. Since that time, he never did have a chance to return to the south, and decided to take this opportunity, to produce the tasty fruit for everyone to enjoy, with help from Xavier’s magical pouch.
Nadia finally stirs, and eagerly joins the trio of friends. “Oranges!” Nadia exclaims with excitement when she recognizes what waits for her. She quickly drinks down the freshly squeezed orange juice Steven had set aside for her. “Where did you get these? I haven’t seen oranges since I was a little child!” Nadia’s golden eyes sparkle like a little girl, and even her actions are those of someone very young. If Steven didn’t know her, he would never have thought she was a mighty Gold Dragon, in disguise.
Everyone helps finish the remaining oranges, and sit back for a moment, relaxing, before the long day of flight begins. Steven turns to Nadia, and asks her about the City of Brimstone, wanting to know more before their trip. “Nadia, my friend William, the one who is stuck in the Blue Sapphire Ring that I’m wearing, has told me about an ancient prophecy, which may be linked to his granddaughter Alentia and her unborn children in some way. Could it be possible to avert this awakening, before it actually happens?” Nadia sadly shakes her head, knowing that there is no known way for this to be thwarted.
“I’m sorry Steven, but I have seen the magic that keeps the evil ones sleeping, and it has all but burned away. When I first found the enemy, hundreds of years ago, inside the Golden City, there was a long Black Candle in the central courtyard that was burning brightly with dark magical fire. Now, that same Black Candle has almost completely burned away, and only flickers at its base. When the violet candlelight is finally snuffed out, the beasts will awaken. I fear that when this happens, we are all doomed.” Steven knows that Nadia speaks the truth, just as William has foreseen it. How it could be linked to Alentia, Erik and the unborn children, still remains a mystery.
“Can we see this place you speak of, before we leave for Drakonbech?” Nadia thinks about what Steven has asked for a moment, before answering his question.
“Yes, I believe it is safe now. At first, I dared not to let the light touch me, but now, its power has faded, and cannot freeze us in time, as it once was able to. I will show you the City of the Ancients before it is no more and then you must leave for Drakonbech.” Steven realizes how this pains Nadia, and he knows that once the beasts do awaken, they will destroy everything that stands in their way, including the Golden City and its lone Gold Dragon survivor.
“Thank you for trusting us Nadia, but please . . . come with us to Silvinesh. There is no need for you to linger on here any longer and be alone. Only death waits for you if you stay. Just consider it as a token of our friendship.” Nadia thinks about Steven’s kind offer and looks at Christopher for a moment, and smiles at the thought of escaping her long bitter seclusion.
“If you wouldn’t mind my company, I would gladly join you. I want to see my sister Nathalie, before it is too late. She may be able to help us with this, although I do not know how it would be possible to avert this disaster.” Christopher smiles back at the petite woman, and blushes. Steven begins to chuckle under his breath, as he catches the two little ones, staring at each other, with shy little eyes trying not to let the other know what is burning in each of their little hearts.
“We should get going then. It sounds like our time here, may be running out for us. I’d rather not get stuck down in the Ever-Night Realm with thousands of angry dragon’s to deal with, if it is at all possible.” A terrible thought suddenly crosses Steven’s mind, and he realizes that his dark elvin friends will soon be in this very same dire situation.
“We have to warn Xavier and the others!” Christopher’s eyes go wide, realizing what Steven has just revealed. He also hadn’t thought of what may happen when the dragons wake up and lay waste to this underground world. If the beasts travel deeper into the Ever-Night Realm, instead of north, towards Drakonbech, the dark elves will all surely perish. Somehow, they have to find a way to warn Xavier of the coming threat, before they leave for Silvinesh.
“My people!” Jessica holds her hand over her mouth, in utter disbelief at what they all now face. “Steven, we have to warn them, before it’s too late!” The ranger scratches his head, trying to figure out a plan and then suddenly, loses control over his body. William speaks to the others, through Steven.
“Worry not my friends, I, William Silverblade, will make sure the evil dragons have but one path to take, once they have finally awoken. Xavier and the dark elvin survivors will be safe from danger, once I do what I have in mind to accomplish. Trust this old White Wizard, and continue on to Drakonbech as planned.” Steven suddenly regains control of his mind and body, and stumbles back as he rubs his forehead. His temples ache a bit from being forced out of his body so abruptly by William’s powerful will.
“Was that really William?” Christopher asks, with a shocked expression on his face.
“Yes Chris, he has a plan to block the path to the dark elvin city. He didn’t explain it all to me, but that is the general idea. I’m sure he will take care of it, once the time is right.” Jessica rubs Steven’s back, and is deeply concerned for him. She had never witnessed William ever taking control in the way he just has, except for the few times he made Steven conjure white wizardry and change into a Gold Dragon.
“Are you going to be okay my love?” Steven nods, and tries to reassure the dark elvin woman.
“I’ll be alright, but we really should get going.” Steven shakes the strange feeling he has, and distances himself from the others. He strips down, and lets his mind go, clearing it of all his troubled thoughts, allowing William to transform his body into a mighty Gold Dragon.
“Draconaeus Transformaetus!” Steven shouts. Nadia draws closer, unafraid and watches curiously, as Steven’s body slowly morphs and cracks as he grows. He screams faintly at first, but as he transforms, the roars of pain echo through the darkness, hammering off the solid rock walls announcing Steven`s transformation.
“Magnificent!” Nadia says in approval of the powerful magic. She walks around Steven as he rustles his leathery golden wings and tries to get used to his new form.
“Nathalie helped make that bracelet, didn`t she?” Steven nods his huge golden head, confirming what the tiny elvin woman has said.
“She did Nadia. It was a gift for her love, Kryztoff. She wanted him to be like one of her own kind, in every way possible.” Nadia continues to walk around Steven, inspecting his Gold Dragon form, amazed how perfectly the spell has made him, not unlike herself. She is deep in thought for several moments, thinking about the magic and all its potential.
“If we had a few more of those golden bracelets, we could turn many elves into powerful dragons, and have an army just as deadly as our enemy.” Steven wishes it were only true, and tells Nadia the secret of how he can change, and what is truly necessary for it to be possible.
“I’m sorry Nadia, but there is a second problem, even if we had more of the bracelets. Anyone trying to use this gift, and attempting to change into dragon form without the healing power of a Ring of Yassarise, will perish from the transformation. The two magical powers work together, to make it all possible without killing the wearer of the bracelet.” Nadia thinks about it for a moment and holds her little finger up.
“What if I knew a way to get a few more of these rings?” Steven looks down at the tiny woman, pleasantly surprised, and can’t help wondering where Nadia could possibly acquire more of the powerful magic.
“I thought there were only two rings in existence? Are there truly more of them?” Nadia smiles and turns her hand around. Upon her tiny finger, is of all things, a miniature version of a Ring of Yassarise. Steven is amazed by this fact. “But how can that be possible?” Nadia doesn’t explain and distances herself from the others. She loosens her baggy robes, letting them fall onto the ground, revealing her tiny naked elvin hourglass form.
Nadia silently whispers to herself, and closes her golden eyes. Slowly, her tiny snow-white body begins to glow, and rapidly transforms before everyone’s eyes, into her true self. She is much smaller than Steven by nearly half, but is surely as deadly if she needed to be. Christopher looks up at Nadia in awe, as he cautiously approaches her. The tiny Gold Dragon lies on the ground before him as he nears her, and she speaks, ever so softly to the nervous little man. “Don’t be afraid of me Christopher. I want you to ride upon me, if you would like to. I promise that I’ll keep you safe while you are on me.” Nervously, the little halfling slips onto Nadia’s back. She lifts him effortlessly, once he is resting securely on top of her. Nadia crotches down, and in one quick leap, her and Christopher are soaring, high up within the vast void of the Ever-Night Realm.
Jessica quickly gathers the remaining gear, and soon, Steven is flying off with her. He follows the quick moving little dragon, as she glides through the vast depths. Not far from where the group had camped for the night, the ground gives way, and turns into an endless river of molten lava. Steven now realizes that there would have been no way for them to walk out of this place through the northern passage. Only flight could allow for escape through this path and thankfully, he possesses that wondrous gift.
The friends fly on for several hours, over the river of fire, until a shimmering gold city comes into view. The lava seemingly ends on the very edge of the golden city walls. White light emanates all around, and the view is breathtaking from high up in the dark void. Steven knows that he will never forget this sight, for the rest of his natural elvin life. Huge statues of mighty Gold Dragons flank each side of the main entryway. Their eyes are each, fist-sized bloodstones that seem to glow within each eye socket with a ruby red light. Steven swoops under the majestic golden archways, as Nadia leads him into the very heart of the City of Brimstone.
Skeletons of several winged beasts litter the ground throughout the city streets. No doubt, a deadly battle played out in this place, long ago. Nothing living remains or so it seems. As Nadia turns a sharp corner along one of the many streets within the great city, Steven recoils and flies straight up in fear, as he comes face to face, with hundreds of evil dragons. They each appear to be untouched, and are as they would have been, when they were first bound to the city. Their skin still glistens in the white light, and they look as though they are ready to tear apart anything that dares to cross their paths. Steven suddenly realizes that the evil dragons are of no threat to him at this time, and simply sleep with their eyes wide open. He lands beside Nadia, who remains hovering just above the white marble ground.
“Do you see the threat now my friends? Not one Gold Dragon escaped the city alive, and somehow, my father managed to lure the enemy here, to him, and then, somehow froze them all in time. I followed his footsteps away from this place, and know that he must have transformed into his true self, fleeing, possibly north, towards Drakonbech. I still don’t know why he never returned for me, and I fear he must have perished in the battle over Drakonbech, which lasted for the next few years after he vanished. I lingered there in Drakonbech with the other good dragons, for some time, then returned here and found that I was unable to bury the dead. I feared to fall to the power of the Black Candle, so I kept my distance, remaining as the lone guardian of the sleeping enemy. Over there, you will see what remains of the dark magic. It is not much, but it still manages to hold these dragons trapped in time, at least for now.” Everyone looks to the place that Nadia points to, and can see the flickering Black Candle, with its eerie violet dark magical light, bathing the army of deadly beasts. How it could have burned for this long, is beyond any of them. No doubt, the dark magic must have given it its longevity, but as with all things, nothing lasts forever, not even this.
Christopher jumps for a second, when he notices that one of the frozen Blue Dragons is looking straight at him. The beast’s pupil dilates, slowly focusing, obviously aware of what it sees in front of him. A vicious growling sound emanates from deep within the evil creature’s throat. “By the Power of Silvinesh, it can see me!” Nadia looks over, and is shocked as well, never witnessing such a thing as this before. Somehow, this beast is returning to life, and now, there is no doubt that the dark magic that once bound it, is slowly beginning to unravel, losing its deadly grip on this one creature.
“We should not linger here any longer my friends. They may already be able to hear us, and some, like this blue one, are undoubtedly becoming aware of where they are, and what has happened to them. This is progressing far faster than I had first expected it would. We must get out of here, right now!” Nadia flies back up into the air and Steven races after her. Nadia moves to the highest tower, overlooking the molten lava river and the entire City of Brimstone. The courtyard is visible from far below, and is several hundred feet up in the air. Nadia lands upon a narrow balcony, and asks Christopher to slip off her back for a moment. He does as she has asked, and Nadia quickly transforms back into her tiny elvin form. She stands naked before Christopher, who bashfully tries to look away from her beautifully formed hourglass silhouette. Nadia, not caring that she is naked, quickly rushes past the halfling into her old home, and gathers up several books and a small ornate box, covered with sparkling jewels and lined with pure gold. A dragon’s head adorns the very top of the tiny jewelry box, which was a gift from Nadia’s father, centuries before. She places all her possessions and another long white robe into her pack, and walks back to Christopher.
“Take this for me, and keep it safe.” Christopher tries to maintain his eye contact with Nadia, but can’t help looking down at her shapely hourglass body. “Christopher, I’m serious. What lies in this pack is everything that I hold dear in this world. I trust you to take care of it for me. No matter what happens, please don’t drop it!”
Christopher smiles, and watches as Nadia transforms back into a mighty Gold Dragon. He slips onto her scaled back once again, and screams, as Nadia leaps off the edge of the balcony, plummeting towards the city below. Steven turns to follow, but suddenly loses control over his mind and body. William has intervened once again, and flies towards the lava river, instead of continuing north. Nadia stops in mid air, noticing Steven flying away from her, wondering what is happening.
“Where is he going? Drakonbech is this way, towards the north, and not back there?” Her answer comes with a thunderous voice, which echoes throughout the golden city.
“Disintegratus Maximus!” William shouts through Steven. A streak of lightning arcs out of the dragon’s hand and strikes the rock ceiling, high above the Ever-Night Realm. Over and over, William’s words of magic echo throughout the darkness, causing large pieces of rock to crack off the high ceiling, and drop into the molten lava far below. Soon, the lava begins to back up behind the large pieces of rock, and the ceiling begins to collapse all around.
“Blue Flame Aurora!” Steven conjures, and icy blue magic envelops the lava flow building throughout the broken shards of rock, solidifying the mass. Repeatedly, William casts lightning and blue flame magic, until the entire passage transforms into a solid wall of rock and cooled magma. Nadia cannot believe the amount of white magic that her new friend has managed to unleash. Only her father could equal such a thing as this, and never has she heard of any other race other than dragonkind being able to conjure so much white magic, at any one time. None but the mightiest Gold and Silver Dragons possessed such a gift.
“Your friend Steven is quite amazing Christopher!” The halfling smiles, and corrects Nadia, revealing the truth of it.
“That was my friend William Silverblade, and not Steven. William was once the High Wizard of Silvinesh, and also the half elvin Lord of Thelentia!”
“Half-elvin?” She whispers, thinking aloud that this is impossible to be true. “There is no way for the species to cross breed, unless . . . Nathalie used the golden acorns, didn’t she?” Nadia seems upset at this sudden realization about William’s magical origins.
“Yes Nadia, but what does that really matter?” She fails to answer Christopher, choosing to keep this secret private and to herself, continuing to slowly fly over the ancient city heading towards Drakonbech. Steven, after regaining control, starts after her, racing into the darkness of the northern passage of the Ever-Night Realm. Jessica remains astonished after witnessing the white magic, which had transformed the passageway into a solid mass of rock. She had never seen such wonders, but is grateful for being here and able to be a spectator to such a wondrous display of white wizardry. Xavier and the others will now be safe from the awakening threat. The evil dragons have but one path to follow now, towards the north, and onto Drakonbech, then possibly Silvinesh. Jessica suddenly realizes a second terrible truth. She will never again be able to return to her homeland in the Ever-Night Realm, she will forever be apart from the people she loves, all except her one true love, Steven.
Hours of flight quickly pass on their journey through the endless darkness. Only the sounds from the two dragon’s mighty wings flapping; periodically break the deafening silence all around the four friends. Nadia continues to sense an approaching evil closing in on them, but not even her golden eyes can see a single creature behind them, within the Ever-Night Realm. She trembles, suddenly realizing that it is already too late, and that their time is far shorter than she had first anticipated.
“Steven, can you fly on with me, if needed?” He can already feel the overwhelming strain of the long day upon his tiring body, and only wishes for a moment of rest, before continuing any further. Nadia can see the exhaustion in Steven’s golden eyes, and knows that she will have to come up with another way for them to keep going. Nadia spots a ledge, high up, near the ceiling of the Ever-Night Realm, and flies towards it. Steven follows her, and they both land upon this high outcrop of rock, to rest in safety.
Seconds later, both dragons transform back into their elvin forms, and stand naked within the darkness. Christopher wraps his cloak around Nadia, and passes her the backpack he was holding close to him, the entire day. She reaches inside, and slips a loose white robe over her snow-white body. “Thank you for taking care of me, Christopher, such a gentleman!” Christopher turns red, quite embarrassed by her kind words to him.
“Don’t be so shy with me Chris. If you like me, just tell me. It is better to have tried than to regret that you never did.” Christopher knows that she must have already read his open thoughts, and wraps his arms around her slender body drawing her closer to him. She returns the gentle hug, and tenderly kisses his lips. The little halfling is startled at first by Nadia’s sudden show of affection. He knows in his heart that he could have never wished for this, in all his wildest dreams. He now understands what Steven and Jessica feel for each other, giving him a new perspective on life, and makes him realize what has been missing, all these long lonely years he has spent adventuring.
“I really do like you Nadia, and I can only hope that we will have an opportunity to get to know one another a bit better, maybe even have the chance to fall in love.” Nadia wishes for this same thing, but knows that they are quickly running out of time.
“Once we have escaped, there will be time enough to get to know one another. For now, we have things that must be done so we can all make it out of here with our lives.” Christopher has no idea what Nadia is speaking of, and worries about the things she is saying, sensing that all is not as it should be.
Nadia turns to the elvin couple, “Everyone, we have to talk.” Both Jessica and Steven walk over, and sit with Nadia and Christopher, knowing that they need to hear what she has to say.
“I have sensed an approaching darkness, for many hours now. I fear that we have run out of time, far sooner than I had first thought we would. If I’m right, we have several evil dragons bearing down on us as we speak. They will be both hungry and enraged, seeking to hunt us down to satisfy themselves. The Blue Dragon that we saw in the Golden City may be one of them, and if so, it knows that we are here. In light of this, we have to keep going, and I suggest that we take turns flying, and never stop until we reach Drakonbech. One can rest while the other flies, so we’ll never stop in any one place for too long. This will shorten the journey to only a few days, and may give us a chance to out run the ones that are coming for us.” Steven had also sensed something, not realizing until this moment what he was feeling. Nadia is right; they are in grave danger, mortal danger. They can’t take the chance, and sleep here tonight. It is either fly now, or surely perish at the hands of the dragon horde. They have no real choice, but to continue on, until they reach Drakonbech.
“Aren’t you tired Nadia, and how will you be able to carry all of us?” Nadia already knows that this is going to be a problem, but has a clever idea.
“Jessica can help us with the task! Even if it is only in short bursts, it will move us further north without any one of us becoming too tired.” Steven only wishes that what Nadia is suggesting, could somehow be possible.
“You must understand Nadia, I cannot take my ring off, and don’t you need your own to prevent your life force from fading?” Steven is right on both accounts, but Nadia has a secret that will allow this to happen, and she is about to reveal it, to all of them. Carefully, Nadia reaches into her backpack, and removes her small jewelry box that she had retrieved from her high tower, within the Golden City. She clicks a secret latch upon the jewel encrusted golden box, and slowly opens the lid with the dragonhead upon it. Inside the golden box, are four more glowing orange Rings of Yassarise. Steven looks down on Nadia’s beautiful little elvin face, and smiles at her.
“Your people made these, didn’t they?” Nadia nods.
“Long ago, they were each created, to protect the royal family from all harm, and given to each of us, granting us unnaturally long lives and preventing us from ever growing old. There were once ten of these same rings, but only five now remain. My father had the ability to recharge them, by draining the life force from our enemies. One mighty dragon could fully charge a ring, but it meant the death of the great beast. It is a horrible process, and something I would never try myself.” Steven understands completely, as do the others that this gift is their answer to possibly escaping with their lives.
Soon, both Jessica and Christopher, each have a Ring of Yassarise upon their finger. They are now, all protected by the power of the rings and can transform into a dragon, as required. Steven removes the Gold Dragon Bracelet from his arm and hands it to Jessica, who will be the next to fly. “Simply speak the command words, and then let the magic take you. Remember that the more you resist the transformation, the harder it will be on you. Jessica nods, and clasps the golden band around her slender wrist. She moves away with Steven and strips her clothes away. He stares at her in the darkness, seeing her shapely hourglass silhouette standing before him, craving to touch her dark brown skin.
“I wish we had time my dear!” He whispers. She smiles back at Steven, thinking the same thing, and closes her dark brown eyes, readying herself for the inevitable pain, which will surely follow the magical incantation.
“Draconaeus Transformaetus!” Jessica speaks the words of magic, and waits for the spell to take hold. Nothing happens, and Steven fears that the magic may not work as they have planned.
“Why won’t it work Steven? I said the words, just as you did. I don’t understand it?” Steven thinks about why the magic has failed and wishes his old friend William was here to help. William, as if waiting for Steven to ask, takes control of his mind and body.
“Transformaetus!” William commands through Steven, and grasps hold of Jessica’s arm. She screams in pain, as Steven’s powerful grip clasps her arm and causes the magic to take hold. William holds fast and doesn’t let go of her even though she struggles to break free, allowing the magic to consume her body. The sound of Jessica’s bones snapping, fills the air, and she begins to cough up blood as her ribs puncture her lungs. Suddenly her skin boils upon her body, blackening. She grows into a larger form, until at last, a glistening Black Dragon stands before them. Nadia is appalled, and cannot believe the twist that this magic has played on the dark elvin woman.
“This is so wrong! Why did she change into one of those evil beasts?” Jessica shrinks away and trembles violently from the entire ordeal.
“It is the magic Nadia, nothing else! A Silvinesh elf can transform into a Gold Dragon, and a dark elf, obviously, into a black one. The species truly doesn’t matter, because underneath, is still our dear friend Jessica.” William finally releases Steven, following his words of wisdom, and the exhausted elvin ranger drops to the ground upon his knees, reeling in pain from William’s hold.
“What’s the matter Steven?” Jessica asks, out of concern for his well-being, not liking to see him in such obvious distress. Steven’s head feels like it is splitting in two from the excruciating pain, and he can barely think. William’s control over him is starting to hurt him, more and more, each time he pushes him out of his body. Steven fears that if William should do this again, he will surely die from the agony.
The group allows Steven a little more time to recover and regain his strength. Soon, they take flight once again, this time, upon Jessica’s black scaled back. She wobbles at first, while getting used to gliding through the air, and laughs in delight, as the wind rushes underneath and around her massive dragon body. She had longed to try this, and the experience is exhilarating. As she gets used to her new body and the art of flying, she begins to speed up, on her journey through the dark northern passages. Nadia is surprised at first, at how strong Jessica is, and how easily she can carry the three friends upon her. She also realizes how wrong she had been.
“I am sorry Jessica, for being so narrow minded in this. Please forgive me for my negative comments towards the form you have taken on. It’s just so hard for me to look past such things, because of the terror I suffered through as a child.” Jessica understands, possibly more than any one, about the negativity of prejudice and the threat a person can feel, because of the views others place on them, just because of their outward appearance. The dark elves had hated the Silvinesh elves for hundreds of years, only to find out that they were not the monsters that her people perceived them to be. By giving Steven a chance, and looking past his differences, Jessica had found her one true soul mate, in a person that for all of her life, she learned to hate.
“It’s okay Nadia, I know exactly where you are coming from, and I’ve been there once, myself.” Nadia smiles, finally realizing that the two women are not as different from one another as she had originally thought they were.
Jessica flies hard and fast the entire time, letting the three friends sleep upon her back. After many hours, she begins to slow; feeling extremely exhausted, and looks for a safe place to rest. The group had not stopped during the entire flight from the Golden City, and it is now beginning to wear on the dark elvin woman. She finds a flat rocky place to set down, and calls to her sleeping friends to awaken.
Steven yawns, and finds that his head has finally cleared again, but his stomach is quite empty. Jessica is unable to transform back by herself, so Steven carefully loosens the golden bracelet, and removes it from her arm. As the magic rapidly leaves her body, she instantly shrinks and transforms back into her true self. She falls into Steven’s arms, and shakes violently, mainly due to the overwhelming fatigue she is feeling. The Ring of Yassarise upon her finger glows intensely, as it tries to heal her exhausted body from the strain of being a dragon. Steven continues to hold Jessica up and close to him, as she slowly regains enough strength to stand on her own. He wraps his soot black elvin cloak around her naked body, and continues to embrace her until she stops quivering.
“I don’t think I can do that again Steven.” She whispers weakly. He kisses her forehead, hoping that she won’t have to, either. Nadia draws closer and kneels before Jessica, taking her hands and gently grasping them.
“Thank you Jessica, you have traveled farther than both Steven or I could have in the same amount of time. Somehow, being a Black Dragon, gave you unnatural speed. Our enemies are now far behind us, and it gives us a moment to rest and regain our strength.” Jessica agrees while patting Nadia’s delicate little hands, knowing that she needs to both eat and rest, before she can go any further. She is physically and mentally, wiped out. In her dragon form, she hadn’t felt the fatigue as much, but it now has hit her like a terrible weight with her return to her dark elvin body.
Soon, the group is feasting on a platter of fresh elvin berries, cooked eggs, bacon and fresh elvin bread. Jessica quickly falls asleep after finishing her breakfast, drained of the last remaining energy she had left. Steven slips the golden bracelet back onto his wrist, for what he hopes will be the last time before they reach Drakonbech.
Both Steven and Nadia transform once more, into their Gold Dragon forms, and ready themselves to take flight. Jessica will not wake up, and is lost in a deep sleep. Nadia gently lifts the dark elvin woman onto Steven’s scaled back. Steven worries she will slip off and holds her soft hands within his massive dragon ones. Christopher climbs onto Nadia’s back and seconds later, the group is back up into the vast darkness of the Ever-Night Realm. They fly on for several more hours, until they come to a dark shimmering pool. They land to rest for a moment, and to investigate the mysterious anomaly. Only three other things had broken the darkness over the last few days. The first was the lava flow, then there was the Golden City of Brimstone and now there is this. The rest of the journey has been simply a vast nothingness, as they flew on through the seemingly endless passages.
“Nadia, have you ever seen this before?” She shakes her head, and walks cautiously around the black liquid.
“No, this shouldn’t be here. I have no knowledge of this ever existing before today. Steven dips his finger into the dark pool, and recoils in pain. He lifts up his hand and finds that the digit he dipped into the black liquid is missing, bitten off by something that must lurk within. He backs away in pain, with blood running from his hand, quickly warning the others to stay away, fearing that they may suffer a similar fate.
“It’s a mating pool!” Nadia’s eyes grow wide, and she cautiously retreats. Steven’s finger slowly begins to grow back by the power of his Blue Sapphire Ring. He grumbles to himself, thinking of how foolish he just was, for sticking his finger into the pool without any hesitation, or thought of the consequences of his actions.
“What’s in this pool?” Nadia fears to answer him, but knows that she must tell Steven the truth.
“Some evil Black Dragons will hide their young in such a place. When the dragons hatch, the younglings will come out of the pool, killing anything close by, and will feed on it. I doubt we have to worry about too many of the evil little creatures being in there, because no Black Dragons have been seen in the Ever-Night Realm since the Dragon Wars.” Nadia’s calm face suddenly changes to one of horror, as a small black head pops out of the pool. Steven recoils as well, and is shocked, as four more young Black Dragons appear, and crawl out of the murky pool, scrambling hungrily towards them.
“By the Power of Silvinesh!” Christopher whispers, as he notices the creatures slowly inching their way, forward. Nadia curls her neck, and breathes fire down on the little enemies. Several sizzle to their deaths following the little dragon’s belch of flame. Both Steven and Nadia continue to back up, as more and more of the tiny creatures appear.
“We have to get over that pool!” Steven yells. Nadia shakes her head, knowing that if they try that now, they will all surely die.
“No Steven, we can’t attempt that. The remaining hatchlings will fly up and try to drag us into the water. We have to kill them all, before we can pass the pool. Steven cringes at the very idea. The tiny dragons are but helpless infants in his eyes, and it is only their natural instinct for survival, that draws them to feed.
Nadia reads his thoughts and angrily shouts at him. “They are evil creatures, it is us or them. I choose our lives over theirs!” Steven swallows down a lump in his throat, and knows that the tiny Gold Dragon is right. He reaches into the pit of his stomach, and belches out a massive jet of fire. Nadia looks away, forced to turn her head from the intense heat of Steven’s fiery wrath. Crying and screams of agony fill the darkness. A tear runs down Steven’s face as he kills each and every one of the little black creatures crawling upon the ground before him. Tiny smothering bodies litter the rocky floor of the Ever-Night Realm. Steven can feel himself nearly becoming sick at what he has just done.
“Are they all?” Nadia closes her golden eyes and then opens them wide. She can see in her Mind’s Eye, something unexpected, but before she can speak a word of warning, a huge Black Dragon bursts from the pool. It lands on the rocky ground, and looks down at her dead children. Screams of anguish echo through the Ever-Night Realm, and Steven suddenly fears that they may have just made a terrible and deadly mistake.
“Filthy Gold Dragons! You evil bastards have killed my children!” Dark green liquid jets from the black creature’s mouth, and covers Steven and Nadia. At first, there is no pain, but seconds later, the acid begins to melt into their golden skin, burning deep into their bodies, nearly down to the bone. The Rings of Power glow upon the two deformed Gold Dragons as they try to remain standing, following the deadly acid attack. Christopher lays his hands on Nadia, and prays for the grace of the Evergreen Forest to speed her healing.
Jessica has awakened from all the loud noises, and screams in terror when she spots the Black Dragon racing towards them. She jumps from Steven’s back, and pulls out his magical bow. She quickly looses several arrows at the beast that will undoubtedly kill them all. Both blue streaks of light hit their mark, slowing the creature somewhat, but not nearly enough.
The enraged Black Dragon reaches Steven, who is just beginning to heal from the first deadly attack. The enraged dragon rushes him, biting into his flesh, ripping through muscle and sinew with her razor sharp teeth. Steven wrestles with the enraged dragon, desperately clawing at her head, trying to release her powerful jaws that are clamped down upon his body. The Black Dragon rips a large chunk of Steven’s flesh off, and swallows it whole. She wastes little time, and bites down with vengeance, once again. The pain is overwhelming, and Steven knows that he won’t last much longer, if she continues ripping and eating his body the way she is. Nadia regains some strength after healing, and leaps into the fight, desperately trying to help her dying friend. She opens her mouth, and bites into the Black Dragon’s throat. The creature instantly releases Steven, unable to hang on from the pain it is suffering. Nadia ferociously rips and tears at the Black Dragon’s flesh, while Christopher hangs on for dear life. Nadia struggles violently against her larger opponent, never letting up for a second, knowing that if she does, her enemy will kill her in an instance.
Christopher can hear crackling and crunching sounds, as Nadia breaks through the Black Dragon’s hardened scales, into the beast’s throat. Nadia gurgles as she releases her wrath, and in the next moment, fire bursts from the Black Dragon’s mouth and out of its eye sockets. It writhes on the ground in torment from Nadia’s deadly attack. The maimed creature is barely able to breathe, and lies helplessly upon the hard ground, waiting for death’s icy embrace to take her. Jessica looses two magical arrows into the deformed head of the crippled Black Dragon, ending its suffering, killing the beast where she lay.
