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   Prologue
 
    
 
    
 
                 The battles had raged on for cycles, neither side gaining much of a victory.  The Sovereign Order of wizards had let their powers out in full force, pulling the Legion down; wizards of the Legion who were caught were immediately executed, shown no mercy.
 
                 The royal regime had finally pushed the Crioltians back beyond the Marian mountains and into the rouge lands.  They were now working to restore order back into the realm.  The treaty between the other human realms was still strong, with only a few minor boarder battles and land disputes remaining.  Many of the other races had long since left and gone back to their own realms.  They left the humans to deal with their own violent ways.
 
                 “Gwenlyn, how are the soldiers holding up?” asked Terinor; head of the regime from Nevel.
 
                 “They are recovering; there are many of the battalion chiefs that were severely wounded.  I know a few will not make it no matter how much magic I use.  Their wounds were too severe,” she stated, sadness and exhaustion in her voice.
 
                 Gwenlyn was one of the most powerful healers that the Order had; she had worked tirelessly over the last several months healing and helping wherever she was needed.  She met Joran, a battle commander who had used his skills and unique leadership to lead the battle that finally won the war.  In the effort he was severely wounded from the poisoned tipped arrows and putrid blades of the enemy.
 
                 The Crioltians were a savage people, born and raised into battle.  Most of their lives were spent battling amongst the clans for land.  This war was a rare occasion that had brought all the clans together in an attempt to secure the lands on the other side of the mountains.
 
                 Their battles were ferocious, unlike the blades and weapons that were made by human hands.  Theirs were forged to shred the skin, causing irreparable damage to their opponents.  They were a strong and brutal race, one without mercy or compassion as they believed only the strong survived.
 
                 Without the aid of the wizard’s council the war would have certainly ended differently.  With the wizards of the Legion fighting with the Crioltians the Order was needed to both outmatch them in skill and numbers.  As time passed so did the memories of the war amongst the common folk.  Many had only heard rumors which were now passed on as myth.
 
                 As Gwenlyn was caring for the wounded she started to fall in love with Joran.  She had fought long and hard to keep him alive, some for selfish reasons of her own.  As he slowly recovered he felt the growing love he had for her as well.  He was one of the last to recover so when he did they were married.  They decided together that they wanted to disappear and forget the war.  They traveled throughout the realm, searching for the perfect place to live and start a family.
 
                 When they came into the small village of Kirchwin they knew this was where they would live.  It was secluded, buried and forgotten at the base of the Marion Mountains.  They went up into the mountains where they built a humble home where they stayed to themselves as much as possible.  They wanted to keep people from finding out that she was a sorceress and he had been in the regime.
 
                 Joran was a carpenter by trade before the war, he soon became known throughout the region for his skill and fair dealings.  A few cycles after their arrival she gave birth to a son they named Roland.  Two cycles later Gwenlyn got sick, days passed with high fevers and restless sleep.  Everell the town healer applied all that she knew to help her but to no avail, one day she never woke up.
 
                 Joran was heartbroken, isolating himself even more in the hills.  Teaching and training Roland all he could while protecting and sheltering him from the world.  When Roland reached six cycles he started to take him back into town.  Many of the townsfolk were happy to see them again and Roland quickly made new friends.  His father understood how important it was for him to make friends, so they started visiting the village more often.
 
                 Joran again became a popular person within the small community.  The elders of the village listened to all he had to offer.  Some even wanted him to become a delegate with the realm but he quickly and politely declined, knowing what that could lead to.  They continued to live simple lives, at ten cycles Roland started to train under his father to learn the skill and carpentry trade.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 1
 
   Into Kirchwin
 
    [image: ]               
 
                      he mountain wind was slightly blowing through the hemlock trees, giving a peaceful whisper that seemed to sing to the landscape of evergreens and open fields.  Giving a sense of life and vitality to the land making the early morning seem all the more crisp to Roland.
 
                 Having grown up in the Marian Mountains with his father, Roland seemed to be at peace with the calming winds. His father Joran was a solitary man since the passing of his wife, was well known throughout the small village that lay at the base of the vast mountain range.  His excellence in carpentry, as well as his honest and loyal dealings with the people had made him highly thought of and respected.
 
                 Roland had started early in life working with his father who was a master carpenter.  He was now considered an advanced apprentice, soon to become a master himself.  Today Roland and his father were on their way into Kirchwin to sell their wares at the Festival of Marcon, the end of summer.
 
                 At times like this when traveling the mountain trails Roland thought he could hear the wind speak to him, whispering the secrets of the world.  His father thought they were just the vain imaginations of a young boy.  He had learned the way of the mountains from his father who had taught him how to read the signs of nature, to predict the weather and the coming of the seasons. All the signs told him this would be a light winter.
 
                 Over the last few weeks Joran had been worried that his son might not make it to the festival this cycle.  He had been bed ridden for the last few days with a high fever and waking dreams.  These things bothered him because it was the first signs that his wife had shown before her sudden death.  He was afraid his son would face the same fate.  A few days before the journey was to begin he started showing signs of improvement and was quickly regaining his strength.
 
                 "Roland how are you feeling today?" asked his father.  His concern had grown into fear and despair; he couldn’t fathom what would happen if his son passed away like his wife had.
 
                 "I'm feeling a little weak but I’ll be able to manage," he replied, “besides I think the walk and fresh air will do me some good."
 
                 "Alright, but if you get feeling too weak you can ride in the cart."
 
                 As long as Roland could remember his father had been a man of little words, and he never really understood why.  His father would become especially quiet whenever he would ask him about his mother who had died when he was still a small child. He could not remember much about his mother, only that she was beautiful and everybody seemed to like being around her.
 
                 The trip into town was usually a day and a half journey, so they had left before sunrise to make as much of the journey as possible during the first day out.  The sun was now beginning to rise over the crest of the mountains, giving off a beautiful array of reds and oranges onto the ever-decreasing black sky. He could now see the colors of the day.  The many shades of greens from the pines and mountain grasses, to the oranges, yellows and browns from the leaves on the trees.  He loved the changing of the seasons, there was such a feeling of renewal.
 
                 Once they reached the mountain road it was easier traveling.  The road was named after Elmen der Bronwe who was a great traveler in the third age.  This road being the only pass through the mountains was always in good condition because of its use by so many travelers.
 
   As the day continued both he and his father walked in virtual silence with only the creak of the old wagon, and the songs of nature all around.
 
                 "Dad, I had another one of those dreams last night.  The one where everything is black and it feels like somebody is watching me."
 
                 "Son, you’re probably just tired from all the work that we have been doing these last few weeks.  With the fevers it may take a few days of rest before they are gone.  I'm sure the festival will take your mind off them.  Then again are you nervous about going to the festival this cycle.  You know this is the first cycle that Bethamine is eligible to be in the courtship dance," chuckled his father.
 
                 "No, I'm not nervous about the festival, seriously though, this nightmare is beginning to bother me more than it used to.  It feels as if whoever is looking for me or at me now knows where I am," he said.  He was upset at the joke his father was trying to make while he was being serious. "Besides I am not ready to join in the dance yet, I am still working with you to become a master, which will take a few more cycles at least."
 
                 The rest of the day they traveled in silence.  Roland kept thinking of his awful nightmare and watching his father as he surveyed the landscape, keeping an eye out for any danger that might present itself.  As the sun began to crest at midday, his father pulled out the bread, cheese, and dried meats they brought for their lunch, passing a portion of the food to him as they continued on their journey.
 
                 The wind began to pick up a little, ruffling the bottoms of their cloaks and blowing up some of the dead leafs that had already fallen to the ground.
 
                 "Do you think we will see a storm tonight?" he asked his father, growing tired of the quiet.
 
                 "No, the wind is coming from the wrong direction, besides there seem to be too few clouds," he said looking at the sky.  He caught a glimpse of what appeared to be a hawk soaring high overhead. "Did you see that?"
 
                 "See what?"
 
                 "That hawk, I haven't seen one in a few weeks, I thought for sure they would be starting their migration to the warmer climates by the sea."
 
                 "No, maybe you're the one who should be riding in the cart now," laughed Roland.
 
                 The rest of the day passed quietly, his thoughts carried back to his repeating nightmare.  As they continued to walk he wondered who could be watching him, or better yet who would want to. He only knew the people that he had grown up with in Kirchwin.
 
                 All his life he lived in the small stone cottage on the crest of the mountain with his father. They came into town once a month or so for more provisions as needed.  They would stay a night or two, so his father could visit with his friends.  He would talk about news that came in from the peddlers and travelers that happened to stay at the local inn.
 
                 They found a small little clearing to make a camp for the night.  While he went out to find scraps of wood to make a small fire, his father set about checking the items they had brought to sell at the festival.  For dinner his father prepared a small stew from the dried meats and a few vegetables that he brought.
 
                 Eating in silence they quickly finished their dinner and began to prepare for bed.  They needed to leave early in the morning to make it into town before mid afternoon. Because the day had been so nice they decided to sleep under the wagon, so they unrolled their wraps to lie down for the night.
 
                 His father went to sleep quickly, his deep base of a snore blending in with the other sounds of the night.  He could hear the howl of a wolf calling to the moon and the hoot of an owl waking to prepare for the nightly hunt for food. Sleep didn’t come easy for him, knowing that the nightmare was bound to return. Yet the day's travels eventually led to sleep, as the darkness crept in and sleep overtook him, the nightmare began.
 
                 "Hello, Hello, Is anybody there?" he shouted, "is anybody there.  I'm tired of this, who are you? What do you want with me?”
 
                 There was no response as usual just that unnerving feeling as though he was being watched.  He then saw something new.  Maybe it had been there the whole time but he just never noticed it before.
 
                 On the ground lay a symbol. It looked like a full moon but with what appeared to be eyes in the middle of it, "Maybe that is what I feel is looking at me," he thought to himself.
 
                 It appeared to be the shape of the moon, a light iridescent glow emanating from it, the diagram seemingly split into four quarters.  Each one held another smaller circle inside of it with some type of symbol.  One looked to be a flame, another had a winding cloud the third had the appearance rain, the last he recognized as the mountains.  In the center was a circle split in two, one side as black as a moonless night.  It almost felt as though it was sucking the light from all around it, in bright contrast the other half was whiter than new fallen snow.              "What does this all mean?  Am I supposed to understand this symbol?" he yelled out.
 
                 As he began to bend over to get a closer look at the object, he heard something behind him.  He quickly turned around but found nothing.  He thought that he could hear voices in the distance, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying or where they were coming from. He started to feel a familiar sense of panic, not knowing where he was, or what was around him.
 
                 Out of sheer desperation he began to run, faster than he could ever remember running in his life.  Shouting for whoever was beyond the veil of darkness to show themselves.
 
                 "Roland, Roland, wake up, wake up now!" shouted his father as he was trying to shake him awake.  "What is going on, you were kicking and rolling like crazy, are you okay?" he asked, a great deal of concern coming through in the sound of his voice. "You still have that fever, here put this on your head and calm down a little," he said, handing him a rag that had been soaked in cold water.
 
                 "No, I'm fine, thanks anyway," he answered as he was wiping the sleep from his eyes and the sweat that had formed on his brow. "I’ll just sit here for a while; I'm not really tired anymore anyway.  I think I’ll get things ready to go."
 
                 The rest of the night passed quietly as he sat listening to the sounds of the night.  He wanted to stay awake out of fear of having the nightmare again. His father fell back to sleep for a while.  He decided to start packing things up, checking the equipment before collecting firewood for breakfast.
 
                 The morning dew was beginning to collect on the flowers and grass making the ground a little damp. As he was walking through the woods he was testing his tracking skills.  Following the signs left in the damp soil from the animals that ventured out during the night.
 
                 On his search for wood he saw many tracks that he recognized deer, mice, he even found some wolf tracks.  He assumed they were from the one he heard last night calling to the moon.  That’s when he saw something strange.
 
                 There was what appeared to be a pair of fresh boot prints; however they didn’t seem to come from anywhere, or go anywhere.  It was as if whoever made them simply fell out of a tree and landed, then took off again. He looked around for a little while to see if he could find where they came from without any luck.  So he decided to continue looking for wood deciding he was just a little spooked from his dream as well as the lack of sleep.
 
                 After making a small fire to heat up the meat and the little bit of stew that was left from the night before.  He sat and watched the stars as they seemed to twinkle and speak to him.  Many times growing up he would sit outside and look up at the stars pretending they were his mothers eyes shining down on him, giving him a little comfort.
 
                 "How great is the masters’ hand that created all the stars above," he thought as he sat in the quiet waiting for his father to awaken. After an hour or so his father woke up wiping the sleep from his face with a moist cloth.
 
                 "How are you feeling now?"
 
                 "Better, the morning air has helped a little, although I could use some sleep.  But we don't have time for that now I guess," he answered, "perhaps when we get into town we can visit the healer and see if there is something I can take to help me sleep."
 
                 They started out again early to be able to get there before lunch, if the weather held as good as it was they would be on time.  The rest of the trip was uneventful, as there were no travelers on the road; this was not unusual since everybody would be in town preparing for the festival that was to start in the evening.
 
                 As they got closer to town they could see the small pillars of smoke rising from the chimneys on the small farms that outlined the town.  Through the trees he could hear the braying of sheep, and the billowing of the cows as the farmers were going about their daily chores taking care of the animals.
 
                 The closer they got to town; the excitement was becoming more prevalent.  The kids were running through the streets with their wooden wheels and skip ropes.  Everybody was excited for the festival; it was the last time of the good season to talk before the winter months set in.  By this time all the harvests were in so nobody really had anything to worry about for the next few weeks.
 
                 Kirchwin was a small town compared to others in the Nolarian realm, a small farming community, stable in heritage and pride.  At times it seemed as if Kirchwin was alone as it was visited only every five cycles or so by the royal brigade, and that just in passing.  The tax collectors rarely visited as well, so overall it remained peaceful.                The festival for this small community was one of the largest of the cycle; many times the town head and council would provide some surprise entertainment.  One cycle a court bard was passing through town so they enlisted him to do some magic shows, which brought a great deal of excitement, especially for the children.
 
                 The town roads were paved with cobblestones starting on the outside of town.  The first buildings when entering the village were houses, moderately build with stone and mortar.  Closer to the center of town came the markets and vendors each selling various items.  In the center of town was the town commons, an open field for gatherings.  On the edge of the commons was the towns’ only inn, the only two story building.  It was first thought to have been built to accommodate the border guards, but now it only served to accommodate the occasional traveler.
 
                 In the times of festival there are many smaller booths set up around the commons for the various vendors to come and sell their items.  It was one of these that Roland and his father were assigned to set up their crafts to show and sell.
 
                 "Roland, start setting up the smaller tables and chairs, as well as the gift boxes in and around the outside of our spot.  Leave enough room under the canopy for the larger items; we don't want to have them ruined if we have a sudden rain.  I'm going to go and see if I can find Marglo, and see if she has anything to help you sleep, or help break that fever."
 
                 "Hey Roland, what ya up to?" asked Ty, Roland’s best friend.
 
                 "Not much, just getting our stuff ready for the start of festival tonight, how bout' yourself?"
 
                 "Oh you know the same old, same old, trying to stay out of trouble; you know how that can be."
 
                 "Yeah especially for you, have you heard anything about what they have planned for tonight?"
 
                 "No, I was thinking maybe we could go find out.  I heard that the town council is holding a special meeting this afternoon.  Probably just to make sure everything is set for tonight, you know how picky they can be."
 
                 "Not much more than the women's council, sometimes I think they are the ones who actually plan everything," said Roland with a slight chuckle.
 
                 "Don't let anyone on the council hear you say that, trust me that only leads to more trouble than you want."
 
                 "Well than how bout' helpin' me with this stuff so we can get out of here."
 
                 They continued to unload the smaller items, while waiting for his father to return.  This news of a special meeting was a surprise for him.  They usually didn’t meet like that, unless there was a problem with someone in the town, or a great emergency. Possibly his father would attend and then he was sure he would be able to find out what the problem was before everybody else knew.
 
                 As they were finishing with the last of the cargo they had brought, his father returned with Marglo the town healer.  She was a middle aged woman with streaming black hair that fell to her waist.  She had been the healer for as long as he could remember, some say she was a natural, picking up on the special traits young in life.  This didn’t leave a lot of time for her in a personal life, due to the fact that everybody was calling on her for help, whether it was a simple cough or helping to deliver a baby. 
 
                  At times he thought maybe her and his father would make a good couple, mostly in hopes that it would help his father not feel so lonely. Besides it might be good to have a sibling one day, as far as he knew she was still within childbearing age. 
 
                 "So Roland you haven’t been feeling too well lately I hear.  Your father tells me that you have been down with a fever and you still have it.  I think I may have something just for that, and it should take it before festival tonight.  We don't want you to miss the dance in two day's now do we," she said jokingly while searching in her herbal bag for what she wanted.
 
                 "Now go over to the inn and have Mrs. Grady get you a cup of warm cider, pour these leaves in and drink it.  It may taste a little bitter but it will help, try to take it easy until this evening,” she instructed.
 
                 "Thanks, come on Ty let's get going maybe we can get something to eat as well. Oh wait, Father are you going to be attending the town meeting this afternoon?"
 
                 "Yeah Marion just asked me if I would attend."
 
                 "Do you know what it's about?"
 
                 "Not yet."
 
                 "Will you tell me after the meeting, we would both like to know."
 
                 "Let me find out what it's about before I answer that, now go get your cider."
 
                 The day was turning out to be pretty good.  The weather was holding out.  Now that he had some medicine he hoped the relentless fever would go away so he could feel normal again.
 
                 Ty was the same age as Roland, they had known each other most of their lives.  He was a broad shouldered boy a little taller than Roland as most people were.  His family owned the wood mill where he worked chopping wood, so he was more muscular than most kids his age.
 
                 "Tell me something has anything strange been happening here the last few weeks?"
 
                 "No why?"
 
                 "No reason really," Roland said, as he thought about his dream again, wondering if anybody was acting weird or out of place around town.
 
                 The town inn was fairly quiet this time of day, now that everyone was out in the commons getting ready.  There were only a few men inside preparing for the town meeting that was to be held shortly.
 
                 "Hi Roland, Hi Ty" said Mrs. Grady from behind the kitchen doors, "have a seat I'll be right with you."  Erin Grady was a plump woman with gray hair.  She ran the inn with her husband, who also sat on the town council. She was always pleasant to the guests, but would not tolerate any ruffians or fighting in her inn.
 
                 "Hi Mrs. Grady," the two boys said together.
 
                 A minute later she came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel.  It appeared that she had been making bread from the fresh flour that covered her apron.
 
                 "What can I get for you two," she asked pleasantly.
 
                 "Margol told me to get some warm cider to take with these herbs, and could I get some bread and honey too."
 
                 "Is something the matter?"
 
                 "Not really I’ve just had a fever that I can't seem to get rid of; hopefully these will help before tonight's festivities."
 
                 "How about you Ty, what would you like?"
 
                 "I'll have some bread and honey; I don't want to spoil myself before tonight's feast."
 
                 "Very well then, I'll be right back."
 
                 They sat down and talked as they ate; it had been nearly a month since they had seen each other.  Ty talking about the extra work that was coming in after the harvest, with all the tools and carts that needed repair before the winter months set in.  Roland wanted to talk about his dreams but wasn’t sure how Ty would take it.  As they were finishing their lunch, the men started to come in for the council meeting, filling the room in quickly.
 
                 "Alright boys it's time for our meeting so you will need to be leaving," said Marion the council head.
 
                 The council meetings were something very important to the small town.  It allowed them to keep in touch with each other and know if anybody had a special problem or need.  But to hold a special meeting was something that rarely happened.
 
                 "Can I get everyone's attention please; it’s time to get started," called Marion, trying to quiet the men down. "We have a very important item to discuss.  News has come from Nevel, there seems to be a huge conflict with the rouge lands.  It appears that we may be going to war, the High Lord is asking all eligible young men to be ready to join in the fight if it comes to war.  As you know for most of us that would include our sons."
 
                 "How can we do that now?  We are in the middle of festival time and besides what has the High Lord done for us.  We hardly ever see the royal regime, and most of our disputes we are able to settle peacefully amongst ourselves," claimed Toran Thatius, possibly the oldest man in the town, "besides we have so few boys around here what would happen if none of them returned by the planting season.  How will we ever get it done?"
 
                 "Look Toran, what other choice do we have?  His High Lord has given us the chance to defend our realm that alone should be enough.  Think of the honor these boys could bring to our families, and if they don't go, the shame it will bring," stated Marion.
 
                 "Yes but do you know what kind of monsters come from the rouge lands.  Why else do you think they banish criminals there, and why nobody ever sees them again," was the angry reply.
 
                 "How do we tell our wives about this, and what about our boys don't they get a say in all this."
 
                 "Listen, there doesn’t have to be a decision today, we met because everyone would be in town today.  Let’s enjoy the festival, we’ll meet again after," said Marion, the disappointment in his voice was hidden by the talk among the men.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 2
 
   Festival of Marcon
 
    [image: ] 
 
                        o what do you think the big secret is?" Roland asked as they were walking down the street.
 
                 "I don't know, maybe we will see another magic show like the one a few cycles back, when that court bard came into town.  However there were some men here in town a few days ago.  The council got all jumpy and excited after they left," he said with some excitement. "But then again, maybe they brought bad news.  You can never tell what is going on in the rest of the realm, let alone the world."
 
                 "What do the women think of this whole idea of a secret council meeting?"
 
                 "I'm sure they will have their own meeting, they always do besides they will probably bribe their husbands to tell them what the big secret is."
 
                 The streets were beginning to fill with excitement as the day grew on.  The children were anxiously waiting for the council to appear in the town common to summon all to the festival.  Now that the meeting was over, the shopkeepers where hurrying back to their booths and stores to make final preparations for the evenings events.
 
                 "So are you going to join in the courtship dance this cycle?  You know this will be Bethamine's first cycle, and I hear the Taylian boys are going to ask her for the dance," Ty said, laughing at his friend.
 
                 Most of the towns' people knew that Roland and Bethamine had been fond of each other, and most figured they would one day be joined.  She was a pretty young girl a cycle or so younger than Roland.  Many of the towns’ people figured that he would be the first to ask her hand in the dance this cycle.
 
                 "I don't know I still want to become a master carpenter like my father.  Then I’m sure I will be leaving town to find a suitable place to start my own business.  I mean haven't you ever thought of leaving here, and maybe starting your own lumber yard. I hear there are many small towns, even some bigger cities where even the houses are all made of wood."
 
                 "I’ve never really thought much about it, there is plenty to do around here.  Besides who else would help my dad? You know that my sisters can't, so one day I will probably run the mill."
 
                 The afternoon sun was quickly descending, turning the sky the many colors of red and yellow.  This was the signal for the start of the festival. It would go for three days, with many activities such as the log pull and boulder toss.  Everybody in town started towards the commons.  The lamplighters were putting on their stilts to begin the evening ritual of lighting the towns' lampposts.
 
                 Tonight it didn’t seem worth the trouble because of the giant bon fire that would be lit in the middle of the commons, which alone would light up everything.  Yet it was the traditional start of a wonderful event for everyone.
 
                 The council head walked to the podium which was near to where the fire was to be set and called everyone to attention.
 
                 "Come one, Come all, tonight we celebrate.  Bring your worries and light them afire, for the work has been hard, and the cares have been many.  Tonight we celebrate the great harvests we have received, tonight we start anew, so let us all be friends and forgive the rest," came the ceremonial cry from Marion. As he was finishing up, a flame tipped arrow came from the rooftops hitting the giant pile of wood causing it to catch fire, adding to the effect of the speech.
 
                 The festival had officially started.  Long tables were brought from the nearest shops full of food for everyone to share.  The local band started to play a lively tune setting the mood for an exciting time.  The people began to mingle and wander around the commons, talking and looking at the many new items that were set out to sell.
 
                 Joran walked up behind the boys, quietly signaling them to follow him.
 
                 "What is it?" Roland asked with excitement, "is it about today's council meeting?"
 
                 "Yes but be quiet about it, nobody is suppose to know until after the festival is over.  I thought you boys should know, since you will need to think long and hard about what I'm going to say," said his father in a low hushed tone.  "There have been reports that a war is going to be starting, probably with the people from the rouge lands.  The High Lord has asked us to send him all our eligible young men to assist with the war.  There are many conflicting feelings amongst the council members, but I think this may be unavoidable."
 
                 "Wait, what are you saying, that we will be called into the royal brigade?" asked Ty, sounding nervous.
 
                 "It's not that simple, we have an obligation to defend our country.  I know we don’t see much of the royal family or brigade in these parts, but that shouldn’t stop us from fulfilling our commitments.  Now as I said, this is not to be spoken of to anyone.  But I want you two too think hard on this.  I know you two for sure will be asked to go, if it comes to that decision."
 
                 With that his father went back to the party already in full swing.  People were now starting to laugh and a few were already starting to dance.  For those on the council, and now for him and Ty this festival would not be the most memorable one they had ever had.
 
                 "Well I guess we better join the party.  We should at least pretend to be enjoying ourselves, otherwise people will start to wonder," said Roland, taking Ty by the arm and dragging him back out into the street.
 
                 For the two boys the mood was somber, they could see the worry on the faces of the men who had been in the council meeting.  They were trying their best to be merry, despite the circumstances that were developing around them.  They decided to go and try to enjoy themselves and not worry until after the festival was over.
 
                 As they returned to the commons the festival was in full swing.  The huge feast had already been set out for everyone to enjoy.  The kids however were focused on the candy maker who was handing out free samples of his newest creations.  Not only was this a time of celebration for the town, for some it was a time of renewal.
 
                 There were times during past festivals when people would get joined out of the blue.  Some would even decide to leave the town on a great adventure. Most people that did that had been around the brandy cart a little too long.
 
                 The town council had arranged quite a wonderful festival.  At the pinnacle of the first night came a great surprise to many.  As the moon reached its highest point they brought out the fire makers, their magic rockets had been hidden in the inn's stables.  As they began to set up the display the children, as well as many of the adults stood around in awe.  This was truly a rare occasion for all of them.
 
                 "Hi Roland," came a soft voice from behind him.
 
                 He knew that voice, it was Bethamine.  Every time he talked with her he would get tongue tied, even though he had known her most of her life.  They had been close friends for as long as he could remember.  It was only in the last few months that he noticed that she had turned into a beautiful young woman.  Enough to make almost any boy his age take a second look.
 
                 "Hey Beth," he replied not wanting to look at her, for fear of her seeing his face turn red. "How’re you doing tonight?"
 
                 "Not too bad.  I just wanted to let you know that my father gave me permission to join in the dance this cycle," she said her face turning a light shade of red at the mention of it. "I was just hoping that you would be joining as well, I look forward to seeing you there."
 
                 "I,  I, I'm not sure that I'm going to join this cycle," he said.  Stuttering over what to say, as he turned around to face her, which he thought was the wrong thing to do.  The light from the bon fire was reflecting off her big beautiful green eyes.  They shone like an emerald with a twinkle of starlight caught in them.  The radiance off her hair seemed to glow like the halo of an angel descending to greet him, and bring wonderful messages from the all-great creator. He thought to himself, maybe I will join that might get me out of the war, or would it.
 
                 "Well, then maybe one of the Taylian boys will ask me, I know they would appreciate it," she said, trying to get reaction out of him.
 
                 Once again he blushed.  Marc and Jac Taylian were twins, and not the nicest boys.  They were the same age as him, they had moved into town when they were about eight cycles old.  They had been a thorn in his side ever since.
 
                 They were always competing and with the two of them working together, had cheated their way into the winners circle more than once.  He knew that she was teasing him, or at least he hoped she was, there was no way she would ever consider being with one of them.
 
                 The fireworks began with a loud thump as it shot from the first tube; everybody's eyes looked to the sky as the wild assortment of colors exploded with an earth shaking sound.  The whole town went wild with the first blast; there were small screams from the smaller children not knowing what was going on.  The variety of colors was like that of a rainbow after a rainstorm, full of reds, oranges, and yellows.
 
                 The display lasted only a few minutes but it was an event that would be talked about for many cycles, and remembered even longer.  The first night ended with the display of fireworks and the town’s people started for home.  Those who came from a distance were offered shelter in the inn.  Those who would not fit were offered the back rooms of the local shops.
 
                 "Roland, how are you feeling now?" Margol asked as she walked with his father.
 
                 "I'm feeling better.  The fever is gone, but now I have a slight headache, probably because I'm tired," he answered.  "Dad, did we get a room in the inn?"
 
                 "Not this time, we have been offered a room at the mill."
 
                 "So what did you think of the fireworks? I thought they were so exciting," said Ty as they were walking back to his fathers' mill.
 
                 "I really enjoyed them, I really liked the loud ones that made the ground feel like it was going to crack," he answered.  The excitement of the night was beginning to slow down now.  Most of the families were in their own homes now getting ready for bed.  Slowly the lights in the windows were going out.  After reaching the mill he found his bed and laid down to get some rest.  Tomorrow was the longest day for the festival when most of the competitions would be held.
 
                 Sleep came quickly because of the day's events, and the fact that he didn’t get much sleep the night before.  His dreams were wrought with the thought of the upcoming war that he feared he would soon be asked to join, depending on the council's decision.
 
                 "Ty, Ty, where are you," came the muted shout, "Commander, have you seen Ty,"
 
                 "Not since the last wave of attacks," was the shouted reply.  "Everybody, get ready, here they come again."
 
                 The waves of attacks were relentless; bodies were thrown everywhere bloodied and broken.  Many were missing arms, or legs, some their heads.  The bodies that were not salvaged before the night came were usually taken by their attackers and used for the evening meals.
 
                 "Roland get ready, maybe we can get some more, use the lightning it seems to be the best defense," shouted his commander.  As he stood up in preparation to defend his unit, he woke up in a fit, his bed sheets soaked with sweat.
 
                 "Hey wake up, what's going on?" his father asked as he shook him awake.
 
                 "I was in a war.  Ty was there, but then he was missing and I couldn't find him anywhere.  Then they attacked us again."
 
                 "Who did?"
 
                 "I don't know, just as I stood up I woke up.  It was the strangest thing, I'm sure it was because of what you told us today.  I'll be fine I’ll just go back to sleep."
 
                 The rest of the night went by with little dreaming.  He was so tired from the last few days that he didn't remember anything after that moment. His father sat up for a while worried about his son.  The fever had gone away which was some relief to him, but he was still having nightmares.  They seemed to be changing; he blamed himself for telling the boys what was happening.  Joran watched as his son fell back to sleep, wondering what he could do to help him.  The news about the war was a frightening thought, and he didn't like the idea of having his son go into that, not at this age.
 
                 He remembered back when he had been in the royal regime.  He was a battalion commander; nobody in the village knew that about him.  It was something he had kept secret as a promise to his wife when they got married.  Oh how he missed her, he could still see her sometimes in his dreams, carrying their small child. He remembered the joy he felt the first time he saw him. It was immeasurable, seeing the joy in her face.
 
                 But all that had ended cycles ago.  The sadness he had felt so many times before, from being alone slowly crept over him.  He had sought the comfort of other women in his life but for him nobody measured up to Gwenlyn.  The only other woman he could relate to anymore was Margol, and she was just a good friend.
 
                 Joran fell back to sleep with thoughts of his wife, bringing many wonderful dreams.  The sun soon rose and after such a restless night, both Roland and his father slept well into the morning.  When they awoke the town was already a buzz with the day’s festivities.  The second day of the festival went by quickly with it ending once again in a miraculous show of fireworks.
 
                 "Hi boy's," said Marci Grady, as they walked into the inn, "what can I get for you today?"
 
                 "I would like some of your potato soup if you have any left," said Roland taking a seat near a window.  He wanted to be able to see the activities in the commons while they ate. 
 
                 "Yeah I would like some as well.  Could I get some bread and honey to go with mine?" he asked, sitting across from Roland.
 
                 The crowd was beginning to lighten up.  The fireworks that night had been better and bigger than the night before.  Everybody was excited for the last day of the festival when the awards would be given out to the winners of the various contests, and better yet the few biggest contests of the festival would be held.
 
                 "So what do you think of the news?" Ty asked.  More solemnly then he had meant to.
 
                 "I don't know.  Hopefully it will still be a few cycles out, by that time maybe we will all be married by then.  Who knows, maybe it is just as my dad said, it may just be a rumor."
 
                 "You know what though; I didn't sleep real well last night.  I had a nightmare that both of us were in the war.  You were missing which wasn’t very comforting," Roland said, taking a gulp of the fresh ale that Mrs. Grady brought.
 
                 "Look Roland, my dad told me last night that the border guards are always in a constant battle with the Crioltians'.  They’ll be able to handle anything they send."
 
                 The rest of the evening was quiet; the two boys sat and talked about growing up and what their plans were for the future.  Roland was planning on finishing his apprenticeship with his father, and then moving possibly to the next town to start his own place.  Ultimately Ty had decided to just stay at home.  He was thinking of going out only long enough to find a bride, but for him that seemed a few cycles off still.
 
                 The last day of the festival was the biggest of them all, and today seemed to be wonderful.  The weather allowed for a little cloud cover and a cool mountain breeze.  The temperature stayed down, making it perfect for the serious competitions that were to be held that day.  Not everyone could join in, for the older boys there were many chances to show off their skill and agility, as well as their strength.
 
                 The few events that really excited both Roland and Ty were the balance attack.  While balancing on a log over a giant mud pit, they would use a padded stick to knock over their opponent.  This event would take great balance and coordination to master, and the strongest didn’t always win. Ty however being both strong and agile would generally win this event.
 
                 Another favorite of Ty's was the boulder pull.  The boulders used for this event were generally the size of a man, and heavier than a full-grown bull ox.  Usually Olman der Splin, the town blacksmith would win this competition, due to the size and strength it takes to work the forge.  However this cycle young Marc Taylian gave him a run for the silver, working now as his apprentice.
 
                 Both the archery and the sword competition were won by Joran.  He attributed most of his skill in these two events to his training in the royal regime when he was younger.  And of course nobody knew this so they accepted him as the best of the village without any dispute.   The great obstacle course was the last and greatest event for the young men.  Only the single young men of fifteen cycles or older could participate.  Many believed the women's council started this tradition to find who would make for the best husband.
 
                 The obstacle course consisted of many parts.  It started out as a regular foot race through the village.  Then required the boy's to swim across Flander's pond to the ferry boat.  From there they would take the archery challenge, gaining points by hitting closest to the mark.  By this time their strength was waning, and the bow's would become increasingly heavy to them.
 
                 The course would then take them back around the pond where they would have to do a bear wrestle with Master Olman, for most it was just a matter of trying to stay in the circle.  The belief of many of the men was this whole idea was so the young women wouldn’t have to try so hard to catch a future husband, when they tried to run away at the courtship dance that night.
 
                 The boys lined up for the start of the race.  When the flag dropped they were off, at first everyone was close to the same pace.  The towns’ people yelling in excitement drove them on; the race was the closest part, with some of them slipping on the mud and cobble stones.  There were several that hesitated as they ran into the cold water of the pond.  The heavy rains that cycle had kept it full despite the constant irrigation.  There were older men already positioned in the middle of the pond on small skiffs to help anyone who was not able to make it across.
 
                 About half of the boys stalled out during the swim, Jerrod led the race entering into the water.  He was a small boy compared to the rest but had the speed of a rabbit; he was soon overcome with the water being the first one to be pulled out.  Roland, Ty, Marc and Jac were all closely tied in the lead matching each other stride for stride in the race, the Taylian boys trying to push the other two out.  Now they were a few yards away during the swim, each one striving to push ahead of the others.
 
                 Each one crawled through the mud on the other side. Trying to run or walk out of the pond made it harder on their legs sucking their strength.  When they got to the bow and arrows their hands and arms were shaking.  Their arm muscles strained from the tension on the bows.  Jac was the first one to take aim and loose, it flew toward the target, falling short.  He grabbed another arrow and started to nock it.  Marc let his go, hitting the base of the target.  Ty’s arms were still strong enough that he pulled his bow back and with a steady aim let it fly, the arrow striking near the center of the target.
 
                 As Roland stepped up to the line he took a few short breaths and steadied himself.  Focusing on the distant target, he lifted the bow into position and pulled the string back.  He focused his aim down the shaft of the arrow, as he did his mind jumped.  The target seemed to jump at him, this startled him causing him he let the arrow go, watching as it flew high into the air in a high arc and over the top of the target.
 
                 He stood there for a minute his head hanging down, almost of the edge of vomiting.  Standing back up he shook his head and grabbed another arrow, nocking it he pulled it back waiting to see if it would happen again.  When it didn’t he let it go, watching as it stuck in the target on the outer edge.
 
                 The other three had already gone onto the wrestling match; he walked over to the makeshift ring.  Master Olman was standing at the ready already having dispatched a half a dozen others.
 
                 Roland took his stance and the match began, the moment they locked arms he could feel Master Olman’s strength, at the same time he felt something growing within his own arms, a power he had never felt before.  Without thinking he fell backwards to the ground pulling Master Olman up over the top of him.  Lifting his leg he placed it in the center of his chest and pushed him over and out of the ring.
 
                 He laid there his arms out to his sides breathing heavily, wondering what had just happened.  Almost out of a haze he heard clapping and shouting, nobody had ever mastered the wrestling.  He stood up and walked past the finish line in a daze, still not sure what had happened or what was going on.  He was brought out of the daze abruptly as Ty’s big hand came down on his back.  He congratulated him, thinking for sure that it would win him the prize.
 
                 In contrast to the women's idea of the obstacle course, the men found their own way to test the eligible women's skills. They requested a cooking contest.  The young women would make the food for the final feast, and before the dinner was served, the young men who ran the obstacle course whether they finished or not, were the first ones to taste the food.  This gave them an idea of who to look for at the dance.
 
                 At last the competitions were over and evening was setting in.  The lamplighter's set about lighting the streets of the small village, and the young men set about tasting the food from the cook off.  Everybody in town was full of joy, some because of the great brandy and ale that accompanied many of the day's events.
 
                 The wind seemed to pick up a little, blowing a little cooler with the smell of snow and the crispness of the approaching winter.  The great dance came next, everybody enjoyed this time of celebration, a kind of way to prepare for the doldrums and long winter months ahead.  The last dance of the night was the courtship dance, one that some dreaded with a passion.
 
                 "So Roland, what's it going to be?  Are you going to join in or not?" his father asked.
 
                 "I don't think so.  Like I said before I really don't think I am ready for this right now.  Besides if I run off and get married who will help you up on the farm, and with all the work that needs to be done?”
 
                 "Don't worry about me; you can always build a house up next to me.  Besides, I don't want you to miss out on anything; it's time for you to make that commitment.  There's nothing that says you have to get married tonight anyway.  It will just let people know that you are interested in someone, and trust me everyone will stop bothering you."
 
                 "If that's the case why don't you ask Margol?  I've seen how you look at her, and how she looks at you.  The two of you would be a perfect couple, besides you don't have to marry her tonight," he said, trying to hold back a laugh.
 
                 "Now listen up young man.  I'm not a young lad like you anymore, I was already joined and I'm not ready to forget your mother yet," came the reply.  Roland could hear the sadness in his father’s voice.
 
                 "Look dad, I know you miss mom.  I do to, but it’s time you find someone else, you need the companionship as much as anyone else," he said, with sadness in his voice, “Yes I like Margol she has always treated both of us really well."
 
                 "Maybe your right son, let's make a deal we will both ask someone to dance tonight.  You never know we might actually enjoy ourselves."
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                    he festival ended that cycle with great joy and celebration.  Both Roland and Joran had kept their agreement with each other and joined in the courtship dance.  Many of the townspeople were surprised when they saw Joran and Margol dancing together.  The dance carried on until early in the morning.  Eventually everybody wandered off to bed, there had only been two surprise weddings this cycle, and from that everybody seemed content.
 
                 It wasn’t until after the last fiddler had put up his bow that everybody headed for home.  Roland decided it would be the best for him to walk Bethamine home, while his father walked Margol home.  Ty had found himself a pretty little woman, the near cousin of the Taylian's who came for a visit.  He was otherwise engaged in entertaining her before she left on the morrow.
 
                 "Roland, how are you feeling? I know that you have been in the sick bed."
 
                 "I’m much better now.  Margol gave me some herbs the other day, they do seem to be helping," he answered, not knowing what more to say.
 
                 "Look Roland.  I know you are not ready for marriage, and I don't believe that I am either.  But it was nice to dance with you tonight, and I know it did make my mom and dad happy to see us together,"
 
                 "Yeah, I guess you're right, it was fun.  So tell me truthfully Beth, what do you see yourself becoming in life?  Are you planning on staying in Kirchwin all your life?"
 
                 "Well I really hadn't thought about it much.  I guess I will go wherever my husband decides to live.  Why are you planning on leaving or something?"
 
                 "I don't really know.  I mean at times I feel like traveling and seeing the world.  There’s just so much to do and see in the world, but I really don't know.  After all someone needs to watch out for my dad and help him out, you know what I mean?"
 
                 "Roland, let's not think too much about the future right now," she said, taking his hand as they continued on walking.
 
                 The moon was beginning to set and the first signs of dawn were beginning to show over the tops of the mountains.  The wind had started picking up a little more causing the clouds to move in and cool things down faster.  Old man winter was beginning to show his head and come out early.  With the cooler wind, the frost was beginning to show.
 
                 "Do you want to come in for a few minutes and have some spiced cider?  Maybe it will take the chill out of your bones."
 
                 "No, I better get back to the mill.  My dad is probably wondering where I am, and we will be leaving for home in the next few hours.  I still need to make sure that everything is packed and ready.  Don't worry Beth we'll be back down in a week or two and we can talk some more then.  Think about what we talked about," he said, giving her a small kiss on the cheek.
 
                 Roland turned back towards the mill and started walking.  The wind was picking up a little more, and it looked like there would be rain before the end of the day.  With that thought in mind he started running to get things ready.  He was sure his dad would be packing already trying to get moving ahead of the rain.
 
                 "Roland"
 
                 "What, who's there?" he yelled, thinking he heard his name.  "Maybe I'm just tired, it’s been a long night," he thought to himself, now thinking it was just the wind blowing through the trees.
 
                 "Roland."
 
                 He stopped and looked around, "Who's there?" he shouted, aggravated now, "Marc, Jac is that you guys?" he shouted, thinking they had followed him to Bethamine's house, upset because she refused to dance with either of them the entire night. "Come on out, the jokes over," he shouted into the woods.
 
                 "Roland, I see you now, there is no running, no hiding I will get you," whispered the soft voice as though it was carried on the wind.
 
                 He began to run at full sprint now, not knowing who was talking to him and too frightened to care.  As he got closer to town he started to slow down, knowing that he had reached the safety of town. Rather than going to the mill he decided to go to the inn for some spiced cider, thinking that might calm his nerves down.  There was always somebody there that he could talk to.  He didn’t feel tired anymore after that run.
 
                 "Roland, are you feeling alright?" asked Mrs. Grady.  "You look like you've seen a ghost, and your all hot and sweaty, have you been running from something?"
 
                 "No, I'm just a little winded, the weirdest thing just happened.  I had just dropped Beth off at her house.  When I started walking back into town I heard someone calling my name.  At first I thought it was the wind, the voice was so soft, but then I heard it again, so I turned around and nobody was there.  Then I thought it was Marc or Jac, so I yelled for them, but nobody answered.  That’s when I heard this voice again, it sounded kind of like the wind itself was whispering to me.  It said, ‘I see you now; there is no running, no hiding I will get you.’  That's when I started running."
 
                 "Have you told your dad yet?" she asked with both excitement and concern.
 
                 "No, I came here first.  I was hoping that he would be here with the other men.  Have you seen him since the dance got over?"
 
                 "I think he went to walk Margol home, he might still be over there.  Why don't you run over and check, and if I see him I'll tell him that you are looking for him."
 
                 "Actually, I’ll just head back over to the mill; he’s probably there getting things ready to leave, thanks for the cider."
 
                 He took his time walking back over to the mill.  The excitement and fear were gone now and his body was beginning to tell him that it was tired, both from being up so long, and from the hard run he had done.  Sure enough when he got back to the mill his father was there, most of the items that were not sold had already been put back into the wagon.  They left the larger things that Master Pringlan, one of the town merchants had agreed to sell for some of the profits.
 
                 He told his father about the events that occurred in the forest that night.  After, he decided that before they leave he had better talk to Marion.  He wanted him to know so he could keep an eye out for any strangers that may be in the forest around the town.  And to let him know the next time they were in town if anyone saw anything.  Roland took the opportunity to go find Ty and see what he was up to and to let him know that they were leaving.
 
                 The early morning weather still held the smell of fresh snow; the breeze coming down from the mountains was cooler than it had been the last few days.  The clouds were starting to roll in and show the definite signs of the first winter rain.  Roland and his father decided to leave and try to beat the storm out.  To help on their journey back home Ty's father Master Loran loaned them two mountain horses.  
 
                 Roland took lightening, a smaller brown horse that was sturdy and quick on the run, Joran was given Pleasmon, a white horse with brown spots, older but still strong and sturdy on the mountain roads.  With these horses they figured they could cut a half day's journey out.
 
                 The higher they climbed in the mountains, the clearer the signs were showing of winter.  The leaves on the maples and hemlocks were turning beautiful shades of brown and oranges, with a hint of red every so often.  The pines and winter ferns held onto their beautiful greens as though in defiance of winter.  Most of the leaves were now being blown off from the stronger winds and leaving an elaborate painting of brown.
 
                 The grasses were also showing the signs of winter turning brown and patchy, as if in anticipation of being covered by the cold blanket of snow, finally giving them the chance to rest for the season.  The beautiful array of mountain flowers was changing as well.  The cooling season was one of Roland’s' favorite times of the cycle, when he could feel the change of the season and see the landscape become the vast array of colors.  It reminded him of the pictures his mother would paint in his mind as a young child, of the many wonderful places she said she had visited.
 
                 "Roland, let's see if we can't find some shelter.  The rain will be here soon and I would prefer to stay as dry as possible.  With any luck we’ll be able to get an early start if the rain dies down."
 
                 They found a grove of tree's where one of the large pines had fallen and created a nice cubby with plenty of cover.  The dead needles and brush would give some soft comfort for the night.  After gathering some dry wood for the night fire, they sat and ate, waiting for the coming storm.  
 
                 They could hear the low rumble of thunder as it bounced off the hills, giving it a deeper resonance, the rain started coming down, slowly at first, then picked up, the thunder now much louder and stronger than it had been.  At first it seemed to spook the horses but eventually they calmed down.  They sat quietly watching the lightening make its strips and fanciful designs among the clouds. Every so often a line would shoot down to the ground, as though aiming at something.
 
                 "Master, I have found him, he returns home, he will be ours," came the thought of the demon spawn that had been following Roland and his father back home. "Tomorrow night we strike, send me my army."
 
                 Roland woke in the middle of the night to the same voice he had heard before, wondering if it was just part of his dream.
 
                 "Dad, wake up," he said shaking his father from his sleep. "Did you hear that?"
 
                 "No, hear what son?"
 
                 "I heard that voice, I couldn't make out what it was saying, but I know I heard it," fear and anger rising in his voice.
 
                 "Look I know you’re frightened, a lot has happened, with your bad dreams and whoever it was that was spooking you last night.  But you were probably just dreaming, try and go back to sleep. We need to leave early to get home before midnight tomorrow."
 
                 Roland took his father’s advice and laid back down, however sleep didn’t come as he would have liked.  Sleep finally overtook him for the mere fact that he was exhausted.
 
                 Being a creation of the Legion, Marcolin did not need the sleep that regular people did.  He sat up the rest of the night watching Roland and his father, contemplating the great riches he would be awarded for capturing or destroying this young man.
 
                 The rain had stopped during the night, leaving the ground wet and muddy.  This made traveling that day slower, especially with the fresh mud and the colder winds.  The clouds remained preventing the sun from warming and drying the ground.  Fortunately the wind was not as strong as it had been the night before, but it still seemed to sting their cheeks and burn their noses when they breathed.  They both liked the smell of the morning after a rainstorm, the air smelled fresh and it made them feel even more alive.
 
                 "Roland, why do you keep looking behind us?" his father asked, curiosity getting the best of him.
 
                 "I don't know.  The last few days have just got me really spooked; I can't help but feel like someone is behind us, like they are watching me for some reason.  What I really need is good long sleep, maybe I’ll turn in when we get home."
 
                 Little did Roland know that he was being watched, but it was now time for Marcolin to go meet up with the army of night shadows that his master Maglon had sent to him.  "Oh what a prized night this will be for me," he thought to himself, "But I better not fail him, for death would be a welcome option to what failure would lead to."  If only he had followed a little longer he would have know the certain destruction that awaited him that night.
 
                 Roland and his father arrived home late in the evening.  Rather than putting the stuff away they put the wagon in the small barn and tended to the horses, giving them fresh hay and rubbing them down to get some of the water off.  After making sure they were settled in for the night they went in to prepare a small dinner before going to bed.  Both of them new that in the morning they would have a lot of work to do before the heavy snows hit.  The weather was turning bad again and they could hear the sound of thunder in the distance.
 
                 "Hold still, there's someone at the house," said Joran, grabbing onto his son's arm and pulling him back by the barn door.
 
                 Roland had to look twice to see the figure standing in the shadows of the house.  With the cloud cover the moon didn’t provide enough light to see by, the rain was now starting to come down in a light drizzle.  Joran could see the figure only for moments at a time when the lightening lit up the sky.  He could tell that it looked like an older man, possibly a traveler looking for a place out of the rain.
 
                 "Ho there," shouted Joran, "who are ye, and what do ye want good sir?"
 
                 The gentleman stood up and started walking slowly towards the two of them.  He seemed to be walking hunched over and with a slight limp.  Joran wasn’t going to take any chances, especially with how his son had been acting the last few days.
 
                 "Ho there," he shouted again, "who are ye good sir?"
 
                 "I am Maglin of Nomania," was the reply, stopping to quell any idea of danger. "I seek refuge from the storm, if ye all would be so kind as to allow me shelter this night it would be appreciated good sir."
 
                 "Very well then come closer that I may see thee."
 
                 The old man continued to come closer to the two of them stopping a few parsects away.  The faint light of the oncoming storm revealed what Joran thought, that he was merely an elderly gentleman.
 
                 "I seek thee no harm, as I said, I am but a weary traveler who has had the misfortune of being caught without shelter in a monster of a storm.  I only seek the warmth of a nice hearth, and a drink of warm ale to quell the chills."
 
                 "Very well then sir, may you find comfort this night in our home," said Joran, completing the formal greeting of the Nolarians.
 
                 The three of them went inside the house.  Roland set about preparing a fire while his father started making the stew for the evening meal.  He was still weary of the stranger, as at this point he didn’t trust anyone he didn’t know.  "Maybe he is the one who has been calling me, and following us up the mountain," he thought to himself.  He finally got the wood to catch and the fire started.
 
                 "Make yourself comfortable in front of the fire, it will be a little while until the stew is ready for eating," said Joran to both of them.
 
                 The cottage that Roland and his father lived in did not afford itself too many luxuries, as it was just the two of them that lived there.  They had a small wood table with four small wood chairs.  They were the first things he had learned to make.  There was a small sitting area in front of the hearth.  Roland slept in the small loft above the living space and his father had a small room in the back of the house.
 
                 "Maglin, is that your name?" Roland asked, taking his seat and offering his father’s chair to their visitor.
 
                 "Yes, and I thank you for your hospitality," he said, sitting in the chair and making himself comfortable.
 
                 "So where do you come from?  Why are you traveling this time of the cycle?  You know winter is upon us."
 
                 "Aye lad, I imagine you have many questions for me, but please do relax I bring you know harm," he said, patting Roland on the leg.  "I come from a land far from here, I am currently seeking employ.  I have been with many of the finest royal families in the world.  Now, I fear I am growing too old to keep them entertained."
 
                 "Entertained, you say, what did you do?  Were you a storyteller or maybe a magician?  All the stories say that the royal families from all the realms had magicians," he said.  Remembering the excitement of the first time he had seen one of the famed magicians when he was still in his first decmen.
 
                 "Enough of that son; please forgive him he is still young as you can see.  We don't get many visitors here, come now dinner is ready," Joran stated.
 
                 Maglin was a very powerful wizard in the Order, sent by the great wizards’ council to seek out the one who would be The Bringer of Light.  A wizard powerful enough to destroy all black magic as it now existed.  The prophecies foretold of a youth of great power.
 
                 It was told of a young man that would be strong enough to control the Tower of Brenkels.  He knew that he must find this person before the Legion did.  It was believed that whoever controlled this person would ultimately control the world.
 
                 Maglin could already sense the smallest bit of magical power in Roland, even though the young boy didn’t know that he possessed this hidden secret.  Many people had held the keys to the power of the Creator.  It was given to them to aid all creatures, but all too often with this power came wide destruction.  Over time many had forgotten how to tap into this great power.
 
                 After dinner was over Roland decided that he was going to sleep for the night, in hopes of getting a long needed peaceful rest.  Joran and Maglin sat down in front of the fire and took their timbl out for an evening smoke.
 
                 "Master, we are here, we only wait your command," cried Marcolin using the wind to carry his message back to his master.  The wind carried instant messages that few could hear and then only if it was directed to them, using this gave them almost instant communication.
 
                 "Wait; do not attack until they are both asleep, we want this to be a surprise.  Remember to bring me the boy, unharmed if possible, but if he is to powerful for you to take, destroy him."
 
                 "Yes my master."
 
                 The two men sat and visited until late into the night, Joran's curiosity of the outside world getting to him.  He also wanted to know if he had any information about the events that were possibly leading up to the war.  Both men finally decided it was time to turn in; there was still a lot of work to do in the morning.  
 
                 Before they went to bed Maglin asked Joran if he could stay around for a few days.  With the hope of getting some rest and letting the rains abate a little more before continuing his journey.
 
                 "Quiet now, it’s time," said Marcolin in his raspy muffled voice, "wolves and hawks you go first; find him and tell me where he is."
 
                 The creatures were the quietest of the group able to move with little to no noise, they quickly went to search the house.  The wolves used their ability to see in the dark to look into the house on the lower floors.  It was a hawk that caught the first sign of Roland sleeping in the loft.  They all quickly returned to their leader to report.
 
                 "Now, go Black Knights bring me the boy."  At his command the black knights moved in for the attack.  The black knights were a creation of the Legion, given the power to blend into their surroundings so quickly that they seemed to be invisible.  With this ability they could quickly move and strike with deadly accuracy.
 
                 Maglin woke suddenly; he sensed that one of his magical wards had been severed.  He quickly moved to the window to see outside, there didn’t seem to be any movement.  Knowing that only something that was created by the Legion could sever a ward like that, he knew something was out there.  He quickly called on the power of the wind, with that he would be able to sense even the smallest of changes in the wind currents.
 
                 "Joran, Roland, wake up," called Maglin, "don't light any lamps, but please hurry come in here."
 
                 "What's going on?" both of them asked almost at the same time, while trying to get the sleep out of their eye's.
 
                 "There's something out there," he said, "I can't see them, but I know they are there."
 
                 The black knights didn’t move quickly on the approach, avoiding any unnecessary movement that could give away their position before an attack.  Once they felt they were within striking distance that the victim couldn’t defend themselves, their attack became swift and deadly
 
                 When they were within range Maglin could sense their air currents, giving off a stench of the Dark Lord and use of black magic.  He knew instantly that they were black knights.  He thought that they were sent to kill him, he was sure the Legion knew that he was the one sent from the Order to find the bringer of light, and finally they had found him.
 
                 Joran and Roland quickly went out the back door running for the forest, hiding in the shadows of the night.  They felt fortunate for the clouds that were covering the moon, giving them all the more advantage of escape.
 
                 "Roland, Maglin are you two okay?" asked Joran, out of breath from the run.
 
                 "I'm fine, what's going on here?" Roland asked, scared and out of breath.
 
                 "Maglin, where are you, are you okay?  Son, did you see him come out of the house?"
 
                 "No, I.. I thought he was right behind me."
 
                 Just then they saw the brightest light either of them had ever seen hit the ground in front of their house, shooting rocks and debris in all directions.  Simultaneous with the light was an ear splitting sound that shook the entire ground, knocking both of them to the ground, forcing them to cover their ears from the pain.
 
                 "What was that?" shouted Roland, hardly able to even hear himself.  "It looked like a bolt of lightning."
 
                 Both of them decided to run back to the house to see what had happened to Maglin.  When they started running they saw giant balls of flames flying toward the forest in all directions, seeing this spurred the two men to run faster.  They knew this was not natural.  When they got back into the house Joran made his son go up to the loft and hide.  He ran to the back of his room and opened his footlocker.  
 
                 Buried in the bottom was the sword that he carried with him in the regime.  It had been blessed by his wife who was a sorceress with a power to protect him in battle.  After he pulled it out he ran out front to find Maglin.  He saw that he was the one throwing the fire balls from his hands and calling lightening down to strike some unseen object.  He stood there in fear and amazement for a few minutes, watching as the old man worked his magic, not until he heard his son cry out was he broken from his trance.
 
                 While Joran and Maglin were out front, a few of the black wolves entered the house through the back door.  Finding Roland’s' sent they made their way up to the loft.  Roland frightened from all that was happening had climbed up into the rafters of the house and tried to keep quiet.  He froze when he heard something coming up the ladder to the loft.
 
                 At first he thought it was his father, but it was taking whatever it was too long to get up.  When the first wolf showed its head above the floor Roland screamed out in fear, hoping that his father would hear him.  Thinking he could escape by going out the window onto the roof he started making his way over to it.  When he looked outside and saw a large hawk sitting in front of the window, waiting as though it would kill him if it had the chance.  He took one look at the large razor sharp talons and decided to just wait and scream for help.
 
                 When Joran got back into the house he froze in his tracks, seeing three large black wolves making their way up the ladder.  Shock of what was going on quickly diminished when he realized that his son's life was in danger.  He ran at all three wolves screaming.  The wolf on the bottom saw its attacker and quickly jumped from the ladder, after it regained its balance it lunged towards Joran with all its force.
 
                 Joran quickly jumped to the side and brought his sword down on the back of the wolf, he knew he had made contact when there was a strong pull back.  He turned to see that the wolf had a large slice cut through his middle now lying dead on the floor.
 
                 The other two wolves had already made it up the ladder and into the loft where he could hear his son yelling for help.  He quickly climbed the ladder and caught the wolves off guard.  He attacked them from behind killing the second one with a clean strike to the neck, taking the head off with a single blow.
 
                 The last wolf sat ready to attack with its teeth bared.  Joran heard a low growl come from the wolf’s throat a moment before it sprung in a deadly attack, biting and clawing to get to his neck.  The wolf hit him with a strong blow, pushing him back with more force than he had anticipated.  When it hit him he dropped his sword to protect his face and throat from the razor sharp teeth.  He knew that if the wolf got a hold of his neck he wouldn’t have a chance.
 
                 Fighting in this style was difficult for him; the wolf had gotten on top and was now biting and clawing his body.  His arms were getting tired and he was about to give up when the wolf suddenly went limp and fell on him.  He looked up to find his son standing over the wolf, his face as white as fresh fallen snow.  He was slowly backing up with his father’s sword in hand, now dripping with the fresh drawn blood of the wolf.
 
                 Outside Maglin had destroyed all the black knights, the only creature that survived was the black hawk, it alone carried the message back to Marcolin who now sat and waited on the edge of the forest.  After seeing the lightening and the fireballs he thought to himself, this cannot end well.
 
                 When Maglin walked back into the house he saw the dead wolves lying on the floor and immediately took them outside and burned the bodies to keep their evil from taking hold in the house.  He knew that even after a creature of the Legion is dead it still holds the power of the black magic that was used to create it.  Joran and Roland took the opportunity to sit.  Both were in shock at what had just happened in their home.
 
                 "What was that, that just happened?" asked Joran, wandering around the room still in shock.
 
                 "That I'm afraid to say, were some of the black knights, I'm afraid they were after me, I do apologize for bringing them here," stated Maglin, sadness on his face and in his voice.
 
                 "Why are they after you, and who are you really?" demanded Joran.
 
                 "As I said, my name is Maglin, but in truth I am not a merchant, not anymore at least.  I am Maglin lon Wilian, wizard of the sixth house.  I am seeking new wizards for the sake of our cause.  I assure you that this will not happen again too you two, once I take my leave."
 
                 "Master Maglin, you're a wizard?" asked Roland, surprise in his voice, anxious to learn more. "You say you're out looking for new wizards? What do you mean, and, how do you know when you find them?"
 
                 "We have a way to sense the potential in young people.  We have a way to know if they posses what it takes to control the elements."
 
                 "Can you test me?" he said, full of excitement.
 
                 "Well I will need your fathers’ permission."
 
                 "Dad what do you say?"
 
                 "Yes, you may," he said, turning to go clean his sword and see what needed to be done for repairs on the house.
 
                 Joran knew deep inside that Roland would have what it took to be a wizard, after all his mother had been one of the most powerful sorceresses in the last four ages.  When they met he had been wounded in a battle with the Crioltian's, and the High Lord had a healer in his care.  He still remembered the first time he saw her, walking down the rows of the injured, some dead, others dying.
 
                 He had taken a blow in the chest from a battle-axe.  He too had been severely wounded and was dying, but she had compassion on him and healed his wounds.  From that time she continued to check in on him and a few months later they were courting, shortly after they were married.  He received many accommodations for his valor, and then was released from the regime.
 
                 "Now Roland, remember to just relax this will take but a few moments.  I will be doing all the work; you may feel a slight tingle go through your body, but do not worry, that is just the magical probe.  The only way to tell if you can handle magic is by letting the probe enter your very essence and read what it tells me.  Here we go, relax."
 
                 Roland didn’t feel anything different at first.  It was when Maglin started his soft chant that he could feel the slightest of tingling, as though his feet were falling asleep.  The sensation continued up the rest of his body, leaving kind of a cooling sensation as it passed.  When Maglin reached his mid-section, around his heart he stopped suddenly, with a stunned look on his face.
 
                 "Master Joran, can you please come in here," he called into the next room.  "Sir, your son indeed does posses what it takes to control magic.  In fact I sense it stronger in him then I have in anyone I have tested in a long time.  I'm surprised he hasn't accidentally done something with it."
 
                 "That doesn't surprise me Master Maglin, please sit down both of you there is something I should tell you," he said pointing to the table.  All three sat around the table and Joran began telling them all about Roland's mother.
 
                 "Son, it is time you know the truth, your mother’s name was Gwenlyn lon Olean, that was before we were married," he started. Maglins face looked puzzled, as though he was trying to remembering something.
 
                 "Gwenlyn and I met after I had been wounded in a battle with the Crioltian's, this was many cycles ago.  She was the healer to the High Lord.  We both fell in love quickly, and after she had healed me we left and came here.  We both decided that we would keep her identity from everybody.  The fact was she more than a healer, she was a sorceress."
 
                 "My mother was a sorceress?" Roland asked not believing what he had just heard.
 
                 "Wait," said Maglin, "that name I remember it now, she was the daughter of the Keeper of the Gate, and Possessor of Keys, but she left our order, so many cycles ago.  That would make him the heir to both callings.  That explains the great force he has.  More than that, I think he may be the one I've been searching for."
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 4
 
    [image: ]The Adventure Begins
 
    
 
                 aster Joran, if it’s okay with Roland, I would like to take him back with me to the house of learning.  If he is who I think he is, then he must be trained and become a wizard."
 
                 "That decision is up to him.  I’ll support whatever decision he makes," said Joran, looking at his son in wonder.  "What could he possibly be?" he asked himself.
 
                 "Master Maglin, can I have a little while to think about it?" Roland asked.
 
                 "Yes, a day or so but if you are to go with me we must hurry, I’m afraid there is little time for what must be done."
 
                 The sun was now starting to raise, day's first light showing over the crest of the mountains.  All three men were extremely tired from what had transpired during the night.  They decided to sleep for a few hours before starting the necessities of the small farm.  Roland didn’t go to sleep easily.  He could still remember the look in the eyes of the hawk that had been outside his window, it looked like it was preparing to kill him.
 
                 Aside from that, his whole world had been turned upside down.  The thought of leaving home with this stranger was scary.  Although he did save their lives he didn’t like the thought of leaving his father to care for the farm and the work by himself.  Eventually sleep did come, and for once he slept with no dreams that he could remember.
 
                 Joran lay in bed contemplating what had just happened.  Now with Maglin's request to take Roland; he wasn’t sure what to do.  He knew that if his son were important to this guy, then the dreams he had been having had some meaning to them.
 
                 “What if the attack that had happened that night wasn’t meant to kill Maglin, instead to kill his son,” he thought.  He knew there would be no way he could protect the both of them if they came again.  "Blessed be the light, that Maglin had come that day," he said to himself.
 
                 All three men slept well into the day.  When they woke up the sun had already crossed the mid-day apex, starting for early evening.  Joran and Roland started to clean out the cart and take care of the animals.  They decided that they would take it easy for the day and only do the chores that had to be done to keep the animals safe and healthy.
 
                 Maglin stayed at the house with them, constantly watching Roland for any signs of magic.  Roland thought at times the old man must be crazy because it looked as though he was talking to himself.  The next few days passed catching up on the work that needed to be done before the heavy part of winter came.  All the while Maglin was talking Roland into leaving with him, and shortly at that.
 
                 "Dad, can we talk?"
 
                 "Yes son, what's on your mind?"
 
                 "I've been thinking a lot about what Maglin has told me, about becoming a wizard.  I do want to go learn, but I'm afraid to leave you and the house.  I mean who will keep you company and help around the farm and in the shop?"
 
                 "Oh son, your Mother would have been very proud of you.  I understand this is something that is very important for you; it may even help you to learn more about your mother.  She was always better at giving people advice than I am.  But all I know son, is you need to follow your heart.  Our lives are not much different from these leaves, at first we try to hold on strong to what we believe will give us life and all we know.  In truth their real adventure begins when they let go, and let the wind carry them where it wills, and in doing so possibly giving new life to itself."
 
                 Three days later Roland and Maglin set out on a new adventure.
 
                 "Master Maglin, can we please go into town before we leave.  I want to say goodbye to a friend of mine, you know so he knows that I'm leaving and that I'll be okay."
 
                 "Yes, but as I said we must hurry we can only stay a short time; we have a long way to travel.  I still have so much to teach you before we reach our destination."
 
                 "Thank you.  By the way, where are we going?"
 
                 "Some place special.  You will see when we get there; we don’t speak much about it for fear of evil coming upon us."
 
                 The two men traveled back into Kirchwin on the horses that Master Loran lent them for their return home.  The snow had started falling, leaving a small blanket on the ground.  Only the strongest of spring flowers were showing through.  The wild winter roses were now in full bloom, and would be until the heavier snowfalls came.  
 
                 The wind was still blowing, as it always did in the mountains.  It was a gentle breeze.  Both men had dressed in some sturdy clothes for the trip.  The longer thicker wool cloaks helped to keep the winds and snows from reaching into their bones.
 
                 The trip took two days to make, a bit longer than normal.  They had to take it slow because Maglin didn't know the mountain trail, and was afraid of falling from the mud as the snow melted a little.  When they got into town the moon was just passing high apex and was now descending.
 
                 They went to the mill to find the family asleep.  Because Ty was the only boy in the family he got his own sleeping quarters.  Roland knowing where this was woke him by tapping on the window.
 
                 "Roland, what are you doing here, and at this hour of the night?" he asked, wiping the sleep from his eyes.
 
                 "There's no time, can you come out to the barn for a few minutes?  I need to talk to you."
 
                 "Yeah, I'll be out in a minute, let me put something warmer on."
 
                 "What are you going to tell him?" asked Maglin, while they walked to the barn.
 
                 "Just that I need to leave for a while, I don’t want anyone to worry.  I also want to see if someone could check on my dad in a few days, you know to see how he is doing."
 
                 The barn door squeaked a little on its rusty hinges when they opened it.  It was considerably darker inside until Maglin produced a small flame that seemed to dance above his hand.  Roland quickly grabbed a lantern, which Maglin lit then let the flame disappear from his hand.  Roland was still amazed at what he saw.  Ty came into the barn as Maglin and Roland were getting comfortable.
 
                 "Roland, do mind telling me what this is all about now? And who is this?"
 
                 "Ty sit down please, this is Maglin.  I guess you could say he is an old friend of my mother.  I just wanted to let you know that I'm.. well I'm leaving for a while.  He is going to take me to meet some other people that knew my mother.  I'm hoping to learn some more about her.  I just thought you needed to know, and to ask if you could make sure somebody checks in on my dad in a few days."
 
                 "What do you mean you’re leaving?  Where are you going?  When will you be back?" he asked.  Feeling confused and hurt that his best friend was leaving to the creator knows where, and for how long.
 
                 "Look Ty, I have to do this, I hope you understand, I’ll come back as soon as I can.  As for where I'm going I can't tell you, well because I don't know myself yet,” he said looking at Maglin.  “Maglin say's I have to wait to get there before I’ll know."
 