Steven moans, bleeding profusely from a gaping wound in his chest. He dares not to change back into his elvin form, fearing that he may be too weak to recover. The Blue Sapphire Ring is already fading from the strain placed upon it, and Steven realizes that he may not make it back to Silvinesh, alive. Both he and William may fall here, there fate nearly sealed by the Black Dragon’s vicious attack.
“Christopher, you must quickly heal your friend or he will die!” Nadia yells at him. It takes only seconds for the tiny halfling to reach his dying friend, who now lay motionless on the ground. He tries to mend the gaping wound, but it takes far too much of his strength, and he is forced to give up.
“I can’t do any more for you Steven. Your body is just too big for me, and the wound is far too deep.” Nadia knows the truth of it and that they are all still in grave danger. Should more of the dragons find them and attack, she won’t have the strength to defend the group, and they will all surely perish when the horde descends upon them.
“Steven, you have to take the chance and change back into your elvin form. I cannot carry you like this, and we have no way to heal you, as you are.” Nadia speaks the truth, and Steven knows that his only hope is to attempt to transform back. He nods, and holds the bracelet up to his love.
“Please, take it off Jessica!” He tells her with a fading voice. Tears run down her ebony face and she shakes her head.
“No, I can’t do it! You’ll die, and leave me here all alone!” He motions to Nadia to do the deed, and without hesitation, she rips it from his arm before Jessica can stop her. Steven shrinks to his normal form, and gasps for breath. A gaping hole can be seen, clear through his chest, with blood pouring out of it with each beat of his heart. Christopher prays once again to the Tree of Life in the Evergreen Forest for its healing grace, and lays his hands on Steven’s open wounds, trying with all his will to keep his dear friend from slipping away into the shadows of the afterlife. Steven’s Blue Sapphire Ring grows brighter for a brief moment, but rapidly fades to a pale blue color after giving up what little magic it had left in it. Steven’s body heals quicker in his elvin form, and soon, the hole in his chest seals itself up. Christopher continues trying to heal Steven for nearly an hour, until he collapses onto the ground from exhaustion. Steven remains unconscious, but is still alive. His hair has turned as white as snow, and his once fair skin is now gray in color and wrinkled, his youth completely stripped away from him. The ring flickers, with barely enough magic to keep Steven and William from slipping away into the shadows of death. Two lives now hang upon a thread, and soon, both will surely pass away when the ring finally cannot sustain their lives.
Jessica weeps over Steven, and knows that his end is nearing. Nadia watches the loving woman caressing Steven’s face, while she holds Christopher in her own arms, with tears streaming down her snow-white face. Without Steven’s or William’s help, she doesn’t know how they will ever escape the Ever-Night Realm. It is now only a matter of time before the evil dragons catch up to them. She has accepted the fact that they are all going to slip into shadow, along with their slowly dying friends.
Chapter 7 – Portal to Freedom
Carl inspects the darkness all around him with his glowing magical staff. “How could anything live in such a dreadful place?” he whispers to himself. More than a day has passed, and there has yet to be any sign of life in the depths below Drakonbech. He is beginning to lose hope of ever finding the three friends, lost, somewhere down in this god-forsaken place. Several young White Wizards approach Carl, seeking guidance from their master. They know that it has been far too long since they made another wizard’s mark, to use for gating back to the surface, and now wish to do so, for peace of mind.
“Should we make another rune here Master White Wizard?” Carl simply nods, and deeply sighs, more from despair than from being physically tired. The old wizard knows that the young apprentice is right, and it has been far too long. Another magical rune is required to keep the path out of this darkness true, just in case they should run into anything beyond their ability to handle.
“Yes go ahead my young White Wizard. We should probably rest here for a while anyways, and have something to eat. Afterwards, we will continue our search.” The White Wizards draw an ancient elvin symbol into the dirt, and conjure their spell that will allow them a safe passage back to Drakonbech when their day is finally finished.
“Teleportaetus Illuminaetus!” one young wizard commands, and the ground glows a brilliant blue from the magic cast upon it. The rune fades somewhat, but continues to light the entire area around where the three stand.
“It’s done Master Carl!” The old wizard smiles, and motions to the two apprentices to sit down with him. He hands each a cheese sandwich he has just prepared for them. The trio, sit around the glowing rune as if it were a campfire, munching on their tasty lunch, regaining their strength, reenergizing their tired elvin bodies for the hours that still lay ahead. Carl brushes the crumbs from his white wizard robes, and grasps his old staff, pushing himself up upon it. The two young wizards follow his lead, and they all walk back into the inky darkness, away from the glowing blue portal rune.
The trio of wizards, walk on, for many more hours. It is hard to keep their direction true within the vast void, and if it were not for Carl’s compass, the old wizard knows that he would have surely walked in circles, without ever knowing it. They continue on, remaining on a southerly trek within the large expanse that has opened up, into a much larger world. When they first started exploring the depths below Drakonbech, more than a day ago, the passages were narrow enough to see each side with the light of their glowing staves. Now, they walk for hours without ever seeing a wall, just an endless veil of nothingness.
Numerous times throughout the day, the White Wizards stop, and scribe more of the same glowing blue elvin runes into the light brown earth. Each one is a magical beacon, which will bring them back out of this terrible darkness, and without it; they would be lost in the void, with more than a day of travel, to return to the surface. The portal runes are their only means of quick escape should they meet a fearsome enemy beyond their ability to defeat.
“How much longer will we be traveling today, Master Wizard?” Carl pauses while rubbing his brow, beginning to tire from the long day’s journey. Although he would welcome some rest at this very moment, he still wanted to spend at least a few more hours exploring, before he called it, a day.
“We’ll go on a bit more my young White Wizards. Nothing to do in Drakonbech anyways, so we might as well linger here, at least until night has fallen over the old city.” Drakonbech was far from being the friendliest place he had ever visited, and his Silvinesh elves had tried to distance themselves from the town’s human folk mainly due to this fact. The citizens have kept trying to persuade the White Wizards to leave, and not disturb the quiet of the deep. He knows that it will not be long before the town’s people will finally have their way, and convince Lord Daaryll that he should tell the White Wizards to go home. Threats by a few angry people, had led to some confrontations between the humans and elves, but so far, neither side became seriously harmed from the odd commotions. Tensions were building, and the old wizard hopes that the deep will stay as it is, quiet and undisturbed!
“What is that sound Master Carl?” The old wizard suddenly snaps out of his daze, and listens to what the young elf had so easily noticed. He barely can hear the faint fluttering sound in the distance because it is just too far ahead of them to know what it truly might be. It sounds almost like a sheet blowing in the wind, then, only quiet follows. The three White Wizards ready their staves and powerful spells for whatever should appear from out of the darkness in front of them. The sound becomes a bit louder, and suddenly, the old wizard finally realizes what it is that they are hearing, it is not a sheet, but something leathery that is flapping frantically through the darkness.
“It is a winged beast, ready your spells my young apprentices, we may be facing a dragon!” The two young wizards begin to panic at the thought of facing some terrible beast, never before encountering such a thing. Carl calmly scans the darkness and knows that the beast is high up somewhere within the vast void. The only way to see their enemy will be to light the entire place up with magic. He tries to calm his young White Wizards, and to get them to work with him on his plan.
“Stand your ground young ones! I will remind you both that we are White Wizards! You must quiet yourselves, and let the fear pass from your hearts. No dragon will be able to counter our combined strength. When I say so, both of you will hit the beast with lightning. I will make it easier for you both to spot the dragon, but my spell will only last for a few moments. Do as I say and this beast will fall by our hands, I promise you this!” The two apprentices, who have visibly calmed themselves from their initial reactions, nod, knowing exactly what they must do to help their master. The old White Wizard stands between his two young learners, and closes his pale blue eyes. He begins whispering words of magic to summon the strength to conjure his spell.
“Illuminaetus Maximus!” A ball of light leaves the old wizard’s glowing hands, and flies up high, into the air. A crackling sound echoes throughout the Ever-Night Realm as the ball hits the ceiling, suddenly bursting outward and lighting the entire area as far as the eye can see. A tiny dragon, now blinded by the intense light, backs away, and slowly begins to descend towards the ground directly in front of the trio of wizards. The two apprentices waste little time, and begin to conjure their magic upon the deadly little creature, wanting to destroy it before it has a chance to counter their attacks.
Just before the words leave the lips of the two young wizards, Carl notices a set of figures upon the back of the tiny Gold Dragon. In shock, he realizes who one of the figures is, and grasps both young wizards, one in each hand.
“Disintegratus!” The two speak, while lost in their concentration of conjuring their spells, and release their lightning attacks. The old wizard watches in desperation as the two crackling blue bolts race towards the helpless little Gold Dragon.
“Reflectaetus Maximus!” Carl shouts and his two young apprentices fly away from him by his magical intervention. As the lightning reaches Nadia and the others, it arcs towards the ground, harmlessly flickering away as the spell fizzles and dies, abruptly ended before it is able to reach its target. Nadia is still unable to see, and has grown so tired that her wings finally give out from under her. She glides to the ground and crumbles upon it. Jessica and Christopher quickly slip off her back and begin desperately yelling at the three White Wizards to stop attacking them. Carl rushes over, closely followed by his two limping young elvin apprentices.
“I’m sorry for that you two, but you would have surely killed them all if I let your magic touch them.” One of the young wizard apprentices recognizes Christopher, almost immediately, and shares this revelation with his fellow White Wizard. He tells him that they have found the ones they have been searching for, all these long cold winter months. Carl finally reaches Christopher, and shakes the little halfling’s hand, overwhelmed with joy and relief.
“It is so good to see you my old friend. We thought for sure that you had been lost to us! Who are your two friends, and where is Steven?” Christopher sadly points to his old friend, who is barely breathing, and remains tied upon Nadia’s back so that he wouldn’t slip off during their desperate flight. Carl rushes to the old ranger’s side and looks down upon Steven’s graying face. The pale look of death is now upon him. He is at the edge of eternal night, so close to the shadow of death that Carl feels a chill running down his spine.
“He is nearly lost my friend, but Christopher, where is William?” Christopher wipes a tear from his hazel eye, and begins to explain.
“William was consumed by the Ring of Yassarise when he destroyed the Demon Lord. On our way out of the Ever-Night Realm, a Black Dragon maimed Steven, and now, he barely clings to life from his terrible wounds. The ring’s power is all but faded away, and Steven won’t be able to last much longer. We have other rings with us, but we couldn’t recharge his, or heal him with them. Nothing seems to help him anymore, and I don’t know what to do?” Carl carefully helps remove Steven’s frail body from Nadia’s back, and lays the gray-skinned elf gently onto the ground. He listens to Steven’s shallow breathing, and shakes his head, knowing the truth.
“He will be dead in less than an hour if we don’t get him some help right away!” Jessica bursts into tears, and kneels before Steven. Carl quickly shoves her away, not wanting a dark elf to touch the dying Silvinesh Ranger.
“Get away you dark witch, how dare you lay your filthy hands on him!” Christopher, after hearing Carl’s hateful words, is enraged. He furiously grabs hold of the old wizard’s long white robes with both of his tiny hands and begins shaking him.
“If you ever do that to her again, you will live to regret it White Wizard!” Carl stands in shock, overcome by Christopher’s outrage, and suddenly realizes that he was wrong in saying what he did, and for pushing the distraught dark elvin woman away.
Christopher points his stubby finger at the old wizard, and begins lecturing him. “Jessica may be dark elvin, but she is Steven’s one true love! What race she was born as, doesn’t matter. Without her help, we would have never made it this far, you narrow-minded elvin bastard!” Christopher clinches his fists in bottled fury, ready to strike anyone who would dare to try to hurt her again.
Carl quickly apologizes for his actions, deeply regretting his racist comments. “I’m so sorry, all of you. It has been drilled into my head my entire life, that dark elves are my enemy. I was wrong to act like this, please forgive an old fool for his blindness. Now, we must not waste anymore time arguing, if we are to save Steven’s life!” Christopher unclenches his hands, and stretches his arm out to the old wizard.
“I’m sorry too Carl. I lost my temper and shouldn’t have called you that.” Carl smiles, and couldn’t be mad at the little halfling for standing up for what he knows in his heart, is right. The two old friends shake hands, forgiving each other for their harsh words. Carl, with a sorrowful look upon his face, reaches down to help the trembling dark elvin woman to her feet.
“I am truly sorry my lady. Please forgive a foolish old wizard for his narrow mindedness and ignorance.” With tears filling her dark brown eyes, the beautiful dark elvin woman takes Carl’s hand in hers. A simple act of kindness that meant so very much to her breaking heart.
“I forgive you Carl, and can understand how you felt. Please, just help my Steven, before it is too late.” Carl places his hand over Steven’s forehead, and concentrates, reaching out his mind to his. He senses that William is still aware of all that is happening, and is hanging onto life by only a shred of magical will. Soon, William will not be able to maintain the two life forces, and both he and Steven, will pass into shadow.
Nadia suddenly shrinks and changes back into her tiny elvin form, to the shock of the three White Wizards. They look on in awe at the beautiful little blonde-haired woman, lying naked upon the ground. Christopher rushes to her side, and wraps his soot black cloak around her little body, shielding it from the elvin onlookers. The tiny woman has passed beyond exhaustion, and can barely keep her focus, any longer.
“I can go no further Christopher. Leave me, and go on with the others. I will stay here and fight off the dragons when they’ve reached this place, so that you can escape.” Nadia can barely keep her golden eyes open, let alone fight an army of evil dragons. She had flown for nearly a day to reach this place, and never stopped once to rest. The journey was extremely slow, due to the weight of the three friends, and she knows that the enemy will be close behind them.
“What other dragons?” Carl says, with deepening concern. Christopher quickly explains how there had been thousands of evil dragons sleeping, trapped by the dark magic of the Black Candle, far away within the City of Brimstone. He also reveals how the evil dragons have started to awaken, and that several are closing in on them, as they speak.
Carl wastes little time, after hearing this alarming news, and has his young wizards join him in conjuring white wizardry to get them all as far away from this place, as possible. The three White Wizards concentrate on a single area of sandy ground, and begin to chant. “Teleportaetus Maximus!” Flickering blue lights begin to glow, far off in the distance and magically light the way the spell will take to allow for their quick escape. Repeatedly, the three chant the ancient elvin spell, until a bright blue doorway fully forms and shimmers before them.
Just as the wizards finish, a thunderous roar echoes off the walls of the Ever-Night Realm, somewhere off in the not so distant shadows. “Hurry you two, grab your friends and get them through that gate, before it’s too late! My young apprentices and I will hold off this enemy while you make good your escape.” Both Jessica and Christopher drag the two unconscious friends through the shimmering blue portal and vanish.
Carl spots the first evil dragon, and the sight of it makes his legs tremble in fear. The massive white beast quickly flies towards him, and breathes down a jet of icy death. His apprentices begin to panic, but the old wizard barks orders to them. “Stand your ground my young White Wizards, and prepare to cast Wizard’s Fire!” Carl closes his eyes, hoping it will be enough.
“Red Flame Aurora!” each wizard cries out, releasing three huge balls of flame. The freezing breath weapon attack is absorbed by one of the three fiery spells, and the ice dragon simply maneuvers around the two other magical balls of fire with ease. It roars in anger, and bears down on its prey. Four more of the beasts suddenly appear from the shadows and Carl suddenly knows that they are all doomed, with little chance of escape.
“Run my White Wizards, there are too many of the beasts and we cannot defeat this enemy!” Carl flees with the two apprentices towards the shimmering blue gate as quickly as they can. Suddenly, a massive Blue Dragon swoops down with lightning speed, and hits the ground with full force, right in front of the three fleeing men. Rocks fly everywhere, and the wizards fall to the ground by the massive concussion made by the dragon’s abrupt landing. Before any of them can get back on their feet, the beast begins to rip hungrily into their soft elvin flesh. Carl hears his apprentice’s screaming in terror, but is powerless to do anything to help them. All goes black, and soon the three brave White Wizards are no more.
Seven White Wizards gasp, as Christopher appears out of the shimmering blue portal, dragging Nadia behind him. “Master Christopher, they found you!” Cheers of joy fill the air, until the elves spot Jessica slowly appearing, dragging Steven’s lifeless body through the gate.
“A dark elf! Get her!” Christopher almost drops Nadia when he swings around, and holds his hand up to the seven White Wizards.
“She’s with us, and she is our friend! If you value your lives, you’ll step back . . . all of you!” The White Wizards lower their staves, and cautiously do as the halfling has viciously instructed them to.
“Where is Master Carl?” one asks, but before Christopher can answer his question, the shimmering portal flickers violently and then vanishes behind him.
“Oh no!” Christopher whispers, knowing from his previous experiences of how the magical portals work and that the gate will only vanish as it just did, under two circumstances, if the wizard has intentionally closed it, or if he died, causing the magic to abruptly fail. Nothing else can end the magic in such a way, and Christopher is certain that Carl did not close it intentionally.
“We were attacked by an ice dragon, just before we left. Carl and his young wizards were covering our escape, but I fear that they may have all passed into shadow at the hands of several of those terrible creatures. I am so sorry my friends . . .” The seven White Wizards stand in shock and disbelief at the fact that somehow, an ice dragon has actually attacked and killed their leader and the two young apprentices they have known, all of their long elvin lives.
“This is impossible! The legends can’t be true!” Nobody wanted to believe the town’s people of Drakonbech, but now, they have to face what is about to happen, and the terrible aftermath that will likely follow.
“The beasts will all be awakened very soon, but that is not the only concern I have right now. I require your immediate help in returning Steven to Silvinesh, before he dies. Carl said he thought Steven had no more than an hour to live. His breathing is shallow, and I fear that his time may come, very soon. Help us get back to Warren and Alentia; they’ll know what to do!” One of the seven White Wizards steps forward, taking command of the grief stricken group of elves.
“Do as Master Christopher said, open a portal to Silvinesh, immediately! I also need someone to deliver a message to Lord Darryll and warn him of the possibility that his people may be facing a full-scale dragon attack. The beasts must be less than a day away by flight, and preparations have to be made, before they reach the passages below the city.” Five of the White Wizards do as the stern looking elvin man has asked, and help open a portal to Silvinesh, while another, the fastest of the group, races away to warn the Lord of Drakonbech, of all that has just happened.
Soon, another shimmering blue portal has been conjured, and several of the White Wizards help to carry both Steven and Nadia through, to the other side. Three of the White Wizards stay behind, and prepare for the deadly carnage that is likely to come within a day.
Christopher looks up at the portal and smiles. He is finally going home and that in itself, is a relief to him. He walks through the gate, and soon afterwards, it vanishes, disappearing into thin air. The remaining wizards race away, hurrying to join the people of Drakonbech in preparing for the impending doom.
Warren and Jacqueline are startled as a blue gate appears within the Great Hall. They had not expected any news until the following week, and were hopeful that something may have been found by one of the four White Wizard leaders searching the four corners of the outer realms beyond Silvinesh. Warren gasps as he spots his old friend Steven, carried through the portal by two White Wizards. Shortly after, another elvin wizard appears carrying a small blond elvin child, and then a dark elvin woman prances into the Great Hall. Warren is somewhat apprehensive of Jessica at first, but restrains himself, knowing the story that Alentia had told him about the change of heart in the dark elvin people.
Relief fills Warrens face, as the last traveler appears. Christopher strides into the Great Hall and exclaims. “We’re back!” Warren and Jacqueline race to their little friend’s side to greet him, but stop short of reaching their dear friend, shocked when they realize how bad Steven looks, with his long white hair and graying flesh.
“By the Power of Silvinesh, what happened to Steven, and where is my father?” Christopher points to the Blue Sapphire Ring on Steven’s right index finger, and Warren suddenly understands what may have happened.
“Steven and your father are about to die if we don’t get them freed of that inferno ring. I have tried to heal him several times in the past few hours, but nothing seems to help anymore. The ring is fading fast, and once the power is completely drained away, both of them will surely perish.” Warren has no idea how to restore the ring of power, and is at a loss to know what he can do to help.
“We have to hurry and get Alentia back here, so that she can use her ring to transfer some of the power back into the one Steven is wearing!” Jacqueline states with panic in her voice, while trying to find a quick solution to the problem at hand. Christopher realizes he has something even better, and slips his own ring off his tiny finger.
“Will this one do?” Warren grasps the ring, and looks down at Christopher with a questioning expression. “Let’s just say we now have a friend who has a few more of these little trinkets lying around.”
Warren doesn’t ask any further questions, and instructs the two White Wizards holding Steven, on the urgent task at hand, “Sit Steven up in a chair, and secure him to it so he can’t fall off.” The young White Wizards do as their High Wizard has instructed. The trembling elvin wizard, slides the small ring Christopher has handed him, onto his finger, then brings a chair over, and sits facing the unconscious old ranger. Warren takes a deep breath to find his inner peace, and then grasps Steven’s hands in his. Suddenly, Steven’s pale blue eyes open wide, and the ring on his finger, as well as Warren’s, glows with an intense fiery light.
“Hello my son, good thinking, but I fear we have little time to waste. Christopher, I will require two more of the rings if you could please bring them to us.” Warren sits in shock and cannot believe it is really his father speaking through Steven.
“Is it really you father?” Warren asks, his voice trembling, feeling a bit confused, but somewhat relieved knowing that somehow, the magic must have made this all possible.
“Yes my son, it is me. The ring consumed my body when I destroyed the Demon Lord and somehow it trapped my immortal soul. I will require your help to save Steven, and hopefully to restore me back into flesh. The rings Christopher will bring to us will provide the magical force necessary to allow me to come back to you, the same way I was, right before I left Silvinesh.” Warren sits and listens to his father’s instruction, as Christopher brings Nadia’s backpack over and removes the tiny jewelry box from within.
“Slide one of the rings onto Steven’s left hand Christopher.” The small halfling does as the old wizard instructs, and slips one of the Rings of Power onto the old ranger’s cold gray finger. “Now place the next ring onto Warren’s opposite hand.” Warren begins to see his father’s plan as it unfolds before him.
“Transference of power?” Warren asks his father, as Christopher places the ring onto his left hand.
“It will be a little more than that my son, but you have the general idea. Now, whatever you do, don’t let go, or the rings will consume all of us. Only our bound hands can keep our lives safe from the forces we are about to unleash. Everyone else, back away!” Nobody questions the old wizard’s authoritative words, and everyone keeps a safe distance between them as they watch the two joined figures sitting in the center of the room. The two White Wizards close their eyes, and begin to concentrate on the task at hand. A low hum begins to fill the room. Each ring starts to glow with an eerie, amber light. Brighter, and with ever-growing intensity, each ring blazes as Steven’s gray skin starts to lighten in color from the healing power building in his unnaturally aged body.
Christopher whispers to Nadia, who has just awakened and rests on the white marble floor upon a bearskin rug in front of the fireplace, wrapped in his arms. “I love you, you know!” She looks up at him, and is grateful that he hadn’t listened to her pleas to leave, and instead had brought her to the safety of this wonderful place. She watches the display of white magic unfold, and has never before seen such a transference of power performed in this sort of way.
“He’s trying to save Steven, isn’t he?” Christopher confirms her suspicions, but there is only one thing she doesn’t yet understand. “What body will William use to come back into the land of the living with?” She watches contently, but jumps as she is startled when the two elvin figures lift high into the air with a violent thrust. The rings begin to glow with even greater intensity, almost blinding the onlookers. A crackle of thunder rumbles through the room and an arc of lightning blasts towards the floor. Repeatedly, bright blue bolts of lightning shake the White Tower as the magic continues to unfold. Wind begins to whip around the floating elves. Faster and faster, it billows, followed by thunderous flashes of intense blue energy, crackling ominously through the air.
“What’s happening?” Jessica yells out, not understanding what is about to happen. She fears for Steven’s life, and the possibility that she may yet lose him to this powerful sorcery.
“Draconaeus Transformaetus!” William yells out. The bracelet begins to glow on the old ranger’s wrist, but Steven’s body doesn’t change shape as it had in the past. Instead, the bracelet melts from his wrist, and trickles down his arm, joining Warren and Steven’s hands in molten gold. The smell of burnt flesh hangs heavy in the air, and both elves cry out in pain, but neither dares to let go. The gold begins to grow between their hands, slowly taking on its own shape, morphing and expanding outward.
Two massive golden claws clasp both Warren and Steven’s hands, and begin to push the two elves away. The third shape grows ever quicker, becoming a large mass of golden scales and flesh. Wings extend out, and a huge gold body glitters in the flashes of intense blue light. Warren only now notices that he has but one ring upon his right index finger, and the growing creature has the other on his right. Everyone gasps as a mighty Gold Dragon takes shape. The beast twists its head, and roars loudly. The rings slowly begin to fade, and Steven quickly restores to his youthful self. The Gold Dragon speaks, and commands the magic to end, knowing all has gone according to plan. “Completaetus Maximus!” The faded blue ring, that once held William’s thoughts, shatters and explodes off Steven’s right hand, freeing him from William’s grasp.
A white light floods the room for several seconds, and a deafening sound echoes off the walls of the Great Hall. As the light slowly fades away, three familiar elvin figures appear, standing beside one another within the center of the Great Hall. Warren and Steven, stand beside William. The old wizard is completely restored to his former self by the magic of the Rings of Yassarise. Steven smiles as soon as he spots Jessica, and the two lovers rush into each other’s arms, with tears of joy running down their faces. The two elves passionately kiss for several long moments before Jessica can find her words. “I thought you were lost to me my love. Promise me that you’ll never leave me Steven, ever!” He wraps his arms around the slender dark elvin woman, and holds her close to him, as she joyfully weeps on his shoulder.
Warren embraces his father, and begins to sob, knowing that he has finally returned to them. “It’s alright my son, it is over and I have cheated death one last time.” The White Wizard smiles at his son, and can hardly believe what has just happened. More than six months have passed since he last set foot in the White Tower. The old wizard scans the room, expectantly looking for his precious granddaughter Alentia within the smiling faces all around, but cannot see her or sense her presence anywhere within the room, or the White Tower.
“Warren, where’s Alentia?” William begins to worry that something may have gone terribly wrong, and that Alentia had never returned from the Plane of Fire, as he had intended.” Warren calms his father’s fears, when he tells him where she has gone.
“Alentia had business to take care of in Thelentia. She will be returning within a few days. Don’t worry; both Erik and my dear daughter are alright, everything is alright!” William smiles, and can’t wait to see his darling granddaughter when she returns home. Christopher walks up to his old friend after helping Nadia to her feet. The tiny halfling greets the old wizard with open arms.
“Thank you both for saving me. Without your powerful gift, or your incredible courage, I fear, I may have been lost forever within the shadow realm.” Christopher hugs his dear friend, and can’t believe it is all finally over.
“Don’t ever do that again William! We almost lost you two crazy elves this time!” William laughs, and is relieved to be free from the ring’s terrible grasp. Nadia quietly stands in front of the old wizard, and waits for her turn to speak with him.
“William, I have a small question to ask of you.” William kneels down, and takes her tiny hands in his own.
“Go ahead Princess Nadia.” She smiles at William, and how he is able to, so easily read her thoughts. She hadn’t wanted any of them to know who she truly was, because of the threat to her life. She is the heir to the dragon kingdom, and her bloodline must continue, if the Gold Dragon race will ever be reborn.
“Since you already know who I am, you must also know that I need your help. The evil has awoken and will soon destroy Drakonbech, but surely will not stop there and soon after, will take your beloved Silvinesh, and possibly even the outer realms. My father left specific instruction on what we must do to stand against these evil dragons. Read my thoughts, and you will see everything that I know.” William does as Nadia asks, and thousands of images flash through his mind. He can see the Great Dragon Wars, and the preparations her father made so long ago. He can see the magical books, tucked safely away within Nadia’s backpack. She reveals the entire plan her father told her centuries before, and what William must do to save his people.
“Thank you for sharing this with me Princess, I will help to stop these creatures, and protect you from their wrath.” She feels a bit better now that William knows everything. The old wizard picks up Nadia’s backpack, and removes the ancient texts. He places them both onto the long table within the center of the Great Hall, and sits in one of the high back chairs. He quickly scans the journal and the ancient spells used to finish the task he may soon need to master, and conjure against the coming evil.
“Father, what’s going on?” Warren asks in alarm.
“War is upon us my son. We must quickly prepare our people before it is too late.”
“I don’t understand father. The war is over with the dark elves. You have safely returned, and everything can be as it once was.” Warren had thought the end to their worries was finally at hand. He had hoped that at long last, they can all live in peace and tranquility, spending the rest of their lives together, in the safety and serenity of Silvinesh.
“I’m so sorry my son, but it is far from being over, for any of us. Let me explain . . .” For the next few hours, William tells the gathered group about the history of the dragons in the deep, and how they had been bound with the use of powerful magic, both white and dark. Now that these creatures are free of the magic of the Black Candle, the entire realm is in mortal danger. They must now plan to make a stand in Drakonbech before the creatures can escape the dark depths of the Ever-Night Realm. William has gone over the situation they find themselves in, and has realized earlier on that the tunnels are far too narrow, and that the only way these creatures can escape the depths, is to transform into their elvin forms, and walk out. This will make the group of evil creatures much more vulnerable, and will likely be their only chance at stopping the dragons from reaching the light of day.
“We must act quickly, and force them back into the Ever-Night Realm! It is our only chance, until we can find the lost ancient magic, and bind them once again to the golden city. I still have no idea where these magical creations may be, but I have a feeling that I may find what I seek, within the shelves of the White Tower Library. One of the prophecies I vaguely recall, spoke of this time, and I believe it may somehow be linked to both Alentia and Erik.” Warren swallows hard, and knows that his father is probably right. William senses his son’s worry and questions him about it.
“What troubles you Warren? I sense you know something, and wish to share it with me.” Warren stands, prepared to tell his father what both he and Jacqueline have already learned, only days before.
“Strange dreams have plagued both Jacqueline and I, for over a week now. We keep dreaming about a red haired elvin woman surrounded by fire.” Nadia gasps at Warren’s words.
“I know of whom you speak!” Nadia blurts out.
William turns to the tiny woman for an explanation. “Go on Nadia, you have our attention.”
The tiny woman stands to address the group. “My father once loved a beautiful red haired woman as you have just described. Never had any of my people, ever seen such a beauty as hers before, and my father instantly fell in love with the enchanting stranger, the moment he met her. The Great Dragon Wars followed her arrival and my father learned that she had betrayed our people, by going to speak to the evil dragons, leading them back to our ancient city, in what became the deadly attack. My father took her away with him, after he stopped the evil dragons with his powerful magic. He was very upset about all that had happened, and his heart had broken in two, because of her terrible treachery. He had never loved another woman after my mother died giving birth to me. Somehow, the red haired woman had stolen his heart, and rekindled something that had been lost. I hate her for what she did to us, and it pained me, so much, seeing my father the way he was, before he left. I only wish I knew what happened to them, so I can finally have some closure to that tragic part of my life, some peace in my heart. The treacherous woman you dreamt about, her name is Scarlet.” William thinks about the red headed woman and the Black Candle. He paces about, back and forth in front of the long table, rubbing his chin vigorously, trying to see the possible connection between the two.
“The Book of Shadows may have something in it describing this, if I remember correctly. Warren can you retrieve the book from the library for me?” Warren grimly shakes his head, knowing he cannot do as his father has asked of him.
“I’m sorry father, but the book seems to have gone missing. I asked Faromere about it several days ago, thinking the same thing as you, but it seems that someone has already removed it.”
William becomes angered. “Which White Wizard would even dare to think of removing the book from the library?” but then a terrible thought crosses his mind.
“Alentia took it, didn’t she?” If Warren and Jacqueline were having the same dreams, William knows that Alentia, with her powerful gift of the Mind’s Eye, would also have picked up on the supernatural connection, and would begin seeking an answer to what she was experiencing.
“I believe you are right father. Faromere informed me that Erik had been looking through the books and searching for information about the twins, and anything referring to the races of dragonkind. After Faromere gave Erik the Book of Shadows to read, it disappeared, along with The Ancient Book of Dragon Origins. Both Erik and Alentia have been in Thelentia ever since, and it all seems very suspicious, now that I think of it.” Warren suddenly becomes angered at himself for not questioning Alentia further, or stopping her from going to Thelentia.
“She has already discovered where to gather the tools to stop the dragons!” William knows that his young granddaughter is far too clever, and must have somehow figured out what was happening, and how to stop it. The dream Warren had seen, had revealed three golden chests surrounded by fire, but where could they possibly be? With the books gone, William had to reach his granddaughter Alentia before it is too late, and hopefully, before she acts on what she has already learned.
“Warren, did she have any other White Wizards with her when she went to Thelentia?” Warren shakes his head, and William sighs with relief. Maybe he is simply jumping to conclusions and getting ahead of himself. “Could it be that she simply took the books to do more research while in Thelentia?” She is six months pregnant and alone with Erik. “Where could they possibly go in the dead of winter?”
William dismisses the thought of Alentia going off gathering the powerful magic by herself in her condition, especially now, with the bitter cold bite of winter having its deathly hold over all of Silvinesh. He focuses instead, upon the newly discovered threat quickly approaching Drakonbech. “Warren, summon Devon here at once. We will need the help of our Silvinesh Rangers.” Warren leaves the Great Hall to find Devon, just as his father has instructed him to do.
“Jacqueline, gather as many of the White Wizards as you can find, and tell them all to prepare themselves for battle.” She nods, while trying to hide her trembling hands and reluctantly leaves to do as the old wizard has requested of her. Soon, a large enough army of elves will be ready to leave for Drakonbech, to wage war with the evil dragon horde. William only hopes that it will be enough, to drive the forces back into the darkness and save Silvinesh.
Chapter 8 – The Plane of Fire
Erik repeats the spell for Alentia. “Protectaetus Elementaetus!” a shimmering blue light surrounds him at his successful conjuring of the white magical spell. As the magic absorbs into his body, he can no longer feel the bite of the cold winter air on his exposed skin. Alentia had Erik strip down, completely naked on top of the balcony outside of their room, in hopes of giving the young apprentice wizard a little more incentive to succeed with his newly learned spell.
“Can I go inside now, this is embarrassing!” Alentia giggles while staring at his slim muscular body. Guards walk on patrol just below them, but nobody can actually see Erik standing completely naked up on the high balcony overhanging the courtyard, all except Alentia.
“I’m sorry Erik, but time is of the essence, and now that you have mastered the spell, we must make haste, and leave at once for the Crystal Mountains.” Alentia gathers a few of their belongings together, and straps her sword Fury, along with Erik’s, over each of her shoulders. The young elvin man knows that he will possibly regret what they are about to do, but realizes that the red haired woman from Alentia’s visions, is in mortal danger and cannot wait another day. Erik closes his piercing blue eyes, and begins to summon his magical power so that they can fly their way to the Crystal Mountains, and rescue Scarlet from her prison of pain.
“Draconaeus Transformaetus!” Erik says the words and quickly shape changes into a mighty Gold Dragon. The process in transforming into his true self is practically painless, now that he has learned how to control the magic. He has found that the more times he transforms, the less pain he feels with each additional change. It is becoming so natural that he almost doesn’t even have to say the words, to allow his change to take place. Erik’s gold skin glistens in the moonlight, and he feels re-energized, as he becomes his true self. Alentia slowly slips onto his back, and prepares herself for the long flight ahead of them.
“Protectaetus Elementaetus!” Alentia conjures, providing herself with the same immunity to the cold winter air, just as Erik has just done for himself. The light blue magical aura covers her, and once it fully absorbs into her pale white flesh, they are ready to leave. Erik leaps from the balcony after Alentia holds fast to his neck and down the mighty dragon plummets. Just before he would have slammed into the snow below, he spreads his golden wings wide, and soars up over the northern Thelentian wall. A startled paladin standing guard upon the wall only glimpses something very large and golden, whipping past his head, before disappeared into the darkness of the night sky. Erik had seen the stunned warrior at the last second and sensed that the paladin had been scared, nearly to death. The young dragon chuckles to himself as he quickly flies north, towards the Crystal Mountains.
The air is deathly calm tonight, and the sky is as clear as Alentia’s visions of Scarlet. Bright stars twinkle in the moonlit heavens, and the full moon, beams downward, lighting their passage north. Alentia looks up at the beauty, and begins to wish her grandfather could have been here to see this with her. She is hopeful that Carl will be successful in Drakonbech, and that somehow, he will rescue the old wizard and his two dear friends from the Ever-Night Realm.
As the moon rises higher in the evening sky, the light it shines down causes the snow to glow and is bright enough to clearly see every detail of the Silvinesh Forest, far below them. Alentia soon spots the White Tower in the distance, as Erik drifts closer towards it. The city looks so peaceful tonight, with straight plumes of smoke lifting high in the air from the hundreds of little chimneys, scattered throughout Silvinesh. She wishes that she could have spent a relaxing night in front of the fireplace again, but knows that there are far more important things needing her focus tonight. She is extremely tired from her lack of rest over the past few days, and probably could have gone to bed tonight, if they had remained in Thelentia.
Past Silvinesh and over the northern forest, the two lovers silently fly. Alentia rests her head on Erik’s glistening golden neck and closes her pale violet eyes, she thinks, just for a short while. The wind flows through her long golden hair, and as the air rushes by, it seems to relax and soothe her, quieting her mind. Slowly, she drifts into a deep sleep, safely resting upon Erik’s golden-scaled back.
A flash of white light makes Alentia suddenly jump. She opens her sleepy eyes and finds that she is standing in the Plane of Fire, out of desperate need for her to be there. Scarlet is waiting for her and is crying out in terrible agony. “Make it stop Alentia, the pain is unbearable!” Alentia suddenly feels herself burning all over her body, just as she assumes Scarlet really is, and the pain, is as if she is standing in the fires of hell itself. She can see her pale white skin rapidly blackening, and cannot move an inch to get away from the searing heat. Only the pain is present, with no chance of ever escaping this fiery death. Scarlet is sharing what she feels, and tears begin running down Alentia’s pale white face. Alentia gasps as all reality crashes back into the present, and she realizes what she has just experienced, is a vision from the Plane of Fire. She looks up and can see Erik is making very good time. They are just flying over the Felnorn River, and within an hour, they will arrive at the foothills of the Crystal Mountains.
The dream disturbs Alentia, and she knows in her heart that Scarlet is now in a bitter torment. The magic that had kept the beautiful red haired woman safe is quickly fading away, and she has precious little time, before the flames will completely consume her. “Hurry my love, Scarlet needs us and we don’t have a moment more to spare!” Erik reads her racing thoughts, and quickens his pace. He climbs higher into the night sky, and flaps his strong wings with every ounce of strength he has in him. He had done this trick once before, to gain him extra speed, and it will quicken their pace considerably.
“Hang on Alentia, things are about to get a bit bumpy.” She knows what to expect, and ducks her head down low, hanging on as tight as she can. Just as Erik reaches as high as he dares to climb, he lets himself freefall, plummeting back towards the ground. He starts flapping his mighty wings as hard as he can, helping him gain added momentum, as he dives towards the glistening forest below. The wind begins to pound at the two plummeting figures. With rapidly growing speed, Erik flies towards the glowing moonlit snow covered forest. Erik angles his wings a bit more, to ensure he can pull up in time and not lose any of his momentum. He flaps his wings hard, over and over, as the snow covered evergreens blur past. Alentia looks up, with tears running down her face from her wind beaten pale violet eyes. The Plains of Istarion rapidly come into view and she can remember the time, late last summer, when she stood with her grandfather and their friends, looking out at the majesty of the snow-capped Crystal Mountains. She smiles, thinking of that beautiful moment in time.
Within minutes, they are soaring across the windswept plains, and gliding up the foothills. Higher and higher they climb as Erik begins to ascend, gliding up the steps to the Crystal Mountain Fortress, passing by the many statues of the ancient White Wizards and coming to rest upon the large courtyard in front of the gleaming white doors that seal the ancient fortress from unwelcome visitors.
Erik lands softly onto the stone courtyard, and crouches down to let Alentia gently slip off. She draws her blade, and commands it to light the way. “Illuminaetus!” Fury bursts into a glowing red inferno, making the entire area easier to view in its firelight. Alentia scans around the courtyard, and finds that there is no obvious danger to either of them.
Erik shrinks back into his tan skinned elvin form, and quickly pulls his clothes out of his pack and gets dressed. He places his magical cloak upon his shoulders, and retrieves his double-edged silvery blade from Alentia.
The huge white doors that lead into the Crystal Mountains remain sealed, just as they were the first time Alentia was here, late last summer. It only takes the beautiful elvin wizard a few short moments to activate the magical entrance with her Mind’s Eye. The large double doors groan, and signal their magical activation at Alentia’s command. The doors slowly scrape along the frozen surface until they come to rest, and stand fully opened. Erik is impressed at Alentia’s quick work in unlocking the wizard locked doors, and as he puts on his last boot, he joins her in the dark passageway, leading into the ancient fortress.
Alentia senses no danger or signs of life within the dark depths of the mountain. When she was here last summer, the fire demons and fire kobolds had given her friends and family a deadly fight for their lives. This time, the way is silent, and no resistance blocks their path into the ancient citadel. She stops and looks at her great, great grandfather’s picture and shows it to Erik.
“Look Erik, this is William Mazanar, my great, great grandfather just as I remember him from Nathalie’s Crystal Palace. He gave his life to re-charge the Ring of Yassarise so that it would keep me safe on the journey into the Ever-Night Realm. I wish I could have thanked him for doing such a selfless act, to ensure that I made it through the journey we took, and ensure the rejoining of the rings was done properly, so that it wouldn’t destroy my grandfather. He was a great wizard and one that I will never forget, as long as I live.” The young dark skinned elf looks at the old White Wizard’s painting, and can see the unmistakable resemblance to Alentia’s own grandfather, and in some ways, to Alentia herself.
“I owe him my life as well. Without his help, we may never have met, or made it back here with our lives.” Alentia smiles and kisses Erik, amazed at how truly remarkable he is for understanding the old wizard’s sacrifice. She wishes that they had more time to stay and take in all there is to see, but she knows that Scarlet is waiting for them, and is suffering through unimaginable torment, with every second drawing her closer to death’s shadowy embrace.
“We must get going my love. I can sense Scarlet is beginning to slip into shadow, and won’t be able to hold on much longer.” Erik nods in complete understanding, and quietly follows, as Alentia guides him through the passages of the Crystal Mountain Fortress, towards the ancient portal. After passing through numerous passageways as well as a great hall, they enter a large room, and there, quietly resting in darkness, is the lifeless magical portal. Erik vaguely remembers being in this same room, nearly six months earlier. It is still a whirlwind in his mind, and looking up at the gate from where he stands, makes him marvel at all that has happened since he was last here.
“I will begin by activating of the gate, and we will then quickly cross through into the Plane of Fire. Be wary Erik, because I don’t know what else may be waiting for us on the other side. If there is any danger to us, we will retreat right away. The gate will remain open the entire time we remain in the Plane of Fire, so that we cannot become trapped if something goes wrong.” Alentia wanted to make sure she did not place either of them in harm’s way, and if it came down to her life or Scarlet’s, she had no choice, but to choose her own and that of her unborn children.
“Xstrataetus Portal Exitatus Imperium!” Alentia cries out, causing the snow-white amulet around her neck to turn brilliant blue, as it releases its white magical force. The lifeless gate crackles and a shimmering blue light instantly appears inside of the magical sphere. The light begins to glow brightly, and a dull humming sound signals to the two elves that it is ready, to allow their travel through to the Plane of Fire.
“Are you ready Erik?” He nods his head, and the two walk up the steps hand in hand, and step through the magical portal. In a blur of silver and blue light, they travel into the Plane of Fire. They are blind at first, and have to let their eyes readjust to the burning firelight all around them. Alentia feels the intense heat on her skin, but remains safe from the blazing flames of this hellish plane of creation, by the magical protection of her powerful blade Fury.
Three golden chests remain closed, and wait to be opened by the Keeper of the Golden Key. Alentia quickly makes her way to the chest that she knows from her visions, is the one that holds Scarlet captive. She reaches into her silver lined white elvin cloak, and pulls out the magical key. Alentia tries to find a place on the chest to insert it, but nothing of the sorts is visible. On a hunch, she touches the magical key to the golden chest. The markings instantly blur and begin shifting and changing before her eyes. When the writing stops changing, she is pleasantly surprised that somehow, she is now able to read the simple elvin message.
“What’s happening Alentia?” Erik asks the young elvin woman, who is quickly trying to decipher the elvin script, finding that she is now faced with a riddle of sorts.
“A book, a Black Candle and a Golden Key are all needed to free what lay within me.” Alentia realizes by the message that she must first retrieve the other items, before Scarlet’s golden chest, can be opened. The order may also be of some importance, so she starts with the middle box that should hold the Book of Binding.
“What does it all mean Alentia?” Erik wonders as to the significance of what Alentia has just said.
“I have to first gather the book and the candle, which lay within the other two chests. The three devices together, must release Scarlet from her prison of pain.” Erik can see what Alentia is thinking, and remains quiet, allowing her to continue without distraction.
Alentia touches the center chest and the words that once were unreadable, magically shift and swirl, changing into ancient elvin text. “Alentia Silverblade, Keeper of the Golden Key, where did you acquire the ancient magical device and why have you come here?”
“How did it know your name Alentia?” Erik asks after reading the writing upon the golden chest. Alentia feels frightened at first, and wonders if the chest is somehow magically trying to communicate with her, but how is that possible?
“Nathalie gave my grandfather the Golden Key, and it was handed down to me to be its new protector.” With her response, the writing changes once again. Upon the chest is yet another message. “How is Nathalie?”
Alentia now knows without an ounce of uncertainty that there is a powerful presence, within this golden chest. It is somehow speaking to her, through the magical elvin writings. “She is fine and lives in the safety and solitude of her Crystal Palace, below the waters of Lake Yassarise. She gave me this Ring of Yassarise to help keep me safe on my journey into the Ever-Night Realm.”
The writing swirls for a moment, and then yet another message appears. “Are the dragons still sleeping in the deep?” Alentia is in shock from this question, and a terrifying vision appears in her mind. She can see an ancient golden city by a lake of fire, with thousands of sleeping dragons, frozen in time by the dark magic of a glowing Black Candle. The vision suddenly leaves her mind and she stands, lost, momentarily dazed, until she can focus her thoughts once again.
“I saw it too Alentia, what was that?” Erik had seen the same images through Alentia, and it worries him that somewhere, this place they just saw in the frightening vision, really did exist.
“I have no knowledge of that place. We traveled through the gate within the Ever-Night Realm, travelling here to the Plane of Fire, and then back to the Crystal Mountains through the portal here. The only two dragons I know of are Erik and Nathalie. They are both Gold Dragons, or at least, part of their heritage is such.
The words magically alter yet again, “Why then have you come here? Only when the beasts are ready to be released, will the magic summon you to me.”
Alentia quickly answers the question in haste. “Scarlet called me, and she is in terrible pain, burning to death within the third chest. I have come to set her free!” The words disappear, and the chest magically unlocks itself. The lid slowly swings open, and the Book of Binding floats up out of the golden chest and slowly glides down into Alentia’s open hands. She quickly moves to the second chest, and places the Golden Key upon the runes. A crack of lightning arcs out from the chest, and thunder rumbles, as the lid swings open just as the first had done. A hooded figure, dressed in royal blue robes, floats up out of the golden chest, and has in its right hand, an unlit magical Black Candle.
Erik rushes to Alentia’s side, and readies his deadly double bladed sword, prepared to defend her, should the hooded figure threaten his love in any way. The cloaked being glides to the floor, and holds the Black Candle out to Alentia, for her to take. She carefully lifts it from the pale white hand that offers it to her, and looks up into the golden trimmed royal blue hood, to see a golden-eyed, white haired elvin man staring back. He flips the hood back, revealing his aged face, while smiling at the two surprised young wizards.
“I have been patiently waiting here for you to come, for a very long time. My name is James, and I was the one who first created this place within the Plane of Fire, long ago, with help from the Silvinesh White Wizards and my daughter Nathalie. I had to be able to give you this message in person, so you would have a fighting chance against the evil that waits in the depths of the Ever-Night Realm.” Alentia looks up into the man’s golden eyes, and realizes instantly what he truly is.
“You are the King of the Gold Dragons!” The man smiles, realizing that Alentia has somehow managed to read his open thoughts.
“A Silvinesh elf with the power of the Mind’s Eye! Your people have evolved farther than I would have ever expected, and in such a short time. Nathalie must have sent you here, knowing that you will need the things that I have locked away. The dragons must be awakening, it is the only thing that makes sense if you can hear Scarlet calling out to you.” The man stands waiting for Alentia to answer him.
“I didn’t know that there were any dragons awakening? I only came because Scarlet was pleading for my help, to protect her unborn child.” The man’s smile quickly fades away. He had no idea that Scarlet is pregnant, and suddenly, begins to panic.
“What’s wrong James?” Alentia asks, with concern for the despairing old man.
“It must be a lie! She betrayed my people. How is any of this possible?” James paces back and forth, and is visibly disturbed, by what Alentia has just revealed to him. He runs his fingers through his long white hair and trembles with fear and regret. Both Alentia and Erik can see his thoughts, and witness memories from a distant time when James found Scarlet revealing critical information with his enemy. James thought she had betrayed his people, and his heart had been broken. To punish her, he locked her away within the third golden chest, to use her as a sign that the others have been released. He now wonders, if somehow, he had truly been wrong about her and if his bitterness had blinded him from the truth.
“Well, let’s get her out of that prison you put her into and find out!” Alentia angrily pushes by the old king and walks towards the last remaining unopened golden chest.
She takes the three objects, touching them all onto the golden runes that hold the suffering woman bound within. The magical seal cracks with a powerful thump. The lid slowly opens, but nothing appears for several long moments. Alentia holds out her blade and closes her eyes. She can see in her Mind’s Eye that Scarlet’s blackened skin is stuck to the bottom of the golden box, and will not easily separate. She is near death, and unable to move. Her body is a terrible shell of unimaginable suffering.
Alentia pulls her ring off her finger, and tosses it into the air. She uses her blade’s telekinetic ability and guides the ring through the air, and down into the golden box. She carefully slips it onto Scarlet’s withered hand, using her Mind’s Eye as the guide to see through. The Ring of Yassarise instantly glows with intensity as it begins to heal Scarlet’s badly burned shell of a body. Alentia, knowing the ring now holds the woman’s life safe for the time being, summons the power of her sword, and begins lifting the woman up out of the golden chest. Screams of agony fill the air, as Alentia rips Scarlet’s skin away from the golden metal.
A charred body appears, floating up out of the chest and slowly drifting down in front of Alentia. James turns away in despair, knowing what he has done to her is a vile act of revenge, not deserved by anyone. He can clearly see that Scarlet is pregnant, and will soon give birth to the child she has carried for several centuries. Alentia wastes little time, and begins to float Scarlet through the open portal, and back to the safety of the Crystal Mountains. James and Erik follow behind, and within seconds, they all are standing in the cold gate room of the Crystal Mountain Fortress. Scarlet begins to heal rapidly once she is out of the scorching fires of the hellish plane they have all just escaped. Her blackened flesh begins to turn white, and her hair quickly grows back to the long flowing curly red locks that Alentia remembers from her visions of Scarlet.
James distances himself for some time, and weeps within the shadows. He has done this as an act of vengeance upon her, as punishment for betraying his people. He knows it is a terrible fate, and one that is as evil a deed, not deserved by anyone, even a traitor. Suffering as she must have, for hundreds of years, only protected enough to maintain her life force. He has put both Scarlet and the innocent unborn child at risk, and if he had only known of her condition prior to his terrible decision, he knows he would have done things altogether differently.
Scarlet remains motionless, and looks up at Alentia with her watery blue eyes. She cries in pain the entire time, until at last, the Ring of Yassarise finally is able to heal her entire body. The woman lay naked on the cold floor before them, and Alentia removes her silver trimmed white cloak, covering the shivering woman who must be freezing by now. She quickly casts a spell to protect Scarlet from exposure to the cold, not wanting her to suffer any further.
“Protectaetus Elementaetus!” A light blue shimmering mist surrounds Scarlet, blanketing her in the magical protection of Alentia’s white wizardry. The woman’s tired blue eyes slowly close, and she falls asleep while curled up on the stone floor wrapped only in Alentia’s white cloak.
Alentia, in an uncontrollable fit of rage, points her sword Fury, at James. He is violently lifted up into the air, and slams against the glistening rock walls of the Crystal Mountain Fortress. “You bastard!” She angrily screams; infuriated by the horrific act he did to this poor helpless woman. King or not, he couldn’t get away with such a terrible crime.
“End it Alentia! Please . . . I beg of you!” The man weeps, and is crippled by his overwhelming guilt. “I deserve to die for what I have done to her. No betrayal deserved the cruelty I have done to her.” Alentia agrees wholeheartedly with James, but cannot follow through and end his life.
“You may very well deserve death for this, but if what you say is true, your help with the evil dragons in the Ever-Night Realm will be needed. My grandfather and his friends are trapped down there, and a group of brave Silvinesh White Wizards are searching from Drakonbech, as we speak. How much time do you think we have left before the awakening begins?” James looks down at Scarlet, and knows that if she has been aware for this long, that it may already be too late.
“Some may have already awoken Alentia. Once Scarlet is able to move, all the others will have already been set free. Because Scarlet is aware, and is able to move her eyes and speak, your friends are already in grave danger.” Alentia realizes at that very moment that she has to get back to Silvinesh to warn her father of the imminent danger beneath Drakonbech.
“If you promise to help us, and to never, ever lay another finger on Scarlet, I will let you come with us.” James nods, and Alentia releases him from the swords powerful magic. He crashes to the ground, and begins to weep bitterly again, while crumpled upon the stone floor, trembling uncontrollably. Erik walks over to the old king, and holds out his hand. James looks up at Erik and senses that the dark skinned man is truly one of his lost bloodline.
“My son, who is your father?” James wipes the tears from his eyes as Erik uncomfortably shares his linage with him.
“Aragros!” James is shocked, and doesn’t understand how Erik can be Aragros’ son.
“You are dark elvin as well, but Nathalie was betrothed to Aragros? She is not your mother?” Erik shakes his head, and goes on to explain the history of the dark elves and how the golden acorns from the tree of life were used, allowing his life to begin as it did.
“My foolish daughter! I told her not to dabble in such things. Now we will have half bloods running about, all over creation.” Erik is less than impressed and releases his hold on the old king’s hand, letting him crumble back onto the hard stone floor.
Erik shakes his head at the ignorant old leader, and turns away in utter disgust. “You are not my King and a poor example of what the Gold Dragon race once stood for!” James sits up and holds his head in his hands. He realizes that Erik might be one of the last of his kind, and possibly one of the only chances of restoring their dwindling race. He has made so many mistakes in his thousands of years of life, and the weight of it all is crashing down, all around him.
“Forgive me Erik, I didn’t mean that. Nathalie, in her endless dabbling, just may have given my people a way to restore our numbers with her magic. Where is your father Aragros?” Erik reluctantly replies to the man, he now wishes he will have nothing more to do with.
“He’s dead. Only three of our kind now exists. There are only you, Nathalie and me. All the others are gone!” James realizes that Erik might be right, but there is still a good chance that one other may have survived.
“There may be another Erik. My dear daughter Nathalie has a younger sister. Nadia was created through the use of similar magic brought to us from the tree of life. Nadia is also a half blood of sorts, and after her birth, I stopped all use of my older daughter’s magic in the ancient golden city. Many people looked down on my family, because of all that happened, and never accepted my beautiful little girl Nadia, as one of our own. She really is no different than the rest of us, but her size is abnormally small for a Gold Dragon, or even an elf for that matter. I had no choice, and I did what was necessary, banishing my own daughter from the City of Brimstone, because of all she did.”
“That’s why Nathalie never went back to the ancient city!” Alentia suddenly blurts out after hearing the old King’s confession about his daughter.
“Yes, I had a responsibility to my people, and did what was required of me, as their leader.” Alentia shakes her head in utter disbelief.
“You had a responsibility to your people? What about your responsibility to your family, to your daughter Nathalie! I would have told those ignorant bastards to go to hell, and never would have done such a thing! What the hell is the matter with you?” Alentia is angered at how selfish James had been, in not standing up for the most important thing he possessed, his own daughter. The Gold Dragons thought of themselves as a superior race, but from what Alentia has heard, so far, they lacked the simple common sense and the moral values of family she held dear to her heart.
James begins to stare blankly into the darkness, knowing that Alentia is right. How could the young elvin woman be so wise, and yet he, a descendant of the immortals, could be so foolish. Who was the superior being? He knew in his heart that it surely is not himself, or his race of dragonkind.
Alentia uses her blade, telekinetically carrying the unconscious body of Scarlet, to one of the old guest rooms within the Crystal Mountain Fortress. She rests the beautiful red haired elvin woman onto one of the beds, and tries to straighten her body. Scarlet’s limbs are immovable, stiff and rigid from the eternity of being in the same awkward position. Alentia leaves the woman lying on one side, curled up in the small ball she has been in, since she was bound to the chest. Erik and James silently follow the elvin woman into the large guest room. Erik throws pieces of wood from broken furniture, into the old fireplace. The small hearth has been empty for at least a few hundred years, but has remained preserved, as it was, so long ago. Erik breaks each piece of dry rotted wood, over his knee, until a good size pile is stacked within the fireplace, to burn.
“Alentia can you give this a light for me?” Erik calls to her, and Alentia walks over and points the glowing red sword at the petrified pieces of dry maple. A small orange flame envelops the old pieces of wood, and soon, the fireplace begins to warm the large room with its flickering yellow flames. Erik searches the other rooms for any other scraps to burn, and soon has a huge stack of wooden odds and ends. He hacks up the mass of wood with his doubled bladed sword, prepared for the cold night ahead.
Alentia sits on one of the beds, and feels the strain this day has had on her aching body. She rubs her belly and senses the children are sleeping peacefully, safe inside of her. She knows she must keep her level of stress down, to minimize the impact in her delicate condition. The last thing she wants to do, is to lose the babies because she pushed herself harder than she should have.
James notices that Alentia is lovingly rubbing her stomach and smiles at her. “How far long are you?” Alentia looks at James with angry pale violet eyes and he turns away from her penetrating gaze, feeling almost unnerved by the intensity of her rage.
She lies back onto the bed and contemplates answering the simple question. “I’m just over six months. Erik is their father, and should you have a single word to say about us mixing our bloodlines, you will find yourself sleeping outside in the cold hallway!”
James had thought as much, but only wanted to warn Alentia of the ancient prophecy she is bound to, through her unborn children. “They are twins, aren’t they?”
Alentia turns to James, wondering how he could have possibly known. “Yes . . . they are. How did you know that?” James sits back on another of the beds in the large sleeping area, and tries to recall the details he read about, so long ago, in another time, another place.
“One of my seers foretold of the twins of prophecy. They will be born following the release of a great evil threat to our realm, which I believe is the one we are now faced with. They will grow up and one day will become powerful wizards, but will be the two responsible for bringing about cataclysmic events that will threaten our world and way of life, forever. They are a key of sorts, to a sacred land, and will decide the fate of us all in the end.” James stops, letting Alentia absorb his words and realize their truth.
“I have read about these same things James, and have seen my future with my children. They will hold the power of dragonkind, as well as white wizardry. The Rings of Yassarise will keep them safe until they are ready to leave Silvinesh. In my vision, I have seen both of my children wearing the rings of power. It gave me comfort at the time of this vision, knowing that I will see my grandfather once again.” James seems confused by what the elvin woman has just said.
“Why do you say that Alentia? There are several of these rings in existence, why should the children wearing them mean that your grandfather will return?” Alentia is thrown by what James has just told her.
“How many of these rings exist then?” James thinks about it for a moment.
“My daughter Nadia has several of them with her, to keep her safe and alive until my return. Nathalie had two of them. I truly care for my daughters, and didn’t want anything to happen to either of them in my absence. Please realize that I am not the monster you both make me out to be.” Alentia can sense the love that James has for his two children, and forgives him for being so cold to Nathalie. He had entrusted her with the Golden Key, so that when the dragons were released, the book and candle could be retrieved to help counter their threat, once again.
“Is it possible that your daughter Nadia escaped with the other rings?” James nods and goes on to explain why he believes this to be true.
“Like you, I have had many visions of the future. One showed me that Nadia and I will one day reunite within a great room with pictures of old elvin White Wizards on the walls. You were there in my glimpse of the future, as well as another, possessing a glowing blue sword. This elvin man seems to be a very powerful wizard, full of goodness and love for his people. Do you know of whom I might be referring to?” Alentia knows that he must be talking about her grandfather, and she smiles with delight, knowing that William will be returning, just as she always knew he would.
“Yes, that sounds like my grandfather William Silverblade!” James recognizes the name.
“Half elvin, isn’t he?” Alentia wonders how James can know such a thing since he had been sealed in the chest, long before her grandfather had been born.