                 "You mean to tell me your running off with a stranger, and you don't know where to?"
 
                 "Yeah, that's about it."
 
                 "Well then, I'm coming with you."
 
                 "No. You can't, who will help your dad at the mill?  Besides we are leaving tonight, and you won't have time to tell your family goodbye.  I know your dad wouldn't let you go."
 
                 "Look Roland der Causland, I am your best friend, and friends stick together no matter what," he said angrily.  "There are plenty of young boys who need work.  My dad can take one of them on, as for my family, you said you'd be back, well I will see them again, I will just leave them a note telling them that I have left with you, but you can't stop me from coming with you."
 
                 "Boy's, please we must hurry," said Maglin now standing between the two of them. "I don't have time for this, son what is your name?" he asked Ty.
 
                 "Tylon der Loran, sir."
 
                 "Well then Tylon der Loran, you may come with us.  Only with the understanding that you are not to interfere with anything Roland and I do after our day's travels.  That means a lot of the cleanup work and camp maintenance will fall on you, can you give me your word on this."
 
                 "Yes sir."
 
                 "Then go quickly, we must leave before first light."
 
                 Ty quickly returned to his room and packed a few clothes for traveling.  He could never remember being so nervous and excited all at the same time.  He began to feel dizzy from everything but knew that he could not stop to rest.  He quickly found something to write with and left a little note for his family.  Letting them know that he would return when he could, but he had to go with Roland, as he finished the short letter he could feel a ping of sadness as he realized he may never see his family again.
 
                 The small party started out a few hours before pre-dawn set in, they traveled quickly through the woods.  Maglin knew they had to get far enough away from the town to avoid any early morning searches, especially now that Ty was with them.  The two boys started the journey full of excitement; this was the first time that they were leaving home.
 
                 The early morning was very cold with a light snow falling at first then picking up.  They traveled on foot, leaving the horses with Tys’ father.  What the boys didn’t know was this snow wasn’t natural.  Maglin had created to help cover their tracks by laying a thick blanket of fresh snow over everything.  It wasn't until well after first light that they were allowed to rest and eat breakfast. 
 
                 They continued until high apex before they were able to rest again and take their midday meal.  After which they continued until well after nightfall before stopping for dinner.  They made all their meals from dried sweet meats and vegetables that Maglin seemed to be hiding.  For the next few days they continued this routine until they came to a small town.
 
                 The town of Haversfield was a lot like Kirchwin, populated mostly by farmers and country folk.  When they arrived they were able to stay at the town's only inn, Eye of the Storm.  All three were grateful for the chance to rest and have a hot meal.  After they ate they enjoyed a hot bath and a soft bed which felt like heaven, after having slept on the ground for nearly a week.
 
                 Maglin woke them early the next morning.  He had purchased three horses from a local farmer to aid them in their travels.  They continued traveling for three more weeks keeping away from the roads and small farms they saw on their way.
 
                 "It's time to start learning.  You will need to know many things when we get to where we are going, please sit.  Tylon you will now need to leave us, please clean up camp and tend to the horses.  After that you may retire for the evening, this may take us awhile."
 
                 Roland and Ty looked at each other puzzled about what was happening.  They had been on the move now for just over a month.  Maglin seemed to be a different person today.  Most of the journey he had kept quiet, all but a few ramblings to himself.  Roland and Ty however were all talk, mostly about the great adventure they were on.  They wondered how they would be received when they returned.
 
                 Not everybody in town left on such a great adventure.  Ty stood up and walked back to where the horses had been tethered and started preparing them for the night.  He took off their saddles and packs and gave them a rub down, and fed them some of the grains they had brought.
 
                 "Roland, what I'm about to tell you is to be kept secret.  You can’t even tell your family or closest friends, even if you believe you can trust them with your life," he said, stern yet respectful.
 
                 "I swear by my own life, and the life of my father."
 
                 "Very well then; you must listen and pay close attention to what you are about to hear.  Any questions I ask, you must reply quickly and honestly, do you understand?"
 
                 "Yes."
 
                 "I told you before that I am a wizard from the Sovereign Order, have you ever heard of them?"
 
                 "No sir."
 
                 "We are the users of White Magic.  When the world was created we as a people were lost.  We had many struggles and a difficult time with survival.  The great creator saw this and granted a few people with the gift of magic.  The power was pure and elemental, to help with the survival of the people.  A few chosen from every race were called together and given this opportunity with a vow to use it only for good.  The power was based on four basic principles. 
 
                 First is Honesty, to be able to control the magic you must be honest at all times, this means to tell the truth as you know it, and to be fair to everyone.  Do not judge people for what they are, but for who they are inside.
 
                 Second is Integrity, you must have impeccable integrity, so as not to be influenced by the Dark Lord, for he too can control the elements.
 
                 Third is Charity, you will come to a time in your life when you must give of yourself freely.  Helping anybody at any time when they need it.  This may seem like a simple task, but let me warn you now, self-indulgence and pride are the greatest of evils for someone like us.  To give of yourself freely, in the end will allow you to see all that is good.
 
                 Fourth and foremost is Discipline.  Once you learn how to harness the power of the elements to the degree which can be done, it takes great discipline.  Both the mind and body must be disciplined so that you don’t take on too much power, and to know when and how to use it.  This is the hardest thing to learn, because if people know who we are they will be tempted to find ways to make us abuse our abilities for their own gain.
 
                 Remember these words that I have told you this night, for they are what will control your life from this time forth.  Do you have any questions about what you are about to take upon yourself?"
 
                 "Not at the moment, that is a lot to remember, so when do I start learning?"
 
                 "Have patience; remember to start disciplining yourself now in self control."
 
                 The conversation lasted a little longer, but both were tired so they decided to retire for the night.  The next few days they were unable to travel very much because of heavy snows.  They had been traveling in a south easterly direction and the snow began to come faster and thicker.  Fortunately they were traveling on the horses or they would already be up to their wastes.  They found a cave to rest in for the next few days as the heaviest of the snows continued to come down.
 
   *      *       *
 
                 "Master I have failed you, the boy has gotten away and he lives," whimpered Marcolin.
 
                 "Indeed, what happened?  He was a young boy, with no knowledge of magic, or so you told me,” replied the dark voice, penetrating into Marcolins’ mind, tormenting him.
 
                 "He.. He had no knowledge; there was someone else with him.  All I know is whoever it was that was with him controlled the magic."
 
                 "Very well then maybe I shall let you live to serve another day, please sit and have a drink."
 
                 "Thank you master," he said.  
 
                 As he took his seat the floor beneath him opened, dropping him into a dark cavern.
 
                 "Well that was a waste of a slave now wasn't it," came a voice from the shadows of Maglons throne room.
 
                 "He was a waste, and now he will have time to think of his failure for a very long time.  This is a secret that only two people know of now, it is a hole in time, or better said, a place where time forgot.  It has no end that I know of, and because time forgot this forsaken hole, time does not pass as we know it.  So as I said he will have a very long time to think of it.  He will wait until the Dark Lord decides he is ready to take the miserable soul of the man."
 
                 "What is it you would have me do now father."
 
                 "Apparently, he has been found by the Order.  Assuredly he is now under their protection; however we must find him, before he goes into hiding.  I leave it to you my child, find him and bring him to me by any means that you must.  Preferably alive, but if dead we can still consecrate his body to the Dark Lord, he can still serve his purposes."
 
   *      *       *
 
                 "We’ll stop here for a few days,” Maglin said, “Roland, the next few days are going to be difficult for the two of us.  Tylon, from you we will need complete silence; we need to be undisturbed.  I am leaving you in charge of taking care of the animals as well as the camp, do you both understand me?"
 
                 "Yes sir," they both replied.  Both had grown used to Maglin being short with them, each night he would take Roland just outside the camp and teach him.  He was helping him to remember all the important information he needed to know.
 
                 "Tell me what are the five elements of magic, and what do they stand for."
 
                 "Earth is the essence of all that grows; with it a wizard can bring new life to the driest of ground.  With magic it can be altered to destroy living things as well.  I vow to never use it to destroy innocent lives, and to protect mother earth.
 
                 Fire, friend and foe as it gives us heat, but it can also destroy what has been created.  With it a wizard can cleanse a person or the earth giving way for new life to form.  It is the key element of magic to heal, for with fire comes purification, and with purification comes healing.  I vow to never use it to destroy but only for the purposes of good.
 
                 Wind, with this a wizard can assist in the toughest of tasks.  Wind appears to be the lightest, but it is deceitful because it is the strongest.  I vow to use wind with caution, for I know it can destroy, and even the smallest of creatures depends on wind, as do I.
 
                 Water, this is a cleanser like fire, and creator like earth.  It is also a way to look into the soul of a person, to find their true appearance.  Water can be a barrier for we cannot survive in it long as the creatures of the sea do.  I vow to treat water with the respect it deserves, for it can kill.
 
                 Probability is the strongest of powers.  It can bring the past to life, and bringing the future to pass.  To change an item with this is to change the destiny of all who it touches.  I vow to protect myself from probability and all that is associated with it, if I use it, it is only for the purpose of learning."
 
                 "Very good, tonight we’ll be doing something new.  Each person has a personal element with which they are tied to, and generally this will be their strongest element of magic.  Most people are tied to the physical elements, very few to probability.  Tonight we will test you for this.  This exercise will take a great deal of your strength and much patience.  To begin you must find your center, the very core of your personal essence.  You will know when you find it when you can feel nothing around you.  You will feel as though you are one with all the elements.
 
                 Once you have reached this stage, you will feel a pull; you must follow this feeling with your mind.  It may feel like you have been gone for many hours, however you may only be gone but a few moments.  Also there is something very important to remember.  Anything you see or hear while in this trance you must try to remember.  It’s usually something very important for your own future.  Do you understand?"
 
                 "Yes, I believe so," he said, reluctant to try.
 
                 It took him about a half an hour to finally get his nerves calmed down enough to concentrate on what he was going to do. He sat there with his eyes closed trying to concentrate before he started to feel the calm and peace inside.  There was a sense that someone was there to guide him, even though he couldn’t see them.
 
                 He finally found his center, and as Maglin had told him, he could feel himself slipping into the elements.  It was the strangest feeling, loosing oneself in what seemed to be oblivion.  He soon found the peace that he was told about, and soon after came the small pull.  It wasn’t strong, nor did it feel like something physical, more of something pulling at the back of his mind.
 
                 He slowly opened his eyes and he was back in his bed on the farm the sun just coming over the mountains.  He thought to himself that he had just woken up from a dream.  When he got up he was already dressed.  He went out to the barn where he knew his father would be taking care of the animals.  He walked over to talk to his dad when he heard a women's voice behind him.  He quickly turned to see a tall slender woman, someone who looked just like his mother, carrying a small child in her arms.
 
                 As she walked towards them they started talking, she was bringing him their son.  For a minute he was shocked, they were talking about him, he felt odd inside and it scared him a little.  When his mother walked right through him as though he wasn’t even there it broke the trance he was in.  At that moment he knew it was not a dream and started to concentrate on where he was, he remembered Maglin telling him to follow the pull.
 
                 He never realized how difficult it would be to leave his family like that, but he knew he had to find whatever it was he was looking for.  As he turned to walk away the whole world spun, making him nauseated.  When it finally stopped he was at the town festival that had just ended.  He saw Ty and Bethamine talking, both of them seemed to be extremely sad.  There were traces that they had both been crying.  He decided to get closer to see if he could see what the problem was.  They were talking of him and his father, as if they were dead, killed by an attack from a pack of wolves.  He didn’t understand this; he and his father were both alive; they had won the attack.
 
                 He started to run trying to somehow communicate with Ty and Beth, the thought came to him that maybe he was dead and he just didn't realize it.  With that thought a deep despair crept into his heart, weighing heavy on his mind.  In the far reaches of his mind he knew it was not true, once again shaking off this new vision he was having.
 
                 As he turned around again, the world spun again, the dizziness brought him to his knees with the desire to vomit.  Once the spinning stopped he was in some place he had never seen before, it was a giant castle, made from beautifully crafted granite.  He decided to enter the castle now and use to the fact that nobody could see or hear him, he felt safe.
 
                 The inside of the castle was lit by giant lanterns hanging on the walls.  The tapestries were the finest that he had ever seen.  The floors were lined with carpets, and the halls were adorned with many fine trinkets.  He reached the throne room; the doors stood twenty partels high, arched at the top.  They looked as though they had been made from the finest of redwood trees, carved by a master carver.  The mural was depicting what seemed to be a great battle with the victor standing on a giant hill.  The looser appeared to be falling, the face contorted in what looked like the worst of pain.
 
                 The doors looked too heavy to be opened by a single person, but all that stood between him and entering were two guards.  Neither was wearing any armor, their clothing seemed to be made of fine cotton, dyed a crimson red, and on the front was what appeared to be a crest.  A man holding a scepter with a crown a few inches above his head, while he was standing there in amazement at the beauty of the place a small party approached.  The crier announced them as Prince Trention and the Lady Bethamine of Nevel.
 
                 He turned his head and caught a glimpse of the party that was now coming down the hall, walking next to the prince was Bethamine.  She was dressed in the most elegant dress he had ever seen.  Made from the most beautiful blue silk he had ever seen.  Her hands and neckline were traced in a white lace, the gown made to fit her body snuggly, with too low of a neckline for him.  But it did accentuate all her finer qualities, while masking any imperfections.   He was a little surprised to see she would wear something like that.
 
                 As they came to the door both the guards pushed on a single door, they swung open wide, with seemingly little effort.  He walked into the room with them, looking around.  In the middle of the floor was a giant symbol, an exact duplicate from the one he saw in his dream.  The room was brightly lit from the giant windows on either side.  The throne sat on the far side of the room; from the doorway he couldn’t see who sat on the throne.  He could see that the thrones were made from gold, embedded with many jewels.
 
                 The room was circular making it easier to hear any sound.  The ceiling was in the formation of a giant dome with a huge chandelier hanging from the center.  In the middle of the dome was the picture of a sun, also gilt in gold the reflection giving off the appearance of sunlight.  He slowly walked around the outside of the room, looking at all the paintings on the walls, most were of battles.
 
                 He saw all the people bow to the king, when they stood they heard a loud exclamation, "Long live King Roland, protector of the people," that made him stop.  He slowly walked in front of the throne.  He could not believe what he saw, sitting there on the throne was him, albeit a little older.  He walked up the few steps to get a closer look; he saw the scepter that was on the doors, along with the crown, which appeared to be floating just above his head.  He reached to try and touch himself, just to see if it was real.
 
                 The jolt that woke him up knocked him off the log that he had been sitting on.  It took him a minute to realize where he was.  He stood and was surprised that his muscles were tight and stiff; causing him to stumbled a little when he tried to walk.  When he got back to the fire, Maglin and Ty were sitting there talking, both jumped when he came into the clearing.
 
                 "I didn't expect you to be done so soon, you were only entranced for half an hour, are you feeling okay?" asked Maglin.
 
                 "Yeah, can we talk about what just happened?"
 
                 "Yes, defiantly, let's go back to the log," he said, getting up and walking back the way he came.
 
                 They sat down together for several hours, Roland told Maglin about what he had seen.  He was afraid that he missed whatever he was suppose to be looking for, or worse yet, that he may have to do it again.  That alone left him with a feeling of unease, possibly having to see himself again, not only that but his family as well.  Until that moment he didn't realize how much he missed his father.  After he finished Maglin sat there, it looked to him like he was thinking and pondering about what to say and how to say it.
 
                 "Well done.  I would have to say that you are tied to probability, in that vision you brought the past to life, saw a present that would have been probable, and a future although sketchy, still is very possible.  You don't remember why you were made a king do you, or over what?"
 
                 "No, I still can't believe what I saw; it still seems more like a dream."
 
                 "Now that we know what your strongest element is, we can start your training with actual magic.  Let me warn you, it will not be easy, so we shall only learn what you need know, and how to do it for the time being. 
 
                 Where we are going you will meet many wizards, trainers of our order.  They will teach you much more than you expect, the time will be difficult, but you will do fine.
 
                 Remember with wizards it is important to keep in line and to know the hierarchy and to be able to show proper respect, trust me you don't want to upset a wizard.  You will first be an apprentice, basically learning what you have already learned, only now you will be taught how to control more magic with each use.  As an apprentice you will also have many studies all under constant supervision from someone higher.
 
                 Once you have learned these skills you will be advanced to a patlin.  Although you will not have so many of the daily house cleaning jobs, your training will be intensified.  You will learn more about the elements and what is expected of you.  At this time you will also be given a few apprentices to supervise.  Remember we are teaching you how to help others; some skills are more easily gained than others.
 
                 The next advancement will bring you to journey status.  This is the most fun of the three lower ranks, at this time you will be given the opportunity to leave; you must then choose a destiny or quest.  You will be out in the world, exploring and helping all that you may, due to this you will have no supervision from the other wizards, so you must be very careful on how you handle yourself.  At this time in the learning there are some who choose to seek out the Legion to join with their cause.
 
                 Once you have proven yourself worthy, then you will be given the choice, to become a wizard.  This is the hardest to endure, not only because of the great stress and loneliness that it can bring.  There is an awesome responsibility that comes with this calling in life.
 
                 As a wizard you will be sent out in the world to find others who possess the skills of using magic.  I'm afraid to say of late there have not been many found.  At the same time you will be charged with finding any member of the Legion and destroying them.  If you train well enough you will be given some apprentices, and patlins to train.  As I said this is the hardest calling to be given in life."
 
                 When the two of them returned to the camp Ty had already fallen asleep, the fire was now down to ashes.  Roland put a new log on the fire and stoked the coals until a small flame caught and the fire was going again.  When he finally went to sleep the sun was on its way up, "Yet another short night of sleep," he thought to himself before sleep took him.
 
                 When he awoke it was well past midday.  Ty was up moving around taking care of the necessities of the camp.  Such as tending to the horses and collecting fire wood.  Maglin was sitting in front of the fire writing something in a little notebook.  He was surprised that the two of them let him sleep so long, even though it did feel great.
 
                 "Good morning Master Roland," Maglin said, putting his book away, "I trust you slept well."
 
                 "Yes, better than I have in a long time, thank you for asking."
 
                 "Rest well today; we will have another long night tonight.  Tonight you will learn the basics of magic," he said, "Tylon come over here please, I have something to show and tell the both of you."
 
                 Ty stopped brushing the horses and came over to them.  They followed Maglin deep into the forest, neither one of them knew what was going on.  Maglin came to a short stop, they heard him whisper something, as he did the trees began to move.  When they stopped moving, they saw a large clearing.  A few partels in from the tree line was a large lake, and in the middle was an island.  Sitting on the island was a large castle, made from black stone; it was hard to see from where they were standing.
 
                 What they both had noticed was that beyond the tree line it looked like spring, the lake was not frozen over, nor was there any snow on the island.  Instead it had the greenest grass, and most colorful arrangements of flowers they had ever seen.
 
                 "Tomorrow boy's we will go there.  This is our destination, The House of Learning." Maglin quickly turned back around and started to head back the direction they had come from.
 
                 Out of the corner of his eye Ty saw something moving, at first he thought it was just the wind, because there was no sound.  As he looked closer he could see the figure of a man.  He didn't say anything, but continued to watch into the woods for any other type of movement.  When they got back to camp he pulled Roland aside to tell him what he saw.  They both decided it would be best to tell Maglin, in case it was another attack from the Legion.
 
                 "Roland, Ty, I want you to meet someone, this is my guardian," he said, as a figure came into the clearing.  His movements were so careful and skillful, that if you didn't look right he would seem to disappear.
 
                 "This is who you saw in the woods earlier today Ty, you must have a quick eye to have been able to see him he is what we call a Grolian, a wizard protector.  All journeymen are assigned a Grolian, as a protector.  They are or were normal people, but swore an allegiance to a certain wizard, in return they benefit with a longer life."
 
                 The grolian didn’t speak much, just watching him made them feel dizzy.  He would take on whatever color that was behind him.  All that day all Roland and Ty could think of was going into the castle they saw.  That and the thought that they would at last be able to sleep on a soft bed instead of the ground as well as to have a hot meal and bath.
 
                 "Roland, it’s time to learn how to call the elements, this is something you will need to know before tomorrow.  So I'm afraid there will be little rest this night," stated Maglin.
 
                 He was excited for this, he had now been waiting over two months, traveling and learning the fundamentals of magic, but until now not able to call it.  Ty continued about his routine, he had gotten so used to of taking care of the camp.  The preparations were a little different today then they had been, on account that they were leaving in the morning.
 
                 "Listen well, for this is not to be taken lightly.  The elements are what control all that goes on in life, from the greatest creation to the least of all things.  When you finally get the spells down, you will be in control of these very elements.
 
                 Let’s start with something simple, we will call the wind.  You must focus on what you want to do, finding your personal center, but being careful not to enter fully as you did last night.  The true name of the wind is Polmo, when you find your center, concentrate and call its name.  You will know when you have been connected to it, now try it."
 
                 It took him a minute to find his center; it did come easier now that he knew what it felt like, as well as what to do.  When he found it he quietly whispered the word, "Polmo," just as the word left his mouth he could feel something strange, it was as though something had just connected itself to him.  It wasn’t heavy or feel like something physical, he slowly opened his eyes, seeing for the first time the strands of magic.
 
                 Never before did he feel so alive, so strong and yet vulnerable at the same time.  He could see the element of wind take a physical form in front of his eyes, slowly he held out his hand, trying to grasp on to the end of what appeared to be a cord.  When he finally got it the surge of power that he felt knocked him down.  He quickly lost his center and in an instant he was back in reality.
 
                 Maglin was just standing there looking at him, with a small smile on his face.  "So you saw it did you, very good, but you were not cautious like I have taught you, you tried to grab it didn't you?"
 
                 "Yes, it was so beautiful, like nothing I had ever seen before.  It felt like it was calling to me, but when I touched it, well you know what happened."
 
                 "Yes boy, like many things in this life.  Magic is alive, and with no power to control it, it can destroy you.  Next time you will learn to be a little more careful, the consequences can be much more deadly than that," Maglin said, a strong hint of caution carried with it.  "Now we shall try fire, this is stronger than the last so be careful, the true name of fire is "Shaleel," remember that.  Now find your center again and try it, I will join you when it is time to come back."
 
                 He sat down this time, afraid of what might happen.  He found his center and whispered the word "Shaleel," once again he felt the sensation come over him of being attached to something.  Opening his eyes, he saw the fire elements, it was not at all like he had imagined, rather than being a red hot flame it was more of an orange cord, waving smoothly at him.  He had the desire to reach up and grab the cord again, but remembering what had happened to him when he touched the wind, and the caution given from Maglin, he quickly put his hand back down.
 
                 Maglin appeared out of thin air, startling him a little.  He slowly walked over next to Roland just looking at the cord with him.  "My boy, this is the power of the elements, it’s a wonderful feeling to be one with them is it not," he whispered.  Roland nodded his head in agreement. "Let's go, take my hand, the first few times you disconnect yourself from the elements is a little difficult.
 
                 As they separated themselves Roland felt a little lost and disoriented.  He knew he was sitting when he started, but now he was a few feet away.
 
                 "That was very good you are able to learn quickly.  Soon you will be able to see what is going on in the realm of reality while you are still connected to the elements.  It is now time to try water, this true name is "Aqma," now try it.  I will retrieve you again when you are through."
 
                 Finding his center was easier each time that he attempted it, he still needed to close his eyes to concentrate when he started.  After a few short calming breaths he was able to find it.  Whispering the word that would connect him to water, "Aqma," he immediately knew he was connected and opened his eyes once again, there in front of him was another smooth cord, waving ever so slightly at him, this one a bluish color.  Maglin soon entered and took him back to reality.
 
                 "Very well done, now for the last one you will learn for now.  Earth's true name is "Teran," you know what to do now."
 
                 Quickly finding his center he whispered the name "Teran."  This feeling was different than before.  This feeling came from below making him jump a little.  When he opened his eyes this time he saw that he had been connected to the ground.  A brown vine came up and wrapped itself around his legs; he was surprised that he didn’t feel restrained.  Through this bond with the earth he could feel all the creatures that were on or in it.  He knew the ground was happy, asleep for the time below the snow.
 
                 When Maglin appeared he was a little sad to be leaving again.  The feeling of being connected to the elements was so peaceful; he didn’t feel any of the pains he had been.  By the time that they finished the lessons all three of them were tired.  They all decided to go to sleep, knowing that this was the last night they would be sleeping on the ground.  Neither Roland nor Ty slept much because they were excited to go into the castle.
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                     hat night felt like it lasted forever, when they saw the first signs of the sun coming up they decided it was time to break camp.  Maglin was just waking up; he too was in a hurry to get into the castle.  Having been away for such a long time he was anxious to meet some of his old comrades and find the news of the world from them.
 
                 They walked back to the spot where they had been the day before.  Maglin went a little ways ahead of them to open the protective warding.  Both of the boys were surprised to see the green grass and blue lake as they had the day before, now contrasting against the blackening sky.
 
                 When you looked at the shield you could only see a slight glimmer.  Roland picked up a small stone and threw it at the shield to see how strong it was, instead of bouncing off as he expected it to, it simply disappeared.
 
                 "When we enter here you are to remain quiet, I will do all the speaking.  Roland when you are asked any question, you are to respond quickly and honestly.  These men will know the true intents of your heart and the truthfulness of what you speak.  Be warned they will not tolerate falsehoods, and once you enter here there is only one way to leave, that is to complete your training.  If you do not accept the responsibility they are going to give you, then I'm sorry to say you will be put to work tending the house.  Tell me now are you sure you are ready for this, there will be no turning back?"
 
                 "Yes," they both said without a moment's hesitation.
 
                 "Rashness, that will quickly be resolved," he thought to himself.
 
                 Maglin took a few steps forward walking through the shield.  As he did it appeared that it softened and flowed around him like water, quickly solidifying afterwards.  The two looked at each other and together walked up to the shield.  Ty stuck his hand out first and felt the shield, at first it felt solid, but as he pushed on it the brick gave way.  He could feel the heat of the sun on the other side.  Surprised he quickly pulled his had back through.
 
                 "It doesn’t hurt, come on let's get in there, it’s warm and dry," he said, full of excitement.
 
                 He quickly walked through.  Roland took just a moment longer and decided it was time.  He wanted to know more about his mother and they had answers inside.  As Ty had told him, at first the shield felt solid, but it quickly gave way to let him through.
 
                 The weather on the inside of the domed shield was perfect.  There was a slight breeze, just enough to cool everything down while the sun shone brightly.  The lake that surrounded the small island was a clear blue; allowing them to see to the bottom.  They could see all the fish that were swimming, neither of them had seen that many fish in their lives.  The only ones they saw were dead that the merchants brought from the sea to sell, and then only rarely did that happen.
 
                 Yet here in front of them was a vast array of different kinds of fish, all with different colors and patterns.  Around the lake was a walkway, full of green grasses and beautiful spring flowers.  A ways down the shore they saw a small dock jutting out onto the lake.  A small boat was moored there with what appeared to be a small figure standing next to it.
 
                 "Come boy's it's time we enter," said Maglin, leading the way to the dock.  "Good seasons Master Jonan, how fares the travels."
 
                 "They fare me well as always, how fare you," came the reply.  Jonan was an older man; his hair was brilliant silver, a strong contrast from his dark tanned skin, probably from working many cycles out in the sun.  He stood tall, but when he walked he quickly hunched over, his arms hanging down to his knees.  
 
                 Although he looked misshapen, he had a distinct advantage when rowing the boat; they quickly got in and started across the lake.  Jonan’s arms were strong and built from what would have been many cycles at this task.  He was very proficient in his movements, taking strong pulls and gliding smoothly across the water.
 
                 As they were going across, the two boys looked over the side of the boat, amazed at the variety of fish that were swimming just below them.  They quickly reached the island; it was larger then what it appeared at first.  The castle stood in the middle of a large garden, surrounded by hedges that formed a labyrinth, and a wide variety of flowers and herbs.
 
                 There were people working in the gardens that laid just to the south of the building.  Most of them were dressed in plain brown robes.  A few who seemed to be teaching and giving guidance were in brown robes with white trim along the neckline, arm openings and the hem line.  The building itself was a wonder to look at, standing at best judgment nearly three hundred partels, with large carvings on all the walls.
 
                 Maglin quietly led the way through the hedges, indeed it was a labyrinth.  Maglin seemed to know all the shortcuts; he would say something and a hedge would open up like a door.  He took them in almost a straight path to the castle.  As they got closer they could make out the carvings on the walls.  They were giant murals, depicting a teacher with young students, learning how to control magic.  They could also hear the voices of those who were working in the gardens.  It was hard to tell which ones were male and female with them all dressed the same.
 
                 When they reached the front doors they were stopped by two guards, Maglin quickly went to speak to them, and shortly they were in the castle.  It was surprisingly bright inside; it appeared as though the sun was shining right through the stone walls.  Roland thought he could see movement through parts of the walls, but a closer look revealed there were windows lining them.  They were covered somehow to make the outside look like solid stone.
 
                 The inside was elaborately decorated with large rugs coving much of the floor with tapestries hanging along the walls.  They were quickly led to a large room, where they were told to sit until it was time to meet with Petron lon Bertimier, master of the apprentices.
 
                 "This place is huge; how come we didn't see it day's ago?  And who are all those people out there?" Ty asked Maglin.
 
                 "You are a curious one aren't you?  Very well sit down; it may be awhile before we are seen.  Those people are those who come to be tested of their own free will, but as I told you once you enter you can't leave without completing the training.  If they are found with no ability, we hire them as servants, they are happy for the most part; they get their room and board for working here.
 
                 The shield we walked through is what keeps this place hidden from the outside.  To anyone but a wizard it looks like a large field, for those who mistakenly wander this way we have set up directional wards that lead the people around the field.
 
                 The lake is magical as well, it is meant to keep those inside in, and those outside out.  Most of those fish out there will kill any person swimming, so I wouldn't advise it.  The castle itself was built for the purpose of training young wizards.  We have chosen this place because it was easy to conceal, and we needed a place to avoid the Legion.
 
                 The island is called Olental, after one of the founders of the house.  He is the one that gave us the idea of isolating ourselves from the rest of the world.  Thus there is only one way on or off of the island, which is by ferry, and you met the ferry master.  I will tell you this now; training to become a wizard is not simple.  It will take time and a great deal of dedication on your part Roland.  I still remember coming here when I was young.  The training almost did me in, aside from the chores that I was expected to accomplish.
 
                 Back then we didn’t have nearly as many servants as we do now, but I assure you we can still find work to keep both of you busy.  And when you get so frustrated with everything and you want to leave, be warned Master Jonan will not take anyone across without the permission of the wizards."
 
                 "Those people outside, that had the white trim on their clothing who are they?" asked Roland.
 
                 "They are possibly the only exception to our rule on leaving.  Each season we allow certain people in, under strict instructions.  Royalty is one of them, we allow young princes to come to us for learning, in hopes that they will rule with equality.  Many believe it is they who run their country, but it is not so.
 
                 The commoner has more control over a country than any other; they are the ones who supply it with money, food, and protection.  If a young ruler does not learn and understand this concept, then I'm afraid the country will quickly be destroyed, mostly from within."
 
                 "How is it that the commoner can control a country like this and not even know it?" asked Ty.
 
                 "That is something that will be learned here, others that are allowed for a short season are scholars.  They bring in the newest information from the entire known world, without them we to would lose touch with it.  They will be the ones who will teach you all about the world, while we teach you about magic.
 
                 The last that are allowed to come and leave again are religious men, they bring with them history.  They also are able to interpret ancient writings that are brought to us every so often.  They will teach you about the great creator.  We must always remember it was he who gave us this opportunity to serve others, and so we learn about him and are able to better serve him."
 
                 "Wizard Maglin," said a servant with a soft voice.  "The council has taken leave for the night; they send their sincerest apologies for having made you wait.  There have been accommodations made for you and your guests; if you will please follow me to a private dining room you will now be served."
 
                 The three of them followed the young lady back to the dining room, it was not small however.  By his best judgment Roland thought it was at least three times the size of the common room back at the inn in town.  A large chandelier a few feet above the center of the table lit the room.
 
                 On the table was laid out a roasted pig with steamed potatoes, carrots, and beats.  Next to each plate was placed a loaf of fresh bread and butter.  For drinks they were offered fresh wine or ale.
 
                 After having traveled for so long and living off nothing but dried meat a few vegetables and stale cheese, both Roland and Ty ate like kings.  After eating enough to feed a small army they were taken to separate rooms for the night.  Each room was roughly the size of a house, with a fireplace, wash basin, small reading area, and an oversized bed.
 
                 Roland had gotten undressed down to his underclothes, and was about to lay down for the night, excited to be able to sleep on a real bed for a change when there was a knock on his door.
 
                 "Master Roland, would you like a bath drawn before turning in?" called a servant from the hallway.
 
                 "Yes, that would be nice he said," caught off guard. "This is going to be great," he thought to himself.  A few of the servants brought in a large wooden tub and placed it in front of the fireplace; they quickly filled it with a few buckets of hot water and left the room.  He got undressed and got in the tub.  The warmth of the water quickly soaked into his bones and loosened his muscles.  He woke up a little later because the water was getting cold.
 
                 He got out of the tub and found fresh clothes laid out on the bottom of the bed.  He was a little embarrassed not knowing who had brought them in.  He got out and quickly dressed in front of the fire to avoid getting cold and then crawled into bed.  He quickly fell asleep covered by the warmth of the goose down comforter.
 
                 When he woke the next morning there was a tray on a table next to the wash basin.  He got up, dressed, washed his face and sat down to eat breakfast.  There was a large plate covered with spiced apples, eggs, potatoes, and a glass of chilled goats’ milk.  Maglin came soon after he was finished eating, Ty was already with him.  They walked down stairs and waited for their interview with the council.
 
                 "Wizard Maglin, Wizard Petron and the others will see you now," said a servant.  He led them down a hall to a set of large doors.
 
                 "Remember what I told you yesterday.  Keep your answers simple and direct, and above all tell the truth.  They will know the minute you lie, and do whatever it is they ask of you.  This will be your only chance at getting in," whispered Maglin as the guards at the doors pushed them open.
 
                 The room was large and beautifully decorated.  Along one of the walls were giant windows, the large ornate drapes opened wide to let in the morning light.  On the back wall sat a series of high back wooden chairs, from the distance they were at it looked like they were padded very well.  The room was surrounded by large columns carved from marble spanning almost forty partels high.  They seemed to glow from the reflection of the sun.  They stood in amazement for a second taking in the extravagance of the room.
 
                 "Wizard Maglin, please come forward," came a deep voice.  Roland had not seen the men come in and fill in the seats.  The gentleman sitting in the middle seat was the one calling to Maglin now.  Maglin walked to the center of the room and bent to one knee.  "Seeker what have you brought to us this day?" asked the man.
 
                 "Wizard Petron, I bring a young man to be tested in the power.  He shows great ability and now desires council with the masters," said Maglin, still on one knee.
 
                 "Stand and present your find," said the man sitting in the middle.
 
                 He got up and turned to Roland, calling him to his side with a node of his head.  Roland still in amazement at what was going on slowly walked over next to him.  Roland got down on one knee as he had seen Maglin do.  "This is Roland der Causland, son of Gwenlyn lon Olean, Keeper of the Gate, Possessor of keys.  He formally requests the opportunity to be tested for acceptance into training."
 
                 There was an audible sigh of shock that went through the acceptance council when Maglin presented him in that way.  There was a long moment of virtual silence, with only the slightest conversation between the council.
 
                 "Can this be; Gwenlyn left us near twenty cycles ago when she went to assist with the war," said Petron to the others on the council.  "If this is her son and if he can control magic then he may be the one we have been waiting for.  Let's get some proof and then we shall consider his request for admittance."
 
                 "Wizard Maglin, have you any proof of who this boy is?" asked Ylian, one of the council members.
 
                 "Great council, I have.  When I found the boy he didn’t know who he was.  It was his father that told us the tale of his mother, meeting during the Great War," he answered.  "He has been shown how to connect to the elements as all who are brought to be trained.  He did find his personal element, it is Probability."
 
                 "Very well then, we shall adjourn to discuss the chance of testing, please return to your rooms until you are called for again."  With that the council members stood and left through a hidden door behind the chairs.
 
                 "What was that all about Maglin?  You said there would be no problem with me getting in," said Roland, shocked at what had just happened.
 
                 "I really don't know.  The council usually accepts all that come to be tested.  This is the first time they have needed a meeting, let's get you two back to your rooms and I will see if I can find out what’s going on."
 
                 The three of them returned back to their own rooms to await the council’s decision.  This was probably the hardest thing for both Roland and Ty to do, sit and wait without anybody to talk with.  Maglin didn’t immediately return to his room.  Instead he went down to the great library to get some information.
 
                 The library at the house of learning was probably the second largest in the world.  The keeper of the records fell to an older man named Telm der Solmeran.  He had been the libraries curator as long as Maglin could remember.  Surly he would know if anything like this had happened before.  Telm was not a wizard, although he had come nearly ninety cycles back to be tested.  Back then there were more wizards around, and as a result only the strongest were allowed to continue training.
 
                 Although he was not allowed to continue testing he decided to stay around and learn all he could.  It had been nearly seventy five cycles since he was first put in charge of the library.  The library in and of itself was amazing to just look at.  The amount of history that it held was beyond ages.
 
                 Created to hold the history of the world and the dealings of the wizards, one could learn all there was to know, if only they took the time to sit and study.  Maglin and Telm were long time friends.  They had studied the great history of the making as well as all past prophesies from ages past.  For this very reason Maglin was on his way to see his old friend.
 
                 "Master Telm, keeper of the books, are you in here?" shouted Maglin, the call echoing around the great room.
 
                 "Aye, I'm here, there's no need to shout youngling," said Telm, walking out from behind one of the large bookshelves.  "Who is it that calls me thus?"
 
                 "It is I you old codger, Wizard Maglin," he replied, almost laughing.  "If I remember right I am no youngling to you good sir."
 
                 "Maglin is it, I remember him," he said looking up from his book. Seeing Maglin there brought a smile to the old man’s face.  With all the wrinkles it looked like a hundred smiles all at the same time.  "So it is you old friend, how is the weather treating you these days?" he said finally reaching a comfortable seat.  "Please come sit and visit with me for a while."
 
                 The two of them sat and talked for a few hours, catching up on old times, remembering back when they were younger and more mischievous.
 
                 "Telm, I have a very serious concern.  I need your great knowledge of history.  Today I presented a young man for testing.  He is the son of Gwenlen lon Olean.  When I told the council this they were shocked.  Rather than letting him test immediately they have called a special meeting to discuss his future.  Can you tell me has this ever happened before?"
 
                 "Aye, only once has it ever been recorded.  It was with Hernel lon Quintisar.  They could sense his power and were pleased thinking they had found the chosen one.  He was the son of both a wizard and sorceress so who better to fulfill such a great prophesy.  Alas they did allow him to be tested and he grew quickly in the power.  And we see what came of that decision.  My guess is the council can sense the power in this boy, and possibly they are afraid.  I know they do not want another incident like that on their heads," he said solemnly.
 
                 "Thank you my old friend, you have been a great help.  May the seasons treat you well till' we meet again," said Maglin, getting up and leaving.  The two embraced in memory of their long friendship.  Maglin returned to his room and waited for the summons.
 
                 Ty was feeling like he was going crazy, being locked up like an animal.  He was used to being outside working at the mill.  "This is crazy, why am I here?" he thought to himself.  He tried to sit and relax, but his body wouldn't let him.  He was pacing the room and talking to himself so he didn’t see the servant enter with a lunch tray.
 
                 "He is kind of handsome," thought Morlela.  She had come to the house a few cycles back as a promise from her mother for assistance in helping her father.  She was to work for four cycles, at which time she would be free to leave.  She had been there now for almost three cycles.  She enjoyed the work, the wizards were generally quiet, and most of the hard work went to the apprentices.
 
                 She guessed that he was only a cycle or two older then herself, and without many her age she thought he may be someone worth talking to.  "Who knows maybe we can become friends.  I know I could use a few," she thought.  She was so busy thinking that she forgot she had brought him his noonday meal.
 
                 "Pardon me sir; I have brought your meal.  Where would you like to take it?" she asked kindly.
 
                 He jumped at the sound of her voice, it was a pleasant one.  When he turned around he saw the girl standing there with his lunch try.  The brown robe she wore was pulled down over her face.  He would have to remember to ask Maglin why they did that.  He gestured to the small sitting table.  She walked over and set the tray down.
 
                 "Is there anything else you require at this time?" she asked.
 
                 "Well I could use some company.  I think I’m starting to go crazy in here by myself."
 
                 "I shall see what I can arrange for you," she said, bowing a little as she left.
 
                 He thought he caught a smile under the hood as she straightened back up.  "Oh it would be good for her company," he thought, as she walked out the door closing it softly behind her.
 
                 When she got back out into the hall she had to grab a table and sturdy herself.  "Does he have a great smile or what," she thought.  "I can't be thinking like that."  She had never felt something like this before, weak knees, sweaty palms.  "Maybe I'm getting sick, I'll go see the healer," she said to herself out loud.  But she couldn’t get the picture of his smile out of her mind.
 
                 "So what are we going to do?  The boy's mother left us all those cycles ago; she was one of the most powerful, and at such a young age when she was found.  That's why she was made the keeper of the gate.  Did anyone get a chance to probe him to see if he can wield the power yet?" asked Petron.
 
                 "Aye, I did do the probe, and yea he do hold da power.  Still locked inside it is but very powerful indeed," replied Terinal, "we must take caution wit dis un' in our midst.  As da prophesies tell us, da time is neigh at hand for da return.  Only da bringer of light can call all dat he needs tew da aid ov da world."
 
                 After several hours the council came to their decision.  It wasn’t easy for them to be deciding the fate of the world.  They decided to allow him to be tested and accepted if he could prove himself.  If they were right then he would be the means of success in banishing the dark lord for another thousand cycles.  If not, then the world was doomed to live in the eternal shadow of the dark one.
 
                 They called Maglin back into the summoning room to explain their decision.  They explained to him that in finding this young man it would be his responsibility to see that he understands the reason for this training.  And that he agrees to do as he is commanded.  He could see no problem with that.  He knew the heart of the boy from his conversations in their travels.
 
                 “Very well then send for the boy,” stated Petron
 
                 Roland was laying down thinking about how his father was doing now.  The winter seemed to be harder than he had imagined and his father would still be alone.  He sat up when he heard a knock on the door and a servant came in.
 
                 "The council will see you know," he said.
 
                 He turned and walked down the hall, Roland had to jog a little to catch up.  All the while he was walking he looked at everything he could.  He didn't know if he would be allowed to train, if not he wanted to capture all he could.  Thinking he would never see the inside of a castle again.  They reached the summoning chambers to quickly, the servant left as they came to the great doors, the guards opened them, taking for hours it seemed.  He was more nervous now then he could ever remember being before.
 
                 "Roland der Causland, approach and kneel," said the man in the middle.  "We the acceptance council have made our decision, we will let you be tested.  If you fail you will not be allowed to leave, if you pass your training will begin immediately.  Do you have any questions?"
 
                 "No, sir," came his quick reply.  He was using all his strength to keep from passing out.
 
                 When they offered him a seat he gladly took it and was able to relax a little more.  They asked him questions about his family and the town where he came from.  They told him more about his mother and the important role she played.
 
                 "Ever since she left we have not been able to find someone strong enough to take the responsibilities she had.  You have impressed us thus far with your knowledge of what a why we were given the powers over the elements.  As well as how our hierarchy works.  Maglin has been a good instructor.  He has told you the reason we must have order to overcome the chaos.  But now comes the greatest challenge, we must see how well you can control magic," said Petron.  
 
                 "Over the next while you will be tested in all the disciplines of magic.  You must show control or you will not be allowed to continue.  This could take days, some even takes months.  We know you can see the elemental power now we will see how you work with it.  You are prohibited to touch magic without constant supervision.  Because you have only seen the elements and not controlled them we will show you how to pass the power to someone else that you may accomplish what we ask."
 
                 He was taken back to his room where he found a dinner tray waiting for him.  He had not realized how late it was.  After concentrating on the interview with the council he could finally sit down and relax.  He thought after he ate dinner he would try and find where Ty was.  He desperately wanted somebody to talk to and help ease his mind a little and to help ease the homesickness he was feeling.  He asked the servant who had taken him back if he could take him to Ty after he ate.  Unfortunately it was later then he realized and Ty was already asleep.
 
                 He decided it was best to just get some sleep, "Tonight might be the last good night of sleep I get in a long time," he thought.
 
                 "I have found him master.  He sleeps within the dome, now what are we to do?" asked the Legion’s spy.
 
                 "We will watch and wait, let the sovereigns’ teach him, and then we will take him.  He will be the means of their own undoing."
 
                 "Ah, very well my Lord."
 
                 When he heard the last voice he saw a creature coming at him.  It was burned and scared, and when it smiled it looked like it enjoyed the pain of the freshly opened wounds.  He jumped in his sleep, waking himself.
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                      nce again morning came all too quickly for him.  His breakfast tray was already laid out for him with fresh water in the basin.  "I'm going to have to get up earlier to see who brings this in," he thought.  The smells coming from the tray were heavenly.  There were fresh fruits, hot muffins with honey butter, and chilled juice.  He dressed and ate not knowing what time his first test would begin.  After last night he was not so nervous about his testing.
 
                 The first instructor that he met was Alrien lon Tikk, the water master.  When Roland walked into the small office, Alrien stood to greet him.  He appeared to be a plump man, well fed and taken care of.  At second glace he noticed that most of his weight was in muscle.  He was a friendly man; offering Roland a seat, which he took gratefully.  He found that if he was sitting he didn't feel as nervous.
 
                 "So young man, tell me when you saw water the last time what was it like?"
 
                 "Sir, it was one of the most beautiful things I have ever seen.  It appeared to be like a rope of light, but made of something I had never seen before."
 
                 "Exciting wasn’t it?  Let’s get started now, you must find your center.  I will join you and together we will call upon the water element.  When we have it, I will take it and pass it to you.  In order to pass this you must concentrate to separate yourself and see into the world.  You will then be required to fill this pitcher with water.  You will be able to see the element as you command it.  Are you ready?"
 
                 "Yes sir," he quickly found his center, entering into the magical abyss.  Shortly after Alrien entered and walked over to him.
 
                 "Aqma," whispered Alrien.  Roland could see the element form; he was still amazed at what was happening.  Alrien reached out and held his hand over the light, slowly the blue mist that surrounded it was surrounding his hand.
 
                 "So that is how you connect with it, you don't grab it you let it take you," Roland said to himself.  Alrein touched his arm and motioned him to put his hand next to his own.  As he did he saw the element join itself to him, “This is amazing, it has no real substance, but I can feel it," he thought.
 
                 Slowly Alrein removed his hand from the mist and he could feel the power intensify once again.  After he had the slightest control, he concentrated on seeing what was around him.  While he held the power it was as though he was in his own world, everything around him was as bright as the noonday sun.
 
                 He finally saw the pitcher and took a step towards it, as he did his head spun and he lost control of the element.  The separation was quick, and he barely felt anything, but in an instant everything was back to normal.
 
                 "You held on for a while there, I'm impressed.  But you didn’t get the pitcher filled up, shall we try again?" said Alrien, now sitting in a chair.
 
                 They continued this exercise for most of the day, taking only a short rest to take lunch.  By the early evening Roland wasn’t sure he could do it.  He was able to take a few more steps with each try but he would still get dizzy.  To beat all with every step he took, everything seemed to slide further away.
 
                 "Wizard Alrein, how do I get to the objects, they keep moving further away?" he asked now frustrated.
 
                 "That is all in your own perception my boy.  You must find a way to bring the objects to you, remember that with magic not all things are as they seem.  The truth lies within you," he said.  "Now let's try this one more time, it is growing late and there is still much I must do today."
 
                 He had not thought of bringing the pitcher to himself.  He just wanted to get to it so bad.  After failing so many times, he realized that inside he felt the doubt of not reaching it.  That’s when it kept getting further away.  After he had control again, he focused not on reaching the pitcher but it reaching him.
 
                 With that thought everything flew at him at an incredible speed.  He flinched a little, but concentrated on keeping control of the power.  When everything was in focus again he thought of the pitcher being filled with water.  When he looked down he could see the first signs of precipitation on the inside.  He concentrated a little harder and soon it was full.  When he released the water element and saw what he had done, he was extremely excited.
 
                 "Wizard Alrien, I did it," he said, carrying the pitcher to him.
 
                 "Well done, remember what you have learned this day, you may now return to your room," he said turning and walking out of the room.
 
                 A servant came and took him back to his room where he laid down and fell asleep almost instantly.  He woke early the next morning before the servant brought in his breakfast.  He went over to a window and looked out over the island.  The sky was showing the first signs of morning.  It had been a long time since he had been up before dawn, so he sat and enjoyed the sunrise.
 
                 It wasn't long before there were people up and moving.  The first were what he assumed to be the apprentices, they were all about his age, mostly boys.  They were all dressed the same in what looked like brown leather pants and white wool shirts.  The girls were dressed in brown skirts with the same style of shirt.  They were hard at work preparing breakfast or working the grounds.  His breakfast arrived shortly and he requested a bath for that night, which the servant agreed to bring in.
 
                 He was called early that day by Ylien lon Wilern, fire master.  His study was not as elaborate as Alrein's had been; the only thing that stood out was the massive fireplace that seemed to take up most of the longest wall.
 
                 Ylien was an older man; at that time Roland had no idea that magic would slow aging.  He looked like he was eighty cycles or so.  He had lost most of his hair, but appeared to have stayed in good health.  When he stood up he surprised Roland, he stood a good two spans taller than him.
 
                 "Good morning young man, I trust you have found your visit pleasant," he said with a slight drawl.
 
                 "Yes sir, I thank you."
 
                 "Very well, let's get started.  As you were tested and hopefully learned yesterday to control water, today you will do so with fire.  Be warned it is a little harder, as people tend to shy away from this.  But if you embrace it, it will be your friend.  Now please take a seat," he said pointing to a high back chair.
 
                 "The most important step in controlling fire is to extinguish it.  Anybody can create it, but alas few can put it out.  What we do is absorb it into itself, essentially burning itself out.  Please find you center and I will join you, from there I will show you what to do."
 
                 After he was in his center he saw Ylien, who had already connected himself to the fire element.  He walked over to him and extended his hand out for him to join with him.  Roland slowly joined himself and felt a little bit of the heat from the cord.
 
                 "Concentrate, on me not on the cord," demanded Ylien.  "Fire is probably the most dangerous of all elements; it can kill the one it is attached to along with anyone around them.  This is the hardest of elements to control; at times it is as if it has a will of its own.  Tell me do you feel the heat from this?"
 
                 "Yes, it seems to be getting hotter, the more I think about it."
 
                 "Then concentrate on me, that heat is what will consume the body.  Now I want you to extinguish the flame.  With water you create, with flame it destroys.  We will start small; on the mantle is a candle."  As he was looking at it the wick started to burn with nothing around it.  He did not even see how Ylien had done it.  "I'm going to leave you with the control.  Now concentrate on that candle and focus on making the flame smaller, until it is nonexistent."
 
                 He did as he was instructed; he could see the flame shrink.  His only mistake was he got excited too quickly causing the flame to jump higher then he thought was possible making the candle melt away instantly.  He was frustrated with himself for that and cursed himself in his mind.
 
                 "You were showing great control, what do you think happened?" asked Ylien.
 
                 "I'm not sure, it was almost out, but then, well you saw what happened."
 
                 "You must learn to control your own emotions before you can ever hope to control an element.  Losing your concentration at the end is what caused that to happen.  Now we will try it again, but this time you will do it by yourself."
 
                 Roland took a few moments to calm down.  He was so angry with himself that he was afraid to be connected to fire, for fear of burning himself up.  After calming down, he concentrated on his center and found a focus point.  Ylien had replaced the candle on the mantle with at new one and started the flame going.  He slowly took hold of the fire cord and concentrated on making the flame smaller.
 
                 He experienced something new this time; he had been concentrating so hard on the flame that he thought he could see to the center of it.  There he saw the smallest of particles joining and separating, causing the candle to burn. He watched to see what was happening and found the combination that the particles were using.  Slowly he began to separate the particles that would join, and joined those that would separate.  In his mind he could see the flame getting smaller and smaller until the last particle was disassembled.
 
                 When he came out of his trance, he looked at the candle.  It had burned down more than halfway; he was surprised because he didn’t feel that much time had passed since he had started.  Ylien sat watching him from his chair, until he turned to face him.
 
                 "Very well done, you may have my blessing in training.  I'm sure if you pass your other two tests I will see you again," he said smiling, "you do remind me of your mother, she was as determined as you are now.  You may now return to your room until tomorrow," he said, standing up and starting to walk out of the office.
 
                 "Wizard Ylien, you knew my mother?"
 
                 "Yes son, I did, many of us here did.  I do miss her, I'm sorry to hear about her death."
 
                 As Ylien walked out the door a servant came to take him back to his room.  This lesson had gone a lot quicker then yesterday which allowed him some time to look around.  Going back to his room he met Maglin in the hallway.
 
                 "Roland I hear the testing is going well," he said in passing.
 
                 "Wizard Maglin, do you think Ty and I can look around a little, there is nothing to do in the room?" he asked.
 
                 "I'll send someone to show you around the grounds in a little while; right now I have a meeting that I must go to.  Please just go back to your room and wait."
 
                 They continued back to the living quarters.  Now that it was light outside he got a chance to see everything in the building.  They came to one of the largest rooms that he had seen in the castle.  Like most of the other large rooms it was circular, with a high domed ceiling.  The ceiling was painted, half to look like night and the other half as day.
 
                 The floor also depicted the same pattern but of flowers in bloom and grass growing in the light and snow and ice during the night.  Along the walls were four separate arched doorways, leading to separate wings of the building, above each was a stone carved from one of the four elements.
 
                 Walking out of the fire wing, directly in front of him was the water wing, the earth was to his right, and wind to his left.  He didn’t see the door to go outside until the servant opened it.  One thing that bothered him was not being able to find his own way out.  Back home in the woods he could find his way around at any time, but now he was in a strange place and not allowed to move around freely.  He kept wondering what these people were afraid of to keep him and Ty locked in their rooms.
 
                 They crossed a small courtyard and entered into the wing with the living quarters.  He was shown directly to his room where he was happy to find lunch had arrived.  After eating he found a book to read "The Rising of the Star."
 
   *      *       *
 
                               Ty was not happy with the situation he was in, for three day's now he had been stuck in his room.  He was growing extremely impatient, especially being able to see the nice weather outside and the people working out there and not being able to talk to any of them.  “That servant girl must have forgotten to ask them to let me out,” he thought.
 
                 He had tried a few times to leave but there were guards posted at his door, "What am I a prisoner, a common criminal?" he shouted.
 
                 "No son, but you should learn to control your temper, it could get you into trouble some day," said Maglin, walking into the room.  "I have arranged for you and Roland to get out and see the grounds today.  I do sincerely apologize for the inconvenience you have felt, but we must protect ourselves with the strictest of measures.  I do hope you understand."
 
                 With that he calmed down a little, they went to Roland's room and found him in front of the fireplace reading.  Ty crept up on him slowly and surprised him.  Roland jumped out of the seat as Ty started laughing, which was truly the effect he wanted to see.
 
                 "What on earth are you doing here?"
 
                 "Well it's nice to see you too, Maglin has arranged for us to go outside and have a look around, you coming?"
 
                 "Of course, I have been testing like crazy the last two days, and I need a break."
 
                 "Boy's this is Morlela," he said bringing in a servant.  "She will be showing you around the grounds, please stay with her so you will stay out of trouble."  With that he turned and left.
 
                 The two boys' were excited to get out; they acted like little children on the first day of spring.  Morlela had volunteered for this job, more just to see Ty again. By doing so she knew she would be up late to finish her regular duties, but at the moment she didn't care.  The three of them started outside.  The day was perfect; the sun was up with the wind blowing just enough to keep everything cool.  Ty imagined it was like this every day; after all, the place was controlled by magic.
 
                 The servants were tending to the grounds around the castle.  Off to one side of the island they saw a small farm where there were cows, pigs, chickens, and a few horses.  They took a walk through the labyrinth formed from shrubs.  In the center was a large fountain, the figure was a wizard holding what appeared to be the world in his hands.  The three of them had a nice conversation.  Ty and Morlela really hit it off; they talked about where she was from and why she was there.
 
                 The day was soon over and they headed back into their rooms for the night.  Dinner had been brought in along with a bathtub, there were a few large pots sitting next to the fire keeping them warm.  Roland ate and took his bath, after a long few days he slept like a log.
 
                 Ty was too happy to sleep for a while.  He had finally gotten out of the room, he enjoyed the walk outside.  Now he could not stop thinking of Morlela.  While they were at the fountain she had taken the hood down on her robe.  She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen.  Her hair was raven black and the sun shined off it like a beacon in the night.  Her eyes were an emerald; her skin was a light tan, probably from working outside.
 
                 It took him a while to relax enough to get to sleep, all night his dreams were with Morlela.  Roland had dreams that night as well, but none as pleasant as Ty’s.  His were dreams of a war torn country.  People dying by the thousands and he was not able to do anything about it.  He remembered it was a great contrast to his other dreams, where he was victorious in war, or when Ty was missing.
 
                 The next morning Roland was taken to meet with Brekon Lon Crol, earth master.  He was a middle-aged man, with brown hair, tall and slim with the appearance of a scholar.  His office was small and filled with a large amount of books.
 
                 "Please sit young man," said Brekon, "today we shall see if you can control the earth element.  You must understand this is the oldest of all elements as the earth was created before any of the other elements.  It takes patience to understand and to control.  I imagine it will take a good part of the day.
 
                 "You know what to do, I am already there."
 
                 Roland took a seat and found his center, there he saw Brekon waiting with the earth element.  Instead of surrounding his hand, he noticed that it was wrapped around his foot and leg.  He noticed that each time he was in his void, the real world and his new world would slowly combine.  He could now tell how the wizards would be able to control the elements and function in the real world.
 
                 "Take my hand and I will guide you into the power.  Like I told you it is the oldest and it takes understanding to control.  When you are first joined you will feel a great peace and have a sensation as if something is moving through your body.  That is the power itself learning you and your body, it alone will know if you will have the strength to control it."
 
                 He gave him his hand and he was slowly joined with the power.  Brekon was right; the element seemed to explore him a little at a time.  With each search he would feel a little closer to the earth.  He was finally connected and to his surprise Brekon had already released it.
 
                 "Now with earth you can control and accomplish many things, one of these is to create stone.  That’s what I am going to see if you can accomplish.  To do so, use this dirt that I have prepared.  I want you to concentrate on creating a brick that can be used in building a house."
 
                 It took him a while to figure out how to manipulate the dirt to do what he wanted it to do.  He tried to think of it as a brick, like he filled the pitcher with water.  When that didn’t work he tried seeing the particles as he did with the fire.  He was quickly learning that every element behaved in its own way, the key was to find how or what earth responded to.
 
                 He remembered that Brekon had told him that he needed patience to control the earth, so he relaxed a little.  The sense of learning came over him, as it did when he first made contact with the element.  Rather than trying to master the element, he was letting it teach him.  He gained the understanding that the earth changes itself, it can't be forced.  With this new understanding he sat calmly and waited with the thought of a brick in his mind and a desire for it to be formed.
 
                 It was amazing to see, the particles of dirt that had been piled in front of him most of the day, were now beginning to move.  Slowly they would join, starting at the base and slowly layering themselves.  It took several more hours of sitting in patience, focused on what the end result would be.  While he was so focused he could see the slightest imperfections in the brick, and slowly altering what he saw the end result was a perfect brick.
 
                 Roland returned the brick to Brekon who examined it.  He could tell that he had joined with the earth to see the very essence of the brick, to test for strength and imperfections.  He was pleased when Brekon congratulated him and was told to return to his room.  He quickly left and found his bed to be inviting.  Although he had been sitting most of the day he was mentally exhausted from the test and sleep quickly took him.
 
                 Morlela had received permission from the head mistress to visit with Ty.  She knew the girl felt an attraction for him, and not knowing how long he would be allowed to stay in the guest quarters because he was the friend of the new boy here to be tested.  Word had spread quickly throughout the house.  Everybody knew that the council was weary of the power of this boy, and if he failed his testing they would be sent away quickly and without word, at least that’s what they would be told.
 
                 Ty was surprised to hear someone knocking at his door so late at night.  He was almost ready for bed and found it bothersome until he found out who it was.  He was quite surprised to see her there at that hour, knowing of how early she would have to wake up too begin her daily chores.
 
                 "Is it alright if I come in for a while," she asked, nervous of his answer.
 
                 "Yes, please come in, here take a seat, would you like some tea or anything?"
 
                 "I'll have some tea, thank you."
 
                 They sat in front of the fire for a while talking and enjoying each other’s company.  Both had missed just being able to talk to someone their own age someone who understood how the other was feeling.  By the end of the night they were sitting closer together holding each other in their arms.  Not saying much of anything, just enjoying the quiet and the crackle of the fire.
 
                 Morning found the two of them still holding each other on a small sofa in front of the hearth.  The fire had long since died down and all that remained of the night were a few glowing embers.  Morlela woke first, a little disoriented as to where she was, a soft smile crossed her lips when she realized that she was still in his arms.
 
                 "It wasn't a dream then," she thought to herself as she carefully slid out from under his arm and watched him sleep a moment longer before he began to wake up.
 
                 "Good morning sleepy head," she said softly.
 
                 Her voice surprised him a little.  He was finally awake enough to see her standing in front of him, for him that was a great morning.  Before she left he had asked if she would be able to come back that night after all her chores were done.  He wanted to see her again and talk some more, or better yet just be able to hold her again.  She agreed to ask permission and walked out.
 
                 Roland knew that today would be his last day of testing, so far he thought he had done pretty well.  Even if he was not allowed into the training program he knew his life would never be the same.  That morning he was wondering how Ty was doing, having been stuck in his room the last three days.  He quickly ate the breakfast that was brought into him and prepared for the last test.
 
                 A servant came to take him to Terinal lon Jek, wind master.  He was surprised to find such a young man teaching and testing new wizards.  From his appearance he could not have been more than ten cycles his senior.  Reflecting his age was his attitude, very friendly and open, this was a change from the others he had already met.
 
                 "Ello'," he said, as he walked in to meet Roland.  "Oim Wizard Terinal, but eu can coll me Terinal, oi find it much mo pleasant."
 
                 He had to listen carefully because of his strong accent, one he had never heard before.
 
                 "Now let's see, what ave we ta do today?" he said looking around the room.  "Okay den, you know ow ta connect tew da powr.  Oi'll shew you when we meet," with that he saw him enter the realm of power, he was still there physically but mentally he was different.
 
                 "Very good, yew came quickly, oi see dat yu's is learnin quickly.  Tew be able ta pass dis test yu need ta carry a small object wit da wind.  Watch en learn."
 
                 Terinal quickly manipulated the wind and a book came floating towards him slowly.  When he placed his hand on it the pattern returned to normal.  "There is a litle more tew know on dis un; yew need tew cast a spell tew bring it to ya.  Da word is Begnin.”
 
                 Roland took the power from him and began to concentrate on a different book, when he felt confident enough he whispered begnin.  The power began to change.  Because he was concentrating on the book it went right to it.  Slowly the cord of power surrounded the book much like a vine surrounds a pole.  He was surprised at how easily it worked, the book floated through the air softly and when he touched it the power returned to its normal pattern.  He quickly left the realm of power excited at what he had accomplished.
 
                 "Very good," said Terinal a large smile on his face.  "I knew yu could do it, now go back tew your room.  Da council will be meeting dis afternoon ta see how well ya tested."
 
                 The rest of the day Roland sat in his room reading the book he had started.  It appeared to be a collection of prophesies about the bringer of light, it told of the power that this person will yield to destroy all known evil in the world.  They would also have the power to banish the Dark Lord for another century.  But to him it was more of a fantasy book to bring out his imagination, besides who would believe that one person could hold so much power.
 
                 The council met later that day to discuss the fate of Roland and his friend.  They could not dispute that he had passed all the tests to be admitted.  Now knowing how to connect with the power he could be more dangerous than before.
 
                 "Call Maglin in, he was with the boy the longest and maybe he will be able to help with what is to be decided," said Petron.
 
                 Maglin was called to the council room where he was able to discuss all that he had learned on the trip there.  They determined that Roland was no immediate danger to anyone.  Having grown up isolated in the mountains; his only care was for the welfare of his father.  He didn’t believe that Roland would or even could be a danger to anyone, as long as he was trained and taught about the Legion.  He could not mistake the attack the night he arrived at his house.
 
                 "It’s time to take a vote.  All in favor of allowing him to stay and be trained raise your hands," the count came in favor of him staying four to one.  The only one that was still skeptical was Petron himself, not having spent any time with the boy.  "Very well then on the morrow we shall summon the boy and make him an apprentice.  If he learns too much too quick we will meet again, we don't want to be wrong about this boy.  We do need to be careful."  With that done everybody got up and left.
 
                 "I will have to keep an eye on this boy myself," he thought as he sat there, still wondering if the council had made the right decision.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 7
 
   Apprenticeship Begins
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                    hat night Roland slept like a baby.  He knew he had done well on his tests, and when Maglin came in to tell him that the council wanted to meet with him in the morning, he knew it was good news.  He dreamt of home and being with his father, helping on the farm and in the wood shop.  He knew that it was just a slight case of homesickness and it would pass, besides he was about to learn to become a wizard.
 
                 Ty was happy that Morlela was able to come and visit with him that night, she was in a sad mood, and he didn't know why.  They sat and talked some more about what she was doing there and why.  Her father had fallen considerably ill a few cycles back and was laid up in bed.
 
                 With no sons to care for the farm the family was in dire need of help.  When a wizard of journey status came by, they asked for his assistance in healing.  They were a poor family, but proud and although they had no money to pay the wizard, they offered their eldest daughter to work for them.
 
                 It was agreed that when she reached an age to leave home she would journey to the meadow in the center of the forest.  There she would be taken to where she could work off the debt owed.
 
                 "Will you please tell me why you don't seem happy tonight?  Last night you were all smiles, and tonight it seems as if you are someone completely different?"
 
                 "You have not heard then," she replied.  "Your friend has finished his testing, it usually lasts a few weeks, but he learned in the four days.  That must mean he passed all his tests, or they feel he will not make it.  If that is the case tonight is the last night you will be here, for some reason they are afraid of him, and since you came with him they will send you away to if he is not admitted."
 
                 "Listen, everything will work out fine, they have to let him in.  Maglin said they would," he said, now upset that this may be his last night here, even worse he had really fallen for Morlela.
 
                 "I have an idea; we may get in trouble for this but for me it will be worth the risk, remember that fountain in the middle of the labyrinth?"
 
                 "Yeah, what about it?"
 
                 "Let's go sit by it and look at the stars, it will be romantic."
 
                 She brought a couple of the robes that the servants wore, and together they left the dormitory.  At night there are very few people out on the grounds, mainly because they all need their sleep for the next day's activities.  They traveled quickly through the bushes.  They arrived at the fountain a little after full dark, the stars shining like a million fireflies floating around against a black canvas.
 
                 The dome of magic didn’t hide the illusion from inside you could see the clear night sky; the moon was full and shown like a giant beacon in the middle of a black lake.  The two of them sat next to the fountain for most of the night, it wasn’t until pre-dawn that they decide to go back to their rooms.  They were afraid that someone would see them and report them to the house master.
 
                 "Ty, will you promise to do something for me?" she asked.
 
                 "Sure anything," he answered.
 
                 "If you are sent out today, will you promise to come to my fathers’ house in two cycle’s time?  I will be home by then and I want you to meet my father.  I would also like to see you again.  Will you promise me that?"
 
                 "Yes, I would be honored to, but let's just hope that I'm able to stay, at least a little while longer."
 
                 "Thank you," she said, giving him a hug.
 
                 He stood just a little taller than she did; they were close enough that when they faced each other they could almost see into the others eyes.  As they separated from their hug, they kissed.  It was the first one for both of them, so it was naturally a little odd.  But it was pleasant enough.  With that they parted ways, each returning to their own room.
 
                 The council had been up early that day, discussing once again the fate of Roland.  He was summoned by Maglin a little after first light.  They walked down the long hallway in silence.  He didn’t see nearly the amount of servants and workers as normal.  "Something must be going to happen," he thought to himself.  There was not much more time for idle thought for they were now in front of the large doors to the summons hall.
 
                 "Presenting Wizard Maglin, seeker and trainer, and Roland der Causland apprentice applicant," came the cry from inside as the two guards on the outside swung the doors open.  The admitting council was already seated at the front of the room.  Roland now knew who they were from his testing, he stood tall and proud as they walked through the doors.
 
                 "Roland der Causland, present yourself before the council," Petron called out.  He walked to the middle of the room and bowed to one knee.
 