“How do you know that James?” He smiles, remembering yet another prophecy.
“Let’s just say that we are about to become family in a few more months!” Alentia wonders what James could possibly be talking about, and try as she might; he blocks her Mind’s Eye from reading his thoughts.
“Let’s keep this a secret until it is time, young Alentia. Trust me; you will be pleasantly surprised at what happens in the days to come.” She drops the subject he won’t reveal to her, and turns around to face Scarlet, who is peacefully sleeping. Alentia’s pale violet eyes grow heavy as well, and she slowly slips into her bedroll. Within the warm glow of the firelight, she slowly closes her tired elvin eyes, falling into a deep sleep. Eric covers his love with his long dark cloak, and throws several more pieces of wood into the roaring fire to help keep the cold winter’s chill away from the two peacefully sleeping women.
“What happened to our people James?” Erik asks, trying to break the deafening silence.
“Scarlet led the evil dragons into our hidden city, far below Drakonbech, within the depths of the Ever-Night Realm. They killed every single Gold Dragon within the great city and fed on their remains. Even the woman and children were brutally murdered and consumed by our evil cousins. I escaped with Nadia, and returned to avenge the deaths of my people. I knew that I didn’t have the strength to destroy them all by my hand, so I froze the whole lot of them in time, using dark magic to bind them. A price is always paid with such things, but I was willing to take the risk, to save my daughters and the world above. This is why I locked myself away within the chest until the time was right. I had hoped that by then, Nathalie would have gathered an army to battle the dragons as the prophecy has spoken of. You see Erik; it will be up to the elves now, to take up this dreadful fight, because none of my kind lives here in this world anymore. The second candle will have to be lit, and the Book of Binding used, if any hope of surviving, can exist.” Erik realizes that someone will have to make the same sacrifice that James once did, to save the Silvinesh Realm.
“What was it like, being trapped within the golden chest all that time?” James smiles, remembering the hundreds of years he slept, dreaming of the days before the Dragon Wars.
“It was only as a dream for me, and nothing more. I was free of pain, and slept within the veil of the golden chest. The fire demons tried, many times, to unlock what they had no understanding of, only to be vaporized by the powerful magic that protected me inside. If I had to do it again, I would gladly sacrifice the years of my life I gave up, to save this beautiful world we live in. Unfortunately, my time will now be short, and another will have to undertake the same sacrifice I once did, or everything will be lost.” Erik wonders what James can possibly mean by this.
“You are free now. Why would your time here be so short?” James smiles, and reveals nothing to Erik, while the young man desperately tries to read his thoughts.
“Why won’t you let me in and show me all you know?” James lies down, turning around and closes his tired golden eyes, drifting off to sleep, without answering the curious elvin man. Erik sits, pondering the old king’s mysterious words, and knows that it will all soon be revealed, if what James has shared with them has any truth. He pokes at the fire, and soon feels the weight of his own eyes, starting to call him to slumber. He joins Alentia in the old bed, and embraces the sleeping woman, drifting off into his dreams of summer. The fire continues to crackle and burn through the night, as the four visitors all peacefully rest within the solitude of the Crystal Mountains.
Chapter 9 – Reunion in Silvinesh
William sits, studying the Tome of White Wizardry within the Great Hall of the White Tower, as the morning sun rises higher on the shimmering horizon, shining its golden rays of light through the beautiful stain glass windows. He had magically leafed through every page Alentia had been looking at, only days before, and knew what it is that she had found. “Too smart for her own damn good!” he angrily whispers to himself. Later in the morning, he plans to surprise his young granddaughter, by arriving for breakfast in Thelentia, then, he will know what she is truly up to.
The old wizard chuckles to himself, and then closes the Tome of White Wizardry. He is about to get up out of his favorite chair, when suddenly, the ancient text magically lifts out of his hand, and floats away, back towards the White Tower Library, of its own free will. William curiously follows the ancient tome, and can’t believe his eyes, when it returns to the cherry pedestal in the middle of the library. “Hmmm, why didn’t I think of that?” Alentia is truly an amazing and talented young wizard, and she never ceases to amaze him. She saw things in an entirely different light than any of the other White Wizards, and had always struck him with wonderment at the new things she would come up with, unexpectedly.
William walks back to the Great Hall, and is pleasantly surprised to see Steven waiting for him, silently sitting in front of the fire, poking at the red-hot coals and adding several pieces of maple wood, to help further warm the room. “How are you doing my old friend?” Steven looks up and smiles, as soon as he notices William entering the room, and stands to greet his old friend with open arms.
“I couldn’t sleep, just too much on my mind. You know how it is?” William knew exactly how Steven felt, and had tossed and turned all night, until he couldn’t stand it any longer, and got up to continue his research, wanting to leaf through the Tome of White Wizardry for a few more hours.
“I’ve been up since close to three o’clock myself. Too much to absorb and none of it seems real to me!” Steven agrees, and the two sit comfortably in the soft chairs, in front of the roaring fireplace, looking into dancing orange flames within the ancient hearth.
“We almost didn’t make it back this time! I thought for sure we were both done for after the dragon attacked us!” William knows that Steven is right, and had it not been for Nadia, the brave little Gold Dragon, they would have met their ends within the darkness of the Ever-Night Realm.
“It was heart that saved us, and not magic this time, my old friend. That little woman saved us both, and I will never forget her bravery. The main thing though, is that we are back and ready to fight, once again. Now, it will be the dragons that threaten our lives and not the dark elves. I fear this may prove more difficult than anything we have ever faced, and somehow, I have to find that damnable Book of Binding and the Black Candle, if we’ll have any hope of stopping what’s surely coming. Alentia seems to be one-step ahead of me and is already looking for the two objects, but I don’t know how she could have possibly known about any of this, before our arrival? Maybe she saw something that Warren and Jacqueline didn’t, within her visions? I just don’t like it Steven! It all doesn’t make any sense right now, but I know that I have to learn the truth of it, and very soon I fear!” Steven shakes his head while smiling at William.
“When are we going to retire old friend?” William laughs, and pats Steven on the shoulder.
“Someday Steven, someday, I hope!” The two old friends sit watching the sun, rising into the early morning sky. Neither of them has seen such a wondrous sight, in over six months. It has been far too long, and today, they will bask in the golden light before they leave for Drakonbech, and onto war.
Alentia wakes to the gentle touch of Erik’s hand on her stomach. The fire still flickers and even though her protection spell has completely worn off, she feels warm and comfortable in her bedroll, wrapped within Erik’s loving embrace. She suddenly realizes that Scarlet is staring at her, with her big blue eyes. When their gazes meet, she winks, knowing that Alentia has finally noticed her.
Although Scarlet is still unable to move, the red haired elf is fully aware of her surroundings, and is able to speak. “Thank you Alentia, you are my savior.” Alentia kisses Erik’s hand and slowly moves it away, so that she can sit up. She slips out of the bed and kneels on the cool stone floor in front of her new friend. Alentia softly caresses Scarlet’s pale white face, and moves her long red hair away from her beautiful blue eyes.
“How do you feel Scarlet?” The elvin woman thinks about Alentia’s simple question for a moment, and then finally replies.
“Actually . . . I feel good! I can’t remember the last time I didn’t feel any pain of some kind. Thank you again Alentia, my child and I owe you our very lives. Not everyone would help a . . .” Scarlet doesn’t finish her words, and chooses to change the subject. “I’m also kind of hungry . . . if it is at all possible, do you have anything to eat?” Alentia smiles, and grabs her backpack from off the floor. She pulls out a loaf of elvin bread, and a chunk of cheddar cheese. She slices everything up, and begins toasting a few of the sandwiches over the glowing orange coals. She brings a finished sandwich to Scarlet when it has cooled a bit.
“What is it that you just made?” Scarlet asks, never seeing such a creation before.
“This is a sandwich, made with toasted elvin bread and melted cheddar cheese in the middle. It’s hot, but very good. Here, try some Scarlet.” Alentia lowers it to Scarlet’s full pink lips, and she hungrily takes a small bite. She crunches the mixture in her mouth and smiles with the enjoyment of having the warm food filling the emptiness in her stomach.
“That is good, may I have another bite?” Alentia helps Scarlet eat the first thing she has had, since being free from the torment of the golden chest. Alentia jumps, as Scarlet unknowingly wiggles her fingers behind Alentia’s back.
“You’re regaining your senses!” Scarlet stares at her fingers, and tries to move them again. Slowly, each slender white finger bends, as she does her best to move them back and forth.
“The Black Candle must be failing, and soon, I will be completely free of the dark magic. This also means that the others will have been set free, once again. Our fates are all tied together, and that is why James used me as he did, so he would know when the time had finally come to leave this place.” Alentia is still sickened by what James has done to Scarlet, but knows that what really matters is that the beautiful woman is finally free of her prison of pain.
“Where is James?” Alentia asks, while looking around the room, only now noticing that the old king is nowhere to be found. She quickly uses her Mind’s Eye, and cannot sense his presence, anywhere within the Crystal Mountain Fortress.
“He must have left during the night.” She says, and then Alentia shudders, as she begins to desperately search for the Book of Binding, and the Black Candle. Her search is in vain, because they are both now missing, just, as she had feared.
“Treacherous bastard, he stole them from us!” Scarlet tries to calm her angered friend.
“He means well Alentia. He’s simply a lost old soul, in so many ways. You must understand that James is bound to the Black Candle, just as I am, and as soon as that dark flame flickers and dies, his life will be snuffed out, along with its magical fire. He has sacrificed himself so the world would remain safe, until this very moment. He means to give the Book of Binding and the Black Candle to the next wizard that will likely rekindle the ancient magic, and hopefully, help to save us all.” Alentia thinks about who this next wizard could possibly be, and suddenly, realizes that James must be seeking out her grandfather to take on this terrible burden.
“He spoke of reuniting with his daughter Nadia, at the White Tower in Silvinesh. My grandfather will be there! Scarlet, how long do you think James has to live?” Alentia knows that if James’ visions are true, it meant that her grandfather must have already returned from the depths of the Ever-Night Realm, and is waiting for her, safe inside the White Tower of Silvinesh. She must hurry and try to reach him before James has the chance to convince him to take on the terrible task of using the Book of Binding and the Black Candle against the dark forces below Drakonbech.
“James may have a few days at best, but surely no more than that. James will begin to slow, becoming extremely tired from the loss of his strength because the magic won’t just end all at once. He will first start to age, becoming ever weaker, until at last, he will vanish and crumble into dust. It is dark magic, and this is the price that he will pay for lighting the Black Candle, and remaining immune to its deadly effects.” Alentia knows that such a death will be horrible indeed, but for what he has brought upon Scarlet, Alentia feels that he deserves it all, and possibly, even more.
“Please Alentia, don’t think that of him. He was simply misguided, and did not see the truth back then. I was forced to help the evil ones, and led them all to the ancient city, just as James told you. You must understand that I would have given my own life to not let that happen, but the creature that took over my mind was far too powerful, and I was unable to resist the magic.” Alentia suddenly thinks of what this creature could be, and peers into Scarlet’s mind, to reveal what it had looked like.
“A Darkling!” These evil creatures could take over the most powerful wizard, and once under its control, the victim was powerless to resist their will. Scarlet hadn’t betrayed James at all, and was but a victim, to both the king’s revenge and the Darkling’s mind control spell.
“I’m so sorry for you Scarlet! The tragedy you have endured is heartbreaking.” Tears run down the faces of both elvin women, and Alentia holds her new friend close, to comfort her. Scarlet lets go of the years of pain that has been in her heart, from being so cruelly punished, for something, she had never meant to do. Now, she will be forced to live out her life alone, raising her child in a world she no longer knows anymore.
“I will stay by your side Scarlet, and help to keep you safe. You will live with me in the White Tower, and your child will be offered the chance to learn the ways of white wizardry with my own little ones. Don’t worry about what is to come. All that matters is that you and your unborn child are finally safe.”
“I can never repay your kindness Alentia. Thank you . . . for everything.” The two friends sit for a while, enjoying the peaceful time together.
Erik wakes several hours later, and begins to stretch. He looks around the room, and can’t see the old king anywhere. “Where did James go?” Alentia angrily answers Erik’s question.
“He is heading for the White Tower, and has the Book of Binding and the Black Candle with him.” Erik sighs, and grabs one of the sandwiches that Alentia has made for them. He sips on some ice-cold water from a skin, and shares it with the two women. Alentia has one of the sandwiches, and soon, they are readying their things to leave for home. Erik picks Scarlet up and carries her limp body out of the Crystal Mountain Fortress. The cold wind blows outside, and a snowstorm has stirred up in the graying, early morning sky.
“We should cast protection spells again Alentia, before we all freeze to death out here!” She nods in agreement, and within moments, all three elves are glowing with a soft blue protective light. Erik lays Scarlet onto the cold stone courtyard, overlooking the vast Plains of Istarion. He strips down in the falling snow, and Alentia places all his belongings into her backpack. She straps his sword onto her left shoulder, and backs away towards Scarlet, who is very much enjoying the free show.
“Nice ass Erik! Not that I’m complaining, but why is he doing this Alentia?” Erik turns somewhat red, and without realizing it, changes into a Gold Dragon, without even commanding the words. His mind had simply willed it, after Scarlet’s comments had embarrassed him. It seemed to happen quicker than it ever had before. Following his rapid shape change, Scarlet looks up in amazement and had not known what the young elf truly was.
“But how is that possible?” Alentia smiles, and lifts her red haired friend into the air with the power of her enchanted sword. Alentia gently rests Scarlet on top of Erik’s golden back and slowly starts climbing up onto the mighty dragon. She is met with a sharp pain in her lower stomach as she tries to swing up onto Erik’s scaled back. She breathes heavily for a moment, trying to get through the sudden dagger like pinch she is feeling.
Erik senses that something is not right, and calls out to her in worry. “Are you okay Alentia?” She waits to answer, until the pain finally eases, and she can breathe again.
“I’ll be alright! It was just another episode Erik!” She begins to worry even more, as she feels a warm trickle of blood, running down her leg.
“Just take it slow Erik, and hopefully, everything should be okay once we get home.” Scarlet notices the blood dripping from Alentia’s foot, and looks down at her elvin friend, her thoughts filling with deep concern for her.
“Take the ring Alentia. It will help you through this. I don’t need its healing strength any longer.” The worried young elvin woman does as Scarlet has suggested, and the pain quickly fades away, and the blood stops flowing.
“Keep that on until the time of their birth, and you will make it, I promise. If you take it off again, I fear that you may lose your two little children. They were just in great peril, and you are very lucky that you had the magic of the immortals with you this time!” Alentia knows that Scarlet is right. She now will need the ring’s magic at all times, or risk the loss of the twins. This will have to be her last journey, until after their births. Flying about Silvinesh on a Gold Dragon is definitely not at the top of the list for pregnant woman to be doing. Alentia laughs, and thinks how silly they must all appear. “Two pregnant woman riding upon a mighty Gold Dragon, flying around in the middle of winter, we’re all crazy!”
Scarlet and Erik both start laughing, hearing Alentia’s open thoughts. Erik turns, staring back at the two women. “Well, shall we get going to Silvinesh?” Both women wholeheartedly agree, and with their approval, Erik gracefully leaps from the large courtyard, and descends from the foothills. Erik takes his time, cautiously flying across the Plains of Istarion and on, over the Silvinesh Forest. Scarlet remains calm the entire time, and Alentia can tell that she has flown before, not in the least bit afraid of the experience. Scarlet falls asleep before they reach the Felnorn River, still exhausted from her terrible ordeal.
Erik flies on for several hours, through the strengthening blizzard. He is turned around several times, and nearly passes by Silvinesh, all together. He had barely noticed the very tip of the White Tower, and it helped to lead him towards the city below, like a beacon of light calling him home. Alentia begins to feel anxious, as they fly into the Silvinesh City. Screams of terror greet them, as the elves flee from the sight of Erik, flying low over the rooftops, straight towards the White Tower. Alentia searches with her Mind’s Eye for the one she longs to see, and suddenly, their two minds connect. The doors of the White Tower fly open, and standing before her, is her grandfather William, the High Wizard of Silvinesh.
Alentia begins to sob uncontrollably, and cannot believe what she is seeing. “Could it actually be true?” She had waited close to six months for this day to come, and finally, it is hers. Steven and Christopher rush out to greet the returning elves, and are closely followed by two others. Alentia doesn’t recognize either of the strangers, who stand waiting with her dear friends and grandfather. The beautiful dark skinned woman is definitely dark elvin, and the other figure is a fair-haired elvin girl, no more than twenty years old, or possibly even younger.
Erik hovers for a moment, and gracefully drops down, out of mid air, as snow swirls around him from his rapidly beating wings. The ground shakes violently as his weight rests wholly upon the white marble steps. He absorbs the shock for the two women, and slowly lowers himself as far as he can possibly go, letting the sharp edges of the steps bite at his underbelly. Alentia quickly slips off Erik, and carefully starts to help Scarlet down. The beautiful red haired woman is now able to move her arms more freely, but remains paralyzed from the waist down.
Nadia screams out in anger, when she sees Scarlet with Alentia. “What did you do with my father, you traitor?” The tiny elvin girl transforms into a miniature Gold Dragon, before a shocked crowd of onlookers. Her clothing rips from her rapidly expanding body and she flies out with unbridled rage and fury, towards Scarlet. Alentia instinctively draws her sword, turning quickly and sending Nadia crashing to the ground with one powerful push of telekinetic force.
Nadia shakes her head, as she lifts herself up from the broken marble she has fallen into, roaring at Alentia in rage. “No!” Christopher yells, running up to intervene between Nadia and Alentia, worried at what may happen if they should go any further.
Nadia yells at Alentia in anger, “She betrayed us all, and broke my father’s heart! I want her dead!” Erik steps in front of Scarlet and Alentia, and places his large paw onto Nadia’s back, effortlessly holding the angry little dragon down. Alentia slowly rests Scarlet onto the White Tower stairs, and walks towards Nadia and Christopher. She carries her sword Fury in her tight grip, ready to protect herself if the tiny dragon should break free of Erik’s hold.
As Alentia walks closer, she finally realizes who the tiny Gold Dragon is, from her discussions with James. “Calm yourself Nadia. There is really no need for any of this. Read my thoughts and learn the truth of what happened, long ago. Trust me, it will set your mind at ease, and finally heal your broken heart.” Nadia angrily penetrates Alentia’s mind, and recoils, out of both shock and utter disbelief.
“It’s a lie! How can this be? I . . . I don’t understand?” Alentia looks into Nadia’s golden eyes, and caresses the tiny Gold Dragon’s face.
“It is the truth Nadia, not all was what it seemed to be back then, and your father was tragically mistaken, just as you have been.” Nadia slowly shrinks into her tiny elvin form. Erik does the same, and the two stand, naked, shivering in the bitter cold upon the steps of the White Tower
“Umm Alentia . . . cloak please!” Erik, not realizing the implications of his transformation, urgently asks Alentia, who turns towards him, and can’t stop laughing when she sees why his voice is so panicked. Erik stands naked before most of Silvinesh, and knows that he will never live this down, quite likely, for the rest of his life. Christopher quickly slips his tiny elvin cloak around Nadia, and brings the trembling, teary-eyed little woman, back into the warmth of the White Tower, to help her find some new clothes.
Scarlet looks up at Erik and smiles. “Hey Erik, anymore like you back home?” She gives him a wink, and he turns a deeper shade of red, quickly running up the steps, disappearing into the White Tower with nothing but his pack, to cover himself.
William, who has quietly enjoyed the entire display of white wizardry and dragon transformation, makes his way to his young granddaughter. She looks up into his pale blue eyes, and the two embrace, for the first time since she left him in the Ever-Night Realm. She cries in his arms, and cannot stop as the tears of joy run down her soft elvin face. “It’s okay my dear, I have finally made it back to you, but what in the blazes are you doing, flying around the countryside in your condition?” Alentia breathes in a few deep breaths of the cold air, wiping the tears away from her pale violet eyes and soft white cheeks.
“I’m sorry grandfather. I had to help my friend Scarlet, before she died.” William looks down at the beautiful pregnant red haired elf, sitting on the white marble steps, taking in the magnificent view of the White Tower, breaking through the falling white snow, high overhead.
“Scarlet . . . hmm . . . where have I heard your name before my dear?” As William ponders the pregnant woman’s name, the smile she has on her face, slowly drains away, changing into an expression of unbridled terror. Will he discover her secret, or is it lost within the passage of time? If Alentia finds out who she truly is, will she still help her, or simply slit her throat with the flaming red blade?
“Never mind, it will come to me . . . in time.” William bends down, effortlessly lifting the crippled woman into his powerful arms, and carries her into the Great Hall. Scarlet forgets her previous fears, and wonders how this handsome young half elf, could possibly be Alentia’s grandfather. She soon notices the glowing Ring of Yassarise upon his right index finger, and understands completely, how he has managed to remain so young.
Lunch has already arrived, placed upon the table, and the servants are quickly setting several extra plates, when they realize that a few more visitors will be joining the others. William sits Scarlet down onto a soft cushioned chair, in front of the long white table. She wastes little time, and begins to fill her plate with one of every different kind of strange new food that sits before her. Alentia takes a seat beside her new friend, and does the same. The two women are both starving from the long morning journey, and the toasted cheese sandwiches are only but a distant memory.
William looks at his beautiful granddaughter, and is relieved that she has safely returned to Silvinesh. He had traveled to Thelentia that same morning, only to find that she had left in secret, sometime in the middle of the night. Nobody seemed to know where she had gone to, and Edwin wouldn’t tell him anything this morning. It had disturbed the old White Wizard that his old protector would not even tell him where she had gone. William knows that a paladin’s oath is sacred, and William cannot fault his old friend for being true to his word. He could have easily stolen the noble man’s thoughts, but sensed that Alentia was safe and somehow knew that she would be returning home to Silvinesh, later that same day.
“Where did you go Alentia?” She slowly looks up at her grandfather, smiling guiltily and begins telling him the entire story. William sits, quietly absorbing the information, and then asks one final question when she has finished her tale from the past few days.
“Where is James?” Alentia had thought he would surely be waiting at the White Tower, long before her arrival, and now, is alarmed that he hadn’t reached Silvinesh.
“I don’t know grandfather! I thought after he shared his vision with me that he would have brought the Book of Binding and the Black Candle, here, to speak with you.” William sits rubbing his chin, trying to figure out what James may have done.
“If he didn’t come here, where else would he have gone to? Drakonbech is too far for a tired old dragon to fly to, and if he was to come to Silvinesh within the day, he had to be somewhere close to the White Tower.” Suddenly, the simple answer comes to him, as well as Alentia.
“Lake Yassarise!” Both blurt out, in unison.
William goes on, “He must have went to see Nathalie. We will have to wait for him to arrive, before we join our forces in Drakonbech.” Alentia drops her fork.
“Drakonbech? Don’t do it grandfather, I beg of you, please!” William looks up with his pale blue eyes, and winks.
“If I don’t have to, trust me, I won’t do it. We have a few things on our side right now. Cold winter’s magic being one of them!” Alentia smiles, and knows that he is right. Many of the dragons, except the whites, will surely freeze if they venture outside for too long into the icy breath of winter.
“How will our White Wizards and Silvinesh Rangers be able to stand against so many dragons, grandfather?” William smiles, and answers her question.
“The passages out of the depths of the Ever-Night Realm are far too narrow for any dragon to fly through. They will be forced to assume their elvin forms, if they wish to pass out of the Ever-Night Realm. In their elvin forms, our Silvinesh Rangers and White Wizards will be a deadly match for any spells they may possess. We will prevail against this enemy. You’ll see my dear Alentia!” William is quite sure of himself, but Scarlet, is shaken by what the wise mage believes.
Scarlet patiently waits for the group to quiet, following the startling revelation, then calmly begins to speak her peace. “William, what if the narrow passages below Drakonbech are not the only way to access the Ever-Night Realm? What then?” A concerned look washes over the old White Wizard’s face, as Scarlet’s words draw a different picture of what they may be facing. He had never considered such a thing to be possible, and fears what Scarlet is about to share with him.
“Go on Scarlet, you now have my complete attention.” Scarlet nervously begins to reveal a truth that she knows William and the others won’t like to hear.
“First, you have to think like a creature that can fly, to completely understand what you may have missed and haven’t dreamt to be possible. High above, within the Ever-Night Realm, where the passages begin to narrow below the ancient city of Drakonbech, is a large gaping hole within the mountainside. The dragons use this jagged entryway, to access the Ever-Night Realm, by flying from that secret place, near the ceiling of the vast passageway. Men and elves don’t know of it, mainly because of how high up in the mountainside this place exists. I know without any uncertainty that this is how they will leave the Ever-Night Realm, and I doubt that they will use the tunnels under Drakonbech, to avoid being attacked by us. Although they are evil creatures, don’t be fooled, they are not stupid! They will be a force to be reckoned with, and one that your elves may never be able to overcome!”
William becomes enraged with himself, and hits the table, causing Christopher’s Thelentian wine to topple over and spill out over its top, “What did you do that for? Every time a halfling is trying to drink his wine in peace, you go and hit the table!” The little halfling complains with a hurt look on his face, quickly trying to soak up the lost red drink, within his napkin. William walks over with a grin on his face and refills Christopher’s righted cup. He excuses his outburst, and can’t help chuckling under his breath, thinking back to Thelentia, many months before, when the same thing had happened.
“I’m sorry Christopher.” William goes on. “I’ll try not to let it happen again, okay old friend?” Christopher nods in agreement, but suddenly grows quiet, as the worry over the spilled cup of wine vanishes from his mind, for something far more important to his tiny halfling heart.
Nadia enters the room, clothed in a tiny white robe and silver lined cloak. She looks like a young White Wizard Apprentice, just starting her studies at the White Tower. She is a miniature elvin beauty, and everything that Christopher could have ever wished for in this world.
Nadia stops before reaching the table, and waits until all eyes have finally stopped to gaze upon her. She speaks with a quiet childlike voice, and is visibly shaken, uncomfortable about what had happened earlier. “I’m so sorry, all of you, for what I did today, especially you dear Scarlet . . . my mother.” Nadia walks slowly up to the red haired woman, and wraps her arms around her neck. Scarlet returns the tender embrace, and holds the tiny woman as if she were her child.
“Forgive me mother, I should have known it was dark magic that caused you to lead them to us.” The reunion is one of both joy and bitter sorrow. Many lifetimes have been lost because of the tragedy of the past. Tears stream down Nadia’s face, as she holds the only woman she has ever known as her mother, the one person who loved her despite of her many differences.
William stands and speaks to the little elvin woman, before she sits. “Nadia, take heart today, your father will be here shortly, and if I’m right, your sister Nathalie will also be joining him.” Nadia’s golden eyes sparkle and she smiles with rekindled joy.
“Really! They’re all coming here to the White Tower! My whole family will be together?” She happily hugs Scarlet once more, and scoots around the table to sit beside Christopher who has never once turned his loving gaze away from the little beauty.
William clears his throat, feeling the guilt welling up inside because of what he now has to tell the little woman. “There is one other thing Nadia, and I must caution you to prepare yourself for what is inevitably about to happen. Your father’s life, I fear, is slowly beginning to fade, and he will not be with us for very long. When the Black Candle that still flickers within the Ever-Night Realm finally fades away, his life will end, along with the magical flame. The burden he took on to save our realm so long ago will soon claim his life. I am truly sorry for having to tell you this Nadia, but I wanted to prepare you, so you know what to expect, when he arrives. Life is bittersweet sometimes, as it is, for you now.” A tear trickles down Nadia’s face, and she turns to Christopher, and holds him close to her tiny body. Her happiness has completely faded away, replaced with bitter tears, once again. The old wizard’s heart goes out to the tiny woman who has lost so much in her long lifetime, and only wishes that he could give her the time she deserves with her father.
“Remember my friends and family, cherish each and every moment we spend together, and never wait to tell the ones you care about, how you truly feel for them. Our lives are all but a candle in the wind, and one day that light will go out for each and every one of us. It is what you do here with the little time that is given to you that makes it all worth the bittersweet lives we lead. Embrace these precious moments we spend in this beautiful world. Don’t wait for another day, because it simply may not be yours to have. Live each one as your last, without fear, without any regret, to the absolute fullest.” Everyone at the table holds their cup up to the wise old White Wizard, in a toast to family, friends, to life. They all drink down the sweet Thelentian wine with tears in many of their eyes. They continue the banquet lunch sitting before them, but very few speak a word, because of the emotional turmoil each one feels for the tiny elvin woman.
The group of friends and family wait within the Great Hall until late afternoon for James to arrive. Screams and shouts from outside the White Tower, signal that the two visitors have entered the city from out of the cold gray sky. William anxiously runs out to greet his lost love Nathalie, and her father James. He is not disappointed when he rushes out the large double doors, just in time to watch the two mighty Gold Dragons descending from the heavens and onto the steps of the White Tower. Snow swirls around the old wizard as the dragons come to rest on the white marble stairway. William removes his cloak, and rushes to Nathalie’s side. She quickly transforms into her beautiful elvin form, right in front of him, and William’s eyes grow wide in wonderment, shocked, when he notices that she is pregnant. He wraps the silver lined elvin cloak around her naked snow-white body, and brings her into the warmth of the White Tower.
James limps close behind William and Nathalie, slipping on his royal blue cloak that he had carried with him on his long journey to find Nathalie. Nadia runs up to her white haired father as he enters the Great Hall, and he embraces the little woman, he hasn’t seen for hundreds of years. “Why didn’t you tell me father?” she demands, with a timeless innocence he has always seen in her sparkling golden eyes. James looks down at the ground, away from those honest little eyes, not knowing how to face his little daughter and the truth of their tragic past.
“I have been a fool Nadia. I have done things that I am so ashamed of, but can never take back.” Scarlet sits at the long table in the center of the room, watching the two lonely souls reunite, and motions for them both to come over to her. James reluctantly approaches, and cannot look into his wife’s brilliant blue eyes. She reaches out and squeezes his hand as a sign of her forgiveness to him. He trembles uncontrollably, and would run and hide, if it were not for his longing to see his precious little daughter.
“James, it will be a girl, if you were wondering . . .” A tear rolls down the old king’s face and the last ounce of strength holding him up finally leaves him. James falls against her shoulder, on his knees, sobbing uncontrollably, overwhelmed by his guilt. Scarlet holds the dying man close to her warm body, and strokes his long white hair.
“I’m so sorry Scarlet . . . so sorry for everything.” The three huddle together, in a loving embrace that none of them have been able to share with each other, in hundreds of years. Their broken hearts are finally mending, in this one special moment in time. James holds Scarlet close, knowing that he can now pass peacefully from this world because Scarlet has somehow found it in her heart to forgive him.
Nathalie stands before William in his bedroom, without his silver lined cloak, to cover her beautiful pregnant body. He runs his hand along the snow-white stomach and can feel a sudden movement as the baby stirs from inside of her. “How is this possible Nathalie?”
She sits on William’s soft bed beside him, and presses her soft lips to his. He looks into her sparkling golden eyes and can see her unconditional love for him. He missed her, just as much as she did him. “But how is it possible, did you use one of the golden acorns, or was it some other magic that made this happen?”
Nathalie tries to explain to William, what she truly doesn’t know the answer to. “No my love, I never used any magic or planned for this to happen. Do you remember the night we shared in the Caverns of Kryztoff?” William looks at her with questioning eyes. He will never forget that wonderful night they shared together, not ever. Somehow, they have made a child, but in his heart, he still knows that it is impossible. For countless years, they tried to have children, but because he was a half-elf and she a Gold Dragon, their blood being incompatible, it was physically impossible for them to conceive a child naturally.
“But it can’t be true?” Nathalie holds her fingers up to his lips and smiles.
“But my love, it is true. Life found a way, and somehow, we have created a child without the magic of the Immortals.” William slowly slips his white wizard’s robes off, and makes love to the woman he has fought so hard to return to. They spend over an hour in the solitude of his bedroom, until finally they make their way back to the others in the Great Hall.
Nathalie rushes to her little sister Nadia, and the two embrace, for the first time in hundreds of years. The women sit together and try to catch up on what they have been doing in their solitude, over their many lifetimes apart. Nadia suddenly cries out in surprise, “Pregnant!” The entire room grows silent, and immediately, all make their way towards the two sisters, curiously drawn by the wondrous news. William’s face turns bright red, and he is unable to hide the fact that he is the father.
Alentia smiles with an evil little smirk, and cannot believe the wonderful news. “Grandfather, did you use one of the golden acorns with Nathalie?” William shakes his head, and begins chuckling uncontrollably. Alentia grins even wider, assuming what had happened was simply destined to be, thinking it a gift for the two loving souls.
“My father is going to be shocked when he finds out that he is soon going to be both a big brother, and a grandfather!” Alentia suddenly understands what James was hinting at when he spoke to her within the quiet of the Crystal Mountains. They will all be family, after all. The Gold Dragons are now linked in one-way or another to her family of elves, Erik to her and Nathalie to William.
“We are all family now!” Alentia exclaims. Everyone looks around the room at each other, smiling at the realization and the truth of Alentia’s words.
Steven bashfully stands up, and interrupts. “Ahh . . . Still just a friend!” Everyone begins to laugh at the ranger’s humor. William walks up to Steven with a smile on his face, while shaking his head.
“Steven, you will always be family in my eyes. My brother and my closest friend, always!” William grasps the old ranger and hugs him tight.
“So William, you’re going to be a father once again?” William chuckles at Steven’s awkward congratulations.
“It seems so my old friend. A new father and a great grandfather, all at the same time! Strange twist of fate I suppose, but a joyous one!” Both men laugh loudly, at the hand fate has dealt the old wizard. Never would he have thought that this, of all things, could happen to him. William can still remember the day when he had first found out that his first love, Katrina, was pregnant with their son Warren. Never had there been a happier moment in all of his life than when Katrina told him the joyous news. If only Warren and Jacqueline were here with them, to share this special moment with their family. Soon, he will be joining his White Wizards in Drakonbech, and will tell Warren and Jacqueline all of this wonderful news.
William suddenly realizes that Steven is standing alone within the Great Hall. “Steven, where is Jessica?” Steven simply shrugs his shoulders and answers his old friend.
“She went to lie down for a while.” Steven tells him.
“Not feeling well?” the wizard asks, concerned for Steve’s love.
“No, it’s just . . . well, the last few mornings, ever since we left the Ever-Night Realm, she’s been feeling sick. Maybe it’s the stress, after all we’ve been through, or maybe it’s the different food she’s been eating?” The old wizard begins to laugh at his old friend’s blindness, and the simple truth he has failed to realize.
“Probably not the stress, or the food for that matter!” William pauses before he leaves, and adds one last parting word, “Oh . . . and by the way Steven, congratulations!” William pats Steven on the shoulder, and leaves the puzzled Silvinesh Ranger standing in the middle of the room, thinking about why his old friend has just congratulated him.
Chapter 10 – The Death of a King
James removes the Book of Binding and the magical Black Candle from his pack, and sets both objects on the table in front of William. James continues to have a hard time standing, and nearly falls down as he sits into the chair beside the old White Wizard. “I don’t have much time left William. I’ll explain what has to be done, and then, it will be up to you to decide what actions you will take to save our world.”
William wishes that there were another way to solve this problem, but has to keep every option open, even if it means going through with this terrible task, just as James had once taken upon himself. “Okay James, show me what needs to be done!”
James flips open the book to the command words used to activate the binding magic within the magical tome. “Read this thoroughly, to understand the way the magic is summoned and released. Once the dragons are bound, they cannot attack you afterwards. Next, you will need to light the Black Candle with magical flame, to hold the creatures within the dark light, and then you will simply just walk away. Whatever you do, don’t light the candle before you bind your foes. The Book of Binding protects you from the ill effects, and is your only hope to escape, once you light the Black Candle. If you do it any other way, there is no telling what destructive force may be unleashed, or the implications of such actions.”
William flips through the pages of the ancient text and quickly absorbs the spell into his mind, completely understanding how the magic must work. “One question, if you could answer it James, why did you lock yourself away in the golden chest?”
James looks down, wishing he didn’t have to reveal this vital piece of information to William, but knowing that he must. “It was to allow the Black Candle to burn even longer than originally intended. This is why I am going to die. My time in this world is long past due, and I should have gone into shadow several hundred years ago.”
William rakes his fingers through his hair and thinks about the problem at hand. “So, what you are telling me is that the candle will burn, as long as the wizard’s life force can continue to stay strong, is that right?”
“Yes William, let’s say for instance that an elvin child were to light the candle, it would continue to burn for many hundreds of years until that same child grew old, and passed into shadow. I could not let my own daughter take on this terrible task, and so, to protect her and the entire realm, I locked myself away, and cast a hibernation spell on myself. It maintained my body until the time came for the spell to finally end. Unfortunately for all, that time is now upon us.”
William didn’t like any of it, and would rather avoid the dark magic all together if he were able to do so. He knows in his heart that someone else must cast this spell, because his own life force is not as strong as James believes it to be. William will have to find someone far younger, someone strong, who will have to take on this terrible burden, if it becomes necessary, but absolutely only as a last resort.
“One other thing to consider High Wizard, if the person who lights the Black Candle should die from any cause, natural or otherwise, the magical spell will also be broken and the flame will be snuffed out, just as the person’s life has been.” William now realizes that this is why James kept himself safely hidden away in the cocoon of the golden chest, until the time had come for the Keeper of the Golden Key to release him. James somehow realized that once the evil dragons had finally started to awaken from the failing magic of the Black Candle, it would be time to pass on his knowledge to the next candle bearer.
“This is not the best plan James. Why can’t we simply kill all the beasts after they have been frozen in time?” James shakes his head, knowing that this is impossible
“When the spell from the Book of Binding takes hold, the enemy is also protected from all harm, never aging, virtually indestructible. Once lit, all who step into the dark light of the Black Candle will freeze in time, eventually perishing because they lack the first protection granted by the Book of Binding. Even if you could somehow overcome this part of the magic, striking at any of the creatures protected by the Book of Binding will be futile. The magic will simply absorb any attacks, both physical and magical. The magic of the Black Candle doesn’t care who you are, or what protections you may have, it consumes all, until the flame is completely gone.” James begins to cough, and can barely sit up any longer. He is so very tired, almost welcoming the eternal sleep trying to blanket him in its everlasting embrace.
“Go now James, be with your family in these final hours. I will not ask you anything further. I fully understand what is needed to complete this task.” The old king shakes William’s hand in friendship.
“One more thing, if you could William. I must speak to Alentia before I pass away into the shadows of the afterlife. It is very important.” James has one last message he wants to share with Alentia before it is too late.
“I will send her to your room when I see her. Go now to be with your daughters, and rest.” James smiles at William, thankful for his kindness and understanding, with everything. Nadia and Nathalie help the old king to his feet and walk with him down the long narrow hallway to the room in the White Tower, where the tired old soul will breathe his last breath, this cold winter’s night.
William walks to the White Tower Library, sensing this is where the others have gone. Alentia has already leafed through several books while searching for any other information about the Great Dragon Wars, and brought Scarlet with her and Erik, to see the impressive collection of elvin writings. Faromere greets his old friend, as the old mage walks into the ancient library. “High Wizard, it warms my heart to see that you have returned to us. May I help you with something specific this fine evening?”
William quickly instructs the faithful librarian as to what he is looking for, “Bring me the Book of Prophecy and also, the Tome of White Wizardry, if you could my good man.” Faromere leaves, hurrying to gather up the books that the old White Wizard has instructed him to retrieve. William slowly walks over, watching Alentia, Erik and Scarlet, as they busily scour through several different tomes and spell books, searching for anything that may help them in the days ahead.
“How are you feeling Scarlet?” William asks, gently squeezing her shoulder. The red haired beauty looks up and smiles back at William as he proceeds to sit down beside her and the loving couple. The beautiful red haired woman seems to be at peace, even after everything she has just suffered through.
“I’m very well now, thanks to your granddaughter Alentia. It won’t be long now, before I will be able to walk again. The feeling is quickly returning to my legs, and I fear that this will also mean that James will soon pass from our world and into the next. Did his daughter’s go with him?” Scarlet asks, with genuine concern for the dying man, wanting the two women to be with the old king in his final hours.
“They are already there, attending to him. You should probably go and be with him as well, Scarlet. It will mean so much to James if you are there with him, at the end of his life’s journey.” Scarlet’s smile fades, replaced with a look of sadness. She stares down at the table, knowing that William is right and that she must be there. She has always avoided death, all of her life and whenever possible. She simply wasn’t strong enough to see such things and it brought back painful memories from her childhood. Things that she would rather not remember and some she still has yet to come to terms with. Scarlet had watched her entire family being slaughtered, and could never be close to those who were dying because of the horrors she lived through as a child.
“I’ll try to be there for James, but I really feel uncomfortable around the daughters, since I am ultimately responsible for all that has happened. I know the Darkling bewitched me, but if I wouldn’t have foolishly gone to try and make peace in the first place, the enemy wouldn’t have been able to enslave my mind as they did.” Scarlet tries to explain what happened, without revealing too much of her own secret.
“Why did you go alone to confront the other dragons? You could have been killed!” William senses that there is more to Scarlet’s story than the red headed elvin beauty is revealing to him.
“Please try to understand William, I have my secrets and I am not yet ready to share them with any of you. Long ago, I was simply trying to get these different races of dragonkind to stop the bickering and just live in peace, just as they had before the conflict began. The other dragons felt that their golden brethren had upset the balance of nature with their constant dabbling in creation. Nathalie had started some of this work, and the dragons were angered when they realized the threat the elves posed to them. They blamed the Gold Dragons for all of it, and that is why the others came together, deciding to stop this perceived threat, once and for all. First they needed to end any further dabbling in creation by killing the Gold Dragons, and then they would destroy the Silvinesh elves.” William never realized before, what the Great Dragon Wars had truly been about, and now knew there had been far more reasons why the other dragons had come into this realm, hell bent on destroying the mighty Golds, as well as their Silvinesh children.
“Scarlet, is there any other way we can stop them, without using the Book of Binding and the Black Candle?” William hoped that Scarlet might have another idea of what might possibly work, some alternative that they had yet to think of.
Scarlet knew it was a long shot, but thinking the idea may be worthwhile attempting, she shares her thoughts with William. “You could go and request an audience with the Dragon Lord of the Fire Mountain. Plead your case to him. If he listens to you, he may call off the attack on your world. The old Dragon Lord must have died by now, and his son Jason will likely be in command of the Blues. Since no others came to replace the first wave of dragons on their mission to destroy the Golden City of Brimstone, he might just listen to reason. If you can prove that your people pose no threat to dragonkind, he may agree on a truce.”
How Scarlet could possibly know any of this still remains a mystery to the old White Wizard. He knows that she is much more than she appears to be, and the answer lay somewhere within the two books he now has in front of him. Faromere smiles, nodding his head to William and quietly proceeds to walk away, to go about his duties.
William briefly scans the covers of the two books, and turns his gaze back to Scarlet. “I will look into this option you are suggesting, but the journey north is one that has never been taken by any of my people before. It could prove lethal to any who step into the dragon realm, without a prior invitation.” The place that Scarlet is suggesting that William should travel through is the most dangerous land there is to enter into. Deadly magical creatures other than the dragons themselves; wait in the shadows beyond Drakonbech, ready to strike down even the most powerful White Wizard. Then there are the numerous races of dragonkind that dwell in the many regions throughout the vast northern realm. Each race has their specific stretch of land that no other dragon race can cross into, unless invited to. Organized by the ancient order of dragons to help maintain peace amongst the many species of dragonkind, and to ensure a safe haven, far away from humankind to continue their race without harm falling to any of them.
“I agree Scarlet! We must deal with this threat to our world, and if I can somehow find a way to speak with the Dragon Lord of the Fire Mountain, I will try to persuade him to make peace with our people. If he fails to listen, I fear we will not survive the next Dragon War that will surely follow.” William knows that if this is a first wave of dragons that they are up against in Drakonbech, many more times that number could be waiting for them, far to the north, within the vast dragon lands. With hundreds of years to grow their numbers, many more generations of dragons could eventually join the Ever-Night Realm forces, to strike at Silvinesh and the rest of the southern realms.
“Scarlet how do you know all this?” Alentia asks, after sitting intently, listening to her friend’s conversation with her grandfather. The red haired elvin woman’s face pales and her hand begins to tremble.
“Please Alentia, this is one of my many secrets that I don’t yet feel comfortable sharing with any of you. Let’s just say that I have already been to the Fire Mountain, long ago, and am acquainted with Jason. He will listen to you, if you tell him that I sent you!” Alentia tries to see what it is that Scarlet is hiding from her, but the red haired woman’s mind is shut tight, just like an iron-bared gate.
“Please don’t Alentia, I beg of you. Just be my friend for now and I promise you that I will share my secrets when the time is right.” Alentia ends her attempts at reading the red haired woman’s barred thoughts. It bothers her deeply that Scarlet is hiding secrets from her, especially after everything they have just been through together. She chases back her feelings of disappointment, not wanting to let this tarnish their friendship.
“I’m sorry Scarlet, I just wanted to know.” Alentia sighs, deciding to let it go for the time being. “Why don’t we go and see James?” Scarlet agrees, relieved that Alentia has chosen not to continue trying to discover her secret. She wants to tell her, but her fear is far too great, thinking Alentia will never understand or accept her for what she truly is.
As the three prepare to leave, William remembers what James had asked of him, and shares this with his young granddaughter. “Alentia, James wants to see you as well, so make sure you have a chance to speak with the old King before he passes.” Alentia nods, and assures her grandfather that she will do as he has asked.
Alentia closes up the elvin books, and returns them all to Faromere. Erik bends down, and carefully picks up the red haired woman, into his strong elvin arms. She squeezes his muscles and pokes fun at him again, in a seemingly playful manner, “Are you sure there aren’t any more like you back home? I could use a strong man to carry me around like this more often!” Erik blushes, and Alentia laughs at her friend’s comment to Erik. The three young friends leave the old wizard alone to peacefully continue his studies within the White Tower Library.
William shakes his head, thinking about what Scarlet has suggested. “The Fire Mountain, how could he possibly persuade this Jason fellow, the Dragon High Lord, to make peace with Silvinesh? And how is it that Scarlet, this mysterious red headed elvin beauty that carries a child of Gold Dragonkind within her, actually knows all of these things, and had once visited the northern realms?” One thing is certain, Scarlet is no ordinary elf. Never had he seen a woman with her color of hair, except for the odd human from the western realms. He quickly flips through the Tome of White Wizardry for the references on the red haired elvin woman. He easily finds the section he remembers, and can see a picture that looks exactly like her, possibly a close relative. The description speaks of an ancient race with a special ability he had feared since first seeing her, Scarlet’s dreadful secret.
“So it is true then!” William chooses not to judge her by what he has discovered, and will keep her secret safe for the time being. He hopes that Scarlet will share this knowledge with Alentia, before the quick thinking elvin woman figures it out for herself. Scarlet doesn’t think that Alentia will understand or accept her for what she is, but William knows in his heart that Alentia will see Scarlet, as the child of light that she truly is, and not the being of darkness that her secret will suggest her to be.
William closes the Tome of White Wizardry, and opens up the Book of Shadows. He flips to the prophecy of the twins, and reads the ancient elvin words. “A child of fire will come of age as a Daughter of the White Tower. She will be the return of the spawn that was destroyed, long ago. The return of the Red Dragon will come to announce the births of the twins of prophecy, and they all shall lead to the great end of days.”
Both Alentia’s twins and Scarlet’s daughter will be bound to this one truth. The fulfillment of this prophecy will occur in the coming months, and he knows that Scarlet’s child will be the Daughter of the White Tower that the passage hints at. The fate of the entire realm will someday lie in the hands of these three unborn children. The prophecy is slowly becoming a reality, and William can only hope that the three children will make the right decisions when their time comes for them to choose.
William continues to study the many books within the ancient library, and looks up maps from nearly a thousand years ago, showing the Dragon Realms. Although he would rather remain in the solitude of the White Tower, he knows that he will soon be traveling into harm’s way, once again. The road to the Fire Mountain will be a treacherous trek, and one that only dragons will be able to travel.
He will definitely need the help of a few of his very specially gifted friends, to safely journey there. First, they have to take care of the threat in Drakonbech, and then they can move onto the Fire Mountain, deep inside the Dragon Realm, so that they can plead their case with the Dragon High Lord, Jason. The only thing he has to help him right now; is the cold bite of winter. He knows that most of the dragons shun this time of year, and this in itself, may force most of the enemy to remain within the dark depths, at least until he has time to speak with Jason. First, they need to find this secret entrance into the mountainside, and then he will have to seal it up to contain the threat. Few will risk leaving the warmth of the Ever-Night Realm until spring, but not all of these creatures are without the use of magic, or fear the bite of the cold winter nights.
The White Dragons, or Ice Dragons as they are also referred to, are a very intelligent, but evil race of creatures. They originate from the plane of ice, where most of their kin have remained to this day. William remembers his encounter at the Foothills of the Crystal Mountain, more than six months earlier and how the Ice Dragon named Gratolmire, nearly killed them all. Steven fell during that deadly clash, when the evil creature cast a death finger spell upon him. Powerful wizards are amongst the White Dragon race, and they are as cunning an enemy he will ever want to meet in battle.
William prepares some notes within his journal, and traces a copy of the dragon realm map within. He wishes that he had but a little more time before leaving the peacefulness of Silvinesh. William has realized that he carries the weight of the realm upon his shoulders once again, and hopes he will have enough strength left in his tired soul to face this deadly enemy that he knows with certainty, will not go down without a terrible fight.
Erik opens the door to the room where James quietly rests. Nadia and Nathalie kneel before their dying father on the floor beside his bed. The old king is deathly pale and his hair is as white as snow. He is fading quickly, and will pass into shadow at any moment. Erik rests Scarlet down on a cushioned chair and slides her up beside the bed. The red haired woman can barely recognize the man she used to know and love.
“Scarlet, I’m so glad you came before I am forced to leave this beautiful world.” James says to her with a weak raspy voice. She takes his weathered hand in hers and tenderly kisses it. He smiles weakly, and looks up at her with his tired golden eyes.
“Take care of our dear child my love. She is so very important to this world and the future of all we hold dear.” Scarlet promises to do so, as tears begin to drip from her soft white face onto their clasped hands.
“Don’t do that Scarlet, not for me. I do not deserve your sympathy for the things I have done to you. Remember me as I was, long ago, when we first met, and not for what I became.” Scarlet breaks down, utterly and completely, not able to hold back her swelling emotions. James was the love of her life, and the only one she ever trusted with her terrible secret.
“Is there no way to save you? The power of the Ring of Yassarise could help you, couldn’t it?” James shakes his head, knowing that his life is bound to the dark magic of the Black Candle, as it is magically bound to his own mortality. The candle is nearly gone now, and there will be no way to reverse the deadly effects from the dark magical grip it has upon him.
“I’m so sorry, but what was done, long ago and by my own hands, cannot be undone by any magic we possess. My fate was sealed as soon as I lit the Black Candle, and chose this path that I am now going to complete.” The two daughters weep bitterly for their dying father, sensing his end is fast approaching.
“My children . . . please don’t cry for me. Go on with your lives, and make sure our dwindling race can continue. Help Scarlet with my unborn child, and treat her as if she was your own mother. She is pure of heart, and will give her life for you, if necessary.” Long ago, Scarlet had helped James to raise Nadia, and was like a mother to her, until James had taken Scarlet away, after he thought she had betrayed his people. The scar that James had left within all of their hearts is healed, and they are finally back together, as it always should have been.
James spots Alentia standing by the doorway, quietly listening to them talk. He motions for the beautiful elvin woman to come closer to his bed. “Could everyone give me a moment alone with Scarlet and Alentia? I have something private to discuss with the two of them. It will only take a moment, so if you can just wait outside, I will greatly appreciate your understanding.”
Nadia, Nathalie and Erik do as James wishes, and leave the three, to talk over what he desperately wants to share with the two women. The door quietly clicks shut, and James waits a few moments to ensure that none of the others can hear what he is about to say.
“Scarlet, have you told her who you are yet?” Scarlet looks down at the floor, and realizes that she must finally let her new friend know the truth, before James reveals it for her.
“Alentia, you must realize by now how different I am than any elf you have ever seen. The truth is that I am something more than just a red haired elvin woman, I’m a . . .” Scarlet hesitates, not knowing how her friend will take the truth.
“You’re a Red Dragon!” Alentia finishes Scarlet’s words for her, knowing it must be the truth. She had suspected something of the sort, for a very long time now, especially after reading the prophecies and the passages describing a child of flame and the return of the Red Dragon.
Scarlet, with tears filling her brilliant blue eyes, tries to explain, “If you want me to go, I will leave immediately, and you don’t have to see me, ever again. I’ll understand . . . I have had to run my whole life, and only James knew about my horrible secret until now. I am sorry for what I am, but I cannot change that. I know how loath a creature I am, I’m so sorry . . .” Alentia smiles while hugging her weeping friend, gently kissing her on her pale white cheek and whispering soothing words to her.
“You are staying here with me, and your daughter will grow up with my children and become a White Wizard of Silvinesh. I love you like a sister Scarlet, and I would never send you away for what you are.” Alentia holds her hand up to Scarlet’s heart. “This is what matters, and nothing else. I have already learned that too much hate is spawned in our world because of how the different species view each other. Inside, aren’t we all the same?” Scarlet marvels at the wisdom of her young elvin friend. She hugs her close and almost stands up as she does so.
James gasps suddenly, clutching at the blankets, and is having a very hard time breathing. “Not yet!” He whispers in panic, barely managing to catch his breath so he may continue. “I have one last thing to tell you both. You must know the prophecies of the children! Listen to me, there is a place they will have to go to, after unlocking a magical doorway that leads to another world. This will be the place that you will all have to flee to, when the end of our world is near. Tell them to look for it, and that the Golden Key can unlock it, just like the golden chests in the Plane of Fire. The children are meant to find it, but alas, I do not know where it may be. The prophecy says that they will know the way when you reveal it to them Alentia. It is a riddle that will need to be answered by you alone, to help your children . . .” James coughs violently and blood fills his hand. A lonely tear runs down his pale white face, as he realizes that his long life is about to end.
“Hurry Alentia, get the others, James is passing into shadow!” Scarlet can feel her legs, and knows that if she tried to, she would be able to stand. The spell is rapidly coming undone, and will soon end, along with the old king’s life. The daughters look up, as Alentia desperately calls to them, begging them to hurry to his side before he fades away. The old king looks up into the loving faces of his family, and slowly closes his tired golden eyes. He breathes his last breath, and vanishes in a flash of violet light before their eyes. The only thing left is his clothing, as it drifts onto the bed, covered with a few sprinkles of golden dust all around and nothing more.
The daughters break down, holding each other close. It is bittersweet for the two, just as William had said it would be, and even more so for Scarlet. She stands, for the first time in hundreds of years, and walks out the doorway, unable to bear the pain of James’ loss, any longer. She stands outside the doorway, holding herself up against the wall, crying upon the smooth white marble. Suddenly, she feels something warm running down her legs. She looks down at the floor and smiles. Her water has broken, and her baby will soon be born.
Alentia joins her friend to comfort her, and notices the pool of clear liquid on the ground below Scarlet’s feet. She excitedly calls to the daughters to come and help. Everyone forgets their grief for the moment, and rush Scarlet down the long narrow hallway, to another empty bedroom. “Erik, call for the midwife! Hurry, Scarlet is having her baby!”
Erik almost trips over himself as he rushes down the hallway, and out of the White Tower, to find the elvin woman who has delivered almost ever Silvinesh child born in the last two hundred years. She is a caring woman who has a loving touch, and possesses healing powers, should the baby or mother have any complications during the birth. Both Erik and Alentia have already talked with Sarah, not more than a few weeks before, and the woman had told Erik that any time her help should ever be needed, she can be found in her home on the outskirts of the White Tower.
Erik rushes through the city streets, as the cold air bites his face. He quickly finds his way to the tiny little house where the Silvinesh midwife dwells with her three daughters. He excitedly knocks at the door, and breathes heavily, trying to catch his breath from the long sprint across the city. Sarah opens her door in alarm, wondering what the cause of all the frantic pounding may be about. She is shocked to see Erik standing in the doorway, and looking extremely panicked.
“She’s having her baby!” Erik blurts out, still trying to catch his breath as he leans on the doorframe with one hand.
“Already? She shouldn’t be due for at least another few months! This is not good Erik! She will surely lose the children!” Erik pants heavily, and holding his right index finger up, while shaking his head.
“Not Alentia, another woman. The expectant mother is Scarlet.” Sarah is a bit bewildered and can’t ever remember meeting a woman named Scarlet before.
“You have made another girl pregnant, how awful!” Erik smiles and shakes his head again, while trying to explain.
“No, no Miss Sarah. She’s not pregnant with my child; she’s Alentia’s friend, and is a guest, staying at the White Tower. Her water just broke, and she is having her baby, right now!” Sarah scolds Erik for not telling her sooner, and grabs her cloak and handbag.
“Why didn’t you say so the first time? Let’s get going young man!” Erik doesn’t argue with the elvin woman, and simply follows her back through the city streets and up the steps to the White Tower.
A scream breaks the quiet of the hall, echoing through the narrow passages beyond, and Erik knows that it must be Scarlet. Sarah turns to Erik, and gives him her cloak. “Sounds like she’s getting close; hurry now and bring me to her.” Erik isn’t exactly sure if he wants to experience the birth of a child just yet, but is being dragged into the encounter by the little elvin woman, never the less. William steps into the narrow passageway, and watches as Sarah and Erik rush past him, down the hallway towards the screams of pain he had just heard moments before. He suddenly hears another cry echoing down the hall and proceeds to follow the two, to see just what might be happening.
William stops, and examines the room where James had stayed, noticing it is empty, except for a few sprinkles of golden dust and the old king’s tattered clothing upon the bed. The Gold Dragon King must have passed into shadow only moments before, and is finally at peace, in the great beyond. Another scream makes William’s pale blue eyes grow wider, and he hurries down the passageway to the doorway that Erik and Sarah have just disappeared through.
As William walks into the room, he watches as Sarah begins to tell everyone, except Alentia, to leave. “We don’t need an audience for the poor girl. Unless you have a reason to be in here, you can wait, out in the Great Hall.” William is a bit fearful of what may happen when Scarlet has her child, and feels that he must stay, just in case something goes wrong during the birth.
“This pregnancy is not what one would call normal, and neither is the woman you will be delivering for, Sarah. Please, if I could, I would like to be present for this event, and I promise to stay out of your way.” Sarah reluctantly agrees with William, but insists that everyone else must remain outside in the Great Hall. Scarlet lies in the bed, holding onto the headboard with both hands, her knuckles white from grasping it so hard. She is panting hard, and is waiting for the next contraction to come as it builds in strength. William stands off to the side, and watches the midwife and Alentia, working together to help the woman who is about to have her child.
Outside in the hallway, Steven, Jessica and Christopher join the sisters and Erik, wondering what is going on. A scream of pain answers their question. Steven, who is worried, asks Erik “Is that Alentia?” Steven is relieved when Erik tells him that it is Scarlet and not Alentia, who is in childbirth.
Erik sighs with relief and is glad that Sarah had asked them all to leave and wait in the Great Hall. He knows that he isn’t quite ready to see such an event, not just yet anyways. The group, all walk back down the hallway, to rest and relax from the emotional turmoil of the day, and wait for news on the arrival of the new child.
Servants bring Thelentian wine for the group, and begin pouring each, a cup. Jessica places her hand over her own, as does Nathalie, when the woman comes around with the wine. Steven looks questioningly at Jessica, wondering why she would decline the sweet ruby red drink. “You love that wine, why don’t you want any?” She smiles at him, and places his hand on her firm belly. Steven suddenly remembers his conversation the night before with William, and recalls how his old friend had congratulated him.
“It can’t be!” Jessica smiles and kisses the father to be. Somehow, they had conceived a child naturally, where it had never been done before in over a hundred years. Both thought it was impossible, without using one of the golden acorns, but somehow, she is now with child.
“We’re going to have a little one of our own! Are you happy Steven?” The ranger hugs Jessica close to him. He could not have asked for a greater gift than what she will now give to him. He had longed to have a son or daughter of his own to raise, and now, his lifelong dream is finally coming true.
“Something in the wine I think!” Christopher winks at his old friend, and everyone begins to laugh along with the little halfling. Nadia nudges him, asking for a second cup after enjoying the sweet taste of the Thelentian wine, and following Christopher’s words of advice.
“Better watch out Christopher, you might be next!” Steven points at Nadia. Both Nadia and Christopher grow red with embarrassment, and wonder if Steven or Jessica had heard them the night before. Nadia quickly drinks down another cup of Thelentian wine, just in case there is some truth to the story of magic in the sweet red drink.