                 "You have been tested by the masters of the elements, we as a council have come to a decision on what is best for the order and for the fate of the world," there was a pause, the room was now so quiet that it appeared everybody was holding their breath waiting for the outcome.  "We are going to allow you to train," there was an audible release of the air they were holding. 
 
                 "We will allow you to stay under strict guidelines that you must follow.  We are afraid that you cannot leave us just yet and the further advanced you become in your training the chances of leaving alive are not in your favor.  We will not jeopardize the world for one person, we know that you can become very powerful, we only desire for that power to be used for the benefit of mankind as it was intended."
 
                 "You will stay on a rigorous schedule of training.  I have been told that you will most likely learn quickly.  But be warned we will know if you try and access the power without the supervision of a trainer or wizard.  Is all this understood?" Petron said with a patient voice.
 
                 "The terms are agreeable Wizard Petron, I will be happy to follow all that you require and be grateful for all that you can teach me," he humbly replied.
 
                 "Very well then your clothing will be removed and you will be placed in an apprentice’s room.  Your training will begin in the morning, this will give you today to collect your thoughts and prepare yourself.  For the time that is now ahead of you will not be easy."
 
                 He was led to a new part of the castle, higher up in one of the towers.  These walls were not decorated with beautiful tapestries; they were just the cold stone.  A small window here or there allowed in light and at night it was lit by candles placed in little niches along the wall.  There was a solid wood door placed every few partels, most were open and the rooms vacant.
 
                 The room itself was unimpressive, a great deal smaller than the one he had been granted before.  It was a small rectangular room with a small bed, a dresser with a vanity above it, and a small wash basin on it with a fairly large wardrobe.  He opened it and found a large amount of the brown robes, trousers and white shirts that he had seen the other apprentices wearing.  The only difference was a strip of blue cloth on all the openings of the robes, signifying he was an apprentice.
 
                 "The rest of your clothes are being destroyed, you will be required to dress in the clothes that have been provided there will be somebody here in the morning to collect you.  Tomorrow you will be shown the way around and you will be given chores, along with your lessons.  Rest well this night it will be your last," said the servant, leaving him alone in the room.
 
                 He lit the small candle that was sitting on the dresser and looked around the room.  It wasn’t much to look at but this is what he would call home for a while.  Inside the dresser he found some underclothes, amazingly they looked like they would fit him well.  The robes were made of brown wool, at least on the outside; the inner lining was almost a silk, allowing the body to breathe in the warm day.
 
                 He got undressed and donned his new wardrobe.  They fit him perfectly allowing him to move freely.  He sat down on the bed and wondered what his training would be like.  The tests went fairly easy for him, so the actual training couldn’t be much harder.  He laid down and quickly fell asleep.
 
                 Ty was pacing the floor like a caged lion when Maglin came in to tell him that the council was allowing Roland to stay on as an apprentice.  He was told that he would be joining the servants in their quarters and would be required to work for his keep.  Ty quickly accepted knowing that it would put him closer to Morlela.
 
                 The room that he was given was not as big as the one he had been in but there was still a large window facing an inner courtyard.  He was required to replace his clothing and to wear only the clothing that was provided.  It was for the sole purpose of being able to distinguish who he was to the house hold.  He later found that he was put on the same work rotation as Morlela, and better yet there rooms were just a few doors from each other.
 
                 Belen der Andrel, head of the patlins and apprentice to Petron woke Roland up early the next morning.  He didn’t give him much time to freshen up.  When they walked out of the room he got a glimpse out one of the windows, the moon was just passing the night apex.
 
                 "What time is it?" asked Roland, trying to wake up, and not fall down the steep stairs.
 
                 "It's time for your orientation; we need to have it done before early dawn, that's when you will begin your chores."
 
                 Belen took him around the castle showing him the kitchens, laundry, stables, and living quarters of the wizards.  He was given his assigned duties and expected to fulfill all that was required of him.  He would start the day out by doing his chores, after which he would be given over to the scholars and religious men to be taught about the world.
 
                 The last thing of the day would be the magic.  They do this deliberately to see if you can handle the stress of controlling magic when all your natural resources are used up.
 
                 "Can you tell me how many apprentices there are?" asked Roland.
 
                 "Sad to say there are very few, with you joining the ranks we have less than fifty.  We have fewer patlins, and fewer journey.  If we do not start getting more in then we will soon lose control over the Legion."
 
                 They went back to the kitchen to help the cook start breakfast.  First light was just starting to appear, the night sky slowly giving way.  It made him think of the times when he was back home, getting up at this time to help his father with the chores.  He was put to washing the dishes; he never realized how many people where living there, until he had to start washing.  He was surprised that a few of the pans where taller than he was and nearly twice as wide making it an unwanted and undesirable task.
 
                 Ty was given the opportunity to work out in the garden, having been raised in a woodshop he knew very little of gardening.  That was something his mother and sisters would take care of.  The overseers, as he would call them, were very patient with him.  They showed him how to handle the small flowers so he would not destroy the roots.  More than a few times he would intentionally do something wrong, that way Morlela would come over to help him out.
 
                 After cleaning for the entire morning Roland felt like he could sleep through the week, but he was not given the chance.  He was taken to meet with Master Telm, master scholar.  He was a quiet man; he was elderly but kept very well.  When he talked you could almost hear the cycles of wisdom that he possessed.
 
                 "Master Telm, this is Apprentice Roland der Causland," said Belen, "he has come to learn the ways of the order, and to seek from your great knowledge of the past, present, and your thoughts of the future.  Will you let him learn?"
 
                 "Let he who enters these walls, be of sound mind for understanding," said Master Telm.
 
                 His office was not a real office at all but the large library.  Roland looked around the library; it appeared to be the size of the town square in Kirchwin.  At times it amazed him how such a large building seemed to fit on the small island.
 
                 "Please take a seat apprentice," said Telm.
 
                 He took his seat across the table from Telm who handed him a stack of papers to go through.  All this involved his educational history, that of his family, as well as a detailed history of where he was from.  Telm told him this was to help in understanding the growth of the country and where the new apprentices were coming from.
 
                 Laid out on the table was a large map of the world, some of the places he had never heard of.  He wanted to see the whole world, to be able to experience all the different kind of customs there were.  But for now he would have to be content to stay where he was.
 
                 Telm came back to the table with a large stack of books.  "These my boy are the first things you will learn, this is the complete known history of the Norlarian Realm, dating back from the middle of the second age.  I expect you to spend a few hours a day reading through these.  By doing so you will learn all you need to know of the current leadership of this realm.  And perhaps you may be able to help with its future."
 
                 Roland started reading, he found it interesting that the first accounts of history the entire land was part of this realm.  It wasn’t until the end of the second age that the first civil war broke out and caused the dissention and separation of its people.  He understood that many believed it was brought about by the supposed murder of the king.
 
                 He noticed that throughout the first book that history had a way of repeating itself.  The people would be well off, and there would be peace in the land.  Then a few of the lower class would feel the need for equality, a riot would ensue, and a part of the realm would break off.
 
                 The rest of that day was spent in the library; he was able to take his evening meals there.  He had not realized how late it had gotten, finding the reading to be intriguing.  When Telm came back into the room to tell him it was time for him to go see Belen to get his patlin mentor, it was time for his training in magic for the day.
 
                 Belen introduced him to Ariela; she was an older woman who had come to the house many cycles ago.  She had never been able to advance from patlin status so she was give charge of many of the new apprentices to help guide them through the weeks of basic magical training, helping them to call and control the elements.
 
                 It was well past nightfall before she allowed him to return to his room, he would only have a few short hours of sleep before he was required to report to the kitchens again.
 
                 The next several weeks passed by the same.  He would find himself either in the kitchens, laundry, or out in the gardens for most of daylight, he would then be taken back into the library to do his research.  Through all this he discovered the mention of all different races.  Including Elves, Trolls, and Dwarfs, there were many more mentioned but so few had any history.  Each one of these races in turn left the humans for the lack of intelligence, or fear of annihilation with their barbaric way of life.
 
                 The Nolarian realm continued to retain the largest part of the land.  In their arrogance many of the humans believed that the center of the kingdom is where the creator started time, and thus believing they are a chosen and elect race.  The largest city in the realm was Nevel, which he found meant "Beginning of Time."
 
                 He found that the Nolarians produced most of the grains, fruits, and vegetables for the rest of the world.  Although they had once been a united country over time they split apart by large wars.  They now had peace between most of the separate realms.  Trade was at the highest it had been in many decmen. The warm summers and strong winters had provided the water and good planting soil that was needed for production.
 
                 After he was finished with learning all there was about the realm Telm brought him another series of books containing the full history of the Brinkley realm.  The history was not as extensive because it was newer, but it followed the same pattern.  He had the realization that although people fought for fame and power, the strongest in all the nations were the farmers and working class.  Without them the nation would cease to be strong and quickly diminish.  To become a good leader someone would just have to know how to control this element.
 
                 The current leader of the Brinkly realm was, Duke Wilkern ar Quillin, who held his high seat in the city of Ulminin.  Ulminin was known for their fine silks and linens.  It was believed that the cloth makers raised special worms that would produce the finest of silks.  Because cloth making was the principle source of income for the realm, they held their secrets tight on how they were able to create the color dyes.
 
                 The last of the human realms was the Ullmin, won by the last battle in the sixth age by Hedro ven Ylia, his family have been the leaders of the realm ever since that time.  Shrelak the capital of the realm was established as the major fishing port, because they bordered the Sea of Caporian, most of the men are fishermen.
 
                 He noticed a slight difference with the Ullminins, in the fact that they recorded the smallest amount of any civil disputes.  Stemming from the reason that most of the men are fishermen and the sea is there common enemy and salvation.  Each one has a great respect for their neighbor, being able to go out on the open sea and risk their life.
 
                 "Apprentice Roland," said a servant standing in the doorway.  "Your presence is requested by Wizard Petron."
 
                 He stood up and followed.  They walked in silence the entire way.  He was wondering what Petron wanted with him.  He had not broken any of the rules that were laid out before him when he was admitted.  In fact he had been extra diligent in everything that was asked of him.  When they got to his office the servant told him to wait while he announced that he had arrived.
 
                 He stood there for what seemed like an eternity, waiting for the servant to return and let him in.  He jumped when the door started to move ever so slightly without a noise.
 
                 "Come in and sit," spoke a rough voice.
 
                 The headmasters office was the largest he had seen in the entire castle, the shades where closed, so the room was lit only by a small fire and a few candles.  He had not seen Wizard Petron since the day he was admitted into the program.  He took a seat in front of the large desk that Petron sat behind and quietly waited for him to speak.
 
                 "How is the training going for you apprentice?"
 
                 "Very well, thank you for asking."
 
                 "I have heard very good reports about your work and studies, for that I commend you," he said, "how is the study of the elements coming?"
 
                 "The time is consuming, but I feel that I am getting stronger each day, it is now easier to see what is going on around me while I am still in the void."
 
                 "Very good, I am pleased to know that you are learning quickly, I have a few questions about the boy who came with you, Tylon.  How well do you know him?"
 
                 "Very well I would say.  We grew up in the same town and have been best friends for as long as I can remember, why?"
 
                 "For now don’t concern yourself with that, you may return to your studies."  With that he returned to the paperwork that was on his desk.  A minute later the same servant that brought him, came back in.  He took that as his queue to stand up and leave.
 
                 "Can I ask you one question before I leave?"
 
                 "Yes," he replied without looking up from his work.
 
                 "He's not in any trouble is he?"
 
                 "No, we have some plans for him, now please go."
 
                 When they got back to the library he had a hard time concentrating on what he was reading.  All the possible things that they could do to Ty would float through his imagination.  He was especially worried since he had been unable to see him much since his training began.
 
                 "Son, what seems to be worrying your mind," asked Telm, coming in with some tea and sweet rolls.
 
                 "I just had a visit with Wizard Petron, he was asking after my friend Ty."
 
                 "Ah yes, the young man who came here with you.  Good boy he is, works hard, I'm sure he has caught the eye of the guild I imagine."
 
                 "What do you mean the eye of the guild, is that some disease?"
 
                 "No, the grolians, they are the guild; you have seen them have you not?"
 
                 He thought back to when they were traveling here, when he met the grolian with Maglin; if he remembered right he was bound to Maglin as his personal protector.
 
                 "Yeah, I have met one, just before I got here.  What would they want with Ty though?"
 
                 "He will probably be tested himself to see if he has the inborn ability to become one, if so he will be asked to join and one day will be bound to a wizard himself."
 
                 They sat and ate their sweet rolls talking a little more.  Any question that he could think of Telm always had an answer.  They had become close over the last few months; Telm was like a grandfather to him, as with all the younger wizards.  Roland found him to be a fountain of knowledge, more so than what many of the books could tell him.
 
                 The lessons on magic were all basic, learning to take control of the element while being focused on reality.  He was taught that if a wizard looses himself in the magic his enemies will be able to destroy him if the magic doesn’t first.
 
                 It took a great deal of discipline for him to overcome the sensation of taking hold of the power.  Each time it grew easier until he could not differentiate the differences between the two planes.
 
                 His studies continued for the next few months.  His next course was on the history of the elf realm, not much was known about them due to the fact that they did not associate with the humans except for business deals, and very few diplomatic occasions.
 
                 The elves for the most part were very peaceful, they had a longer life span and so where able to take things slower in life and learn from their past.  Mostly due to the fact, that the most ancient of the elves could still remember the wars that split the humans apart.  The elf realm itself was split up into different societies, based on locality and trade, most being skilled artisans of some fashion.
 
                 "The elves were ruled by King Perrmini, who lived in the Forest Castle.  Not many humans have seen this place because of the dangerous journey through the elf kingdoms and the dangers that lie in the forest," said Telm, "I myself have only been there once, many cycles back.  Back then there was not the contention and separation as there is now, there was open and good trade between all the races.  But we as humans always have to be in charge, it’s our aggressive nature they say."
 
                 "Telm, throughout all this reading, I have read of Trolls, Seekers, Goblins, and other races.  How come nobody has a history on them?"
 
                 "Oh we did, like I said many generations ago, we all lived in peace.  The elves were the first to leave.  The humans and trolls were both fierce fighters and we lost the trolls history when it was stolen, parts were found later, but had been burned to bad to keep.  The others never really kept a history, which is unfortunate; we could have learned something from them I'm sure."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 8
 
   The Guild
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                  y was wondering why he was asked to the summoning chamber.  He had not broken any rules of the house as far as he knew.  His relationship with Morlela had not been in any violation of the rules, they were still just close friends and they had done nothing to change that.  The closer he got to the large doors the more nervous he became.  They stood open and he could see quite a few people inside already.
 
                 As the servant led him through the doorway he heard his name called out in a formal announcement.  As if on cue the room fell silent as everybody looked at him.  Something he hadn’t noticed before was the large table that sat in the middle of the room.  It was covered with papers of every size and color.
 
                 "Tylon der Loran.  You have been summoned here by the wizards’ council," said the hall crier.
 
                 Now he felt extremely uncomfortable, the silence lasted only but a minute but it felt like an eternity.  The crowd of people around the table returned to whatever business they were doing, leaving him standing alone.  Although everyone in the room was engrossed with the papers on the table he felt as though someone or something was watching him.  He looked around the room only to find nothing.
 
                 A few moments had passed and he was growing anxious to know what the summons was about.  That’s when he caught a small movement out of the corner of his eye, but in the same instant it was gone.  He knew he had seen something moving so he concentrated on the location of the movement.
 
                 He almost jumped when his eyes focused on the large group of people standing next to the wall, each one blending into whatever they were standing by.  He saw who appeared to be the leader of the group walking slowly towards the group around the table, pulling a small knife out of a sheath on his waste.
 
                 "Wizard!" he shouted as he ran at the man.  In the instant that he was about to collide with him, he stepped aside and Ty fell on his face.  When he turned to look up he witnessed the man solidify as if out of thin air.  The others, who had been standing on the far side of the room, now came forward each one taking their proper shape and coloring.
 
                 "Very well done young man," said the man he tried to knock down, extending his hand to help him back up.
 
                 "Who are you," he asked, still in shock over what had just happened.
 
                 "I am Rynel, Master of the Grolian Guild; Protector of all Wizards.  It is I who sent for you this day," he said, "these are my fellow protectors," pointing to those now standing around him.
 
                 "What do you want with me?"
 
                 "I have been given reports that you can see a grolian, I needed to make sure myself.  We are the sworn protectors of the wizards; if you are able to see us then you too are blessed with the potential to become one of us.  We have asked you here to test this information on your abilities.  We wanted to see what you would do in a dangerous circumstance."
 
                 "So this was all a test, you wouldn't have hurt anyone?"
 
                 "That's right, and now that I know you can see us.  I am prepared to offer you a place amongst our ranks."
 
                 "What would I have to do if I did decide to join you?" he asked, curious of this new idea.
 
                 "You would be trained how to blend in with your surroundings, how to move quieter then a breeze, swifter than a gale.  You would also be trained in the art of war, the use of all types of weapons, and most importantly how to protect the wizard you are sworn to."
 
                 "If I become one of you will I be able to be involved with other people, to have friends outside the guild?"
 
                 "Yes, but we don't like it.  You see we like to remain invisible, only being seen when we want to or need to.  When you get involved with someone outside the guild, you put yourself and them in a higher state of danger.  If you or they are found by the protectors of the Legion, the night friends then they will not hesitate to kill either of you."
 
                 "Can I have a few days to think about this before I give you my final decision?"
 
                 "By all means, please think carefully about this, it is a life altering opportunity with many benefits."
 
                 He returned to his room to think about what was going on.  Deep inside he felt like he needed to join the grolians, but he was not sure he was willing to give up the friendship with Morlela.  He decided he would have to tell her, and let her help him make that decision.  After everything she had done to help him feel comfortable since he arrived.
 
                 It took him three days to make the decision to join the guild, Morlela, had been disappointed when he first told her, but after the third day she was fine with the idea.  She had agreed to still be his friend, with that she was willing to take all the risks that came with it.  Over the last cycle and a half since they first came she had fallen in love with him and was hoping to be joined to him one day.  That seemed even more difficult now, but she was willing to wait as long as needed.
 
                 "Master Rynel, I have made my decision to join the Grolian Guild."
 
                 "Very good," he answered, "this here is Master Lemno, he is our best trainer; he will be overseeing all your training.  You will be moved to a new wing in the castle, like I told you before we like our privacy, especially while we are training."
 
                 The grolian wing of the castle was located in what appeared to be an old dungeon.  The windows were very small; most of them still had the bars on them.  Too get into the wing you had to know where the secret panel doors were located.
 
                 Because they were the protectors of the wizards, they had built secret corridors behind all the walls with access doors into all the wizard's personal rooms and studies.  He also saw tunnels leading to all the servants’ quarters, as well as the major rooms.  This way they could keep an eye on anyone that was in the castle without being noticed.
 
                 The lowest level of the castle is where the grolian council met.  It was a large open room with a large circle lying in the middle of the floor with various weapons in it.  Along the outside were smaller circles, each with a symbol of some sort.
 
                 "This is where your training will take place; the large circle is where your first lessons will be.  We created that to help with concentration.  This is your working circle.  Once you have mastered the large circle you will be given a chance to advance around the perimeter.  Each circle signifies a different discipline.  When you reach the smallest circle you will be a trained protector, at that time you will be bound to a journey before they leave the house."
 
                 His new room on the lower floors was nicely furnished.  The bed was a little larger than his previous one the room was also furnished with a small desk, and a wardrobe that contained all new clothes.  His new clothes were made of tanned leather, with what appeared to be a tint of green to them.  He was surprised; when he picked them up and they changed colors, blending into the new surroundings.
 
                 Training as a grolian was not at all like he had expected.  Their code was based not only on the protection of the wizard, but also covered the weak and innocent.  When deeds of mistrust and wrongful accusations were presented a wizard was often called to settle the dispute, because of the dangers this presented the grolian would need to be even more vigilant.
 
                 Before he was taken to the training grounds he was given one last opportunity to leave.  Once someone was trained as a grolian, his or her life is forever changed.  Being tied to a wizard had both positive and negative effects on someone.
 
                 "When someone is bound to a wizard their life span increases, as does the wizards.  But in the event of the wizard's death the grolians life ends swiftly, usually by their own hand," said Lemno.
 
                 Ty thought about this for only a brief moment, after seeing all that he could learn, he was anxious to be a member and to serve and protect those around him.  He took to the lessons quickly.  Having grown up in the lumber yards, he was more muscular than many of the others, but with his youth he was still very agile.
 
                 He was not the only one that had been recruited at that time.  There seemed to be at least twenty or so, mostly males.  With his large stature he quickly rose to the top of all the new trainees.  He quickly learned the art of swordplay from Master Elnan der Venin, Master Swordsman.  He attributed most of his skill to that of swinging the axe for most of his life.  A sword wasn’t much different and it felt natural in his hands.
 
                 Growing up his father taught him that the best way to handle an axe was to treat it not as a tool, but as an appendage.  The nature of the axe was to chop through wood.  That's what it was designed for and so if you let it do the work, then you could do twice as much.  Like chopping down a tree it didn’t take a great deal of force.  Knowing where and how to hit the tree to inflict the greatest amount of damage was the key to a good lumberjack.
 
                 The circle of concentration was developed to help a grolian center himself on a wizard.  When someone is caught in the middle of a battle, there are many things that can distract.  A grolian needs to know how to focus on the two most important things, saving the wizard and himself.  When someone was in the circle they were given some sort of task to accomplish.  Whether it was something involving the mind or something physical the protector must be able to remain completely focused.
 
                 Throughout the training each individual would be given different tasks to accomplish, each one centered on the individual.  At these times the mental stress was the worst.  Seeing what you perceived to be your worst fear happening and you being helpless, wanting to do something about it and not being able to often times led to irrational decisions and those are what got people killed.
 
                 "Ty can you come to my living quarters after today's training?" asked Lemno, "I have some things I need to talk to you about."
 
                 The rest of that day Ty wondered if he was doing anything wrong.  He had been put in charge of all the new trainees that had entered since he was admitted.  As far as he could tell they were all doing well, learning the art of focus as he had tried to instruct.  He was not prepared for what lay in store for him.
 
                 "Ty, I know that you have learned very quickly, you have also shown great leadership skills.  What I need to know is if you are now willing to take it to the next step.  There is a practice that we only teach the most advanced of the guild.  It usually takes many cycles for someone to achieve what you have in so short of a time," he told him, "what I want to teach you is called the art of sword balance, it may sound funny, but when someone learns and masters this skill, they in turn become one of the most dangerous people around."
 
                 "That would be a great honor for me," said Ty kneeling on one knee, as a sign of respect.
 
                 He quickly picked up this training learning how to use your enemy as a weapon against themselves and those around him, without putting yourself or those you are trying to protect in harm.  These lessons took a few months to achieve but when he finished, he was awarded the rank of Master Swordsman, and with that came a special sword.  His sword was made from the strongest of metals, but had the weight of a feather, blessed by a wizard to protect its owner and his purposes.
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   Fire and Water
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                  pprentice Roland, you have been summoned to meet with your mentor Maglin, please follow me," the servant told him.
 
                 He looked over at the new item he was given, they called it a time keeper, by some means it measured out the hours of the day.  From what he could tell only an hour had passed since he had laid down, yet it only seemed like five minutes.
 
                 He had not seen Maglin now for several months.  He had asked about him a few times, always getting the same answer.  He was out looking for new apprentices.  But now it seemed that he had returned and wanted a meeting with him.  "How nice of him to call on me at this hour," he thought to himself.
 
                 Maglin was sitting in front of the fireplace reading a book when he got there; he coughed a little to announce himself.
 
                 "Please come in," said Maglin, "please have a seat. You are looking well.  I understand that you have progressed considerably since I was here last that’s good.  How have you been feeling lately?"
 
                 "I'm alright, why do you ask?"
 
                 "I just came from your village; I visited with your father for a while.  He is also doing well I might add.  He requested that I check up on you to see how you are doing."
 
                 "Thank you that’s good to hear."
 
                 "There is also some other things that I wanted to talk to you about.  I understand you are nearly done with the studies of knowledge and ready to move on to actual magic."
 
                 "Yes that's right I know most of the histories of the realms, as well as how to work between the two planes.  They have me scheduled to start the lessons on controlling the power and learning the steps to manipulate it to do as I need it to do.  I believe it will begin the middle of next week, are you going to stay around to watch?"
 
                 "Yes, I will still be here.  Before that happens I want to tell you some things, things that you will not learn from any books.  Has anyone told you of the Legion yet?"
 
                 "No, who are they?"
 
                 "They are our enemies.  They use magic for dark and evil purposes.  Their leader is Maglon don Princter, he is my brother,” he stated solemnly.  “They follow the way of the Dark Lord Morirte.  They believe that the great creator gave them the power to control the elements and therefore should be revered as gods.  Plainly they are out to destroy all that is good in the world and to rule over everyone with dark power. 
 
                 "We of the Order, also have our secrets.  Many centuries ago we created a series of floating islands, the Mystical Islands.  We have placed a sacred artifact there, the Crown of Probability.  It is protected by many powerful wizards; it has been gone so long that many do not know where the hidden islands are located.  Only those who answer its call are presumed to have found their way.
 
                 The last known leader on this island was a wizard by the name of Milliardo lon Brenkle.  Let me warn you now, the stronger you get, especially when you advance to a journey the Legion will try all they can to get you to join with them.  This is your fair warning for that, always be cautious."
 
                 The time for Roland had seemed to go by faster than he had expected.  His personal studies had taken much of his time since he had arrived.  He felt like he was able to match almost anyone's knowledge on the political situations of the known realms.  His understanding on taking the elemental power while remaining focused on reality had improved greatly.  He was excited now that Maglin had returned he would be able to start actual training.
 
                 "Apprentice Roland," said Wizard Petron, "you have learned well.  I cannot disagree with the other wizards and prevent you from learning what destiny has given us.  You will now begin the lessons of magic.  Each step will take you closer to who you will become one day.  Your first element will be fire under the instruction of Wizard Ylien, fire master."
 
                 He remembered the heads of each elemental order.  Ylien had always been patient with him, and the few times he had seen him in the hallways had been pleasant.
 
                 "Remember apprentice, each person learns differently.  Having been born with the ability that you have, I imagine you will be able to learn quickly.  As you advance through each element, you will be watched even closer," said Petron.  "As you may have seen, each wizard carries with him a staff of power.  Embedded somewhere are power stones, which will give you a better ability to control the elements.  We have had a few staffs made so that you may choose which one feels the best to you."
 
                 The walls were lined with several staffs to choose from ranging from ones that looked like plain tree branches, to black smooth obsidian.  Even though it looked like stone it felt as light as a feather.  Each one had the pits where the elemental power stones were to be embedded.  Many ran along the shank of the staff spaced just far enough apart for the person’s fingers to touch.  This helped to bring the power of the stones in contact with the holder. Other staffs had some pattern or design on the top, their lengths ranged from a cane to a full height man.
 
                 He walked around the room, looking at each staff picking some up to test their feel and weight in his hands.  There were some that he could barely lift, even though they were smaller then he was.  Others he couldn’t even get close to.  Each staff seemed to emanate a little power of its own, repelling any unwanted user.  It seemed more difficult to find a suitable staff then he had imagined.  Lying against a pillar was an unusual looking staff; it was bent and crooked as though it was a rough hewn limb from a branch.  It came to about mid arm to him and almost glistened with power.  Running down the side was a dark black streak that went the full length of it.
 
                 The top was almost like a knotted pine after having been smoothed to a crystal shine.  The pits for the stones were laid around the top with a large indented area; he picked it up feeling a strong surge of power through his body.  He felt as though it was fusing itself to his very core.  He swung it around the weight and balance was perfect for him.
 
                 Ylien took Roland to a new part of the castle; it never ceased to amaze him how big this place actually was.  Each order had its own training center.  Located in their separate wings, this allowed them to teach without hindrance from anyone not of their order.  The training room for the order of fire was exceptionally large.  From what he could see there were many different situations that someone could find themselves in, ranging from a large army to what appeared to be a hospice of some sort.
 
                 "Apprentice, before we start any physical training, you will need to learn the lore behind fire.  Why we have it and what it can be used for.  Also the dangers it can pose not only to yourself but to those around you.
 
                 Back when you were testing to get in, you may remember me telling you that fire is the hardest and most dangerous of all elements to control.  Because it can easily take control of you, and in so doing will consume you and you could spontaneously combust.  The main purpose of fire is to cleanse, that is why the Creator gave it to us, but being who we are we use it more to destroy, there are only two things that can stop fire from destroying, water and earth, all else will assist in the destruction.
 
                 When we connect ourselves to fire we are actually tapping into the awesome power of the sun.  It has the ability to cleans or destroy all it touches, depending on who is controlling it.  As I told you before, fire is not to be played with.  You are not to access it without me or one of my assistants around to help you, do you understand?"
 
                 "Yes sir, that is all very clear to me, except, when you say we are tapping directly into the power of the sun, how do we accomplish that?"
 
                 "When you were young, did you ever take a broken piece of glass and try to start a fire with it or kill small insects with it?"
 
                 "I don't really remember, but I have seen that being done."
 
                 "That is the same basic principle.  The sun is a key element in our lives; without it we would be unable to function, think of all it does.  The sun provides us the light to grow all our plants, heat for our homes for most of the cycle.  Throughout your training you will be learning how to control it.  Manipulating it for what you want it to do.  Once you reach patlin status, you will learn how to use its properties to protect people.
 
                 To start out you will need to learn the basics.  When you were tested it took several hours to extinguish a flame.  The first thing you will learn is something simple.  Take this pitcher of water and heat it up without burning the wood jug that it’s in."
 
                 With all his earlier lessons he could now take control of the element with little effort; however he was unprepared for the amount he was able to take on channeling it through his staff.  He focused all his thoughts on controlling the wave of power to enter into the water.  When the element first made contact with the water he was struck with a wave of nausea.  With that the element took on a little more power then he wanted and the wood began to smoke along the rim.
 
                 He quickly regained the power and once again directed it into the water.  The nausea didn’t come as strong this time now that he was expecting it.  Slowly steam began to rise from the water.  Again he got too excited and sent a large burst of power that instantaneously turned the pitcher to ash.
 
                 "What happened?" demanded Ylian.
 
                 "I messed it up.  When I saw the steam start to rise I lost control and too much power went in.  It will not happen again, I promise."
 
                 "Very well try it again, but focus this time.  Watch your emotions they can be both your greatest strength as well as your greatest weakness," he explained.
 
                 "Before I do it again, I need to know something.  When the flame touched the water I felt as though I was going to vomit and pass out, what caused that?"
 
                 "When each element comes in contact with another there is always an influx of power.  Each element changes just a little to accommodate the other. Your body will quickly become used to the changes.  Each time that happens it will change your body chemistry a little as well," he answered.  "There is nothing for you to worry about.  In fact you will come to enjoy the changes after a while."
 
                 “Before you take up the power again, use this little spell, Dal Shaleel,” Ylian told him.  “This will help to reduce the amount of power that flows through you.”
 
                 Roland took up the power one more time, whispering Dal Shaleel.  He felt the power flow through him, but this time it was different it was controlled.  It felt limited. He became determined not to fail.  He wanted to learn all he could as quickly as possible.  He wanted to show them that he could become one of the most powerful wizards there has ever been.
 
                 He focused the power on the water willing it to heat up.  He braced himself for the nausea that would come.  With the lower power level the feeling and disorientation was greatly reduced.  This gave him the ability to focus and control the power stream better this time allowing him to heat the water up quickly, judging when it was at the point of boiling he pulled the power back and released it.
 
                 The pitcher itself was a little warm to the touch, but looking inside he could see the small bubbles that had formed along the inside, right at the point of boiling.  He poured them both a cup of tea and they sat there talking about the day’s lessons and the magical world as they slowly drank it.
 
                 He studied fire lore for the next few weeks.  The main emphasis on his training at this point was to learn control, knowing how much of the power to use, how to place it in the right spot and when to use it.  His understanding about the properties of fire grew each day; he also enjoyed the company of Marcl the patlin who was placed over him as a guide and teacher.
 
                 Marcl was a few cycles older than Roland or so it appeared.  He too had grown up on a small farm, taken in by the wizards when his family was killed by the Crioltians.  They had not only become student and mentor, but friends.  They shared their secrets with one another.  Marcl allowed him to work harder than most mentors allowed.
 
                 Through all the training he had grown to trust Roland, he also knew of the prophecies of the bringer of light.  With as much power as he could hold Marcl had himself convinced that Roland was the one.
 
                 “Pull it back in,” Marcl yelled at him.
 
                 At that instant the pig skin that Roland was trying to cauterize started to boil, the layer of fat just under the skin pushing it out causing the skin to bulge.  Within a few seconds the stomach exploded throwing entrails around the room.  He had been focusing his ability at the healing arts, or trying to, knowing his mother was a great healer so he should be able to master that skill pretty easily.  This however was proving very difficult; he had already completely disintegrated three pigs, burned up half a cow and nearly burned himself to ashes as well.
 
                 Roland continued to study under Marcl for the next several months, preparing for the final tests he would have to pass with Ylian.  The basics would cover things such as creating a light, heating water, closing and cleansing a wound.  What he was finding that the more he connected with the power the stronger he was becoming.  He found the more complex the spells were the more draining they would be.  There were times he would come out of the void dripping with sweat.
 
                 "Wizard Ylian, Apprentice Roland has achieved all the necessary discipline and skill for an apprentice of fire.  He is now ready to be moved into a new discipline.  We seek your knowledge and approval on this matter," said Marcl, giving the speakers’ floor to the Ylian.
 
                 "I thank you for your assistance with this young apprentice, now let him be brought forth to be tested and tried, let us see what he has learned."
 
                 He was brought before the fire council, a small group of wizards that belonged to the order of fire.  They tested his knowledge and skills, recognizing all that he had accomplished during his training.  As a council they agreed that he had sufficient knowledge and control over the element to be allowed to pass onto another order.  He was then presented with a brilliant red ruby.
 
                 Ylian waved his hand over the staff causing the ruby to burn bright and melt into the staff.  Ylian walked with him to the hall of joining.  This was a large room where all four of the elemental wings met.  
 
                 The room was spacious with a high domed ceiling.  Looking up you could see a giant gold inlay of the sun, the natural lights making it shine.  The walls were a white marble; they were plainly decorated with a few chairs and tables along the walls.  The floor was a brick inlay with a large mural on it; he only caught a glimpse of it as he was presented to Wizard Alren, the water master who was waiting across the hall.
 
                 "Wizard Alrien of the Order of Water, I present to you Apprentice Roland der Causland," said Wizard Ylian.
 
                 "I will receive the apprentice; let him now be joined with us."
 
                 Following the change ceremony they walked in silence down the long corridor.  The walls in this area seemed to flow as though nothing was truly solid; the stone had the appearance as though it was covered in water.  There were paintings and tapestries covering the walls.  Something he noticed that the fire in the wall sconces looked more blue than red or orange that he was used to seeing.
 
                 He didn’t feel comfortable enough to ask why he only figured it had something to do with the use of water and its incompatibility with fire. He was shown to his room which like his previous one was small and unassuming.  The bare essentials were there, a bed, table, and chair as well as the small wardrobe.  There were not any windows of course, so he figured he would be in complete isolation as he was before. 
 
                 The following morning he was escorted down to the training room.  It was large and arranged in a like manner to that of the fire, although the testing stations were a little different.
 
                 "Apprentice, please be seated, this is Patlin Germai, he will be the one that will be instructing you throughout this training.  But first I will be the one to instruct you on what you will need to know to be able to control this element," he said, "before we start let me see your staff please."
 
                 He gave him the staff and Alrien placed the water crystal in it, once again giving him the ability to control more of the elemental power.  While Alrien was setting the crystal, he took the opportunity to visit with Germai.  He seemed to be cast in stone, the best that he could see he had no facial expressions and whenever he would answer a question it was short and to the point.
 
                 "Water like fire is one of the life essences that we have, all living creatures have the need for water.  Without it nothing would grow, like the heat of the sun each living thing takes something from this element.  In your training you will eventually be able to learn to control the rain, as well as learn the hidden possibilities of this element."
 
                 Germai took him down onto the training grounds to show him around and explain the types of tests he would be given.  He explained the many different uses of the water element.
 
                 "You have been trained using fire, that is the most difficult to control.  From what I hear you are a fast learner, so we will not start you out with something to easy," said Germai, sounding very resentful that he had to be the one to train the new apprentice.  "When you first came you had to fill a jug with water; that was easy.  One of the most important functions of water is using it as a mask.  You know what a mirage is, don't you?"
 
                 "Yes, on a hot day when it looks like there is some water but it’s only an illusion."
 
                 "Very good, well by controlling the many thousands of water droplets around you, you can create an illusion that you are not really there.  Watch how I do it," with that he disappeared from sight.
 
                 Roland quickly took hold of the power to join him in the alternate reality.  There he was able to see how he was able to mask himself.  He pulled a small layer of mist, so small that it was invisible to the naked eye.  Each particle of mist would refract the light in a different way, creating the illusion that there was nothing there.
 
                 "That is amazing, can I try it?" he asked enthusiastically.
 
                 "This will be your first lesson.  Remember to call on the water is unlike fire, water will become your friend.  You will not have to show this element that you are strong enough to control it."
 
                 He took hold of the element and concentrated on gathering the cloak of mist around him.  The only problem he had was in his excitement he pulled too much power and as a result was knocked down by what felt like a huge tidal wave.  He stood back up soaked to the bone, with Germai actually laughing at what had happened.
 
                 "Now, you will try it again, but control yourself.  This will be your greatest challenge in every element.  Without proper control you can seriously harm yourself.  As you can see, you can be a danger to someone around you," he said, still smiling.  
 
                 "Let me give you an example of how you can endanger those around you.  Say you are out on the sea for some reason, let's say to save a trapped ship.  You can use the power to raise the water level enough to lift it off the reef.  If you are not careful you can create too large a wave and destroy the ship and possibly those on it.  Do you now understand the importance of control?"
 
                 "Yes, I believe I do," he replied, ashamed that he let his emotions take over once again.
 
                 Roland tried a few more times before he was able to get the mist to form as it needed to.  It was a great deal harder than he first thought it would be, but he did discover that if he could see something being performed a few times, it became easier for him to do.
 
                 Throughout his training he was able to learn most of the limitations of the water element.  Until that time he was unaware that even the most powerful of things, still have their own limitations.  Aside from using water to hide yourself he learned how it could be used to reveal someone that is hidden with magic.
 
                 This was done almost the same way that you hide yourself or the object that you do not wish to be seen.  By changing the flow of the mist you can see behind the shield, almost revealing the intents of the person’s heart.
 
                 Aside from this, he found that like fire, it is one of the elements used in healing.  Fire cleanses by burning the infection; however you still need to use the water to clean it away from the wound.
 
                 Germai was a quiet person, when the lessons were being conducted he was very stern and rigid in how he explained things.  When they were at meals or during the study times he would sit by himself rarely socializing.  Every time Roland attempted to make conversation he would close off.  He would then force him to focus on his studies or simply tell him he didn’t have time for small talk.
 
                 Roland started to tell him about his father and the friends he had left behind in Kirchwin.  He told him about growing up never knowing his mother because she had died when he was so young.  Then coming here and finding out that she had been a powerful sorceress. During all this he did start to get him to open up.  The small comments that he would make finally broke through when he started to explain what had happened when he was young.
 
                 As a young boy his father was very cruel to him and his siblings.  He would squander the families’ money at the town inn with drinks and gambling.  The worst part was when he returned home, drunk and angry that he had lost his money.  Then he would take it out on the children.  He being the eldest of the family received the worst of it.
 
                 It all ended one day though when he found his father dead, hanging from the rafters in the barn.  He could only imagine what had happened the night before.  His mother fell apart at that point and left the children.  He took care of them as long as he could before being selected to come to the house of learning.
 
                 He could not bear to marry, afraid that he would turn out to be like his father.  He found that only through the training to become a wizard could he discipline himself enough to re-enter society.  To be someone that could do some good.  And for that he found that he gave him much more respect.
 
                 He was wondering why he was being summoned to the training room at such an odd hour.  It had only been three hours since he had left and was about to retire to bed.  When he arrived there didn’t seem to be anyone around.  He walked into the middle and called out; there was no reply so he tried again.  This time he heard a low moan coming from a dark corner of the room.
 
                 He walked over and found Germai lying on the ground curled up in a ball, with what appeared to be blood on his face and the ground around him.  He ran over to his side, bending down to see better.  He was surprised he was able to hear the footsteps behind him with the sound of blood pumping through his ears.
 
                 He turned just in enough time to see a ball of fire being released from someone, flying straight at him.  At that moment only his reflexes saved him.  He quickly called on the water element and formed a shield to protect both Germai and himself.  The ball of fire hit the shield with a strong enough force to knock him back.  He was afraid that if whoever had done that tried again he wouldn’t be able to stop it.
 
                 Germai turned laughing, standing up he helped Roland to his feet.  He was still in shock over what had happened. He was now looking at his teacher with a face of confusion, wondering if he had been so badly injured that he had gone crazy.  He began to back away from him when another person behind him stopped him.  He spun around, fist clenched, ready to take out whoever was there and make a run for it.
 
                 "I told you he was ready, did I not?" said Germai, "he does learn quickly and has the reflexes of a cat."
 
                 "Yes, he did do well.  I give you credit for preparing him so thoroughly that he was able to save himself.  Now we must prepare him for his next assignment," said Alrien.  "I will notify Wizard Brekon that he is ready to join him.  Please help him to gather his items, and let him know what has just happened, he looks as white as a ghost," he said leaving the training room.
 
                 "You did very well apprentice, you have made me proud this night.  Let’s return to your room and get you taken care of shall we?" he said, taking Roland by the arm and leading him back to his room.
 
                 He was still shocked about what had happened.  He wondered what would have happened had he not been able to stop the fireball, would he have died.  On their way back to his room Germai explained that this was his final test.  Now he would be allowed to move up when he was finished with his other training.  He only heard bits and pieces of the conversation, as he was still in such a state of shock.  To everyone else he was sure he seemed to be a walking zombie.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 10
 
   Earth and Wind
 
    [image: ] 
 
                  aving passed all the required tests of the apprentice level for the discipline of water he was taken back to the hall of joining.  He was once more introduced to the head of the next discipline.  As he was presented before Wizard Brekon the earth master, he wasn’t in such awe of what was going on.  He was escorted down the hall of the order of earth, quietly looking at all the murals that had been painted along the walls.
 
                 He noticed that they depicted the creation of the world, only in reverse.  He didn’t have much time to think about it when they arrived at his new room.  He was given the opportunity to rest for the remainder of the day.  His room was small like the others he had been in.  It was barren of anything decorative; it felt to him as though he was now living in a cave.  Walking around the room he found some books over the mantel of the fireplace, dusting them off he found one that interested him and started to read it.
 
                 "The Terion Chronicles," he said to himself.  He spent the rest of the day lying on the bed and reading, intrigued by the history of the book.
 
                 "Good morning apprentice, did you sleep well?" asked Wizard Brekon.
 
                 "Yes thank you, it felt good to just be able to relax for a spell."
 
                 "This is Patlin Rien; she will be the one to take you through the lessons.  I do hope you enjoy what you are going to learn."
 
                 Rien was an attractive young lady, the first he had seen since his training started.  He had heard of sorceresses, but until now he had never met one, after all his mother was one.  She took him outside for his first lesson and put him to work in the gardens. Over the next few weeks of training she taught him about all the different types of vegetation that was around.  She showed him how all things shared a common dependency on the elements.
 
                 "Take these seeds, each one will produce something different," she said handing him a small bag.
 
                 "What do you want me to do with these?" he asked, opening it.
 
                 "Take hold of the power, and watch what I do."
 
                 They both took hold of the power; he saw that it was rooted at their feet giving a different insight to what was before him.  The ground had turned from the green grass and different colors of flowers to a wide variety of colors.
 
                 "Each color represents something; the earth is a living thing.  Whenever we plant something in it, it will give up something of itself.  You can think of it as a mother, nurturing in all it can, giving up its nutrients.  Each color gives us an indication of how many nutrients have been taken, that way we can adjust our planting accordingly.
 
                 For example the reds show a high level of decrease, the darker the color the more we have to be careful.  On the other hand a dark brown shows that there are plenty of nutrients stored up and we can plant again.  So take those seeds, find the most fertile place that you can and plant them."
 
                 He looked around, most of the ground was a shade of yellow, or light brown.  He walked around the garden for a while enjoying the colors as they seemed to dance around.  Finally finding a sufficient enough place to plant he set about doing so. Rien watched carefully as he took care to plant each one after the manner in which he had been shown.
 
                 "Very well done, now step back a little and watch what I do," she knelt down beside the first seed.  Concentrating she placed her hand over it.  The ground began to lighten just a little, when she removed her hand he could see the first signs of the seedling coming up through the ground.
 
                 "This is the reason for this power; we can help things grow where others have failed."
 
                 "So if we have this awesome ability, why don't we produce enough food so that everyone can eat?  Wouldn’t that end all the hunger?"
 
                 "Those are good intentions, and once you are able to you will probably want to go out and help all those you can.  But good intentions do not always mean the best of ideas.  Think of the long-term effects of that.  First, think about those who depend on their crops for their income, what would happen to them?  Second, someone will not always be around to give the people the food they need.  So in the end they will be worse off than before.  What we try and do is teach and train people how to use the land, so that when we are gone they will be able to continue to survive, hopefully for many more generations."
 
                 "That is true, I do see the importance of that," said Roland, a little ashamed.
 
                 "If you will always remember this lesson, you will eventually help more people than you could ever imagine."
 
                 "Now that you can do that, let's turn our attention to how this element can save your life.  You have already mastered the element of fire and know of its great destructive powers.  At the same it gives way to new life.  That is what we will learn now; there are only two things that can stop fire, earth and water.
 
                 When you are faced with someone who wishes to destroy those around you, you can use the earth as a barrier.  By calling on it and commanding it to form a wall, watch how this is done. Teran tar shield."
 
                 He jumped when the earth began to shake quickly and slide a little under his feet.  When he looked up Rien was fully covered by a hard shell of earth.  He walked over and touched it; it felt like a stone that had been there forever.  He was forced back when the wall began to fall away, Rien stepped away without any problems.
 
                 "Take my hand and you try the spell.  There is something more that you will need to know once you are inside."
 
                 He took her hand and repeated the spell, aware this time of what was going to happen.  The earth under his feet didn’t move this time so he was able to watch the shield form around them.  From the inside it didn’t appear like a rock because you could see out.  Breathing became a little more difficult from being trapped inside the small space.
 
                 "As you can see, once inside you will be protected from the enemy.  Being able to see outside is vitally important, you wouldn’t want to have to guess when they are gone.  Not only will this protect you from the fire element, but there are many creatures that have been created by the Legion, they in time may try to destroy you as well.  You will become aware of these creatures and be able to fight against them.  However your best defense against some of them is to hide, within these shields they will not be able to sense your presence.
 
                 Now to learn how to remove the shield when you are ready, the spell is said like this Sela Teran Shield.  Because you are the one that created it you must be the one to remove it."
 
                 He repeated the spell and the walls slowly fell away, he watched as they molded themselves back into the ground, leaving no sign that it had been created.  As with the other elements his training lasted over several months, learning as much of the basic principles of control that he could, he felt comfortable with each of the lessons finding the earth a pleasant element to work with.
 
                 Through the last few months of his training he had grown to like Rien a little more than he probably should have.  Little did he know that she had also developed feelings for him.  Something the council did not look upon very highly.
 
                 Rien knew what the final test would be, and it worried her that she would not be able to tell him.  Although this was one of the easiest of elements to control, the final test on his powers was highly dangerous.  She hoped that he would remember all that he had learned.
 
                 He had only been in his room a few hours, tired from the day's lessons and chores.  After so long on the same schedule he was used to the little sleep that he got, and so instead of going to bed immediately he decided to sit and read for a while.
 
                 Rien opened the door to his room quietly; she had a desire to talk with him for the longest time about his final test.  She knew that if she got caught the consequences could be severe for her, but at this moment she didn’t care.  She had seen many apprentices in the past be mentally destroyed, she stood there for a while just looking at him.
 
                 She knew she had fallen in love with him, and that was the main reason she had to let him know about the test.  She stood there looking at him laying in bed, still in his clothes with the open book on his chest, the moon coming in the window, shining off his face.  She walked over to the side of the bed.  Leaning over she kissed him carefully on the cheek, trying not to wake him up.
 
                 She sat and waited for about an hour before she walked over to wake him up.  She had enjoyed just sitting there and watching him, but what she had to say was too important to wait any longer.  She shook him a little, saying his name softly not wanting to startle him awake.  He slowly opened his eyes, a little surprised that there was someone so close to him at this time of night.
 
                 "I need to talk to you, are you awake?" she asked.
 
                 "Rien, is that you?  Why are you here? Is there something wrong?" he was more awake now, sitting up on the bed.
 
                 "No," she answered, a little ashamed that she had come at all.  "There is nothing wrong.  I, well I wanted to give you a little warning, you will be taking your final test tomorrow, and I don't want anything to happen to you.  There are some people that don’t survive this test."
 
                 "Rien, don't worry.  I remember everything that you have taught me.  I'm sure I'll be fine," he told her, taking her in his arms to comfort her.
 
                 She was a bit surprised that he was holding her so close, although she did feel comforted.  She was sure that was all he was intending it for.  She laid her head on his shoulder, closing her eyes.  She had never felt like this for anyone before, a desire to be close to him longer.
 
                 They sat and held each other until she had fallen asleep on his shoulder.  He carefully laid her down on his bed and went over to the small chair by the fire place; he sat there thinking about what would happen in the next few hours.  He started to get anxious so he got up and walked out to the garden to let Rien sleep without being bothered.  He watched the sun come up over the trees, enjoying the sights of a new day.
 
                 The morning was filled with the first of his chores.  He was now in the garden's more than inside and it felt good to be out in the sun.  Rien joined him after breakfast, helping him to prepare for the last of his studies before he took the test that day.  She still worried that he would be harmed, but the memories of falling asleep in his arms gave her a great deal of comfort.
 
                 A young boy dressed in a servants attire came to tell him that his presence was requested in the training field at his earliest convenience, which generally meant to come immediately.  So he gathered the few tools that he was using, put them away and followed the boy to the training yard.  He was not too surprised when he got there to see Rien.  As well as a few others who had reached patlin status, all standing in a circle, Wizard Brekon standing in the middle.
 
                 The patlins began to separate, opening the circle towards him.  As they did a large fire ball came flying at him.  Without thinking he called the earth shield around himself, flinching a little when the fire hit the shield and winked itself out.  He quickly lowered his shield, casting another spell aimed at Brekon, Teran Divlan, everyone in the circle was surprised when the earth began to crack and separate below their feet breaking the circle.
 
                 "Apprentice, where did you learn that?" he demanded, walking over to him, curiosity and amazement on his face.  Wanting to find out who had taught him that spell.  It was usually taught only to a journey before they left for their quest.  It was meant to help them when encountered by a large mountain and time was important.
 
                 "I read it in a book, at the time I didn't know what it meant.  Even now I was surprised to see what happened, all I know is it had something to do with the earth.  I am truly sorry if I have done something wrong, but it came out quicker than I really thought."
 
                 "That’s fine.  You must always remember to guard your tongue; you never know what will happen when you use magic that you haven’t been taught.  Do you understand me?"
 
                 "Yes sir, that is a lesson I have heard all too much in the time that I have been here.  I promise you it will not happen again."
 
                 "Very good, you did very well on your test.  I have seen your other work, it’s time for you to move on, I will have it arranged for tomorrow, you will now return to your room for the remainder of the day.  I will notify the headmaster of servants that you will not be doing your regular evening chores.  I want you to think about what has happened here today."
 
                 He went back to his room, confused and still a little shaky over what had happened.  That was the second time he had almost been killed during his testing; now he knew what Rien had meant by being careful.  He lay down exhausted, partly from the little sleep the night before, and partly from the events that had just happened.  He laid there thinking about all he had learned, he only had one more discipline to learn before he could advance.
 
   He took the rest of the day to rest and read the book he had started.  That is where he had gotten the spell he used today.  Now that he knew a little more and that the book could teach him he anxiously read it, trying to remember everything in it.  He was so involved in his book that he didn’t see the door open and someone walk in.  He looked up when he caught the smell of perfume in the room.
 
                 "Rien, sorry I didn't hear you come in.  Have you ever read this book?" he asked, holding it up for her to see.
 
                 "The Terion Chronicles, no I haven't had the opportunity to read that one, why?"
 
                 "That spell I used today, I got it out of this book, there are many more like it,"
 
                 "You might want to consider giving that to Wizard Brekon, he will know more about it.  Besides I don't think you should be reading that, especially if you start using the spells and don't know what will happen," she said a little nervous with him having the book still.  "Look I brought some current wine freshly made; I thought we could celebrate you passing the final test."
 
                 They sat drinking and talking for the next few hours, a servant brought food in for him, and seeing her there offered to collect some for her if she desired.  It was well past the setting of the sun when she finally decided to return to her own room.  They both would have a big day tomorrow when he would leave to go study with the wind guild, she was sad to see him go.  The only joy she had came from knowing that she would see him around the castle, but that too was limited as she herself was preparing for her advancement to journey and would be leaving soon.
 
                 "Rien, before you go I wanted to ask you something."
 
                 "Yes."
 
                 "How do you feel about me, I mean are we just good friends?"
 
                 She was surprised by the question and was not sure how to answer.  Her first thought was to shout NO, she wanted to be more than just good friends with him.  "What do you mean are we just good friends?" she asked, trying to hide her true emotions.
 
                 He walked over to her, taking her in his arms and kissing her.  Her knees felt like jelly, if it had not been for him holding her she would have fallen on the floor.  She could not believe that they were kissing, something she had wanted for so long, it was sweet and everything she thought it would be.  She stood there shocked when he pulled away, still wanting their lips to be together.
 
                 "Sorry, I don't know what came over me, can you forgive me for that?" he asked, turning away from her.  He felt ashamed that he had taken advantage of her like that.
 
                 He went over to the small sofa, not wanting to look at her, not wanting to see the shame he thought he had caused her.  He was surprised when he felt her hands on his back, softly rubbing it.
 
                 "Don't be ashamed.  I took no offense to it; to be honest I enjoyed it."
 
                 He turned back around to face her, he could remember the first time he saw her, when she was introduced as his instructor.  Now here they stood; his last night to be here with her.  He took her in his arms and pulled her close to him, kissing her again.  She stayed with him for a while longer, full of desire to be with him.
 
                 They stayed up most of the night talking about how they felt for each other, and what they were going to do now that they had advanced their relationship.  He knew that she would be leaving shortly on her journey, but they both knew he was leaving in a matter of hours to train with the order of the wind.
 
                 The next morning he was surprisingly awake for the amount of sleep he had gotten, he was excited and sad to see her again, knowing that there time together would be severely limited with his training, he was just hoping to see her a few more times before she left.  
 
                 She was with him and Wizard Brekon in the Hall of Joining.  Across the circle facing them was Wizard Terinal lon Jek, wind master.  He remembered being tested by him.  It was a little hard to understand what he was saying from his strong accent, but he was able to get used to it easily enough.
 
                 "I present to you Apprentice Roland der Causland," said Brekon when they were all standing on the edge of the mural.
 
                 "We see you apprentice and welcome you to our sides, please come."
 
                 Roland proceeded to walk over to their side of the mural, he felt sad leaving Riens' side, but she gave his had one last reassuring squeeze before he left.  He felt strange as he passed over the middle of the mural, as though someone; somewhere was watching him, judging him.  He felt a rush of something as it passed him.  The overwhelming feeling caught him off guard and he fainted.  The last thing he remembered hearing was a scream from Rien.
 
                 "Wizard, the apprentice is waking up."
 
                 He began to stir, his vision a blur.  He was disoriented, not knowing where he was.  He sat up straight and began looking around in a panic.
 
                 "Where am I, where'd it go?" he asked, now frantic of what he remembered.
 
                 "Tis' all right lad, yu's safe now," he heard someone say behind him.
 
                 He turned around to find Wizard Terinal sitting at the small table in his room; his head still hurt but was glad to see he was in bed.  He sat up, finding someone had brought him some food, he was starving.  It felt like days since he had eaten anything.
 
                 "What happened?" he asked, eating some of the fresh sweet breads.
 
                 "Well, yu ad da oppertunty of esperiencin what we's call a tyme wrinkle," he said, "dem's don't happin much, but when de do, well not evrbody lives, yu's was lucky."
 
                 "How long have I been out?"
 
                 "Oi'd ave ta say, two monts now."
 
                 He tried to stand up, but his legs were stiff and sore from lying down so long.  His arms were too weak to hold him up for long.  He laid back down and rested, enjoying the breads and cider.  Before he knew it they were all gone and he still felt as though he had not eaten.  The maidservant brought in another plate, this one with spiced meats and more fresh rolls.  He stayed in bed for the better part of another week before he felt strong enough to stand up on his own.
 
                 "Ow ya feelin today?" asked Terinal
 
                 "Much better thank you."
 
                 "Very well den, today we will start your tranin, dis here is Patlin Wolnen, he'll be da one givin ya da lessons, he is de best dat we ave,"
 
                 "Hello, apprentice," he said, extending his hand out to help him up.
 
                 He was a pleasant young man.  With his big smile he was able to gain the confidence of people very quickly.  He acted and portrayed himself as though he were a man of wealth, possibly the son of a wealthy merchant.  However his attitude showed different as though he had been raised on a farm.  He portrayed the kindness of a good neighbor and friend.  They quickly became friends as he taught him the rules and lore behind the element of wind.
 
                 "Wind is useful for many things, but mostly as a means of information, and protection.  We are able to keep in constant communication with other wizards by using the wind to carry our messages.  You will learn how to do this; we do it more out of security and speed.
 
                 The conventional way of communication with carrier pigeons can be interrupted and important messages never reach where they are supposed to, especially if someone shoots one of our pigeons.  It is also harder for someone to decipher what is being said on the wind if you are not the intended recipient.  Most people don’t even know it is possible.
 
                 As for your own security, you can detain people by using the wind.  Although it seems as if there is no substance to it, it can become something physical.  This element is hard to detect and nearly impossible to destroy.  When you were tested you used a small portion of this skill when you were required to carry an object.  For that to happen you have to be able to wrap the element, thus creating a physical force.
 
                 As far as things that you need to be careful with, wind will carry fire quicker and make it burn hotter and longer, with earth you can create massive sandstorms or wind funnels.  You must be very careful with water as well; wind is one of the primary elements that help sailors and fishermen but it can also cause massive tidal waves that can destroy ships and even coastal towns.
 
                 You must take extreme care when using any of these elements together.  Now it’s time to work on some basic skills.  Lifting something extremely heavy is always a good thing to start with."
 
                 They spent the next few weeks, practicing with his skills using the wind.  He found it useful, especially with his chores.  He was now able to use it to move the big pot's that were used for cooking with little effort.  
 
                 Wind seemed to be the easiest for him to control.  With the limited knowledge that he had he felt he could accomplish many things that in the past seemed to be too difficult for him.  He and Wolnen had become good friends.  He found it easy to do so, especially when he afforded him the respect they felt they deserved as they were higher in skill than he was.
 
                 He was caught by surprise one day walking late into the training room.  His chores had taken longer than anticipated.  He was suddenly picked up, turned upside down, and carried numerous times around the room.  He looked around to see who was doing this to him. 
 
                 He remained calm though until he was hung over the open fire pit in the middle of the room.  He tried to connect with the wind or fire element to extinguish it before he was dropped in.  But every time he called the element, he found that he had been blocked by something, that’s when the panic started to set in.
 
                 He heard someone laughing over in one of the obscured corners.  He recognized that laugh because it belonged to Rien.  She walked out into the middle of the room, standing next to the fire laughing at him.
 
                 "Well now.  This is how I like my men, hanging on my every move, hot and ready for whatever I ask of them," she said with a chuckle.
 
                 "Very, funny, now will you please put me down, preferably somewhere safe?"
 
                 She set him down.  After standing up and dusting himself off he went over to her where they embraced and kissed for a few moments.
 
                 "I've sure missed you, how come you haven't come before now?" he asked her.
 
                 "I have only come to tell you that I'm to leave in two days.  I have finished my training and am being advanced tomorrow.  I just wanted to let you know, and I wanted to see you one more time before I left."
 
                 They spent a few more minutes together until Wolnen showed up.  He was disappointed that he had been delayed by Roland being late for their earlier appointment.  He dismissed Rien, so they could continue with the lessons.
 
                 As a punishment for his tardiness he was given extra chores to do as well as the toughest of programs.  By the end of the day he was too tired to think let alone do anything but sleep.  He knew that he would need to get up early the next day to get his chores done before lessons.  He didn't want to go through another day like today.
 
                 "Apprentice, come to the training hall," he thought he heard someone calling.  When he looked up from the scrubbing sink he couldn’t see anyone.  He heard the voice calling him again a little clearer this time as well felt a tug at his shirt.  He left the kitchen and walked down to the training room hearing the summons several times.  As he got closer it came stronger and more frequent.
 
                 When he entered the training room he saw Wolnen sitting in the middle of the floor as though he was in a trance.  Wizard Terinal was there standing above him.  He walked over to the wizard and knelt down as he had been instructed.
 
                 "You erd da summons?"
 
                 "Yes wizard, who was calling me?"
 
                 "Patlin Wolnen, he summoned you by my order.  It is time tew prepare fer your final test.  I now see you can receive a wind message which is a good sign.  You must always remember tew answer as quickly as possible."
 
                 Wolnen stood up walking behind Roland.  He could feel the small tugs of wind behind him and quickly took hold of the power.  He didn’t want to go through another episode like he had with Rien a few weeks back.  He was frustrated when he could feel the block that Wolnen had placed on him.  He began to panic and fight as hard as he could only feeling as though he was slamming his fists against a stone wall.
 
                 "Please calm down," said Terinal, "dis shield will no urt you.  Wolnen has placed it on you by my request.  He has tol me how well you ave been learning and better yet rememberin what yew ave been taught.  Aside from what de uder wizards ave said I feel yew are ready tew learn a very valuable and important lesson.
 
                 Da shield dat as been placed around yew is a combination of earth an wind.  Although yew cannot see it I am sure yew can feel a physical restraint.  Now dat you are calm slowly attempt tew take ahold of only da wind."
 
                 "I.. I can't feel anything," he said still a little unsettled.
 
                 "Okay, relax, an listen.  All a power block is is a web, an within every web no mater how powerful da wizard is dere is always a flaw.  Once you find dat flaw it is like unraveling a blanket.  Wit each tug da integrity grows weaker an eventually yew can make a hole large enough tew take control of da power.  Da goal is tew accomplish dis witout letin whoever as blocked yew know what yew are doin."
 
                 He closed his eyes and turned his thoughts on how to find this weakness.  He was not sure how he would be able to accomplish it.  He almost jumped when he could feel a soft spot in the shield.  He concentrated all of his efforts at breaking through; those around him could see the small beads of sweat forming on his brow.  It took him a few hours before he could feel any real change in the hole, so when the power came rushing in it almost knocked him down.  The feeling of being free nearly overwhelmed him, along with the surge of power.
 
                 "Very good," said Wolnen, "it took a little longer than I thought it would but not bad for your first time.  I made it as difficult as I could, when you start with someone that doesn’t know you can do this it will be much easier.  So do you think it will be easier for you to do next time?"
 
                 "I am sure I could do it again, but I will be a little more prepared.  I thought I was going to be burned out after that happened."
 
                 They continued their testing for the next few days, preparing for the final test of the wind.  Knowing what might happen he would not let himself be distracted this time.  When he arrived for his final test, Wizard Terinal was there.  As he entered the training room he could feel someone putting a shield on him and noticed the wizard was the only one holding the power.
 
                 As quick as he could he reached for the power.  The shield was close to being closed but he was able to catch a small thread of water and created a small pool of mist right behind him.  He had found in his studies a detailed description on how to break down such a barrier and to bring it back on the one creating it.  Knowing this could get him into trouble again he almost let go, but he wanted to prove a point.
 
                 As the two ends of the shield started to weave together they touched the pool causing a backlash of power.  He felt the shield shatter, leaving the feeling like he was coming out of a dream.  He could see each particle breaking away, flying back at Terinal.  He stood there stunned and amazed at how quickly it went, and almost started laughing at the expression on Terinal.
 
                 "Roland, release the shield now," shouted Wolnen.
 
                 As he did he saw Wolnen connect with the power, taking the wind he slowly lowered Terinal to the ground, he laid there limp and appeared to be white as a ghost.  When he got to his side Wolnen looked up at him anger and worry burning in his eyes.
 
                 "What were you thinking," he shouted.  "Weren't you told never to use magic that you were not trained in?"
 
                 "Yes, I'm sorry about this, can you tell me what happened?" he said, heavy with worry and concern.
 
                 "When you backlash the power like that it can cause the person sending the spell to be drained of the life essence.  At the worst it looks like you were lucky, the punishment for that is immediate death.  But it looks like Wizard Terinal is only in a state of shock.  I need you to go and get Wizard Petron, do it now."
 
                 "Can't we call him on the wind?"
 
                 "There is no time for that.  Go, Run as fast as you can before Wizard Terinal gets any worse."
 
                 Roland took off on a dead run.  Fueled by fear and panic he reached the office of Wizard Petron shortly.  When the guards saw him running down the hall they stepped in front of the door.  Without realizing how or what he was doing Roland took the power and using the wind, moved the two guards out of the way and opened the door.  He was out of breath when he arrived and took a brief moment to catch himself.
 
                 He was frantically explaining to Wizard Petron what had happened on the way back down to the training hall.  He didn’t see the small smile come across his face.  When they arrived in the training hall Roland noticed a larger group of people circled around where Wizard Terinal had been lying.  When the crowd noticed Wizard Petron they opened an isle for him to walk in.  Roland following right behind him was relieved to see him sitting up.  His face was not as flush, but he still seemed to be breathing a little ragged, as though he had just gotten back from running.
 
                 "Terinal, what is going on?" demanded Wizard Petron.
 
                 "I tink youn Roland as learnt a new trick," he said.
 
                 Petron dismissed everyone that was around telling them there was nothing left to see.  That Terinal would be fine, he was more concerned about the rumors that were already starting.  He reminded himself that he would have to have a long talk with Roland about this.
 
                 "Now Terinal, explain to me what really happened.  This young man came to me in such a panic I thought he had killed you," said Petron.
 
                 "He accomplished sometin dat I ave never seen.  E was called here for his final test; I attempted tew put a shield on im when he came into da room, as wit all trainees.  But fer some reason it backfired an before I knew it my shield broke free from im and surrounded me.  It took me a moment to realize it, an findin da weak spot took a little time, but once I ad I was able tew release myself pretty easily," he told him.
 
                 "Apprentice that was a very dangerous thing you just did.  I don't know what we would have done had it not been that easy to solve.  You must promise me that you will never do any magic without first consulting a wizard; they will be able to let you know if it is safe.  Second and most important never perform anything on a wizard without them knowing.  That could be considered a threat on their life."
 
                 Roland acknowledged the error of his ways and swore never to do it again.  Wolnen took him back to his room; the walk was quiet as Wolnen was upset at what Roland had done.  He took it as a personal insult on himself for not respecting the order of the wizard.  He didn’t sleep well that night waking up several times with nightmares of killing Terinal.
 
                 "Terinal, do you think that he is ready for the next step of training?" asked Petron, both watching the two young men walking down the hall.
 
                 "E is strong Petron, one of da strongest dat I've seen in cycles.  I believe e will be able to master da art of probability wit little problem.  I would still continue tew watch im closely though.”
 
                 When he was summoned to Petrons' office the next day he thought he was going to be severely reprimanded for his disobedience the day before.  He had already punished himself more than anyone ever could.  He decided that being writ with guilt was worse than anything.  By not getting a good night sleep he was probably in worse shape.
 
                 The large doors to Petrons office were open, and not seeing any guards around he became worried, that was something he had never seen before.  The room was fairly dark when he walked in, a small fire giving the only light in the room.  The flames caused shadows to dance throughout the room giving an even eerier feel to the room.  He saw Petron sitting in a large chair in front of the fireplace reading.
 
                 "Wizard, you summoned me?" he asked hesitantly.
 
                 "Yes, please come and sit down," he said calling a chair from the wall and placing it next to his.  It bothered him that he didn’t turn to face him.  "I understand you have been spending a little extra time on your studies."
 
                 "Yes, I thought it would be important to learn as much as I could.  I didn’t have the opportunity back home for much schooling and I have really enjoyed the time that I have had here."
 
                 "Have you seen this book?" he asked, holding up a leather bound book that seemed frayed around the edges.
 
                 The Terion Chronicles, he read, "Yes, I have read some of it.  That's the book that I got those spells that I used.  I found most of it to be very interesting, why do you ask?"
 
                 "Where did you get it?" he asked, his voice sounded accusing.
 
                 "It was on the shelf in one of the rooms that I was assigned to, what is this all about?" he answered, getting frustrated with all the questions.
 