Scarlet yells out in pain as she pushes, just as Sarah has instructed her to do. Alentia holds the red-faced woman’s hand, watching her pant, over and over again, trying to catch her breath for the next contraction that is already starting to build. “I can see the head my dear . . . just a couple more pushes and the child will be out.” Scarlet’s eyes begin to glow an intense red color, and William hopes that the midwife won’t notice as she busily readies to cup the child’s tiny head.
“One more push, if you can my dear.” Scarlet roars and a small flame flickers from her mouth. She is beginning to lose control, and is what William had been afraid might happen. Sarah shrieks, as she notices the flickering fire and Scarlet’s brightly glowing red eyes.
“She is possessed! I will have none of this demon woman!” Sarah tries to leave, but is quickly blocked by Alentia, as she moves towards the doorway.
“You will help her, and that is an order!” Sarah trembles in fear, and slowly turns back, kneeling down, ready to take the baby’s tiny head, once again. William leans over Scarlet, and looks deep into her glowing red eyes. He takes her hand in his, and wipes the sweat from her face with a cool wet cloth.
“You can do this my dear, and maintain control. Your baby will be in your arms in only a few moments, if you can keep yourself focused on the task at hand.” Scarlet’s eyes fade, cooling, changing back into their natural, sparkling blue color. She feels another build up of pressure, and thinks only of the child, and nothing else. A small cry follows a slap from the midwife, as she lifts the child high in the air, for all to see.
Scarlet looks up in disbelief, and can see the little red haired baby girl, held in Sarah’s trembling hands. The midwife nervously wipes the baby off, wrapping the child in a soft white blanket and slowly hands the cooing infant to her mother. Scarlet takes the baby into her arms, and cuddles the child tenderly.
“Isn’t it wonderful grandfather?” William smiles and whole-heartedly agrees with Alentia. This child is very special indeed. Part Gold Dragon and part Red Fire Dragon, a union of the two species, with two very powerful bloodlines coursing through her tiny body.
“What will you name her Scarlet?” She hadn’t thought that far ahead, and had yet to pick a name for her daughter. Before James sealed her inside the golden chest, she hadn’t known she was pregnant. It had only been during the last week, when she became more aware of whom and where she was, that she realized that she was with child. She looks down into the little baby’s big blue eyes, and decides what she will call her.
“I will name her Rose, after my mother. She would have liked that.” Scarlet thinks of her mother and all the family she has lost during the dark times. The humans and evil ones, who invaded their lands long ago, had wiped out her entire clan. The border of Drakonbech lay upon the very doorstep of the Dragon Realm, and the lands given by the Dragon Lord to the Reds were the closest by far. Many times, the armies of humankind had come north and attacked her people. The Red Dragon clan was quite powerful in their day, but when the invasions started, they were simply outnumbered by the marching masses from out of the south. One by one, the Red Dragon Clans all fell because of their greed and the other races of dragonkind simply let it happen, never once coming to aid their more powerful cousins. Only James had helped Scarlet, when she was all alone and had escaped her captors. He let her stay within the golden city, as one of his people, until the Great Dragon Wars destroyed everything.
“Rose, I like it! It’s such a pretty name.” Alentia breaks Scarlet out of her thoughts of the past when she speaks to her with her soft soothing voice.
“I agree Alentia, and I’m sure your mother would have been very proud of you, dear Scarlet.” William congratulates the new mother after reading her open thoughts. He quickly helps Sarah clean up, trying to ease the burden on her. The old midwife remains absolutely scared to death, and William knows that she will surely spread rumors of what she has witnessed here today, throughout all of Silvinesh. William knows that he can’t let this happen, and will need to use magic to help Sarah forget this night of personal terror she has just experienced.
“Sarah, let me help you with that.” William places one hand on the towels that Sarah has in her hands, and quickly slips his other over her pale blue elvin eyes. “Forgetaetus!” Sarah’s mind goes blank, and she passes out from the white magic unleashed into her open thoughts. William catches the tiny elvin woman and lifts her up into his arms.
“What are you doing grandfather?” William looks at Alentia, and smiles at her.
“Teleportaetus!” William utters, disappearing in a magical blue mist, bringing Sarah with him in his arms.
“What just happened?” Scarlet asks Alentia, who is also not quite sure of why William has done all this.
“He made Sarah forget everything from this night?” Scarlet begins to worry, and realizes that William must have learned her secret, from the terrible display she had just performed during childbirth.
“He must know Alentia! Do you think he will send me away?” Trust is something that Scarlet did not have in people, whether they were human, elvinkind or even dragonkind. William worried her most of all, because he was so mysterious and extremely powerful. If he wanted to be rid of her, he could do so, without any resistance. In her weakened state, she would be no match for the mighty White Wizard.
“Don’t think that Scarlet! My grandfather is fair and just, and had he wanted to reveal your secret, he wouldn’t have wiped Sarah’s mind as he did. That was done to protect you and your child, not to harm you.” Alentia sits on the edge of the bed, and puts an arm around her tired friend. Scarlet slowly closes her heavy blue eyes and drifts off into sleep. Alentia takes the little child, and sits with her in the rocking chair beside Scarlet’s bed. She cuddles the little baby, and can’t wait until her own two children are within her arms.
“Little ones are amazing creatures, aren’t they?” Alentia jumps as her grandfather appears within the room, in a shimmer of blue light.
“You scared me grandfather!” William chuckles, but hadn’t meant to startle his young granddaughter as he did.
“Scarlet is sleeping, that’s good. She will need her rest, and in light of all that has happened, she has shown her inner strength by getting through this very difficult day.” Alentia looks up at her grandfather, as he stares down at the peacefully sleeping woman.
“How did you figure out her secret?” William taps his head and Alentia shakes her own in amusement while smiling back at him.
“I used the Tome of White Wizardry my dear Alentia. I remembered a passage about the fall of the Red Dragons, and there was a picture of one of Scarlet’s relatives in there, possibly her mother. The Gold Dragons had helped us over the years, and many things were shared between our people, probably not all, but some very important points of interest. I think James worked with my grandfather, once, long ago, and that’s when the ancient gate was uncovered.” Alentia had figured as much. Her grandfather had studied the ancient text all of his life, and she had yet to see half of what the book held. It took time to wrap one’s mind around everything that is written within. The wiser your mind became, the more the book revealed to you. It seemed that it almost knew when you were ready to learn more, and then it would share its limitless knowledge with you.
“I knew you would figure it out!” Alentia tells her grandfather while cuddling the tiny child.
William kneels on the floor, and looks into the little baby’s snow-white face. “Innocent little child, with a heart of pure gold.” He whispers.
“Soon, your own children will be born Alentia, and I can’t wait to see that day finally fulfilled!” Alentia giggles to herself and grins from ear to ear, thinking of the irony of it all.
“Don’t worry grandfather; you’ll have your own child to hold when that happens!” He had almost forgotten that Nathalie’s child will be born at the same time as Alentia’s twins.
“You are right my dear! The White Tower will be a nursery for some time to come I’m afraid!” The two laugh and share this special moment. Soon, their friends and family come to see the newest member of the White Tower, and each hold a special place in their hearts for the tiny red haired baby named Rose.
Chapter 11 – The Dark Wizard
William and his family sit within the Great Hall, reflecting on the mixed emotions of the day’s events. Suddenly, a shimmering blue portal appears in the center of the Great Hall, and a clap of thunder echoes off the white marble walls. Several badly wounded White Wizards desperately drag themselves through the portal, and let the magical gate quickly close behind them.
William recognizes the one muscular elvin man who carries a fellow White Wizard in his arms. “Felix, what happened?”
The muscular elvin wizard lays his wounded comrade on the floor, begging desperately for someone to help her. He is surprised to see William has returned, but is thankful he is present, especially now, in light of what has just happened. “It is good to see you have safely made your way back to Silvinesh High Wizard. Andrea is dying, and I need a healer to help save her fading life!”
William, knowing the urgency of the situation, places his hands over Andrea’s badly burned body. The Ring of Yassarise upon the old wizard’s right index finger glows brightly as it begins to release its power of light. Christopher quickly places his child like hands on the other two White Wizards that are in a bit better shape than Andrea is. Soon, all three wizards return to perfect health with William and Christopher’s help. Andrea awakens, a bit startled and bewildered, trying her best to piece together what happened to them.
“Where . . . where are we Felix?” Andrea whispers, as she comes to.
“Lay still for a few seconds Andrea, until you regain your strength.” Andrea does as William asks of her, and is still a little dizzy from falling unconscious due to her injuries.
Felix tries his best, quickly recapping the events that have led up to their arrival at the White Tower. “Darklings have attacked us High Wizard! After our search for you and the others turned up nothing in the east, I joined Andrea, who was already battling an army of those vile creatures in the west. A few of them managed to take over of the minds of our fellow White Wizards, and before we could counter their dark magic, we were all consumed by wizard’s fire. I managed to pull these four souls out of that terrible situation, but the entire group that remained, have all been slaughtered!” William knows that this is unlike any Darklings he has ever encountered before. William has never heard of the creatures acting in such an organized way. Darklings are generally loners, and never worked together, even though they would be a very powerful group should they ever choose to join as one.
“Felix, where exactly in the western forest were you when the Darklings attacked?” William suddenly fears for the safety of the High Priestess Elizabeth and her clergy who dwell within the western forest, at the ancient Silvinesh Temple. He knows that all of these good elvin people could be in mortal danger from this new Darkling threat that marches from out of the west.
“I’d say we were no more than twenty miles west of the Temple, when we were ambushed by this powerful group of dark minions. Where this evil force came from is beyond any of us. There was nothing one moment, and in the next; the vile creatures were all around us. There is more to this tale that I must share with you William, and I don’t think you are going to like what I have to tell you!” William looks into Felix’s mind, to see what it is that he is trying to tell him.
From the shadows of the western Silvinesh forest, had walked a dark shadowy figure. Much taller than any Darkling could possibly be, and carrying a long black staff with several powerful blazing red orbs upon its top. The figure had glowing red eyes and long black hair draping down through its hooded cloak and across the shadowy figure’s chest. “Who is this dark figure?” William ponders, as he watches through Felix’s memories as dark magic is used against the powerless White Wizards. The cloaked figure points his finger at several of the Silvinesh elves, causing them to die at his command. Next, a purple wave of energy sweeps over several more White Wizards and disintegrates them all into white ash. The Darklings, under this figure of death’s command, take over the minds of the remaining Silvinesh elves and force them to cast wizard’s fire at each other. Felix and the other four White Wizards, narrowly escaped with their lives, and the rest of their elvin brothers and sisters, were simply lost to the roar of magical flames.
“Do you have any idea who the Dark Wizard may have been, High Wizard?” Felix asks. William has never seen such an image of darkness before this day, and never would have dreamt that one could be as powerful as this shadowy figure seems to be.
“There is no mention of such a thing in any of the history books we have here, including the Tome of White Wizardry. The existence of an all-powerful Dark Wizard has always remained a myth, unless of course, they were dragonkind, but what you have just shown me is a very dangerous evil being, of what race, I cannot tell. To cast a single death finger spell, will usually drain most of the Dark Wizard’s magical force, but what I saw this being cast, should have been impossible. He used five death finger spells as if it was no more than a whim!” William is worried, and for good reason. Only the Temple of Elizabeth lay between Silvinesh and this enemy. Within a few short days march, this dark army could penetrate the city, and strike at the White Tower. With Darklings at the shadowy wizard’s command, as well as the dark magic he possesses, it will likely end in the demise of the Silvinesh people.
Alentia turns to her grandfather with a look of fear in her pale violet eyes. “Why have they attacked us grandfather, it doesn’t makes any sense?” William had wondered this same thing. Never had a threat like this, come from out of the western realms. Hundreds of miles of untamed forest lay between Silvinesh and the western borders of the outer realms. Never had there been an enemy amongst the western frontier, but now, something terrible is stirring, marching towards them, an unstoppable force of darkness.
“I don’t know Alentia, this is beyond me, but we have other problems along our northern borders that must be dealt with. We must leave for Drakonbech by tonight, to join your mother and father in the coming battle with the dragons. We must seal up that entrance in the mountainside to leave the dragons but one passage out. We will be diminishing our numbers if we have to battle two dark forces so far apart. I think it is time we send word to Thelentia, and request the help of Edwin and his knights.” William had wanted to keep Thelentia out of the battle with the dragons, for fear of losing far too many of the brave paladins in a war where magic will be unleashed. The sheer numbers of paladins could be helpful, and buy him some precious time with this new threat from out of the west. William needed Thelentia’s aid, whether he wanted to ask for it or not. If there is to be any chance to save Silvinesh, the mighty paladins had to help defeat this newly discovered Darkling threat.
“Grandfather, we have to get Elizabeth and her followers out of the western temple before the dark army reaches her!” William knows that Alentia is right. If the dark enemy reaches the helpless healers at the temple, Silvinesh will lose a much-needed strength that has kept them alive and well for countless generations.
“Go get my sword Alentia. I will need Redeemer’s strength to help battle our foes.” The young elvin woman smiles and William catches that familiar flash in her pale violet eyes. The thought of battle, excited the young woman, and she longed for a good fight. Alentia disappears down the hallway to her grandfather’s bedroom to retrieve the powerful blade. She had placed the sword safely away for the time when William had finally returned.
“Felix, I’ll need you and Andrea to help me open a gate to the Temple of Elizabeth.” Andrea regains her footing and is completely healed, thanks to the power of the Ring of Yassarise. The three wizards form a circle in the center of the Great Hall and concentrate on casting the spell that will allow their travel to the Temple of Elizabeth that lay far to the southwest of the White Tower of Silvinesh.
“Teleportaetus Maximus!” The three wizards command, over and over again, until a shimmering blue portal stands waiting for them to travel through it. Steven quickly gathers his bow and arrows, and will not let his old friend face this threat without his aid. Alentia races back, carrying William’s longsword Redeemer. The powerful blade had quietly waited in the shadows of the White Tower, ready to be unleashed once again, by its returning master.
William had missed holding the enchanted sword, and quickly removes it from its ornate scabbard as soon as Alentia sets it into his open hands. The sword explodes into blue flame, prepared to face all of William’s enemies. Alentia smiles, and frees her sword Fury, igniting it into orange flames, ready to join her grandfather in the battle to come. Steven rushes over and kisses Jessica farewell, before he joins the group of White Wizards, prepared to travel through the portal into the western forest of Silvinesh,
“Please be careful Steven, I don’t want to lose you!” He places a loving hand on her stomach and kisses her tender lips.
“Don’t worry Jessica, I’ll be careful. We’ll be back before you can miss us.” Jessica blows him another kiss, as he joins his group of friends.
William embraces Nathalie before he leaves, and asks her to watch over Scarlet in his absence. Both William and Alentia worry for their new friend, and want to make sure someone is looking out for her and the precious little baby, Rose.
Nadia stands by her older sister’s side, assuring the two friends that all will be fine during their absence. “We will look after my mother Scarlet and our new little sister Rose. Hurry back, all of you, and may the Power of Silvinesh be with each and every one of you.” Nathalie kisses William farewell and shortly after, the group of friends and family disappear into the shimmering blue portal. William walks out of the magical doorway and into the ancient temple, met by Elizabeth, who had sensed their pending arrival and waited with great anticipation.
“High Wizard!” She exclaims, and wraps her arms around William’s neck while kissing him on the cheek. She is overjoyed to see that her old friend is safe, and had not received word that he had returned to Silvinesh. She is pleased to see that somehow, the old wizard has cheated death once again.
William’s face suddenly turns from his warm smile to a look of seriousness. He looks deep into the beautiful elvin woman’s pale blue eyes and speaks to her. “You must listen to me Elizabeth. You and your clerics are in grave danger and must leave for the White Tower, immediately! Gather only what is necessary and have all of your followers, pass through the portal, which will bring you safely to the Great Hall in the White Tower.” Elizabeth grows frightened by the tone in William’s voice, sensing that an evil shadow is quickly approaching from out of the west.
“What is the matter William?” She needed to know what had happened, before she ordered the evacuation of the temple.
“I have only a few details, but as we speak, an army of Darklings, led by a very powerful Dark Wizard, approaches from out of the west. I don’t know why he is coming, but he is dangerous, and has already wiped out an entire group of White Wizards, all but four, who narrowly escaped the deadly confrontation with this evil menace.” Elizabeth is shocked at all that William has stated, and needs no further explanation for her and her people to flee.
She turns to her followers and instructs them. “Clergy of Silvinesh, we leave at once for the White Tower. Go and gather what is necessary, and leave the rest here. Hurry, because our very lives depend on it!” The elvin men and women drop what they are doing, and quickly leave the temple, to do as their High Priestess has asked of them. Within the hour, everyone is back and beginning their short journey through the shimmering blue gate into the safety of the White Tower.
“Alentia, wait here with Felix and Steven. Erik and I will do some quick scouting of the area west of the temple, and see if we can meet up with this Dark Wizard, to have a look for ourselves.” Alentia begins to argue, but quickly gives up her objections, knowing that it is a good idea to stay in a group of at least two wizards, so that the gate can safely remain open and protected at all times.
“Okay, okay! I’ll stay here this time, but you two be careful, and don’t do anything foolish!” William winks at his worried young granddaughter, and walks with Erik to the set of double doors at the front of the temple.
“I need you to shape change for me Erik. We will fly out and find this enemy, and I intend on talking with the evil wizard, if I can! I have to know why he has come here, and what threat he may pose to our people?” Erik understands completely and prepares himself for the cold flight ahead.
“Protectaetus Elementaetus!” Erik calls on the white magic, and a shimmering blue mist covers his body. He quickly steps outside into the snow, and removes all of his clothing. He wills himself to change, and quickly transforms into a Gold Dragon, without a word, and now knows with certainty that the power of transformation only needed his will, for him to become his true self, one of the great Gold Dragonkind. William gathers up Erik’s clothing and sword, and puts them aside, for when they return to the temple. He climbs up onto the Erik’s glistening scaled back, and marvels at the progress the young man has made since he saw him transform for the very first time, several months before.
“It seems that you have a much easier time with the transformation, than the last time I watched you do it. Good work my boy!” Erik smiles at the compliment, and realizes the giant steps he has taken in finding his true nature, over the past six months.
“Thank you William, it means so much to me, especially coming from someone like you. I appreciate it!” William pats Erik’s neck, and instructs him on what they have to do next.
“Track the army with your Mind’s Eye Erik. Fly towards the west, and try to sense the dark creatures as we draw near them.” Erik agrees to try what William has asked, and leaps high into the air, soaring up into the clear evening sky, heading west.
“Don’t you need to cast a protection spell upon yourself High Wizard?” Erik asks, suddenly worried that William might freeze to death on their trip to seek out the dark forces.
The old wizard quickly reassures him. “Don’t worry Erik. My sword protects me from the cold bite of winter’s chill breath. It is but one of its unique powers, gifted to my blade.” Erik is impressed by the wondrous enchanted weapon that William carries, as well as the fire sword Alentia wields. The workmanship is far superior to anything he has ever seen before, and the magic that the two White Wizards have added to their blades, makes the weapons quite powerful and unique.
The horizon slowly turns into a collage of oranges, reds and yellows, from the last light of the setting sun, drifting lower upon the western horizon. Erik flies straight as an arrow towards it, knowing that the enemy lay somewhere just ahead of them. With powerful strokes of his long leathery wings, Erik speeds along through the darkening sky, soon coming across the first of their dark enemies, who are marching on foot, down the well-beaten snow packed trail, racing towards the Temple of Elizabeth. The Darkling Army is still several hours away from the Temple of Elizabeth, but has made much better time than William had first anticipated they could.
“Do you see the leader Erik? He is walking near the back, without the protection of any of his Darkling minions. We should be able to circle around without any of them noticing our approach, and back track from out of the west.” Erik agrees with William, thinking this would be the best plan, and begins to fly up higher into the evening sky, so that none of the enemy will notice his shadowy presence, passing high overhead. He glides silently past the evil creatures, circling a few miles behind the Darkling Army. Soon, William and Erik are drifting only a few feet over the treetops, and nearing the place where they both sense that the Dark Wizard leader should be. As Erik crests a small hill, he is caught off guard, as a streak of blinding blue lightning knocks him out of the sky. Somehow, the Dark Wizard had sensed their approach, and was patiently waiting, prepared to face them. Erik tumbles towards the snow-covered ground, breaking through the thick evergreen canopy, snapping branches as he crashes through them. William is thrown off Erik’s back, sinking waist deep in the soft blanket of fluffy white snow.
William unsheathes his sword, brushing off snow from his body, and calls to the young Gold Dragon who lies curled in a ball upon the ground. “Are you alright Erik?” The young dragon tries his best to shake the tingling sensation from his body, and slowly regains his footing.
“That hurt like hell William, but I think I’m okay now! Somehow, being a Gold Dragon must have helped me absorb the spell a bit better. I don’t think I could have survived that bolt of lightning otherwise!” William knows the truth of what the young dragon is saying, and realizes the danger they may be facing. The old wizard begins to worry, when he is unable to see where the Dark Wizard has gone.
“Do you sense the Dark Wizard Erik?” Erik looks around with his shiny golden eyes, and is unable to spot the evil creature, anywhere. The Dark Wizard had to be close by, and Erik knows that he should be able to sense his presence, but doesn’t understand why he is unable to do so.
“I can’t see him at all High Wizard, even with my Mind’s Eye! How can that Dark Wizard remain invisible to me?” William had tried, several times as well, but knows that there has to be some dark magic protecting the evil wizard, keeping him hidden from both sight and mind.
“I don’t know how he did it, but this Dark Wizard has almost anticipated what we were going to do. Very strange Erik, and we best be on our guard!” William walks up the small hill to where his enemy had stood and struck them from out of the sky with lightening. He looks down at the tracks in the snow that circle around to where they first landed. William’s heart begins to race and he whirls around with his sword gripped tight in both hands, prepared to face his dark enemy.
“Disintegratus!” the Dark Wizard yells out, casting a brilliant blue bolt of lightning up towards William. The Dark Wizard had appeared from out of midair, standing right beside Erik, casting his dark magic. William holds his glowing longsword up to the fast approaching bolt of energy, and quickly absorbs it into his magical blade. Erik wastes little time and breathes fire down on the hooded figure. Evil laughter echoes from the blazing inferno, the Dark Wizard stepping forward, standing in front of Erik, unharmed, with the bright orange flames roaring and rolling all around him.
“You cannot harm me, mighty dragon! Step aside, and I may yet let you live.” Erik is infuriated, and swipes at the hooded man. As he swings, the Dark Wizard holds up his staff, violently thrusting Erik onto the cold icy ground by an invisible force. The young dragon strains, barely able to breathe, and it feels as if a heavy weight is crushing him down with incredible force.
“Release!” William calls out to Redeemer, sending the absorbed bolt of lightning, back down upon his enemy. The Dark Wizard simply holds up his left hand, and the bolt of flickering blue energy harmlessly disappears into his palm.
“Come now William, can you not do any better than that?” The man continues to hold Erik under the power of the black staff, and turns to look up at William with his glowing red eyes.
“You wonder why I am here, don’t you William?” How this creature could know William’s name, is a mystery to the old White Wizard. Who this dark figure is, also has William puzzled, but most of all, it makes him fearful of what this creature is truly capable of?
“I will tell you what you wish to know dear William, since you have risked so much, just coming to meet with me. I simply seek that which was lost to me, a very long time ago. If you help me, and hand over what I so desperately want and without a fight, I will leave you and Silvinesh in peace. However, if you do not cooperate, the White Tower will be but rubble in three days, this, I can promise you!” William is not sure what it is that this evil villain may want, but if it meant the safety of his people, he will try his best to avoid a needless confrontation.
“Tell me what it is that you seek, and I’m sure we can come to some sort of understanding, friend!” The man releases Erik from his powerful will, and flips his hood back. William is shocked to see an elvin man, with a long disfiguring scar down his pale white face. Flowing black hair drapes over each of the man’s broad shoulders and his eyes glow a bright red color, due to the dark magic coursing through his body. The sight of the wizard is unnerving, and he emanates fear all around him. Even Erik has to back away, sensing the dark power that this evil being has managed to absorb into his body.
“This thing I seek is known as Scarlet, and I would very much like to have her back, if you will be so kind to assist me in recapturing her.” William sighs, knowing that what this Dark Wizard wants is not going to be possible. He couldn’t turn the poor woman over to this fiend, and knows that only harm will come to her at the hands of this vile being of darkness.
“Three days William. Think it over very carefully, but remember that once the time is up, you will all die, and I will claim her, regardless of your choice. This, I can promise to both of you. Don’t test me on this, if you know what is good for you!” The wizard points his staff, and sends Erik smashing through evergreen trees, tumbling towards the bottom of the hill. The young Gold Dragon lies on his side, groaning in pain, but not mortally wounded.
The dark elvin wizard walks up to William, and looks deep into his pale blue eyes. “You are no match for me White Wizard. Only dark magic can harm me now. Your White Wizardry is powerless against me, so don’t even attempt to resist my will.” William grits his teeth and cannot take this insolence any longer. With that thought in mind, he unleashes his power on the evil menace.
“Tradokrakis!” William spits into the Dark Wizard’s face. His enemy’s smile quickly fades to a look of utter shock, as William unleashes dark wizardry upon him. The violet energy burst, hits the Dark Wizard’s chest, sending him crashing into the forest below. The sounds of snapping limbs and breaking bones fill the air. William knows that this attack would have killed an ordinary mortal, but this dark being from out of the west, is far from anything ordinary.
William rushes to Erik’s side, and lays his hands upon the unconscious Gold Dragon. In moments, Erik wakes from his unconsciousness, and William hastily slips onto his back. “Fly Erik! Hurry, before he regains his strength!” Erik shakes the haze from his mind, and leaps into the air, forcing himself to beat his aching wings. He flies up over the Darklings, and blasts a few groups with his deadly fiery breath. Some die instantly, while others remain unharmed by magic, only falling to the ground by the dragon’s fury. Soon, the two, are far away from the enemy, and Erik calls out to William for an explanation.
“Who the hell was that, and how could he hold me down with his staff like he did?” William had recognized the rare orbs at the top of the black staff, from his studies of the Tome of White Wizardry. Only one kind of dragon had such a thing inside of its head, and with it, a terrible power over other dragons could be wielded through the use of such dark wizardry.
“The red orbs on his staff were taken from the skulls of several ancient Red Dragons. It can give a Dark Wizard power over all the other races of dragonkind, at least for a short time. It also grants the wielder, unnaturally long life, and many other deadly powers only rumored to exist. This Dark Wizard has combined several of these orbs, and must have joined them in such a way, to grant him an even greater power over you and other dragonkind. I fear this is why he may want Scarlet as well, but what I don’t understand, is how he could have known she was with us?” Scarlet had only been at the White Tower for a day, and yet, this army from the west must have known she was coming, for at least a week. How did the Dark Wizard know where she would be, and have the foresight to come now, when she finally arrived? So many questions, but none except for this Dark Wizard, seemed to have any of the answers.
“We won’t let him have her . . . will we William?” Erik is suddenly frightened for his new friend, and hopes that this is not the old wizard’s plan, to save Silvinesh.
“Never! She will be safe as long as she lives under the White Tower. This I can promise you, Erik. She is an innocent, and I will die before I sacrifice her!” How William will keep this promise, is beyond him, but the Dark Wizard had already let down his guard, not realizing that William held the memories from his past life as Kryztoff. Some of the dark spells remain clouded in William’s memories, but he knows that Kryztoff’s Tome of Dark Wizardry could quickly rekindle those lost spells that he will surely have need of, to battle this deadly new foe.
“Hurry Erik, we have important work to do!” The young Gold Dragon quickens his pace, sensing the urgency, and soon, the two are back at the Temple of Elizabeth. Alentia sighs with relief, seeing the two figures safely drifting out of the starry night sky.
“Did you see him Erik?” The young Gold Dragon nods grimly, and quickly reveals their encounter with the Dark Wizard. Alentia is unnerved with what she can see through Erik’s open thoughts, but her feelings of shock, soon turn to anger, when she finds out that the Dark Wizard wants them to hand Scarlet over to him.
“That bastard won’t lay a finger on Scarlet! I’ll slit his throat myself if he steps anywhere near the White Tower!” Alentia meant every word, and it worried William that she would put herself and the lives of her two unborn children in such jeopardy, for her newfound friend.
“We have three days to prepare Alentia. I will send the Thelentian Paladins to wipe out as many of the Darklings before they can reach Silvinesh. If the Paladins can cut their numbers down, even a little, we may have a chance at defeating this Dark Wizard when he reaches Silvinesh. First, we’ll need to make a trip to the Caverns of Kryztoff.” Alentia begins to worry, and starts to realize the plan her grandfather is thinking of.
“Dark magic! I don’t like it grandfather! It almost killed you the last time you cast one of those powerful dark spells. Please grandfather; there must be some other way?” William sighs, and knows that because the Dark Wizard has the power to absorb white magic, that any spell of light that they cast on him, will be utterly useless in stopping him. Only dark magic can touch this evil mage, and although Alentia is worried for him, William knows it is the only way they can fight this threat. They will have to travel to the Caverns of Kryztoff this very night, and find his old spell book, somewhere, within the dark depths of the old citadel.
“I’m sorry Alentia, but it will have to be this, or give Scarlet over to the enemy. There is but one-way to defeat this Dark Wizard, and I know it is possible, if you will only listen to me. Just trust me on this Alentia, please.” The elvin woman looks into his pale blue eyes, realizing, as always, he is right. She still doesn’t like the idea of using dark magic, even if it is of good intent, for fear that something unforeseen may happen. Her whole life, she has read the stories of how dark magic can twist a wizard until all that is left, is an evil shadow of their former selves. It is strictly forbidden by the rules of the White Tower and if anyone ever learns of William’s use of dark wizardry, he could be banished for it.
“Just this one time Alentia and I promise, never again!” William nods in agreement at his angry young granddaughter, and knows that she has every right to be upset. The teachings of white wizardry are specific. Elves are never to use the dark powers, for fear of being lost to the magic. This may be how the Dark Wizard became what he is today, and Alentia’s fear is that William may also become something similar, if he is somehow consumed by the dark power of magic. Their enemy is surely not dragonkind, but still looks something like an elf. His hair is black as the night, and his skin is burned from the dark magic that has long ago consumed his mind, body and possibly, even his very soul.
There had been stories of a few White Wizards from the past that were sent away into exile because of their dabbling in the dark arts. Nothing had ever been recorded, as was always common amongst the proud Silvinesh people, but if it had happened, the White Wizards must have stricken it from the records. Sweeping the past and the dirty little secrets of it under the carpet, so that the next generation will be blind to the truth of what had happened. It is possible that this is the case, but who could this fallen elf be?
“First, we will gate back to Silvinesh, and then, onto Thelentia. We will prepare to send an army of paladins to face the threat here, and then we will go onto the Caverns of Kryztoff later tonight. Once the Tome of Dark Wizardry is retrieved, we will join Warren in Drakonbech, and deal with the dragon threat waiting for us there. I’m so sorry for this my dear, but we cannot sleep tonight. Do you think you can handle this burden?” Alentia begins to laugh at her grandfather, who looks back with a puzzled expression on his face, not understanding what could be so humorous. Alentia couldn’t have slept if she tried, her nocturnal behavior will surely keep her from sleeping, and so, it didn’t matter if they traveled all night or not. Instead of reading a book tonight, she will be off on another adventure.
William grins after reading her thoughts, now realizing why Alentia had been laughing. “Erik is rubbing off on you I suppose?” The group chuckle at William’s remark. Erik transforms back into his elvin form and once dressed, proceeds to pass back through the shimmering blue portal with Alentia, travelling home to the White Tower.
William is last to return, backing his way through the gate. He slowly lowers his hand once on the other side, allowing the magical gateway to the Temple to flicker closed. Elizabeth rushes over to greet the group, and thanks William for saving her and her clergy, from the Darkling attack. “We owe you a debt of gratitude High Wizard. If there is anything I can ever do for you, simply say the word and it will be yours.”
William clasps the beautiful elvin woman’s hand and kisses it. “You owe me nothing Elizabeth. I would do this for any of my closest friends.” She bows, and quietly leaves to be with her sisters, in the small temple, which lay in the center of the great city of Silvinesh.
William walks over to Alentia with a troubled look on his face, “We have to speak with Scarlet before we go. Come with me Alentia, I think she will be more open, if you are there beside me.” Alentia nods, not fully aware of the conversation her grandfather is planning to have with Scarlet, but knows it must be important, and proceeds to follow him to the guest room, where the red headed beauty is peacefully resting. Alentia gently knocks on the door, and finds that Scarlet is still sleeping with the tiny baby cradled in her arms.
Alentia slips close to her friend, and gently nudges at her shoulder while calling her name. “Scarlet . . . wake up please, we need to talk to you.” The red haired woman slowly opens her bright blue eyes, and smiles when she gazes up at her close friend standing over her.
“Where did you go Alentia? Nathalie and Nadia said that there was trouble at the Temple of Elizabeth, but they failed to mention what it was.” William sits beside Alentia, and his face is pale, lined with terrible worry.
“What’s the matter William?” Scarlet asks nervously, sensing that all is not well, and fears what William is about to share with her.
“Look into my mind Scarlet, and see what I have seen, and you will soon understand what is bothering me.” Scarlet slowly pushes into William’s open thoughts, and gasps, as she watches the dark hooded figure attacking him, and begins to cry when the elf reveals his scarred pale white face.
“No, it can’t be! I have to leave at once! Rose and I are not safe here any longer!” She knows the dark figure all too well, and realizes that he is coming for her. This evil elvin Dark Wizard had hunted and killed her kind with the men of Drakonbech, hundreds of years before. She had escaped him once, but nearly died in the process. The man had taken a liking to her, and tried to rape her while she was trapped in elvin form. Somehow, she managed to release herself from his magical grip, and sliced his face open in an attempt to kill her captor. This is the disfiguring scar the man still wears upon his cheek, and part of the reason why he wants her back.
William is surprised at first, “You did that to him? No wonder he is hell bent on getting you back!” William had shared his thoughts and had heard Scarlet’s, while they were linked through their mind’s eye. Alentia had also quietly listened to both of them, and knows what it is they are now up against.
“How did you manage to release his hold on you Scarlet? I thought it was impossible unless you are an older dragon?” Scarlet had never understood just how she managed to get away, but when the opportunity came, she didn’t hesitate to attack her captor and flee for her life.
“One moment I was being held against my will on the floor, and the next, I turned into my true self, and ripped through his skin with my claws. He had tried to regain control of me afterwards, but his magic simply wouldn’t work on me anymore.” William ponders her resistance to the power of the orbs for a few moments, and proceeds to ask Scarlet an all-important question.
“Do you think you can do this again?” Scarlet isn’t sure and would rather not try, if she didn’t have to.
“I don’t now William, but I can’t let my daughter get taken by that evil bastard. He will raise her until she is of age, and then rip her life orb from her mind, to use for his twisted vices.” She holds the sleeping child close, wanting to protect her from the terrible fate she envisions for her.
“Do you know where this wizard may have come from?” Scarlet had only heard rumors of the one they called the death bringer.
“I don’t know his true name, but the Drakonbech people called him their death bringer and others, the dragon slayer. He killed several hundred of my kind by his own hand. This is how he discovered the significance of the red orbs and managed to gather as many of the ancient ones as he could, until he had completed the black staff that he now carries. Some rumors say he studied the dark powers with an evil wizard within the dark depths of the Ever-Night Realm. Some say he was once a Silvinesh elf. Could there be any truth to these outlandish stories, William?” The old wizard didn’t know if it was the truth, but with all the secrets hidden over the centuries, he knows in his heart that it could be a very good possibility.
“I cannot confirm or deny this Scarlet, because I simply do not know. From what I saw of him and his knowledge of our land, I’d say it has to be true! I hate to ask you anymore questions, but one thing has nagged at me from the very start, how did he know you were here?” Scarlet looks down, and knows the answer, without a doubt in her mind.
“Before I escaped, and when I attacked him. One of my claws broke off in his body. He must have used it to track me as he has done with others of my kind. If he can gather a scale, a tooth, or even a claw from a dragon, he can find you. He must have sensed my presence as soon as I became aware and sought me out.” William knows that the trembling woman could be right, and vaguely remembers the dark magic that Kryztoff could use, to find an enemy in the very same manner.
“I can understand now, how he found you, and somehow, he may have sensed you just as Alentia had, when she dreamt of you. Thank you Scarlet. Rest assured, we will find a way to stop him. If necessary, we’ll move you as far away from here as we can, so he can never find you.” Scarlet shakes her head, knowing it is no use.
“There is nowhere, other than the outer planes that can protect me from him. He will never stop until he gets me back. It is personal now, and he has waited several hundred years to take his revenge. I am simply . . . lost.” Scarlet is right, and William knows it. Her only hope is his dark magic, either that, or run for the rest of her life.
“We have three days Scarlet. Give us that much time, before you flee.” Scarlet agrees to William’s offer, and hopes that he will find a way to stop their enemy. Alentia hugs her friend close, and kisses her cheek.
“Be careful Alentia, you shouldn’t be stressing yourself so much. Remember what happened at the Crystal Mountains.” Alentia agrees to take it easy, and hides her thoughts from her unsuspecting grandfather.
“I’ll be fine. We are going on a little journey to pick up a book, and then I’ll be back here to help you with the baby. Don’t worry about me, get some rest, and I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” William and Alentia quietly leave Scarlet to rest with her tiny child. This news has visibly shaken the poor woman, who wanted nothing else, but to live in the peaceful existence of the White Tower, and raise her newborn child. William knows in his heart that they must find a way to save her from further pain. She has suffered more than her share, and deserves the peace and tranquility that a life here in Silvinesh can offer.
“Do you think we can do this grandfather?” William looks down upon his beautiful granddaughter and smiles.
“Alentia, we have to!” She smiles back, and hugs him close to her.
“I’ve never had a friend like her before. She is almost like a sister to me. I can’t explain the connection that I feel, but maybe it is something like what you and Steven have. Do you know what I mean grandfather?” William nods, and pats her soft hand in quiet understanding.
“Friends like that are rare my dear. Treasure her friendship, always. You may never have that kind of bond with another person in your entire life. It is a connection that can never be broken, and one that is only made with a select few individuals. I know exactly what you are talking about.”
The two elves quietly walk back to the Great Hall, and prepare themselves to leave for Thelentia. Steven is ready to leave, and has patiently waited for the two White Wizards to return. William pulls Steven aside, and has a special task in mind for him. “Steven, this enemy that approaches Silvinesh, is dark indeed my old friend. I do not trust the Dark Wizard’s word, when he tells us we have three days. I want you to go out, each day until my return, and use stealth within the Silvinesh Forest, while watching for our enemy’s approach. When they get within twenty miles of the White Tower, I need you to let me know.” Steven agrees, but has some troubling concerns.
Steven questions his old friend, “William, this task is not without its problems. Even if I can race back to the White Tower in time to warn you, it will be far too late if this enemy shows up. Is this the best course of action?” William pats his old friend on the shoulder.
“I will listen for your thoughts Steven. Our minds are still linked together in some ways, from our joining with the ring. I will sense you are in danger the moment you see the enemy, and I will quickly return to Silvinesh at that time. We have much to do over the next few days, and I need your eyes and ears ready, to let me know when the Dark Wizard and his Darkling Army are getting close.” Steven shakes his old friend’s hand and smiles.
“Always thinking ahead. I may not understand the magic, but I trust what you say to be true. I will watch for the approach of our enemy, and let you know when it is time. Good luck in Thelentia, as well as in Drakonbech. May the Power of Silvinesh watch over you, my old friend. I will see you again soon, in a few days?” William embraces the old ranger and pats his back.
“Yes, in a few days. May the Power of Silvinesh watch over you too, Steven.” William walks over to Nathalie, who has quietly waited for him to finish speaking with the others. They hadn’t had the time together they both wanted, and this bothers him, especially since she is part of the reason he has fought so hard to return home. The elvin beauty gracefully walks over to him, and wraps her long slender arms, lovingly around his shoulders.
“I’m coming with you my love.” William begins to protest, but quickly gives in, knowing that he cannot deny her wish to join him. He knows that her help will be most welcome when they reach the Caverns of Kryztoff, to search for the Tome of Dark Wizardry.
“Are you sure you will be alright Nathalie? I could never forgive myself, should anything ever happen to you or our precious little child.” She looks into his pale blue eyes with her calming golden gaze, and instantly eases his fears.
“Nadia gave me a gift today. You won’t have to worry for my safety, any longer!” Nathalie holds up her right hand, revealing the last of the Rings of Yassarise. He had all but forgotten that Nadia had another of the rings, hidden away in her tiny jewelry box. Now, each of the friends will remain safe under the magical protection of the rings of power.
Nadia and Christopher quickly approach, followed by Alentia and Erik. “You won’t be going without us High Wizard!” Christopher insists. William shakes his head with a smile on his face, and signals the tiny halfling and his newfound love to join them.
“Alright Christopher, you and Nadia can come with us.” Christopher rubs his hands together in anticipation of another adventure.
The High Wizard turns to the two Council of Nine White Wizards, “Felix and Andrea, I will need your help as well. We’ll be opening a gate to Thelentia, and afterwards, I will need you both to stay here, and watch over the White Tower in my absence. I will return when the dark forces are closing in on us, when I sense Steven’s warning. A group of paladins from Thelentia will set out to engage the Darklings, long before they reach the White Tower. We can only hope that they can wipe out a majority of the evil creatures, making it possible for us to fight the remainder. May the Power of Silvinesh be with you all my good friends.” The two wizards bow, and each understands what they must do. Soon, a shimmering blue portal stands open before the group, glowing brightly within the Great Hall. Slowly, one by one, the six close friends slip through the magical gate.
Jessica clings close to Steven, and watches the blue sphere fade away into nothingness. She looks up into his pale blue eyes and suddenly has a terrible fear, “Are we going to be alright Steven?” The old ranger shudders, and doesn’t truly know what to say to her. He hopes that his old friend is successful in stopping what now marches towards them, before it is too late.
Chapter 12 – The Pages of Dark Wizardry
Edwin is delighted to see Alentia and Erik, stepping through the magical portal, followed closely by Christopher, Nadia, Nathalie and then finally William. “You are safe my lady!” Edwin bows before Alentia, and she blushes a bit, still not being used to the treatment of being the Lord of Thelentia.
“Rise Edwin, I really wish you would stop with all the formalities!” Edwin smiles, and quickly returns to his feet.
“It is tradition Lady Alentia! I live to serve, and am your loyal protector and champion, here in Thelentia.” Alentia knows in her heart that this role as the new Lord is not really for her, but she has decided that she will continue it, for her grandfather, to maintain their link to their human heritage, for the ages to come.
After William completely backs through the shimmering blue portal, he lowers his hand, releasing the magical hold he has on the open portal. He quickly walks over and greets Edwin with open arms, happy to see the brave paladin. The two old friends share a quick embrace, and then proceed to take a seat with the others, around the large table in the center of the throne room of the Thelentian stronghold.
The old White Wizard looks into his old friend’s eyes, and tries to explain why they have come here and the great urgency of the present situation they find themselves in. “Edwin, we must gather all the Thelentian Paladins we can spare. A powerful Darkling Army led by a Dark Wizard, is approaching Silvinesh from the west. We have less than three days until they are upon the doorstep of the White Tower. Unfortunately, the White Wizards and Silvinesh Rangers have already gone to Drakonbech, to deal with a group of evil dragons that have been recently set free, within the Ever-Night Realm. The dragons have awoken after hundreds of years, and now are searching for a way out of the passages below the city. I need your mighty paladins to stand against the western threat, until the Silvinesh elves can return from the northern battle?” Edwin is in total shock at everything William has just revealed to him. The old paladin rubs his chin, trying to sort out what he has just heard, but can barely believe.
“Dragons and Darklings, as well as a Dark Wizard? You are joking, aren’t you William?” Edwin is in denial at all William has just laid out for him.
“If only it were not true my old friend.” William shakes his head, and Edwin’s eyes look down towards the floor, in silent disappointment.
“I will ready my men William, as many as I have who can ride out and face the enemy. We will go and stop the threat, as best as we can.” Edwin feels his own despair washing over him. He knows that the Thelentian forces will only be able to slow this dark army, because against such a powerful magical force, they will surely not survive.
“I know your thoughts Edwin. Fear not, for I shall give your army protection against the Darkling’s gaze. They will not be able to take over your men’s minds, and this should give you an added advantage, with the ability to fight this evil threat on an even playing field. I have to go now, but will return in a few short hours after I’ve retrieved an ancient text. Have your men gathered in the courtyard, and I will cast a spell upon them, to keep you all safe.” Edwin seems a bit more relieved, and without the Darkling’s ability to take over their minds, the battle can be won and will not be fought in vain.
“Do you need horses my Lord?” William smiles back at the old paladin and shakes his head.
“Not this time my old friend. We will be traveling a different path Edwin, and one that will surely cause quite the stir in Thelentia. I think it is time to show you a little secret that myself, and a few of my close friends possess. It should explain what I mean, better than words could ever do. Come everyone, it is time to transform!” Nathalie, Nadia, Erik and William all move away from the others. They walk out onto the balcony, all shivering within the cool wintery air.
All four quickly conjure protection spells upon their bodies, to begin. “Protectaetus Elementaetus!” Each chilled soul chants, and become shrouded in a misty blue magical aura. The group proceeds to strip down, to the embarrassment of many in the throne room, until no clothing remains on any of their bodies. Erik is a bit bashful, and tries not to look at the shapely bodies of both Nadia and Nathalie. Aside from Alentia, he didn’t think he had ever seen any other women who looked as beautiful.
“Erik, think about changing, and nothing else please. I realize the distraction, but it is a part of who we are, and is a natural element of being dragonkind.” Erik smiles at Nathalie, and begins to change shape into his mighty Gold Dragon form. Nadia and Nathalie follow, with only William left to transform.
The bracelet is now a part of William and he knows that there is a good chance that he too, should be able to take on the dragon form. He was reborn through the magic of the bracelet when his mind was transferred from the Blue Sapphire Ring and into it. He had quickly shape changed back into his elvin form following his return, but had not attempted to change back into dragon form, until now. He concentrates with every ounce of his being, and utters the magical words to release his inner power. “Draconaeus Transformaetus!”
A cracking sound can be heard, as his body begins to shift, and his screams fill the air. The transformation is slow at first, and extremely painful, but as the magic begins to take hold, it rapidly increases the rate of change. Soon, William stands with the other three Gold Dragons, and roars loudly into the clear night sky, flashing fire up high. Edwin shakes in fear, and cannot believe his eyes.
“By the Power of Silvinesh, what dark magic is this?” Alentia quickly scolds Edwin for saying such a thing, and proceeds to correct him.
“My grandfather is the only one who uses magic! The other three are actually dragonkind, the last of the Gold Dragons left in our world of Silvinesh.” Edwin walks out into the cold, and admires the beauty of the four golden creatures.
“They are amazing Alentia!” Edwin remarks. Nadia walks up to him and winks.
“You really think so?” Edwin backs away, feeling a bit fearful at how close the tiny dragon has come to him.
William tries to ease the old paladin, “Worry not Edwin, they are all friends and none would ever harm you. We will be flying south, on our way to retrieve a very powerful book of magic. I don’t expect we will be very long, so have your men ready to ride out, upon my return. I plan to cast a powerful magical spell upon you and your men, to help protect all of you against the Darkling’s mind control, and afterwards, we will be off on our way to Drakonbech, to join the Silvinesh forces already there.” Edwin bows to William and Alentia.
“Please stop doing that Edwin!” Alentia scolds the platemail-clad warrior, to his amusement.
Edwin laughs loudly and leaves, heading on his way to gather the Thelentian Paladins, just as William has requested.
Alentia casts a protection spell upon Christopher, and then, once again, upon herself. The two climb upon their mates, and the four golden beasts quickly launch themselves off the balcony and high into the moonlit sky. The group quickly make their way south, following the snowy paths through the Evergreen Forest. It is only an hour following their quick departure from Thelentia, and the four are racing over the ice-hardened Lake Yassarise, under the shimmer of the pale moonlight. The four dragons turn eastward, soon nearing the Caverns of Kryztoff. Nathalie and William lead Erik and Nadia, up the jagged snow covered mountainside, and down into a deep crevasse, which in truth, is the secret entrance to the citadel’s garden sanctuary.
The four dragons descend into the darkness of the mountainside, and land within the garden that is as warm as a summer’s day. A soft violet light gently illuminates the entire area of lush greenery. Alentia slips off Erik and marvels at the magic protecting the small garden sanctuary from the cold of winter’s chill breath. “This is amazing grandfather!” The elvin woman moves towards the fountain, and dips her hand into the cool shimmering water. She sips some from her hand, and looks down at her golden reflection, just as she remembered it appeared, the last time she was in this enchanted place.
The four Gold Dragons quickly transform into their elvin forms. Once fully clothed, William proceeds to walk over to the secret entrance, holding up his hand to the magical doorway. Instantly, by his command, it glows a brilliant violet, from the dark magic he has just used to activate it. It reveals a shadowy corridor just beyond the garden sanctuary. William turns to the group, just before he leaves. “Everyone, just wait here for now, I will be back in a few moments, and afterwards, we will fly back to Thelentia, as planned.” Nathalie walks up beside William, and gently grasps his hand in hers.
“You will need my help with this my love. The book is magically hidden within the library, and only I can show you where it is safely waiting for you.” William gently squeezes her soft hand, and walks through the portal with the beautiful elvin woman, closely nestled against him.
William slides his enchanted blade out of its jewel-encrusted scabbard, so the two will be able to see their way down the dark corridors by its magical light. “Illuminaetus!” the old wizard instructs his sword, and it instantly begins to radiate a brilliant blue glow, all around. The passages are cold and quiet, no trace of a single creature having made this place their home for the long winter.
William walks with Nathalie through the all too familiar passages, to the place where he remembers the library should be. Kryztoff had spent countless days, studying the ancient ways of both white and dark wizardry, within the quiet of the secluded mountain. The wealth of knowledge that lay in this citadel is only comparable to that of the White Tower itself, possibly its equal. The only difference is the content within this collection. Many of the magical books contain deadly dark magic and in the wrong hands, this library could instruct a Dark Wizard, not unlike the one that now approaches Silvinesh.
William stops, and holds his hand up to where the secret doorway to the ancient library should be. It immediately responds to its master’s call, with a faint violet glow showing the hidden passage. William and Nathalie walk through the magically opened doorway and into a larger room lined with shelves upon shelves of ancient tomes and scrolls. The place is nearly untouched, and is as it had been, hundreds of years before. The magically sealed room has kept the ravages of time from destroying these priceless works of magic.
“Help me move this shelf aside William, the secret resting place of the tome is just behind here.” William raises his sword, pointing it at the spot Nathalie is showing him, prepared to use its power of telekinesis. The entire bookshelf effortlessly lifts up into the air and drifts over to the side of the room, revealing what lay beyond. To the naked eye, only a normal looking wall of stone lay behind, but William can sense that there is something far more powerful, just beyond the veil of illusion. William recalls lost pieces of his previous life, as flashes of memory race through his open thoughts. He remembers nearly every detail about this place; how Kryztoff had magically constructed the caverns using both white and dark wizardry, all of it.
“It is waiting for you my love. Reach out, and the tome will come to you.” William knows that Nathalie speaks the truth, and as he had done, possibly thousands of times before in his previous life as Kryztoff, he holds out his hand to the solid rock wall, calling for the book. Suddenly, the stones begin to glow faintly, with the undeniable lingering of dark magic that has lain dormant within, for several centuries. The intensity grows, and in a flash of brilliant violet light, the Tome of Dark Wizardry slowly floats through the once illusionary wall, coming to rest within its old master’s outstretched hand.
William looks down at the pitch-black cover on the magical Tome of Dark Wizardry. He wonders if what he is doing may somehow be a mistake on his part, but knows deep down in his heart that it is the only chance that he will have and one he must risk. If only dark magic can harm the evil wizard coming to take Scarlet, then this is going to be the only way he can defeat him. William carefully slips the ancient tome into his backpack, swinging it back up and over his shoulder.
“Thank you Nathalie, we should get going now, and return to Thelentia before it gets any later.” The beautiful elvin woman wraps her slender arms around William, and kisses him passionately in the quiet of the ancient library.
“If only we had a little more time my love. . .” Nathalie softly tells him. William sighs, wishing that he could have had at least one more night in her loving arms before all that stands ahead of them, must be faced. With their enemies gathering all around, the luxury of time is just not theirs to embrace.
“It will happen, soon my love, but first, we have to defeat the dark forces that threaten our world.” Nathalie nods, knowing that it is their duty, and no others can possibly go in their place.
“Then let’s make haste my love.” The two reluctantly leave the peace of the ancient library, and step back into the darkness of the passageway, just beyond. Evil laughter greets the two, startling them both. From the shadows, a group of Darklings step forward, eagerly ready to confront them.
“The masterss sayss you wouldss come heress High Wizard. We havess waited patiently for thisss moment when youss would retrievess the dark book. Handss it over and yourss ladyss friend willss be spared.” Ten of the dark creatures stand before William and Nathalie. The old wizard senses that dozens more are already on their way down into the citadel, an army sent to kill them and take the dark tome.
William hands his backpack to Nathalie, and places both his hands on the hilt of his glowing blue sword. “Tonight . . .” he whispers to himself “. . . these evil creatures will taste steel and meet their maker! Light of Silvinesh Protectaetus!” With William’s words of magic, a shimmering blue aura surrounds Nathalie and himself, conjured to protect them both from the mind attacks of the gathering Darklings. This battle will be bloody on both sides, but by no means, can he let Nathalie get hurt, for fear of losing their precious child.
“Run my dear, find Alentia and Erik, and send them down here to help me! Hurry!” Nathalie wastes little time, and races down the long dark hallway, as the first of the Darklings unleashes dark wizardry upon William.
“Youss payss for this High Wizard . . . Brekonveess!” A jet of flame shoots out of the Darkling leader’s fingertips. Seconds later, the others join in, with multiple bursts of the same deadly magic. William dodges some of the fiery attacks, but is unable to get far enough away from the searing heat. He is badly burnt, but retaliates with steel vengeance, hacking down several of the creatures with flashes of silvery blue from his mighty sword Redeemer.
The Ring of Yassarise glows bright orange and begins the healing process, but not before even more flames, begin to roar out from the gathering Darkling forces. William turns to take what he can, using his back to shield himself. The brave wizard screams in pain as the magical fire melts his skin away, causing it to bubble and blister.
“Doess you likess that High Wizard? Wess has moress, if youss can takess the heat!” William rebels against the dark threat once again, cleaving the Darkling leader’s head from his body. Black blood covers the walls and ceiling, as the creature’s heart continues to pump the thick life fluid through its headless corpse. The other Darklings don’t even flinch or slow their advances following the death of their commander, and instead, begin to swing their razor sharp short swords at William in an attempt to take him down. William is able to block several of the quick blows, before succumbing and being sliced at over and over again, by several other wretched little enemies.
William retreats a few feet, trying to allow time for his many wounds to heal, but is not offered this chance, and is struck once again, by the Darkling’s magical fire attacks. William bites his lip, screaming in agony as the flames envelop his body. He falls to his knees, almost dropping his mighty blade onto the cold stone floor, suffering through the agonizing torment. Three more of the beasts raise their hands, readying one final burst of fire that will surely finish the old wizard off.
“Brekonveess!” The three evil Darkling’s hiss in unison and William simply closes his pale blue eyes, knowing that he will die and cannot survive their combined attacks. Suddenly, a familiar voice cries out words of white wizardry from at his side.
“Reflectaetus Maximus!” Alentia commands and her fiery sword Fury, glows with an intense red light. The creatures launch their magical fire, only to be shocked as it is repelled, quickly turned back upon them, causing many of their unprotected bodies, to burst into flame. Alentia wastes little time, quickly severing the heads of the stronger Darklings that do not fall to the magical fire. Erik can barely keep up with the quick moving young elvin woman, as she hacks her way into the horde of evil creatures without an ounce of fear, just unbridled rage.
Erik slices through one creature with his double-edged blade, and narrowly misses another. The Darkling that Erik rushes forward to finish off, grasps hold of the tall man’s body, and tries to set him ablaze with magical fire. Erik stands unscathed due to the protection of his father’s magical cloak. He looks down into the creature’s pitch black eyes and smiles at him. Erik grabs the Darkling by his hair and head butts the evil creature to the floor. A flash of silvery steel ends the creature’s life as Erik’s double-edged sword rips through its chest. The Darkling writhes on the two blades punched clear through its body, and drops to the ground in a heap of bloody flesh, as Erik withdraws the sword in one violent pull.
William slowly regains his strength as his ring works to heal his badly burned body. He soon joins the two young White Wizards, who are making quick work of the remaining minions of evil. William points his sword up at an approaching enemy, calling on the sword’s magic. “Disintegratus!” He yells, and a bolt of pure blue light launches out of the tip of Redeemer, blasting his enemy into oblivion. Black dust floats to the ground after the creature vanishes in a blinding arc of deadly lightning.
Alentia continues to slay each and every Darkling that enters the passages, until at last, none are left to kill. The beautiful elvin woman flings her golden hair up over her shoulders and a smile lights her pale white face. She had enjoyed the heat of battle, and any stress that she had felt earlier, has completely vanished. It had been far too long since she was able to use her magical blade, and she had longed for this release. Even with her pregnant body, she is a force to be reckoned with, and the Darklings are no match for her powerful blade and her cunning skill with the deadly sword.
“Thank you my young White Wizards. I don’t think I would have lasted much longer if you hadn’t intervened.” William felt he had come too close to death this time, and knew that he may not be as strong as he once was. Too many enemies could take down even the most gifted wizard, and it almost happened to him this time. Within the halls, he was limited to what spells he could cast, and with no time to prepare himself, he was a sitting duck. Alentia’s quick thinking and her ability to reverse the Darkling’s magical flame attack had saved his life.
Alentia seems quite worried as well, by what has just happened. “Are you going to be alright grandfather?” William is still in rough shape and if not for the ring, he would have fallen into shadow due to the numerous burns and cuts that bit into him, all over his body.
“I’ll need a bit of time, but I should be alright my dear. I must be getting a bit rusty?” Alentia suddenly fears for her grandfather, and realizes that this is not like him, to nearly fall, far too quickly, by a group of creatures usually well below his skills to defeat. He simply isn’t the same anymore, and this could have easily been his demise.
Erik tries to change the somber mood, and reminds everyone why it is that they have come here, and what still needs to be completed. “Everyone, please don’t dwell on our failings, think positively and only on our accomplishments. We have completed the task we set out to do. It is all that truly matters. Now that we have the book, we should get going while we still can, before anymore of our enemies can enter the Caverns of Kryztoff!” Both William and Alentia know that the young man is quite right, and the small family of White Wizards decide not to linger any longer within the cold dark passages. Soon, the three elves are making their way out into the enchanted garden, where the other friends have patiently waited for their return.
Nathalie is overjoyed to see all three elves safely leaving the shadows and into the violet light of the garden sanctuary. She hands William back his pack, containing The Tome of Dark Wizardry. “You will need this, my love, before the end . . .” Nathalie whispers to William as he takes it from her. The overwhelming sadness in her voice, frightens William and is obvious to all that she may know something more than she has shared, with any of them.
“What is it Nathalie?” The beautiful woman looks down, with a terrible guilt on her face, not able to hide her breaking heart. Tears begin to drop from her sparkling golden eyes and she can barely look up at William.
“I have foreseen this time William. You will help to defeat this threat on both the northern and western fronts, but it will, in the end, cost you your life.” Nathalie begins to tremble, and William grasps her hand in his, trying to comfort her.
“It is only a glimpse of one possible future. One I will do everything in my power to not let happen.” William holds the mother of his unborn child, and hopes with all his heart that her foresight is somehow mistaken. He didn’t fight his way back from death, just to be cheated of a life with Nathalie, for a second time.
Alentia is unnerved by Nathalie’s words of the future, and knows that the ancient dragon woman would never say what she did, unless she was certain of it. “Nathalie, do you know how it is supposed to happen?”
Nathalie nods her head, and moves towards the fountain area. “I will show you all what I have seen, so you can try to understand and figure out a way to stop it.” She drops a sprinkle of golden dust into the shimmering waters and whispers words of white wizardry. Suddenly, the reflection shifts and changes within the pool of water. Alentia and the others can see a figure appear. It is William, alone in darkness, with the Black Candle and the Book of Binding in his hands. He chants the ancient words, but before completing the incantation, a wave of violet energy engulfs him. William lifelessly crumples to the floor and the unlit Black Candle silently rolls away from his open hand. A cloaked figure walks out of the shadows and picks up the Black Candle and the Book of Binding. It almost looks like the Dark Wizard from the west, but the face is impossible to see from under the hood. All that can be clearly seen, is a set of intensely glowing violet eyes, staring up from the pool, as if looking back at them, from out of the fountain’s shimmering waters. The terrible image disappears in a flash of violet light, leaving William, unmoving, alone in utter darkness.