                 "This is a rare book; one that was supposed to be kept locked up and kept for only the wizards to use.  As you have experienced yourself someone who does not understand the power as they should can do a great deal of harm and damage.  What else do you remember from this book?"
 
                 "Not a lot.  I didn't read it as though it was important, more of an adventure.  At the time it didn't occur to me that the spells would really work until the two that I tried did.  I didn't read much after that so they were the only ones that I remember."
 
                 "This copy has been lost for nearly one hundred cycles.  How it got into the room of an apprentice I will never know.  But now it is safe.  I'm sure you will have the opportunity to read this again.  Let me tell you a little about it.
 
                 In the sixth age, there was a powerful wizard, one of the most powerful this world had ever seen.  But with this power came greed and anger.  When he was not called to sit on the High Council he rebelled.  This action had severe consequences on the world.  He found an ancient manuscript on the creation, upon learning that the Dark Lord was entrapped in the center of the earth he set out to release him.
 
                 Fortunately for us a few other wizards had learned of his plan.  A group of them took it upon themselves to find him and kill him before he could follow through with his plan.  They hoped that when they found him they could destroy the only document that contained the spell to release the Dark Lord.  They knew they had to get to him before he started or they would not be able to destroy the document.
 
                 It took them several cycles to find him.  They followed every suspicion of strange or unexplained event.  When they found him it was too late, he had already started the ritual.  Fortunately they did stop him in time, he had only weakened the cell, by doing so the Dark Lords power has increased on the earth, but he is not free.
 
                 Our concern now is the power of the Dark Lord has grown too strong.  We feel now that he will soon be able to break free from his prison.  This is the goal of the Legion; they feel he will endow them with great power over everyone else if he is successful.  We simply cannot allow this to happen.
 
                 That is why this book is so important.  It’s a book of prophesy, foretelling of the bringer of light, a powerful wizard, who will be endowed with the power of the Creator himself.  We have been searching most of my life time for this person.  When found it means the Dark Lord will soon have the power to break free.  We use this book as a guide to find, train, and prepare him for what will be known as the final battle; we believe this will be you."
 
                 The room was silent except for the occasional snap of the logs in the fireplace.  He just sat there for what seemed like an eternity, letting the reality of what he had just heard sink in.  It was like a mental whiplash coming back to reality.
 
                 "I understand this is a lot to think about.  I will let you go back to your room to think about it for the night.  Tomorrow you will start a new training course, one that I will teach you," he said, standing to lead him out of the office.
 
                 He didn't know what to think.  The prospect that he could be the bringer of light was daunting.  He remembered in the book all the power that this person would have.  He wasn’t sure he would ever be able to learn how to control it.  This weighed down on him like a ton of bricks.  When he got back to his room he laid down, falling into a fitful sleep.
 
                 The next day he was called back to Petrons office.  This time everything seemed to be as it should.  The large doors were closed with guards where they were supposed to be.  He stood outside while he was announced, walking in he saw Petron putting something in a metal box.  He figured it was the book he saw last night, shuddering a little at the thought of what it was.
 
                 "Good morning," said Petron, "I hope you slept well, we have a lot of stuff to cover today."
 
                 The concepts of Probability were some of the most difficult to understand.  The idea that you could change the present by going into the past was mind boggling.  The difficulty with this was trying to fathom how much of the present was changed by a single action.  He was not sure he wanted to learn this, so with the reassurance that not everyone could accomplish this, they settled into practicing.
 
                 "To access this element is not like any other.  You must have the desire within your heart and your intentions must be pure.  Remember you cannot deceive yourself, no matter how hard you try."
 
                 Probability was a very difficult element to understand yet alone take control of.  There were so many new rules that had to be learned and the consequences of each action had a greater affect on everything, not just the immediate but all time both past, present and future.  Petron continually counseled Roland on the dangers of traveling to far into the past.
 
                 Telling him the further back one went the greater the effect would be on the known present.  He was also cautioned about going too far into the future.  Learning what was happening there could cause to great of a temptation to alter events that one found unfavorable and thereby changing the future in an indescribable way.
 
                 He started to travel a day or two into the past, using the water element to shield himself as he started to observe different events.  He quickly learned how dangerous as well as how beneficial this could be to an individual.  He decided to test out how things could change in what he felt were small ways.
 
                 Over the next few days he traveled into the past making small adjustments and changes to the things he knew would only affect him.  He could sense the small changes almost immediately in himself a sense of confusion at times when he moved things in his room.
 
                 He decided to try going two days into the future to observe what was going to happen, taking caution not to observe himself and to stay as far as he could from anywhere he knew he would be.  The results were astonishing.  He saw small things he never noticed before what was difficult was when he was back in the present he had to fight the urge to confront those he watched.  He wanted to warn them or give them a heads up of what was going to happen.
 
                 This element was so uncommon and with the ability to change past and future events it was too dangerous to test the individual on.  Only a wizard with the ability to connect to probability could determine if the person even possessed the ability.  For most they would teach them how to block the skill so there wouldn’t be any potential of using it.  However he knew if Roland was to fulfill the prophecies.  He would not only have to know about it and have access to it, he would have to control and master it. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 11
 
   Mysteries and Mayhem
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   omorrow we will schedule your advancement," said Petron.  "I hope you understand how much information you have gained these last few weeks.  It will be extremely important to all of us that you never forget what I have taught you.  More important you never teach anyone this skill or use it for the wrong reasons.  I warn you now; if I or any other wizard on the High Council learns that you have gone corrupt we will not hesitate to kill you.  Do you understand that?"
 
                 "Yes sir," was all he could think of.  He knew the great possibilities that he had now and was more afraid to use them then anyone could imagine.  Throughout this training his studies were restricted to the few documents on the misuse of this power.  Even now the present is so much different then what it would have been.
 
                 "Petron, if we can travel back in time, why doesn't someone go back to stop Hernel from trying to open the Dark Lords cell?"
 
                 "It's not that easy; believe me we have thought of that.  We are not willing to suffer the consequences of that change.  As you have read and should understand, before we change anything of the past, or tell what the future will hold we must have the majority vote of the High Council.  That is not easy and takes more time then we have allowed ourselves in a very long time."
 
                 He still had a hard time comprehending how big of a change that would be.  They talked for several more hours, mostly about what would be required to advance to patlin status and the responsibilities that would include.  He was invited to eat dinner with Petron and a few other wizards, enjoying himself immensely.
 
                 He was able to retire early that night knowing he would have a full day ahead of him.  Making the final preparations for his final skills test, as well as his knowledge test would take most of his time and energy.  Most apprentices put more emphasis on controlling the power instead of the aspect of knowledge, this being every bit as important as the elemental skills.
 
                 It was rare now that he could remember what he dreamt about.  The magic surrounding the house was preventing any outside influences this time as he dreamt it seemed more as if he were awake, than asleep.  He saw someone coming toward him, not sure what to expect he reached for the power. 
 
                 "Be at peace, I mean you no harm," said the stranger.  He felt as though he recognized the voice somewhere from his past.  It was a woman’s voice soft and comforting.  As she got closer she called on a light letting him see there was nothing to worry about.
 
                 "Mother?” he asked. “How can you be here?"
 
                 "There is a secret with wizards.  Because we have had the opportunity in life to work with the elements, when we pass on, our minds are joined with them.  There have been many times that I have spoken to you through them, watched over you growing up."
 
                 "So why now do you show yourself to me, why haven't you visited me like this before?"
 
                 "I only come now to give you help.  Time is growing short.  The Legion has sent out many spies to find you, some more powerful than any that have been seen before.  When you advance you will be learning new magic, your abilities will be enhanced with the use of marklons.  You will need some of the most powerful ones to survive as the dark powers grow stronger with each passing day."
 
                 "What does this have to do with me?"
 
                 "Son, you are the ordained one.  You are the bringer of light.  The fate of all the races will one day rest upon you.  That is why it is so important for you to listen to what I have to say.  I have seen each possibility of the future, in some you were victorious in defeating the Dark Lord others you were not.
 
                 These tools that I am going to tell you about are vitally important to your success.  You must never tell anyone about them, use your study time to find all the information that you can.  When you reach journey status take the time to find these.
 
                 They are The Sword of Fire, Ring of Water, Staff of Wind, Amulet of Earth, and the Crown of Probability.  Each one of these will give you aid in controlling an enormous amount of power."
 
                 In the next minute she was gone.  He could still hear voices in the background, knowing that he was still in his dream.  He decided to walk around a little to see if he could recognize the building he was in.
 
                 He found the symbol on the floor.  After taking a better look at it he recognized the meaning of the different symbols, each one representing one of the elements.  The voices coming through the darkness startled him a little at first.  Not seeing anyone he decided to try and find out who was there with him.
 
                 He found two people talking one down on his knees.  Fear overwhelming in his eyes and the pool of sweat forming on his shirt.  The other figure was wearing a cloak that seemed to drink up the darkness around him; he could feel the evil coming from him. 
 
                 "Master, they have the bringer of light: the creators prophesy; it will be fulfilled," came the strange voice.
 
                 "Find him, we must bring him to our side, or he must be destroyed.  He cannot be allowed to grow stronger than I am.  Is that understood?" said the cloaked man.  "There is someone here with us, do you feel it?" the cloaked man turned his head around the room when the hood opening meet Roland’s gaze he felt as though he had just walked through a lake of ice.
 
                 "So you know the dream world do you?" said the cloaked man.
 
                 Roland could not move he was frozen by fear or a shield he didn’t know, the figure came closer, slowly luring him into his gaze.  He became fearful for his life thinking it would end at any moment.  "So you are the one they are talking about," he said with a chuckle, "you are nothing, a mere child,” he said his voice heavy with disdain.
 
                 In the next instant there was a blinding light, brighter than any he had ever seen.  When his vision returned, he looked around; it took him a moment to realize he was awake with four wizards standing around him and another five sitting in chairs.  Each one looked as if they had just run a ten mile race.
 
                 "What were you doing in the world of dreams?" asked Petron.
 
                 "I really don't know.  I had fallen asleep and the next thing I knew I was talking with my mother.  When she left I started looking around, that's when I found these two men talking.  I don't remember much after that," he told them, still shaking.  He was chilled from the sweat that now covered his own sheets and pillow.
 
                 "You were lucky this time.  That was the manifestation of the Dark Lord.  He had you in his thrall; we were warned when your mother visited me in my dream.  Had it not been for that you may not be alive.  It took five of the most powerful wizards to break you free," he said.  "Next time you are called to the world of dreams like that, leave after the message has been delivered.  The Dark Lord has too much power there."
 
                 After everyone left he tried to rest.  But every time he started to fall asleep he would remember his encounter and startle awake.  He decided he would take this opportunity to find as much of the information on what his mother had told him.  He wrote down each item so he would not forget them.
 
                 The library was quiet when he arrived.  All but a few of the torches had been put out.  Not knowing where to start his search he started to walk around the library.  He remembered his mother saying the word marklon, so that is where he decided to look.  He found a number of books that talked about them; he picked one called, "The History and Make of the Marklon."
 
                 The book gave a brief description of all the different marklons that had been made, when, and for whom.  Next to each one showed where they were located, most were still found in the vaults of the house of learning.  Of course the ones that he wanted were all in the list of missing ones.
 
                 Finding each one he learned who they had been made for and by so doing decided where to start.  The first one he looked up was the Sword of Fire.  It was given to a great warrior among the humans named Phloria der Eglamond.  He figured he would look back in the history books on the Nolarian realm.  He remembered most of what he had read, but the name did not sound familiar.
 
                 He decided it would be best to ask Telm.  He knew where almost everything could be found in the library.  He looked around for several more hours trying to find anything useful there; he was trying to keep awake until Telm arrived at dawn.
 
                 "Telm, I need some help.  Do you know of anyone in the history books by the name of Phloria der Eglamond?"
 
                 "Let me see.  Oh yes here it is, best known as the white warrior said to have been endowed with great strength.  He was killed in the Nolarian realm by a wizard while attempting to assassinate the king.  It is noted that he was buried in the traitors’ graveyard outside the city of Nevel. Why do ask?"
 
                 "I had an interesting dream.  One I probably shouldn't talk about, it still gives me the creeps.  Do you have any books on his life, I would like to learn a little more about him," he asked.
 
                 "I'm sure that I do.  Look in the section of history around the sixth age; I believe that is when he was alive."
 
                 He stayed in the library all that day gathering information on Eglamond.  He lived an interesting life, fighting for the power of good.  He found many references to the sword he carried.  It was believed to have been given to him by Tril who was the Lord of the Dragons.  He finally found some information that proved to be the most useful.  A series of books titled “The Lives and Deaths of Ancient Warriors,” which was located somewhere in the large history library in Nevel.
 
                 That would have to wait until he started his journey.  He continued to look throughout the library.  He started to gather as much information on the sword of fire as he could in hopes to learn about its purpose.
 
                 The sword was believed to have been made from the pure fire of the dragons’ breath.  This gave any person who possessed it two qualities.  First it allowed them to control the fire element, second it would allow them to gain the wisdom of the dragons.  They were believed to be the first creations of life from the creator.  They lived for centuries which allowed them to possess knowledge beyond human understanding.
 
                 It took him a few days to get through all the information he had found.  He started to look for information on the ring of water; he found some more basic information on it in the marklon history book he had found.  He returned to the library to get some information from Telm.  He remembered seeing the name of Reclamon Ven Isma; he was called a wave master.
 
                 "Telm, are you in here?" called Roland.
 
                 "Yes, I will be with you shortly," he heard the reply from somewhere back in the shelves.  He started to walk back, stopping only when he heard Telm talking to someone.  He could not make out what was being said, he thought he recognized the voice of the other person with him.
 
                 "Roland, what can I do for you?"  Telm asked, walking out of the isles.
 
                 Roland jumped a little not expecting him to show up so fast.
 
                 "I need your help again; can you tell me what a wave master is?"
 
                 "I have not heard that term in cycles.  It was used in the Ullman realm primarily during the fifth through ninth ages.  They were like the common day sea captains.  The difference was the belief that a wave master could control the ocean currents, making travel and fishing safer."
 
                 "I read about a wave master named Reclamon Ven Isma, can you tell me anything about him?"
 
                 "I don't know much.  You can look in the section of history on the Ullman realm, there should be something there."
 
                 He thanked him and left to start looking for any information on Reclamon that he could find.  He was harder to find information on.  The fact that the Ullminin's didn’t keep a great deal of records on the fishing ships made it more difficult to track.  He did find a record of his birth, but nothing on his death.  Most of the men that worked the ships were not recorded as being dead, especially when they were lost at sea.  That kept hope that they would return home someday.  He imagined this is what happened to Reclamon.
 
                 The one historic fact that he did find was that of three generations of great prosperity in the fishing industry.  Knowing that the ring was made for this purpose he made the assumption that Reclamon was not the last one to have the ring.  He figured that Reclamon had passed the ring onto a son or shipmate before his death.  This only proved that it would be a little harder to find the necessary information that he needed.
 
                 The Ullman's did keep a record of all the ships that left for sea with a log of everyone that was on the crew, to be able to notify family if they were lost at sea or known to have died.  As well as ships records were logged on each return voyage to keep the records of deaths and financial gains.  This was found in the archives of the basement of the Library of the Ancients, located in Shrelak.
 
                 He started to look for some more information on the ring of water.  He was hoping he would be able to find its origin.  It took him several days of searching; having to be careful not to let anyone know what he was looking for.
 
                 He finally found a book that helped him, "The Legends of the Sea of Alinor."  It was a myth of the sailors and fishermen that sea mages lived in the sea to protect the ships.  The most powerful of all was named Madriaic which meant mother of the sea.  It was fabled that she fell in love with a mortal man, although his name was not mentioned he had the suspicion that it was Reclamon.  That would explain how he was able to come into possession of such an item.
 
                 He knew he had to get to Shrelak as soon as possible to find the records of Reclamon on his voyages.  With any luck he would be able to find who he had passed the ring onto.  For now he would have to wait, deciding it was too late now to look for any information on any of the other marklons.
 
                 "Yes master, he seeks what you have been looking for," he heard someone say.
 
                 "Watch him; do not let him get too close to the truth.  I must have those items," spoke the raspy voice.  He shivered because it sounded too close to that of the Dark Lord in his dream.  When he walked out from behind the bookshelves he saw Uma, he was a patlin but Roland didn’t know him very well.  There was no one else around, so he figured it was just from the lack of sleep and the worry that someone was watching him, trying to find out what he was doing.
 
                 The next few weeks he was heavily involved in his magic lessons.  They were becoming harder each day.  Petron was pushing him to his limits taking away from his study and rest time by adding additional lessons as well as additional chores.  He was told that it was necessary for him to be physically as well as mentally exhausted before he was able to take his final test as an apprentice.  By being in this state a person’s reflexes and mental aptitude becomes considerably slower.  This would better show how someone would react when found in a stressful moment.
 
                 Roland was finally able to get some time to study; his final tests were scheduled in three days.  This didn’t give him much time.  He spent the next few hours reading through the marklon history book.  He found the source of the staff of wind.  It was made by a wizard from the elf realm.  Having their main fortress built in the trees they feared the wind would cause mass destruction.
 
                 There was little known from the history books, as the elves generally kept to themselves.  They thought the other races to be inferior because they didn’t live as long as they did.  Looking through the books on the elf history he did find the name of the wizard that supposedly made it.  He was called Macrano, the staff itself came from the rarest of woods called the whisper wood, light as a feather yet strong as steel.  From the lack of information that he was able to find, he feared he would have to travel to the elf palace to find what more he needed.
 
                 The next item on his list was the amulet of earth; it was believed to have been created by a troll wizard.  The biggest problem with this was the trolls were practically extinct; the few remaining lived in the dark wood.  All the other races left them alone, mostly for fear of being killed and eaten.  At least that seemed to be the story every mother or father told their children to scare them into obedience.
 
                 The trolls themselves were a great nation at one time.  They were the best farmers and cultivators on earth.  Many kings would hire them to tend and create masterful gardens.  The amulet was created for the purpose of controlling the ground.  They were able to make small mounds for natural defenses, as well as remove obstacles to create the perfect setting.  The belief and history also claimed that it could make someone become part of the earth, such as a plant or rock, thus disguising them.
 
                 This ability afforded the trolls a great deal of protection, especially in the tribal wars in the third age when it was made.  The humans and elves were trying to bring them into a great war.  The trolls didn’t believe in fighting, as the humans did.  For the final marklon Roland thought it was best to get some more information from the wizards themselves.  He remembered something from his lessons on the mystical islands.  He was hoping that one of them would be able to give him some more information on it.  He figured that would be the only place they would keep such a valuable piece of magic.
 
                 With the recent friendship he had gained with Petron he decided that he would be the best one to talk to about the crown.  On his way to the headmaster’s office a large group of wizards ran past him.  Everyone was moving out of the way.  They were heading in the same direction as he was.  Now interested in what was happening he picked up his pace.  Some of the wizards were standing in front of the doors, surrounding the two guards, as he got closer to them he noticed the guards lying on the ground both in a pool of red liquid.  It took him a few minutes to realize that it was blood.
 
                 He walked quietly passed the two groups of wizards; they were talking amongst themselves so they didn’t notice him.  He could barely make out what they were saying; all he heard was they were dead.  When he walked into the room he hid behind some of the large pillars, slowly working his way to the group of wizards that were standing around the head masters desk.
 
                 He could hear them talking and looking at something, he saw Petron with his head on his desk.  He stood there horrified at what he was seeing.  Everyone in the room jumped when Petron almost jumped out of his seat gasping for air, his face slowly turning pink again.  The wizards quickly surrounded him asking questions.
 
                 In the midst of all the chaos he had missed something; a small box was sitting on Petron’s desk.  At first he didn't recognize it, and then he remembered where he had seen it before.  It was the box that he kept the book The Terion Chronicles, he left the room almost at a run, by the time he reached his room he was out of breath.  His face was as pail as a ghost.
 
                 He tried to figure out who knew that the book was there or if Petron was reading it when he was attacked.  Most importantly who had attacked him?  He knew it had to be someone inside as no one in the outside world knew where this place was.  He stopped now fearful for his own life and those around him.  The worst thought was that someone in the house had joined the Legion and had told them where they were.  If this were the case he knew he was in more danger than everyone else.
 
                 He left his room in a frantic search for one of the wizards that he trusted.  He hadn't seen Maglin around for several months.  He knew that he was sent out to find more young men and women to train.  His first thought was to find Wizard Terinal.  He seemed to be the easiest to talk to out of all of them.  It took him several hours to find even one wizard.  He thought he had heard someone saying that they were all in a council meeting trying to figure out what had happened.
 
                 He decided to wait outside of the large meeting hall, as did many of the others.  The tension was high, even after several hours of waiting.  Most of the people were huddled in small groups talking quietly about what had happened.  Everyone in the room jumped and it became dead quiet as the large doors began to open, the tension growing stronger.  Wizard Petron was the first to leave the assembly hall, flanked by three other wizards on each side.  He could see the power emanating from each of them.
 
                 "Today we witnessed the first attack on the house of learning in over three ages," he stated, an audible gasp from everyone was heard.  "The power of the Dark Lord is growing stronger each day; we feel he has penetrated our defenses through treachery.  Let it be known that whomever it is that has been touched by the Dark Lord and now walks our halls will be found, judgment will come swift and hard."
 
                 With that said he turned back around and walked back into the assembly hall.  Roland was able to get close enough to the doors that had remained open that he saw Terinal.  Against his better judgment he called out to him hoping that he could talk with him before they closed the doors again.  It appeared that luck was with him.  Terinal walked over to him, gesturing the guards to hold the doors a minute more.
 
                 "Terinal, please forgive me for this, but it is very important that I talk with someone," he said.  It was hard to talk because his mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton.
 
                 "What is it apprentice?"
 
                 "I need to know a few things, will you please tell me?"
 
                 "I will if I can, what is da mater?"
 
                 "When Wizard Petron was found was he dead?"
 
                 "No, just wounded very batly, dew ya know sometin about dis?"
 
                 "No, no I, I, well it's just that I was able to sneak into the headmasters office when nobody was looking and I saw him laying there like he was dead.  But that is not the worst of what happened.  There was a box lying on his desk, well it had a book in it that was very important, I was just wondering if he still had it."
 
                 "What book was it?"
 
                 "The Terion Chronicles."
 
                 "I see, ow did yew know he ad dis book?"
 
                 "I was reading it, and after the incident with you it was found in my room.  At the time I didn't know what it was, but Wizard Petron has told me about the bringer of light prophesies, and how he thought that I was this person.  If this is true and if the Legion now knows where we are, well I'm afraid for my life."
 
                 "I see, let me talk wit Wizard Petron, see if he remembers what happen tew da book.  Go back tew your room an wait for me dere.  I don't know how long it ill be but don't talk tew anyone else until I come see you, dew ya understan?"
 
                 "Yes Terinal, and thank you," he turned and went back to his room, still unsure of what was going on but then it appeared that nobody really did.  The crowd had thinned a little, most of the servants were returning to their neglected chores, each one eyeing the other suspiciously.  "This news may cause more problems than it's going to fix," he thought to himself.  It wasn't until much later when he realized in all the confusion that he was not able to get any information on the crown of probability.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 12
 
   Secrets and Warnings
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                  he night was one of the longest that Roland could remember.  Terinal came back to his room later that night to let him know that the book was indeed missing.  They had instructed the cleaning staff to tear the house apart.  There was noise everywhere as people were looking for the book that had been taken.  He got up and went to wander the halls knowing full well he wouldn’t be able to sleep.  He felt as if something was missing, tickling the back of his mind.  Frustrated that he was unable to figure out what was so vitally important.
 
                 He figured the one place that he could find some peace would be in the library.  That thought was terribly wrong; half of the servants and apprentices were coming through the library.  He went to look for Telm, hoping that he would be able to find some quiet in his personal study.  But to his dismay Telm was nowhere to be found.  He figured now that it would be impossible to find anything with the library now in total disarray.  He continued to walk through the house thinking now might be a good time to try and find Ty.
 
                 He had never been in the servant’s quarters, so being unfamiliar he wandered around aimlessly.  Looking in the different rooms for Ty, it never ceased to amaze him how big the place was, from first site it only looked like a Nobel's estate, but he believed now that it was larger than even the largest of castles.
 
                 The servants’ quarters where not nearly as nice and grandiose as the wizard's but he had to admit they were in far better condition and a great deal more comfortable then the apprentices’ rooms.  He found a large dining hall with large tapestries.  Most were depictions of men fighting battles next to a wizard, each one bringing their own talents to the wars.  He saw figures of men that he didn't recognize by site but from his studies could place them in their own part of the world.
 
                 One of the tapestries showed a large forest with a great castle on top of it.  He figured that was the elf kingdom, as he walked closer to that one he felt something strange.  He felt he knew the men depicted in the mural, it drew him closer with an almost physical force.  Entranced in the image he didn’t hear the person behind him, watching from the shadows, waiting for his opportunity.
 
                 The figure came toward him, slowly and quietly as if walking on air.  Pulling a dagger from his hidden belt and raising it to strike at him.  Only by chance he saw a glimmer from a golden chalice on the table that caught his attention and he realized there was someone behind him.  Quickly turning around he caught the assailant by the wrist, the blade of the dagger now only inches from his face.  With no one around he thought that this was the end for him.
 
                 Polmo volan aqma pretlin ar dreme matren toreiea, was all that came to his mind.  He yelled it out, feeling the power of the elements overcome him.  As the words left his mouth the man let out a scream as he was thrown back, his body freezing leaving only the dagger hand hanging free, the ice not being able to touch it.  He laid there on the ground, breathing heavily.
 
                 His heart feeling like it was trying to burst out through his chest.  He watched as the man in the ice slowly started to disappear, fear and amazement freezing him, not letting him move.  It wasn't until the man had disappeared that he could move.  The only thing left was the hand holding the dagger.
 
                 He jumped as it fell from the block of ice hitting the floor with a thud.  He sat there still shocked and terrified for what seemed like hours, trying to figure out what had happened.  Wondering who or what this thing was and why it was trying to kill him.  Even more confusing was how he cast that spell.  Not knowing what to do he found a large cloth and decided to take the hand and dagger to the Petron.  He didn't dare touch it, especially after seeing that it held off the spell he had cast.
 
                 As he came to the infirmary he could feel the tension.  All the wizards present in the house were gathered around, some going over the inventory of the headmaster’s office.  They were taking a careful log of everything, and what it was used for.  Others were checking the logs of all the occupants of the house.  Where they were from, what affiliations they had, and where they were.  He overheard that some of the people had left after the incident, but he was too preoccupied with what he had to do to think about that.
 
                 He only trusted few people to the secret he now carried with him.  He wasn't sure if he had killed the being and if he did, if he would be allowed to stay.  He was so close to advancing to a patlin.  The doors were heavily guarded by several patlins, all looking weary from exhaustion and worry.  He wanted to avoid as many people as possible, so he walked quickly and quietly keeping his head down.  He figured the less attention he brought to himself the better.
 
                 He was glad to see that Wolnen was one of the patlins standing as sentinels at the door.  It made him sad to see such a dreary and tired expression on the face of someone generally so happy.
 
                 "Wolnen, I beg your pardon, but," he said quietly, "I need to see the headmaster."
 
                 "Apprentice, he is in no shape to take visitors, you will have to wait, I'm sorry," he replied.  He could hear the strains of pressure and tiredness in his voice.
 
                 "Wolnen, I know the headmaster is not well, but I must see him, it is a matter of urgency," he looked up at him as he spoke.  The fear and anxiety that he was carrying with him must have shown.  He could see Wolnen start to break down, worry on his face as well.
 
                 "Very well, stay right here.  I will see if he will accept you," he said, stepping through the closed doors.  He could hear the mumbles of speech but was unable to make out what was being said.  To him it seemed like hours before Wolnen reappeared through the doorway, his face more relaxed. "You may come in, but be advised the headmaster is still weak, the healing that has taken place has drained him immensely, so be quick."
 
                 He was admitted into the room, escorted by a wizard he had not previously met.  The room was darkened to allow the headmaster to rest, only a few candles were burning to allow the others to move about without aid.  As he came to the bedside of the headmaster he saw how week and pale he looked.  He had to fight back the tears of pain and anguish, as well as embarrassment.  After seeing him he thought what he had was of little consequence and could have been taken up with someone else.
 
                 "Apprentice, it’s good to see that you are alright," he said with a small smile.  "I was afraid that they had taken you."
 
                 "No headmaster, I’m alright, I’m sorry to bother you at this time but I needed to show you something."  He uncovered the hand and dagger.  It looked even more morbid in the dim candlelight than it had at first.  The lights of the candles played tricks off the dagger, showing intricate patterns up the blade.  He was surprised he didn’t notice them before.
 
                 "I was attacked, in the main dining hall of the servants, I don't know who or what it was that attacked me, but I cast a spell, and he was carried back, frozen and then disappeared.  I don't know how I did it, but the magic was not able to touch the knife or the hand that held it, and this is all that is left."
 
                 "It’s good that you brought this to me tonight," he said, raising a hand.  A few of the other wizards came forward.  They carefully wrapped the dagger and hand back up and took it away, the headmaster whispering something to one of them.  "I will need to speak with you again soon, after I have had a chance to rest.  I am going to place a few patlins with you at all times.  If you need any other assistance I will make it available to you, what happened tonight has never happened before, and I'm afraid it may happen again.  I need to rest now, so please get some rest yourself."  With that he closed his eyes.
 
                 Roland stood there for a few more minutes, more scared now then he had been, did he need such protection, wasn't he safe.  One of the wizards came up to him, gently leading him out of the room.
 
                 He was taken back to his room, accompanied now by a two patlins.  He could tell they were not happy with the assignment of having to baby sit an apprentice when there were so many more important things going on.  He couldn't get the look of the headmaster out of his head.  The utter despair and defeat, never before has the house been penetrated in such a manner.
 
                 The rest of the night was spent tossing and turning in bed, every time that he would fall asleep he would have nightmares of the man trying to kill him.  The man was getting closer each time.  Every time that he would look into his eyes, he could feel the darkness taking over him, as though it was engulfing his very soul.
 
                 He would wake in fits, his breathing heavy and labored, sweat soaking his pillow and blankets.  He would look around, the dim candlelight playing with the shadows.  He could not get back to sleep, the fear taking control of him.  With nothing else to do he set about looking through the room.  Although he had been living in the small cramped room he decided to look around, see if he could find anything of interest.  Anything had to be better than sleeping and it was still many hours before the sun would rise.
 
                 His mind continued to go back to the times that he spent with Rien.  How they would laugh together and work on the different spells.  He would love to sit and watch as the light played off her eyes, hoping that the time would never end.  He knew that he had fallen in love with her.
 
                 He was taken from his memories by a movement caught out of the corner of his eye, next to the fireplace.  He walked over and saw a slight displacement in the soot, as though a brick had been recently moved.  He reached up and touched it, feeling it give way a little.  He continued to push when it fell out of its spot in the wall.  He could see there was a hidden hallway.  It didn't surprise him that there would be hidden corridors in this place.  The wizards always seemed to know what was going on and when.
 
                 Now that he knew this was here, he had an idea.  He wanted to get out of the room and with the two standing outside of it he couldn’t go that way.  The only way that he knew was to find a way to get behind the wall.  He tried a few more of the bricks but none of them seemed to move, and now he was getting discouraged again.
 
                 He went back over to his small table, putting his head in his hands, feeling a headache coming on.  He started to rub the sides of his head, trying to think of a way to get through this.  He knew he couldn't break the wall it would make too much noise, and if he used magic, he was sure the two outside would be able to sense it.
 
                 If only he had been able to go through the advancement ceremony before this happened he would have a little more leverage to work with.  But then again he would probably have some wizards outside his door instead of the patlins.
 
                 There had to be a way of getting behind that wall he thought, he went back over to the fireplace to take another look.  He looked around more than just where he had displaced the stone, searching the entire thing.  The only problem was the fire grate was in the way.  He tried to move it, but it kept getting caught on something.
 
                 He got down on the ground and found that one of the legs went through the floor, it was so covered in soot that he had never seen it before.  He brushed the soot away to see if he could see where it went and how to move it.  He shifted it a little in the slot, revealing a hidden door at the back of the room.  He went back through it, taking a candle off the dresser.  It was very dark and breezy so he figured that it had to lead outside somewhere.
 
                 He followed the corridor, winding every which way.  He felt as though he had been walking for hours, yet he didn't seem to be getting anywhere.  His candle was almost gone, and there was no sign of light anywhere.  If the candle went out now he would be lost and probably never found.  The further he went he could smell the dust and dank of a place that had not seen the light of day for ages.  The breeze that he felt when the passageway opened had long since disappeared, leaving a musty smell.
 
                 He tripped over something on the floor.  Bending down he was shocked and backed up into the wall.  There in front of him on the ground was a human skeleton.  He got his mind back and went to look back at it, with a closer examination; he saw several ribs broken as well as a leg.
 
                 One leg still had some material on it so he took it, wrapped the material around the joint and lit it with the last of his candle.  He continued to walk; now with more light he could see the walls better.  They were made out of skulls.  He just about vomited.  He started to run and before he realized he was outside on the other side of the lake.
 
                 He marked the location of the tunnel entrance, then decided to explore through the woods.  He was surprised to find various footsteps, going in and out of the tunnel.  He figured that they were the footprints of the wizards, as a way of getting in and out of the house.  He took his torch back in with him, this time knowing how long it would be.  It seemed shorter knowing where he was going and with a purpose.  He had to get back to Wizard Petron; he needed to talk to him about what he had found.
 
                 The only problem now was how to convince the two standing outside his door that he needed to talk to the headmaster again without letting them know what he had found.  He went to the door and slowly opened it.  He saw one of the patlins asleep while the other one was standing guard.  He turned to see what Roland was doing; he stepped out of the room, holding his head down. "I need to talk to Wizard Petron, its urgent"
 
                 The patlin looked down at Roland, an utter look of disgust.  He walked over to his friend, nudging him in the leg to wake him up.  He woke up to see Roland standing there.
 
                 "Now what does his majesty want," he said, glaring at him.
 
                 "He needs to see the headmaster, say's it’s urgent," the other one answered. "He wants us to take him now,” he said in a snide manner.  “Like we ain’t got nuttin better to do than do what this putrid little snake wants us to do.”
 
                 They got up and walked in front of him talking to each other.  He knew that they were talking about him, not liking the fact that they had to watch someone inferior in standing to themselves.  Or at least that's what they thought.  He picked up a little on the wind to listen to what they were saying, none of it important.  It didn't take long before they reached the infirmary again.
 