“What just happened? Is William dead?” Christopher looks into the pool while standing on his tiptoes, disgusted by everything he has just witnessed.
“I feel as if we are walking into a trap my friends and family?” William sits down beside the fountain, and senses that something may be very wrong. Too many questions are now surfacing in his mind. Somehow, the Dark Wizard knew that he would come here, to seek out the Tome of Dark Wizardry. In the water’s of the fountain, he had watched the shadowy figure take the Black Candle and the Book of Binding from him. There is no way his enemy could have known he would be able to gather both of these powerful books or the Black Candle, or was there?
“Do you know who this Dark Wizard may be grandfather?” William thinks back to his childhood, but can’t seem to remember ever seeing this man before. If he was a Silvinesh elf, the dark magic has twisted his appearance so that he can no longer be recognized as the fair-haired elvin man that he once was.
“He must be much older than me, Alentia, if he hunted down Scarlet’s family, and was responsible for the extinction of her race in our world. He would have to be closer to my mother’s age?” William thinks back, to when he was a very young wizard, and the words his grandfather had once told him echo ominously in his mind.
“He had a son!” Everyone looks at William, not knowing what he meant by this.
“Who had a son?” Nadia is first to ask.
William turns to everyone to explain. “My grandfather had a son. He rarely spoke of him, but he did say something, that at the time didn’t make any sense to me, at least, not until now.” Alentia looks into her grandfather’s mind, and can see her great great grandfather speaking to William.
“I warn you now my dear grandson. Darkness can even take the pure of heart, even our children, if it can somehow manage to find them.” The old wizard had never elaborated on this teaching, but it had been closer to the truth than a mere White Wizard’s words of warning to a young apprentice.
“He must be over five hundred years old! Are the Dragon Orbs really that powerful that they could have sustained his life for that length of time?” William nods to Alentia, and knows, as does everyone else that the Dark Wizard has to be his uncle.
“What do you know of him grandfather?” William shakes his head. He had only heard rumors that there were fallen sons and daughters of the White Tower, but nobody would dare talk about what had really happened during that turbulent time. He simply assumed that his uncle fell in battle with some powerful beast, but never in his wildest dreams would he have guessed that Velimere had fallen into the shadowy embrace of dark wizardry.
“This will surely not be good for us my friends. If he is my uncle, he is a greater threat than I first assumed. Our family is blessed with powerful magical ability, and this Dark Wizard knows every detail of the White Tower and that of our world. He is planning something, and the Black Candle and the Book of Binding have something to do with it. He wanted us to come here, and so far, we have done exactly as he wanted us to do.” William suddenly becomes enraged at himself, for so easily being tricked. Silvinesh and the secrets of the White Wizards were once again shaping his life, and possibly, even his demise.
“Destroy the Book of Binding and the Black Candle grandfather!” William sighs at his granddaughter’s angry words, and wishes it could be as easy as what Alentia is suggesting.
“I’m sorry my dear, but it is simply not possible. Like the Tome of White Wizardry, these magical creations cannot be destroyed so easily. Place them into the Plane of Fire, and they will not be harmed. Tear a page from the book, and it will bind itself back together. It is virtually indestructible. The Black Candle is very much the same way. It can be lit once, and then the magic is released. Try to do anything else against it, and you will be trapped within its power. I am so sorry, but there is no way to rid ourselves of these things.” Alentia is crushed by his honest words. She doesn’t think that she can face her grandfather’s loss, not a second time. The thought of it, is simply unbearable.
William tries to rationalize all that they have just learned. “There has to be another way out of this mess. What do we know about this Dark Wizard?” Everyone sits with William around the fountain and try to work through the impossible questions with him.
“He has come for Scarlet!” Alentia begins.
“Yes, he needs her for something, and also, realized when she had awoken.” William tries to think of the connection, rubbing his chin furiously.
“He has the powerful staff with the Red Dragon Orbs on it.” Erik is right and William adds to the young man’s comment.
“You are correct Erik and Scarlet has the ability in her to somehow be able to break free from that power, and may yet be immune to the effects. The staff he carries is also what has kept him alive all these long years, and I have no doubt of this fact.” William wonders how much power the staff can possibly still hold, is it getting weaker, or is there another reason why his uncle needs Scarlet?
“He said only dark magic can hurt him.” Nathalie adds.
“But what could possibly allow him to be immune to white magic?” This question above all others, did not make any sense. How could any being be immune to white wizardry?
“It must be the staff absorbing the white magic, somehow, or another powerful magical device we haven’t seen?” Alentia is right, once again. This may be possible, especially for a former Silvinesh White Wizard. William remembers a reference to a necklace that could keep any person safe from the effects of white wizardry cast upon them. It was especially useful when battling with fellow White Wizards so that no friendly magic could harm them during a duel. This may be what the Dark Wizard is now using, and will certainly pose a problem.
“He could be lying as well!” Christopher adds.
“This may be true, but I saw him absorb lightning with his bare hands. I have a feeling he has a Silvinesh Silver Star Necklace. Only two were ever forged, but unfortunately, both were lost to the elves, many long years ago. The White Wizards had worried that such a powerful defensive tool could potentially fall into the wrong hands, so none were ever created after the first two. In the hands of a powerful agent of evil, only dark magic, or the edge of a sword, can defeat them.” Everyone agrees that it must be what the Dark Wizard now uses, and made the most sense.
“Why does he want the Tome of Dark Wizardry?” Nathalie made an excellent point, and it worried William greatly what plans his uncle could have for them.
“There are many powerful spells written within these pages that I would rather not have anyone ever learn. I would not use them myself, for fear of bringing about terrible events upon our world.” William knew that Kryztoff had delved far too deep, into the ancient black arts, and should the final spell written within this deadly black book, ever be unleashed, it would bring about the destruction of all of Silvinesh. He suddenly wishes he had left the book where it was safely out of reach and not a threat.
“What is the matter William?” Nathalie can see the fear in William’s pale blue eyes.
“We should not have come here. I have made a terrible mistake!” The group all stand, fearfully looking at William with blank looks upon each of their faces.
“I’m sorry everyone. We should just get going. Never mind what I just said. It’s nothing . . .” Alentia can sense that William is trying to hide something, especially from her.
“Tell us grandfather. We have a right to know everything.” William sighs, realizing that Alentia speaks the truth, but what he is about to reveal, will surely send fear into everyone’s hearts, especially hers.
“I think I have just realized a terrible truth that is tied to your children Alentia!” She begins to tremble, while rapidly piecing together what William fears to be true, turning her gaze down upon the black covered book in her grandfather’s hand. It hits her like an aftershock, and she nearly falls to the ground in sudden realization. Erik stops her from tumbling back, and tries to comfort her as she begins to cry out in agonizing heartache. The terrible prophecy is linked to this black book and the pages of dark wizardry that lay within. This may very well be the cataclysmic force that her children are destined to unleash upon Silvinesh.
“I am so sorry Alentia. I never once thought of this possibility, not until now. I should have realized that this is the darkness they are meant to set free. Forgive me, I was a fool for not seeing it sooner!” William hangs his head low and rubs his aching forehead within his trembling hands. How can they possibly prevent this all from happening? Now, along with all the other problems that they face, the book is no longer safe within the Caverns of Kryztoff. William goes over it all in his troubled mind, with a lingering question bothering him the entire time, “Where else can the ancient tome be kept, safely hidden away for all time from both the Dark Wizard and Alentia’s children?”
“The Plane of Fire!” Alentia whispers, while wiping the tears away from her pale violet eyes. She slowly stands, regaining her composure, forcing herself to face this fear and finding a solution to putting an end to it.
“Are you sure it will be safe there Alentia?” William blurts out, not knowing if what she is suggesting, could work.
“It is our best option grandfather!” William thinks about it for a moment, considering the possibility. Maybe Alentia is right, but one thing still bothers him. He still feels as though they have all been tricked into retrieving these three magical relics, as if coaxed to do so. With the combined powers of the Black Candle, the Book of Binding and the Tome of Dark Wizardry, the evil Dark Wizard could bring down all of Silvinesh to claim his revenge for banishing him, long ago. But why now, and what purpose does Scarlet have in any of this treachery? There must be more to this dark plot than any of them can possibly understand. William also wonders, with some fear in his heart, if this will ultimately claim his life? All he knows with any certainty is that one way or another, within a few short days, everything will surely be revealed whether it is for their good or the demise of them all.
Chapter 13 – Drakonbech
Edwin hears several roars echo off the walls of Thelentia. Looking up out of the throne room, and into the clear night sky, he watches in awe, as the four magnificent Gold Dragons drift down out of the moonlit sky. “By the Power of Silvinesh, there’s a sight you don’t see every day!” A horn signals the arrival of the Lords of Thelentia, and many young paladins enter into the throne room, where Edwin has been patiently waiting for William’s return.
The four Gold Dragons quietly come to rest upon the balcony, quickly transforming back into their elvin bodies. Each slips on their clothing, and hurry to meet with the gathering Thelentian Paladins within the quickly filling throne room. Edwin opens the balcony doors, allowing the small group of friends and family to enter into the warmth of the stronghold.
“Good job Edwin, how many men do you have ready to ride out to face the enemy?” Edwin bows to both William and Alentia, before answering.
“Three hundred strong my Lord, it is all we currently have horses for. Will it be enough?” William nods, as he eyes up the gathering men. Each brave paladin will need the protection he is about to cast upon them, but the old wizard fears that his granddaughter may frown upon the use of such dark wizardry even though it is for good intent.
“Alentia, I have to use a protection spell from the Tome of Dark Wizardry to help these brave paladins. Please, just let me do this, without any lectures.” Alentia’s face becomes dark with her obvious disapproval, but understanding the situation, she nods in agreement, realizing it is necessary if the paladins will have any chance against the mind attacks of the Darklings. William slips the dark book from out of his backpack, and opens the silvery pages to the spell that he seeks.
Alentia curiously looks down upon the crisp white pages, and is surprised to find that she is able to read every word scribed upon them. “It is like white wizardry, only, with a slight twist to it!” William smiles while lightly chuckling, and nods in agreement to his curious young granddaughter.
“What makes something white or dark, is only one’s perception of it. Magic is neither good nor evil, but is more so, in how it is used, and what is done with the magic that makes the way we interpret it, dictate our belief in it. If the wizard can use the magic, and not the magic using the wizard, then one can control this power for good. Because of my half-elvin blood, the dark power is not able to warp my mind as it has with my uncle. You can also learn this power without any ill effects, if you ever choose to do so.” Alentia looks up at her grandfather, still concerned about what he is suggesting, but dismisses her earlier apprehension and reads a bit further before stopping. She knows that what he has just told her is true, and if she wanted to, she could easily cast the simple spell.
“Help me with this spell Alentia, and try the dark magic, just this once.” Alentia reluctantly agrees, and quickly absorbs into her mind, the powerful protection spell written within the ancient silvery sheets of the dark tome.
“It seems fairly straight forward grandfather. Should we do it as a veil like it suggests, so we ensure everyone is covered with the protective magic?” William agrees, and proceeds to walk to the opposite side of the room, prepared to release the dark magic. He instructs the paladins, to stand within the center of throne room, along with Edwin. All seem a bit nervous, but place their fate in the hands of the elvin wizards.
“Just close your eyes my friends, and both Alentia and I, will cover you with a protective magical force. This power will only work once you have encountered the Darklings, and you will know it has activated, when you are surrounded within a shimmering violet light.” Some of the men grumble to themselves, and William can tell that many already realize that this is dark magic being placed upon them.
Edwin turns to the men, and gives them a choice. “If any here, do not wish to have this done to them, please leave now. I trust William with my life, and believe he would not do this if he thought any harm could come from it. The magic is to protect us from the Darkling’s mind attacks, and nothing more. Put aside your fears as I have, and believe in him.”
William smiles at the old paladin, amazed at his wisdom. After a few moments of silence, and no movement from any of the gathered paladins, he begins. “Darkeneesh Protectaetus Imperium!” Alentia closes her pale violet eyes, and repeats the words of the dark spell, while holding up her arms as William has just done. A sparkling violet light joins both William’s and Alentia’s raised hands, and the shimmering violet light slowly falls over the nervous paladins like a veil. The dark magic slowly fades away, and seems to be absorbed into the bodies of each one of the gathered men.
Edwin sighs with relief after the spell has finished, and remains hopeful that the small group of Thelentian Paladins will now have a chance at defeating the Darkling threat. “We will ride tonight, and should be able to engage the enemy sometime late tomorrow evening, if they happen to make it that far. We will cut them off as they approach the River Andria, and attack this menace from all fronts.”
Edwin is a fine warrior, and if anyone has a chance at leading this group to victory, it had to be him. “Be safe Edwin, and remember to avoid the Dark Wizard, at all costs! You cannot defeat him, and it is only his Darkling Army that you will need to focus your efforts on. Once the majority of the Darklings have been slain, retreat back to Thelentia and leave the rest to me.”
Edwin doesn’t like the idea of retreating, especially if there is a chance to end the battle, right there. William can easily read his thoughts, and reiterates his words. “You will leave the Dark Wizard to me my old protector! He is beyond your reach. He will surely kill you all if you attempt to challenge him! Promise me that you will do as I ask, and nothing more!”
Edwin bows, and solemnly vows to do as the old White Wizard has commanded. “As you wish Lord Silverblade.” Edwin leaves the room, followed by the three hundred paladins. Their footsteps echo through the throne room, until at last, the final warrior closes the tall double doors behind him.
William turns to Nathalie, looking deep into her sparkling golden eyes. “Can you help us cast a teleportation spell, my love?” She nervously shakes her head, knowing that William requires a third White Wizard to complete the task he has in mind.
“I’m sorry William, but I don’t have that spell memorized. It has been hundreds of years since I conjured the ancient spell. I could relearn it if given the time, but I suspect we need to leave immediately.” William sighs, knowing he didn’t have the time to wait for her to study, but may have to accept that he will have little choice but to do so.
Nadia suddenly steps forward, and asks William to listen to her. “I can help! I know how to cast that spell!” William turns and is surprised by the little woman’s remark. Nadia had never mentioned, or even used powerful white magic during the entire time he knew her. The minor protection spell she had conjured to travel to the Cavern’s of Kryztoff, was all he had seen her cast. He had assumed she was not an avid student of white wizardry, but now suspects that he had underestimated the petite elvin beauty.
“You can cast powerful white magic?” The tiny woman nods her head, and shares what she has learned in her many years of solitude within the Ever-Night Realm.
“For hundreds of long lonely years, I studied each and every book within my father’s vast library. I have learned every spell possible, and memorized all I could over the last few hundred years. Let me help you with this my friend. Shall we begin William?” He smiles, and agrees with the tiny elvin beauty. The two join with Alentia, who quietly stands, waiting within the center of the throne room of Thelentia.
“Grandfather, should I use the power of the Mind’s Eye to see the place we are travelling to?” In his haste, William had forgotten that Alentia had never been to Drakonbech before, but what she has just proposed, will allow the spell to work, just as it had when they opened the gate to the Temple of Elizabeth from the Crystal Mountain foothills, more than six months before.
“Yes, that will be fine my dear. Just focus on our minds. The memory of that place will allow the magic to work for us, and will provide the three points of sight required for our path to stay true. We will gate directly to the room that leads into the depths of the Ever-Night Realm. Warren and Jacqueline, along with the White Wizards and Silvinesh Rangers, should be waiting for us there.” William turns to the tiny elvin woman, “Are you ready my dear Nadia?”
The petite little elvin woman smiles, and begins the spell. “Teleportaetus Maximus!” Nadia begins, followed by William, and finally Alentia. Over and over, the three chant, until the shimmering blue portal appears before them. William turns and motions for Nathalie, Erik and Christopher, to hurry through. The old wizard holds the doorway open with his will, and lets both Nadia and Alentia, follow the others onto Drakonbech. William stands for a brief moment, within his father’s throne room and looks around at the paintings on the wall, before he leaves. He smiles up at his mother’s beautiful portrait, and reluctantly turns away. He slowly backs his way through the shimmering portal, disappearing into the magical blue light.
None of the White Wizards are anywhere to be seen, and this worries Alentia greatly. “They should be here to meet us!” She desperately reaches out with her Mind’s Eye, but cannot sense her father, mother or any of the other elves, within the vast labyrinth of tunnels.
“Erik, can you sense any other dragons nearby?” Erik closes his piercing blue eyes, and is immediately met by an unknown presence, just as soon as he tries to reach out with his thoughts. A powerful mind joins with his, and angrily shouts terrible threats at him. It is all Erik can do, to simply break free of the dragon’s powerful grip upon his mind.
The young elvin man backs away in pain, holding his forehead in anguish, stumbling about in the corridor. “Erik, are you alright?” Alentia asks in concern after seeing him topple over. Coming to his senses and looking about, he only now notices that he had fallen onto the ground during his brief encounter with the terrible presence, and is bleeding from his nose.
“A dragon, by the name of Hagrille, was just in my mind! I think he is the leader of the dragon army, and is very angry that I am here. He knows that I am a Gold Dragon, and told me that he will kill me if we should ever meet.” Alentia is quite disturbed by this fact, and it must mean that the enemy is very close, but where are the White Wizards?
William slowly backs through the gate, and lowers his hand. He is also surprised to see that nobody is here, waiting for them. He becomes even more distressed when he watches as blood drips from Erik’s nose. “A White Dragon is near!” Alentia looks up at her grandfather in utter surprise.
“How could you know that?” William tries his best to explain to Alentia what he has already realized to be true.
“Erik must not use his Mind’s Eye while we are near other dragons. I had feared that they may have already escaped. Only the White Dragons will be brave enough to leave the warmth of the Ever-Night Realm for the bitter cold of the outdoors. What is the beast’s name, Erik?”
Erik repeats the White Dragon’s name to William. “Hagrille is what he called himself. He boasts that he is the leader of his clan and will kill me should we ever meet.”
William paces back and forth, vigorously rubbing his chin. This creature is indeed a very old and extremely powerful beast. Hagrille was likely born within the frozen plane of ice, and was one of the first who came to these lands, seeking the dragon realms. This was where others of his species had already journeyed to, finding a much more comfortable world to exist in, compared to that of their own. “He is the army’s leader and it is no boast Erik. I have read about him in the Chronicles of the Great Dragon Wars. I fear that he may be close to us, and might be why none of our people came here to meet us. We have to go, and talk with Lord Daaryll, before it is too late. He may be able to shed some light on all that is happening here, in Drakonbech.” Everyone agrees with William, and the group prepares to make their way up into the palace, high above the room they are standing in.
The group of friends and family walk for close to an hour, climbing the seemingly endless flights of white granite stairs, and through the empty rooms of the deep. It is too quiet, and William has a sense of foreboding, because they haven’t seen or heard any other soul, in all the time they have been walking. They should have come across one of the Drakonbech Knights or at least, one of the palace’s many servants. The place is completely deserted, the vile scent of death lingering in the cool damp air. “Where can they all possibly be, grandfather?” Alentia finally asks, sensing that something is very wrong.
“I don’t know Alentia. This is quite strange, indeed! I have a very bad feeling about this, be on your guard my young White Wizard!” The group finally reach the main floor, and enter the palace’s throne room. There, they stumble upon a horrific scene that none of them could have ever imagined, even in their worst nightmares. Hundreds of Drakonbech Knights and the entire royal family, men, women and even little children, lie in frozen pools of crimson blood. There is no doubt in William’s mind that the dragons are already free. The old White Wizard peers out the large double pane windows, up into the night sky, and can clearly see the shadows of several White Dragons, circling the ancient city from high above. Occasionally, one of the evil creatures dives down, followed by screams of death, which can be heard echoing down below, in the city streets.
“What will we do now my love?” Nathalie asks. William is overwhelmed with worry for the safety of his friends and family, knowing that they are sorely outnumbered, by these winged terrors flying about the night’s sky. If any of them are discovered alone in here, it will surely mean death, for all of them.
“We must find Warren and the others. Without their help, I don’t think we will stand a chance against this enemy.” Suddenly, a white figure enters the room. It is a tall handsome man, with silvery eyes. He walks in and begins to laugh, with malicious intent.
“You would be right William Silverblade. You do not stand a chance against my army of White Dragons. Simply surrender now and I may yet let you and your companions live.” There is no doubt, what this intimidating figure truly is.
“Hagrille, I presume?” William responds, and rips his blade from its resting place. Alentia quickly does the same, as the figure slowly walks towards them without an ounce of fear.
“Put those toys away before you get yourselves killed. I come only to speak with you, unless you really wish to die this night, just as these humans have.” Hagrille spits upon the floor at the dead men, women and children who have fallen by his evil hand and those of his kin.
William lowers his blade, believing that he must hear what this evil creature has to say, before acting on his impulse to simply kill him. “Go on then Hagrille, why have you come here?” Hagrille walks around the room smiling with a deadly, evil grin, almost taunting William to lash out at him.
“Let my kind rest here in Drakonbech until spring, and I promise to return to the dragon realms with the others. In return, we will not make war upon you or your people.” William knows that this must be a trick, and once spring has finally come, the entire dragon army will likely descend upon Silvinesh, in even greater numbers.
“You must think me a fool? I don’t believe you for a second Hagrille!” The tall elvin man, with the silvery eyes, seems quite annoyed, and slams his fist against a frozen Drakonbech Knight, causing the lifeless body to shatter into millions of bloody pieces.
“You will do as I say, or die, right here and now!” William really doesn’t think Hagrille is right, and points his flaming blue enchanted blade directly at him.
“Where are my people you evil bastard?” Hagrille smiles at William’s question, and acts as though he knows nothing about the Silvinesh forces.
“White Wizards, yes, wouldn’t you like to know!” Hagrille reads William’s mind with ease, and turns, preparing to flee, realizing a terrible truth about the powerful mage.
William quickly calls to Alentia, and she instinctively reaches for her necklace, grasping hold of the silver leaf pendant hanging upon the simple golden chain around her neck. “Time Frigataetus Pendulatamis” Alentia whispers the incantation, and time begins to slow down all around her with the release of the necklace’s magic. She watches as Hagrille’s rapid steps slow, until he and everyone else, stand frozen within the power of the necklace of time. A hand drops upon her shoulder, and she swings around, ready to kill whatever is with her in this fold of time. A silvery flamed double-edged blade counters her quick strike, and to her surprise, Erik stands before her, and unaffected by the power of the magical necklace.
“What’s this all about Alentia?” Erik says, while gesturing all around them, and is as amazed at what is happening, as she is.
“Something must be keeping you free from the spell’s effect, just like my necklace does for me.” Alentia knows that there is little time to ponder what could be allowing Erik to do this, and she merely accepts the truth of it, appreciating the help he will be in the next few moments.
“Hurry Erik, help me take Hagrille and bind him, so he is unable to escape when the magic has ended.” Erik senses the urgency in Alentia’s voice, and does as she instructs. Before time has a chance to catch up to them, they have Hagrille bound and seated upon a chair before her grandfather. Time quickly restarts, and William is amused to see Hagrille seated before him and unable to move.
Hagrille looks around in utter shock, and knows that he has been captured by the use of powerful white wizardry. “You elvin wizards are fools! How dare you bind me like this! I am Dragonkind!” William rests the tip of his glowing blue sword upon Hagrille’s chest, and stares into his silvery eyes.
“You are going to tell me everything you know, old dragon!” Hagrille is shocked when he is met by William’s powerful mind. Alentia soon joins in, to help aid her grandfather’s probing of the ancient beast’s memories. Hagrille quickly reveals the dragon realm, and how his army was sent, hundreds of years before, to destroy the southern threat of the Gold Dragons. He was not to return, by order of the Dragon Highlord, until every single Gold Dragon died by their hands. The threat from the good dragons had to be eliminated, once and for all, so that the remaining dragons could do as they had long desired, and expand their realm into Silvinesh and possibly beyond.
“That is not going to happen if we have anything to say about it!” Alentia yells at the evil creature. Hagrille spits into her face, and she quickly backhands him for his rude actions. A trickle of icy blue blood runs down Hagrille’s pale white face. He grins with malicious intent as he looks upon Alentia and down at her perfectly round stomach.
“Gold dragon seed, and yet more to kill by my hand and feed upon!” Alentia loses control of her emotions, and plunges her fiery sword into Hagrille. He doesn’t even flinch as the blade rips into his soft white flesh. Instead, his eyes begin to glow with an eerie silver light, and his body quickly expands, ripping through the bindings with great ease.
“Red Flame Aurora!” Alentia calls out, and injects a blast of wizard’s fire deep into the transforming creature. Hagrille screams in pain, as the fire burns through his partially transformed body. Alentia holds her sword steady, and wills all of her rage into Fury. Flames blast out of Hagrille’s melting eye sockets and his lifeless body slams onto the floor with a violent crash. Alentia rips the sword out of what remains of the partially transformed creature, and wipes the bloody blue ash from her glowing red blade.
Roars of anger can be heard, just outside the palace, as the White Dragon army senses the death of their leader Hagrille. William turns to Nathalie and the others. “We have to leave . . . right now!” William quickly leads the group, out of the palace, and down into the city streets of Drakonbech.
White figures dive towards them from out of the starry night sky. William releases his white wizardry upon the powerful creatures to cover their escape as they race for safety. “Disintegratus Maximus!” Several bolts of lightning crackle through the night sky, striking down several of the White Dragons with thick streaks of blue and white. Some avoid the brilliant blue streaks of lightning, while others are hit with full force sending them plunging to the ground below. As the magic flashes in the night sky, the group race to the safety of the temple, located within the center of the City of Drakonbech.
William bars the large double doors behind him, and breathes a deep breath now that everyone is safely inside. “That will only keep them busy for a short while, and then they will be on us, once again.” Finding it odd that everyone has remained so silent, he turns, and is shocked to see hundreds of Drakonbech villagers, sitting within the safety of the ancient temple, clutching their terrified children within their trembling arms.
“This won’t be good William!” Christopher warns his old friend with a fearful quiver in his childlike voice.
“I know Chris, but I’d rather face their anger, than the wrath of those White Dragons outside!” A blue robed young man, carrying a golden mace inlaid with symbols of Drakonbech, approaches them. He doesn’t seem happy to see the six intruders and wastes little time telling William and his companions, as much.
“How dare you enter this holy shrine you evil elves! It is you and your magic that have brought this upon our good people!” The man pushes William back with a powerful shove, but the old White Wizard does nothing in retaliation.
William tries to explain, before things get out of hand. “I am sorry for all that has happened to you and Drakonbech, but whether my people would have come here or not, this all would have transpired, regardless of our presence. My name is William Silverblade, and I have come with my friends and family to help you.” The angry man is too far gone to listen to any reason William may try to beg of him.
“Leave now, and I will forget that I ever saw you here! Stay and your lives are all forfeit!” William doesn’t care for the man’s threatening words, and plans to put an end to this, before any bloodshed begins. The powerful White Wizard, simply holds his sword up to the man, and with the power of telekinesis, he pushes the blue robed figure back, until he falls down onto the floor, and is unable to move.
“That will be enough out of you! We have come here to help you, whether you accept it or not. First, I need to know where my people have gone?” The man tries in vain to force against the will of the sword, but soon concludes that he is no match against the magic of the glowing blue blade.
“Okay William, I give up, you win!” The man is sweating profusely from his continued attempts to break free, and at last, remains still, ready to hear what William has to say. The old wizard releases his telekinetic grip and allows the man to stand back up, but only at a safe distance from his friends and family.
“Where are my White Wizards and Silvinesh Rangers?” William questions for a second time, but with a calm soothing voice.
The man looks down, hanging his head low, not wanting to answer the old White Wizard’s simple question. “I’m sorry William, but I truly believe that they are already dead.”
Alentia’s pale violet eyes grow wide, “But how?”
The man turns to the beautiful elvin woman and begins his telling of the tragic events. “When the dragons came here, they viciously attacked the gathering Silvinesh forces. The one called Warren, who I only recently learned through my men, was the High Wizard, led the attack onto the fields outside of Drakonbech. They discovered that the beasts had already escaped through a secret exit, and decided to face the evil creatures. When the battle ended, not one elf had survived through the carnage, but their sacrifices were not in vain, for over half of the deadly white beasts lay upon the snow with their blue blood scattered everywhere. I wish that none of this had ever happened, but unfortunately for all of us, it has.” The man, who had been so angry at first, suddenly drops to his knees and begins to bitterly weep, overcome with despair. Tears run down Alentia’s soft, snow-white face. She does her best, trying to deal with the knowledge that her parents may be dead. William stands, trembling, utterly shocked at what he is having trouble trying to sort out in his mind, let alone believe.
“Did none survive?” William still cannot fathom the loss of his son, and so many of the powerful White Wizards and Silvinesh Rangers.
The man shakes his head, and tries to explain what he had heard. “The White Dragons fed on the dead, as well as the mortally wounded. You will find nothing but the corpses of the White Dragons upon the field of battle. The only survivors from the onslaught are these tired souls you see, standing within these sacred walls. No evil being can step one foot within, so we will all be safe for a few days, or at least until our supplies finally run out.”
William fears that everything that the man has just told him is true. He knows that he would have felt the presence of his people if they were still alive. Now, he must face a terrible truth and deal with the reality of what it will mean for his people’s bleak future. William wraps his arms around Alentia, who is grieving uncontrollably, for the loss of her mother and father. He too cannot bear the pain in his heart at the thought of his only son and dear daughter in-law perishing.
Alentia suddenly becomes enraged, and pushes William away from her. She draws her sword out of the jewel encrusted silver scabbard, igniting it into a blazing inferno, and proceeds to march towards the barred double doors. William, realizing what Alentia means to do, desperately calls out a warning to Erik. “Stop her!” Erik springs into action, quickly stepping in front of Alentia, placing his hands upon her shoulders and looking deep into Alentia’s tear filled eyes.
“Please Alentia, don’t do this! Think about our children! If you try to fight this battle by yourself, you will lose! Hundreds of elves could not take on this threat, and you will join them, along with our unborn children, it is suicide to go out there!” Alentia breathes heavily, over and over again, slowly calming herself, rethinking what she was just about to do. In the end, she drops her glowing red blade on the ground, and falls to her knees, overwhelmed by the pain tearing at her heart. She places her arms around Erik after he kneels in front of her, and she buries her face into his silky black cloak, sobbing uncontrollably over the loss of her parents. He holds her tight to his warm body, feeling the pain and loss she is suffering. William stands quietly with Nathalie by his side, as streams of tears run down his face, not able to believe that the two precious souls are truly gone.
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