                 They went up to the wizard that was standing at the door, telling them what Roland needed.  The wizard was more willing to accept who Roland was and knowing the secrets that he possessed.  He went in letting the headmaster know what was needed.
 
                 The wizard returned quickly, allowing Roland to come in.  He took him directly to the headmaster.  He didn't look much better to him, but he knew he had to let the headmaster know this new information.
 
                 "Headmaster, how are you feeling?"
 
                 "Tired my boy, what did you need?"
 
                 "How long have those passageways been behind the walls in the apprentices rooms?"
 
                 "What passages?"
 
                 "The one's that I found behind my dormitory walls."
 
                  "I'm sorry son; I don't know what passageways you are talking about."
 
                 This concerned him; he knew that someone had been using the passageways recently, due to the fresh footprints at the entrance to the cavern.  
 
                 “It’s not that important.  I’ll go and find Terinal and show them to him.  I’m very sorry I bothered you headmaster,” he said backing away slowly.  He decided not to bother the headmaster concerning this anymore, seeing how tired he looked and the stress that he was sure he was under.
 
                 He was escorted back to his room.  He was still thinking of the passageways when he got permission to go back to the library.  The two patlins escorting him didn't seem to mind, they figured they could find out more of what was going on.  In the mean time, he could look through the old logs for missing people.  That dead person had to of found the passageways, and was possibly murdered.  After he returned to his room he decided he would go back in the passage and see if he could pull the skeleton out.
 
                 There had to be some clues there, maybe he could find where or how the person died.  More importantly who had it been?  It kept puzzling him that the headmaster had no idea that the passageway was even there.  He figured that he would take up the matter with some of the other wizards in the morning.  He was feeling so drained now that he laid down and fell asleep before he realized what happened.
 
                 The door opened letting in the smells of fresh breads, and mulled cider.  He looked as one of the servant girls brought in a tray of food for him; she was an attractive young lady, smiling at him.  He finished waking up, putting on his robe and went to sit at his little table, tasting the refreshing rolls and drink.  The excitement of the last few hours had drained him more than he had ever known.
 
                 The fresh cider brought a rejuvenating sense with it, filling his body with renewed energy.  He quickly ate the pastries and finished off the pitcher of mulled cider.  Getting dressed he left his room.  It surprised him that the two patlins that were outside his room the night before were no longer there.  He brushed it off as a fault in the change. He walked to the infirmary, figuring that's where most of the wizards would be.
 
                 He was surprised to find that there was no one in the foyer to the infirmary, especially with the headmaster inside.  He went in finding it empty as well, after seeing the headmaster in the shape he was in the night before he couldn't figure that he had left already.  All this seemed unreal to him, the breakfast, the patlins missing, and the empty infirmary.
 
                 He awoke with a jolt screaming, his bed soaked with sweat.  The two patlins ran into the room, both holding the power and looking all around to see what was going on.  Roland was pale so they rushed him to the infirmary.  The wizards there rushed to his aid casting healing spells trying to help ease his mind and allow his body to relax.
 
                 Wizard Recorian, the most skilled in the use of probability was authorized by the headmaster to use the power to try and look into his mind.  They wanted to know what was causing the night madness.  Never had one so young as he was had been plagued by the madness, usually manifesting in the early wizards.  Those suffering usually did not survive, and as far as their extensive knowledge was they could never find the cure for this dilemma.
 
                 If this was in fact what he suffered from, they were in a dreadful state.  The biggest question being was why he had it.  They prepared him for the mind search; the technique was more of a lost art.  This was a very risky technique, by entering into someone's mind you risked the possibility of losing yourself to them.
 
                 Treglinar Mederi Domanila Eknon Volme as Recorian continued to repeat these words he drifted into a deep trance.  He could feel inside of Roland's mind, it was dark, there seemed to be a mental block.  It took him several tries to get through it.  He could see all of Roland's recent memories as he wandered through his mind.  Seeing the passageway, he followed the memory, seeing the same things that he had told the headmaster, knowing this to be a recent memory he continued to follow it.
 
                 The boys mind was dark, the past mixing with the future in a way that he had never seen before.  For most people it was a clear line from past to a single point of the present, leading to another line not as definite as the past showing the possible future.  For him there was no clear definition between the past, present or future.  He ran into so many more walls than he was used too.
 
                 There was one block that he was not able to get through no matter what elements he put together.  It seemed that the harder he pushed at the block the stronger it seemed to get.  When he realized there was nothing he could do to get through he turned.  That is where he made his mistake.  He was struck hard in the side of the head; although he was in a world between worlds anything that was inflicted on someone here has the same results as though it happened in real life.
 
                 He blacked out, the most dangerous of circumstances.  The wizards standing around him saw him start to convulse they could sense the change in his status.  As he started to convulse they severed the links that they could, cutting him off from the power.  His body continued to convulse throwing him into spastic seizures. 
 
                 Both Recorian and Roland remained in the comatose state.  Recorian stared muttering incoherent phrases, his mind locked in a turmoil trapped between two worlds.  The other wizards had no idea now of what to do, now having lost a wizard to the mind disease as well and not getting any closer to the information that was locked in Roland’s mind.
 
                 "Where am I? Hello is there anyone out there?" he kept calling out.  He remembered being in this place before.  It seemed like it had been cycles since he had had this dream, but he knew now that he was in a dream.  There was something different about it this time; he could feel a new presence, something from within.  He walked around the room, looking for a way out.  He was blocked by something that he couldn't see, touch or penetrate.
 
                 The feeling that there was someone with him was coming from the other side of the obstruction.  The presence was there one minute and then seemed to disappear; the only feeling was one of despair, as though whoever it was was now in trouble.
 
                 "Hello, is there anyone out there?  I can feel you, but I can't hear you or see you.  Are you out there?" he continued calling out.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 13
 
   Mind Spells
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                    he nightmare continued for what seemed like an eternity.  The wizards were struggling with all their cures to bring an end to the night tremors that he was having.  They didn’t dare send another wizard into his mind, losing one was dangerous and costly as it was, loosing another would be insane.
 
                 Fortunately, Wizard Recorian was improving, the seizures had stopped and his rest was becoming more relaxed.  The herbalist had tried every type of herb and medicine that they knew of to calm him and hopefully make his transition into reality easier.  Seeing how this had not been done for centuries there were no wizards left living that knew of the consequences of what happened.  All they had to reference were the history manuscripts.
 
                 And all they told was of the destruction of the mind of the wizard.  The longer he was out of pure reality the harder it was for him to accept the truth.  Soon he would begin to accept the dream state as his true reality.  It had been several weeks now that he had been unconscious.  Just recently they had been able to make progress.  He was now opening his eyes, although they were still not focused his mind was not completely lost, they could still bring him back to the true realty.
 
                 The hope was that if he could see some familiar faces, as well as hear familiar voices that he could find his way back.  What they didn't know was how his mind was being held captive by a mind sweeper.  Until he could break free of this evil incarnation he would never be truly free, and the longer that he was held captive, the greater risk of falling to the dark.
 
                 "Roland, can you hear me?" asked the headmaster.  "It’s time apprentice.  The advancement ceremony has come, you must return to us to proceed."
 
                 He started to stir, still lost in his dream.  He could hear the headmaster calling him, the words forming in his mind, but he couldn’t answer.  The more he yelled, the tighter his throat became, he felt that he was losing his voice.   He reached for the power of the elements, trying to weave anything he could.
 
                 That was no use, he could see it, feel it all around him, but it would not form anything.  Something was blocking his abilities.  He never gave up as he continued to fight against this unseen power that was holding him.  He kept looking for the weak spot he had been told about to find the one way that the barrier could be broken.
 
                 As he heard the voice of the headmaster, it was something new; he started wondering if somehow the barrier was weakening.  He wove together his greatest strength, fire and water.  Although they were two contradictory elements he found that by blending them in the right way he could make a powerful tool.
 
                 He bound the two together as strong as he could, but with the block on his power it was still weak.  Throwing them at the invisible wall, the weave spread out, seeking the weakest point.  He could sense something different this time; the wall was not as strong.  As the weave continued he sensed a weak point.  Focusing all the energy at that one minute area he could feel it start to grow, as the weave broke through, it became stronger, growing; eventually the pin sized hole grew.  The bonds growing stronger and stronger, he could feel it, sense the increasing power, causing him to smile almost laugh with hysteria.
 
                 He added earth and wind to the bond now that he could control more of it.  With the last two elements added the barrier shattered, the power flying back at him, almost consuming him.  He was physically thrown back from the force of the power, releasing it as quickly as he could.  The light in the room grew in intensity; he walked out feeling the presence even stronger.
 
                 Recognizing the passageways, he followed his senses, the feeling growing stronger.  Turning a corner into what would have been the apprentices' common room he saw what appeared to be the apparition of one of the wizards lying on a table.  He was bound with cords made of pure darkness.
 
                 Standing next to the wizard was a shrouded figure; he could hear him whispering incantations.  He walked up quietly behind the figure, not knowing for sure what would happen.  He took a candelabrum from the table, raising it high above his head.  He brought it down with all his strength on the back of the person.
 
                 The figure fell to the ground in a limp mass.  He pulled the hood back to see who was now laying there.  The face now contorted from pain, he looked pale as if the very essence of its life was seeping away.  As the man started to disappear, he could see the bands around the wizard getting thinner and vanishing as well. 
 
                 He stepped over the vanishing person and walked over to the wizard.  He could see the look of torment and pain in his face, his features pulled tight with a look of despair in his eyes.  Roland shook him gently; he put his hand over his heart and could feel it strong, as though it was trying to break through his chest.  His pulse started to slow down, and the wizard's breathing became easier, he could see the life returning.
 
                 He sat up on the table, looking around seeing the robe lying on the ground with only the feet left and even they were quickly disappearing.  He looked lost and confused, not knowing exactly where he was.  He looked at Roland remembering now where he was, and surprised that he was still alive.
 
                 "A dream sweeper, very dangerous and vile creatures," he said, looking down at the robe.  He kicked it only dust rising from it.
 
                 "Where are we?" he asked the wizard.
 
                 "We’re in your dream that is how you were able to destroy it.  They enter into dreams and take possession of the mind, most of the time when someone has a night terror they are the cause of it.  Generally they only keep a person’s mind captive for a night, feeding on the fear they create.  I was not prepared when it hit me, taking control of my body.  Had you not destroyed it, it would have destroyed me," he told him.
 
                 "So how did you get in here?"
 
                 "I used probability; you have been unconscious now for almost a month.  We found you the night after the headmaster was attacked.  You were having a night terror so to help you I was sent inside your dream with the hope that I would be able to help you get out.  I have no idea how long I have been in here now."
 
                 "I was trapped behind a wall of some type; my magic wouldn't even work on it.  I could feel it start to weaken, it was then that I was able to break through it, that's when I found you lying there."
 
                 "That’s good, you very well are as strong as Wizard Maglin has claimed," he smiled holding onto Roland's shoulder to help himself up.  "I hear that you have found a passageway.  Let’s go see where it is while we are still in your dream?"
 
                 The infirmary erupted in commotion; healer’s apprentices as well as masters were running here and there, some collecting herbs to make new potions, others grabbing pre-made potions mixing them together.  Everyone seemed to be talking at once.
 
                 The headmaster could hear the healers talking and working feverishly.  He walked over trying to hear what was going on when Rendle the Master Healer stopped him, taking him by the arm and leading him out of the room.
 
                 "Headmaster," he started, "both fevers have broken; my people are now trying to figure out what has happened.  They are both still unconscious, but this sudden change has everyone in a frantic.  If all works out well we should have both of them awake soon."
 
                 "Very good Rendle, please keep me apprised of their conditions, it has been a long night, I am going to turn in, but do not hesitate to send for me the minute either one of them wakes," with that said he left retiring to his private room.
 
                 It didn't take long for the healers to wake Recorian.  He was still sore from the entrapment that he was under, so the healers let him rest as they continued to work to revive Roland.  Because he was still trapped in his own dream it was going to be more of a challenge to bring him back.
 
                 "Send for the headmaster," yelled Rendle, "the boys waking up."
 
                 The headmaster showed up running, followed by a large procession of wizards.  Rendle was amazed at how fast news could spread when it needed too.  The crowd was building quickly around Roland he now had to push his way through the crowd.
 
                 "Back up everyone, give the boy some room and some air," shouted Rendle, when it came to matters of health he had more power than even the headmaster.
 
                 Slowly the crowd broke apart, the healers and infirmary workers returning to their respective patients or chores, although a hushed whisper could be heard around, everyone wanting to know what was going on.  After Wizard Recorian had revived Roland he spoke with the headmaster.  Letting him know that they may have a better understanding of why a wizard loses his mind.  With the dream sweepers binding the mind and not being able to feast, they never release the mind of the individual.  Roland was now considered a hero.  The only ones now standing around Roland were the headmaster, and the heads of each order, along with a few of the healers.
 
                 Roland tried to sit up; he was still feeling shaky and dizzy, as well as extremely sore and hungry.  He tried focusing his eyes to the light after being asleep for so long.  The images of those around him were fuzzy.
 
                 "Don't try to move to quickly son," spoke an unfamiliar voice, "you have been through a lot.  You need time to heal properly now, some food has been sent for you, but you need to take it easy." 
 
                 He could see better now, the older gentleman was placing a hand under his arm and one to support his back, helping him to sit up a little straighter.  Each movement bringing a flash of pain as sore and stiff muscles were being flexed after a long time without being used.  Each face was coming into better focus; he saw the headmaster as well as all the others who had been involved with his training.  He could see their faces starting to relax, and he realized he wasn't the only one that had been through a great deal.
 
                 "Hello apprentice," came the headmasters voice, "it's good to see you awake now, how are you feeling?"
 
                 "Sore, but alive, what happened?"
 
                 "You were trapped in a mind spell, very dangerous situation.  It wasn't until we had sent Wizard Recorian into your dreams that we learned it.  You were very lucky young man; most people that get caught in one never survive."
 
                 "Well to be honest with you, the way I feel right now, I wish I hadn't," he said smiling.
 
                 "I can imagine so, you get some rest now.  When you’re feeling up to it I have some questions for you, we need to learn all we can from this."
 
                 "Headmaster," Roland said.
 
                 "Yes."
 
                 "Tell me did I miss the advancement ceremony?" he asked with a touch of disappointment in his voice.
 
                 "No son, we held it off in hopes that you would come around soon.  As soon as you’re feeling better we will hold it."
 
                 "Thank you," he said, lying back down.  Although he had been in what seemed an endless slumber his body and mind were spent, he barely remembered laying down before he was asleep, only to be waken a few hours later to eat.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 14
 
   Dreamscapes
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                     he drums could be heard beating in a steady rhythm throughout the entire house emanating from the main assembly hall.  The advancement ceremony shut down all activity in the house as most people were expected to be at the ceremony.  The lanterns along the walls were making the shadows dance all around.  There was low murmuring of different incantations coming from the wizards and patlins.  
 
                 Each one of the apprentices was led into the large room as they stood a few partels apart from the other.  There was a robed figure standing in the center of the circular room, raised higher than anyone else.  After everyone was seated, the person in the middle started to speak.
 
                 "Today is a day of challenges, let the apprentices who dare take the challenge be presented now."
 
                 As their names were called out they stood up and followed a patlin.  Each one was taken to a different location around the room where a wizard was positioned.  To be advanced from an apprentice to a patlin, each one had to prove their abilities with the basics of controlling the elements.
 
                 Roland was taken first to be tested using earth, he was nervous after having been asleep for so long, he wondered if he could still hold his edge.  After his recovery Wizard Petron had worked with him nonstop to help him regain his abilities, but that had only been mere days ago.
 
                 He could sense the wizard in front of him reaching for the power so he followed his lead.  After reaching it he could see the illumination growing around the wizard, the sense of excitement growing.  There was a feeling of anticipation of not knowing what was going to happen.  The first test was a simple manipulation of the earth, planting a seed and making it grow.
 
                 He bent down taking the seed from the wizard.  Making a small hole with his finger and placed the seed inside.  Covering it back up he placed his hand over it, he funneled some of the magic into it mixing a little of water and earth.  He could feel the seed start to take root.  He felt the roots moving deep inside the earth seeking out the vital nutrients.  Then he could feel the top of the seed split open and the shoot sprouting quickly up out of the ground blossoming into a beautiful flower.
 
                 The five other apprentices that were working on the advancement were given the same task.  In turn each one followed the same pattern, creating the hole and then working to make the seed grow.  In the same succession a flower started to rise from under each hand, some a little slower than others.  Eventually all six flowers stood tall, in contrast to the dark room.
 
                 The next test was that of water.  Two pitchers were brought before each of the apprentices; the challenge was to transfer the water from one to the other.  This was not very difficult; he melted his mind in a fashion with the water.  Twisting it with some wind to make a perfect column he pulled it up and away from the pitcher then placed it back into the empty one.  Each one again followed his lead and in turn all the apprentices had fulfilled the task required of them.
 
                 The third test was of wind.  They were required to use the wind as a way of moving objects.  A large boulder was placed next to each of them.  For this task only the wind was necessary, he reached out, wrapping strong cords around the stone.  He concentrated on lifting the stone, this proved to be a challenge for him, as his body was weakening from the efforts of maintaining the magic.  He was still able to shift it into position, placing it around to the pedestal that sat in the middle of the room.
 
                 He looked around the room as each of the others concentrated on the same task, each one struggling.  He could see one of them with a worried expression.  He could see the power of each one and noticed that one was faltering.  His power was fading rapidly.  He fell down almost passing out from the exhaustion of manipulating the elements.  One had failed the test and yet there was still one more test to go.
 
                 The young apprentice was carried from the room and taken to his quarters to rest, as the final test was beginning.  The control of fire was the most dangerous and by far the hardest to control.  Their task this time was to work in unison.  The platform in the center of the room started to raise, the faint glow of the flames bouncing in their wall sconces.
 
                 Under the platform was a pile of dried timbers, their task was to light the timbers.  This would be the start of the festivities for the night.  Each one concentrated on the wood, focusing a little stream of fire into it.  Small pillars of smoke started to rise from each spot just before a small flame formed and then spread across the wood.  Roland was wondering why the person was still standing on the platform, surly the flames would soon grow high enough and hot enough to consume him.
 
                 Taking his own initiative, he wound a string of water throwing a curtain around the figure, everyone jumped back as the flames consumed the pile of timbers.  Several of the other wizards came running each one splitting the wall of fire the wizard in the center walking out.
 
                 The room went so quiet that you could hear the slight breeze blowing through the room; no one dare say a word.  The wizard removed his hood and looked at Roland with shock and amazement.  Never before had anyone done that.  He stepped back seeing it was the headmaster, his gaze seeming to penetrate all the way to his soul.
 
                 The silence was broken when the headmaster turned away shouting, "These are the few that who dared to answer the challenge of the maker, let him look upon them, for the defenders are coming, let those who passed be known."  With that the crowd broke out into cheers, people filing out of the room heading to the courtyard where a large buffet had been prepared.
 
                 The evening passed with lots of food, entertainment and laughing, the stresses of the day were nothing more than a fond memory.  The thought of the higher responsibility that came with being a patlin was astounding, yet comforting knowing that they would be able to dedicate more time to their studies.
 
                 The following day each one that had passed where moved to new rooms, significantly larger than the apprentices' quarters.  These rooms had a large bed, a table for studies that was sitting next to a large window overlooking the vineyards.  The fireplace was larger with an ornate wood mantle.
 
                 Sitting on top was a row of books; some looked older than time itself.  The room although it had not been used in several cycles, was still kept clean and orderly, the shelves were dusted and the floors shone brilliantly.  The sun was coming through the window and provided ample light for reading.   The bed seemed to be made of goose down, soft and comfortable.  He had a feeling he would like his new position.
 
                 He was sitting at the table enjoying the view when the servant brought in the tray of food.  He hadn't realized how late it was getting, the sun now past its noon day crest.  He sat down and ate enjoying the rest of his day.  He knew full well that the next day his studies would pick back up again.  He found it exciting, the prospect of learning how to control more magic, and being able to help those who desperately needed it.
 
                 There were only the five new patlins in the assembly hall with the headmaster and a member of each order.  The headmaster placed a new robe over their shoulders.  It was such a great privilege to be there, after everything that had happened he didn't think this day would ever come.
 
                 He recognized two of the other's that were with him.  One was a young lady by the name of Tillera der Ymli.  She had been an apprentice for several cycles and was now able to control the elements well enough to advance.  She was a little shorter than he was but had beautiful blue eyes and short blonde hair.
 
                 The other person, Uma der Tesm, as he was introduced was a few cycles older than himself, with longer black hair and piercing brown eyes.  He had not been an apprentice long and like him was able to pick up on the elements quickly.
 
                 They were taken to a new training arena to be introduced to Marion der Andrel, he was the head of all the patlins; it was his responsibility to insure that all the new patlins received the necessary training.  He was personally responsible to make sure each patlin was ready for the advancement ceremony to become a journey.  Marion had been a patlin for longer than most people could remember, after taking the advancement testing several times, he figured that having started so late in life he would never become strong enough to advance.
 
                 "Good morning," he said, walking into the room.  "I'm Marion; I am pleased to meet you all here today.  As you know you have taken a large step in your learning.  I am here to help you to continue to learn, that's what I am here for.  If you find that you have any questions don't be afraid to ask, since there are so few of you I will be having you train together.  That way you can learn from each other, and the friendships that you will form will help you through the training."
 
                 He took them to a special library, where they would be spending much of their time.  The books in this library contained all the known information on the legends and myths of magic, as well as all the knowledge on the known marklons.  They walked into the library getting the scent of old parchment and leather.  The room was a large oval with large windows sitting high in the walls.  The entire dome was a large painting of a representation of the creation.  In the center of the dome sat a large skylight that allowed the sun in which reflected the light around the room.
 
                 The walls were covered with the ancient manuscripts which lent to a quietness of deep contemplation.  There were a few patlins and even some wizards present searching through the books.  Some of them had an object on the table in front of them or in their hand.
 
                 There was a vibration in the room that felt of magic.  With a quick look they could see that almost everyone held onto the power to some degree or another, some pushing the streams into the objects they held.
 
                 They were then taken to a special vault room where they were introduced to Patlin Hnorian; Keeper of the Marklons. He went over how each one was marked and cataloged, explaining how the research was done to find what it's potential was.  He pulled out a large book to show them all the ones they had collected, and how they were found.  The book contained many unmarked pages showing that the knowledge of more marklons was there but their location still undiscovered.
 
                 The vault room was continually occupied by someone, always under the close eye of Hnorian.  Each item that was taken or returned was carefully logged.  Any new information that was gained was detailed in another log book pertaining to the specific item.  Roland could feel the building excitement knowing that soon he would have the chance to study some of these items.  The power that each one yielded was beyond his own comprehension, he figured the others standing next to him were feeling the same thing.
 
                 Even though they were going to be studying together they each were given a different item to start with.  Each one needed to learn how to use the marklons.  Roland being the strongest was given one called the Perrimon ring, found centuries ago in the ruins of the city of Prindly after the first Great War.  It was one of the oldest items the house had in its stockpile.  Most of the marklons were a piece of jewelry or something that could be held as it was necessary to focus the element into something that could be controlled or directed.
 
                 The ring itself was made of black obsidian.  Cooled and treated from Mt. Locna after the great eruption that destroyed the city of Prindly.  The eruption had buried all the inhabitants under ash and soot. The ring was smoothed and polished, glimmering in the lights from the wall sconces.  The small air bubbles looking like stars in the night sky.  It slid over his finger as though it was meant to be there.
 
                 He was handed a large manuscript with the impression and description of the ring on it, then released to go back to his room for the remainder of the day.  He started the fire and sat down on the large sofa to start reading.  The book told how it was created, and for what purpose. The heavy manuscript explained the different incantations and what each one would perform.
 
                 He quickly learned how powerful the ring was.  The first time trying to push power into it the fire in the fireplace jumped out about burning him to a crisp.  He would need to get a new desk now he thought to himself smiling, his old one now lying in ashes on the floor.  He continued to read through all the different spells recalling some from the Terion Chronicles.
 
                 He barely noticed the door opening and the servant brining in the tray of food.  The smell of the roasted ham and vegetables quickly brought him back to reality.  Looking outside he noticed that it was well past evening, the stars and moon glistening in the night sky like diamonds on glass.  He moved the ring around on his finger thinking of how closely it resembled the night sky.
 
                 He retired to bed just after eating, the anxiety and excitement of starting the new training now taking its toll on both his mind and body.  The large bed felt like a blanket of clouds, it didn't take long before he was asleep.  This night the dreams came as peaceful moments, reflecting back on his childhood.  His father was there holding him as a young child, teaching him the ways of the hills.  He could see his mother in the distance; it looked as though she was doing the cleaning.
 
                 The weather was calm; a small breeze was blowing the mountain grass this way and that, the quiet calm of the stream nearby.  He and his father were preparing the wagon to go to town; he could hardly wait to see his friends after such a long and lonely winter season.  He heard someone talking behind him, whenever he turned he couldn’t see anyone, and they always seemed to be right behind him.  The first indication that something was happening was the sudden shadow moving quickly across the ground, the clouds covering up the sun.
 
                 This was unusual that the weather would change so quickly.  The wind was picking up making high pitched whistles as it blew through the nearby trees.  The force of the wind was blowing some of the dead branches off trees, some of the trees falling over completely.  His father picked him up and ran into the house.  The shutters on the windows started banging against the walls so his father locked them down to prevent the glass from breaking.
 
                 His mother still stood where she was unmoving, he noticed how her dress was still hanging only gently blowing not like it should be.  He shouted for her to come into the house, his voice getting lost in the gale force winds.  His father seemed to pay no attention to his mother.  He started to cry, fighting against his fathers’ strength to run out and hold her.
 
                 He was awakened by the knock on the door.  Wiping tears from his eyes he lay there, wanting to know why his mother didn't hear his cries or be affected by the winds.  Who it was that was trying to tell him something, and angry with his father for not letting him go to his mother’s side. 
 
                 A servant brought in his morning meal of fresh baked pastries, fresh fruit, spiced cider and fresh goats milk.  He sat down at the table idly eating his meal, thinking of the dream he just woke up from.  It bothered him, not having dreamt of his family, especially his mother for so long.  Why now were those dreams returning, and why couldn’t his mother hear him.
 
                 He finished his morning meal and retired to the private library to begin his studies.  He still felt weird in his new room.  The size was huge compared to the apprentices’ rooms, and he was still not used to not having to go do the chores or have a patlin standing over him ever second.
 
                 He sat back in his chair and relaxed thinking back on the dream he had that night.  A few hours later he decided he better go back to the library to start his studies.  He found his way back into the far reaches of the library, the light from the skylights affording him ample light.  The books in this area gave off a musty smell.  Some were covered with several layers of dust, proving they had not been looked at for several decmen.
 
                 He took out the ring placing it on his finger again.  He was very weary of using it again after the little display in his room the day before.  He was glad there were no large fires or open flames in the library with all the ancient manuscripts; he figured they would light up faster than a child’s face at festival.  Most of the titles were well worn off the bindings, so he had to pull them out individually, reading over the first few pages of each.
 
                  He happened by one that talked about the city of Prindley and so he decided to read more on it.  Seeing as he was studying one of the oldest remnants from there.  The city was one of the first known cities.  By its close proximity to Mt. Locna it afforded a stable and mild climate.  The nomads were able to develop the specialized tools from the heated rock of the volcano, thus providing means of basic agriculture.
 
                 The fertile landscape around the base of the mountain provided the early inhabitants with a constant means of providing food without having to travel.  He found a large chair in a secluded corner of the library and sat down to read some more.  As he sat there reading he didn’t feel the power leaving him, the book acting as a marklon channeling the power itself.  He started to fall asleep as his energy was depleted.
 
                 “Heclomon sid trebli,” someone said behind him.
 
                 “What?” he replied turning around, seeing a man standing there, clothed in a tunic made from several pieces of hide.
 
                 “Heclomon sid trebli,” the man repeated, placing an arm over his chest his fist closed then extending it out to him.
 
                 He looked at the man strangely, trying to figure out what he was saying.  The man looked at him with the same look of confusion, not being able to understand why he was not responding.  They looked at each other for a few minutes, trying to communicate with each other, neither one understanding the other.
 
                 The man finally gave up trying to talk to him, instead motioned for him to follow him.  Roland understanding what he was trying to say he followed him.  He was led down through a forested path, reminding him a lot of home.  He listened to the sounds of the forest, picking out the different types of birds and forest animals by their sounds.  The cool wind feeling so good on his face, it only blew hard enough to ruffle the bottom of his cloak.
 
                 Coming out of the forest they walked into an open field.  He could see some simple dwellings outlining a river, there were a few children running through the field being chased by what appeared to be some dogs.  The women were sitting around a small fire, some sewing, others cooking and preparing foodstuffs.  A few of the other young men were standing next to some tanning racks, stretching the hides of freshly killed animals.
 
                 They all stopped when the man called out to them.  Some of the kids were running up talking in their strange language, pointing and looking at him.  The dogs approached more cautiously, smelling the air for anything that would suggest he was a threat.  Sniffing around his legs, he reached out to touch one of them, when he sensed and heard the guttural sounds behind him. Standing behind him the male dog was going on the defense, still weary of this stranger with the new scents among his owners.
 
                 As they approached the small village more people started to show their curiosity toward him.  The women pointing at the way he was dressed, never seeing something like that before.  He was taken to the largest house in the village, located in the very center.  Standing in the doorway was an older man, his snow white hair falling to his shoulders, his white beard to his chest.  He came walking out, relying heavily on his staff to help him walk.
 
                 The man that found him, walked over to the old man, talking and pointing in the direction from where they had come.  The other village folks were talking amongst themselves, some pointing at him.  Some of the older children walked closer to him looking at his strange clothes, still weary of this strange person that was now in their village.
 
                 “The time has arrived, you have found your way,” said the older man, looking him over.
 
                 “You can understand me,” he said, still shocked at what was going on.
 
                 “Yes son, I am Ynordial, principal Wizard of Prindley,” he said extending his hand.
 
                 His vision started spinning the world turning black suddenly.  He woke up in Ynordial’s dwelling, lying on a soft bed of cut grass.  A healer was watching over him, giving him some herbs to clear up his head. His mind felt fuzzy and clouded; as he started to wake up he could hear the people around talking and chanting.  He wasn’t able to understand what they were saying so he figured now that he wasn’t dreaming.
 
                 He sat up slowly taking in his surroundings.  The healer and wizard walked over to him.  The healer felt his skin and looked him over as the wizard stood back smiling.  He knew better than to interfere with Glinannas work.  She finished her duties and allowed Ynordial to speak with him, warning him that he better be quick because this stranger needed to rest.
 
                 “So you have finally found your way I see,” said Ynordial, sitting down on the bed next to him.  “I have been waiting many cycles for another traveler to find their way here, you know people like you and I have this rare talent.”
 
                 “Wizard, I don’t even really understand where I am, or how I got here.  The last thing I remember was sitting in the patlin library, reading a book about Prindley.  The next thing I knew here I was,” he said almost on the edge of hysteria again.
 
                 “It’s alright son, calm down.  I understand how this can be confusing for you.  You have found a special gift, the ability to mind travel into the past.  As I said this is a very rare talent, even among the wizards.  What you do with this gift is up to you, many wonderful lessons can be learned through mind travel, but it does come with risk,” he told him, putting a comforting hand on his shoulder.
 
                 “My only question is how did I get here and why did I come?  Is there something that I’m supposed to do here?  Am I supposed to do something that will affect the future?”
 
                 “You mean you didn’t intentionally come here on your own?” he asked surprised.
 
                 “No, and what do you mean mind travel and what is the risk?” he asked Ynordial, confused about what was going on.
 
                 “Mind travel is a rare and almost forgotten means of communication.  Even among the most ancient of wizards it was greatly misunderstood.  Only those who had a special purpose were ever found to have it, which means you must have something very important to do in life.”
 
                 “But what is the risk?”
 
                 “If you stay in the dream too long your mind accepts it as reality.  Once that happens you may never get back to your own reality, that’s what happened to me,” he said walking around the room with his head down. 
 
                 “It must have been the book,” he said still in shock.
 
                 “What book?”
 
                 “I was reading a book on the city, and the next thing I know here I was trying to talk to some strange person, and now here I am.”
 
                 “Why were you reading on the history of a lost city?”
 
                 “I am studying a marklon, the Perrimon ring, it is said to be made from the molten rock from that mountain.  So I figured why not try to learn more about the people and the place that it came from, seeing as I couldn’t travel there.  I was hoping to learn something new.”
 
                 “The man who brought you to the village that is Partromon, head of the Prindley clan.  They are the ones who will eventually help raise the city to one of the greatest in the world.”
 
                 “How can I be here before the city is even created then?”
 
                 “It may be why you were sent here, that is one of the oldest known marklons around, which I’m sure you know.  What made you think you would be able to learn anything new?”
 
                 “Really I’m not sure, I just felt there was something more to this ring,” he said holding up his hand; surprised that it was still there.
 
                 “May I see it?” he asked, looking at it with a great deal of desire.
 
                 Roland hesitated long enough that Ynordial could see his reluctance.  The idea of giving the ring to him was difficult, especially seeing the glazed look in his eyes.  He pulled his hand back, almost putting it behind his back.
 
                 “That ring is very powerful, how long have you been in possession of it?”
 
                 “Two days now.”
 
                 “And you have learned not to give it up, you are wise.  The marklons will work only for those who remain true to the promises made upon their receipt.  To give them to someone else is to deny your rights to them, did you know that?”
 
                 He just shook his head no. Glinanna came back into the room, pushing Ynordial to the side.  From what Roland could gather she was telling him that it was time to leave.  She checked him again, making sure he was able to stand on his own.  After passing her scrutinizing exam, she allowed him to leave.
 
                 “Before you leave, let me give you something,” said Ynordial.  “Interpretium lidium exlica lidium, now you will be able to understand any language, and in turn they will be able to understand you.”
 
                 He wasn’t used to the sun, after being inside all day.  His eyes took some time to adjust to the bright sun.  He was amazed by the small village, it was surrounded by the wide open fields, the children playing with dogs, the women gathered by the hot spring washing and taking care of the community’s necessities of cooking and preparing.  He saw some of the men gathered around some animal carcasses.  Each person focused on the tasks at hand, the older men sitting around seeming to just talk.
 
                 He figured there were around a hundred or so people living in the village, the houses spreading out from the edge of the hot spring.  Now that he wasn’t so shocked he noticed all the people were wearing animal skins, rather than the cottons that he was used too.  The clothing seemed lightweight and very durable, allowing for the quick movements needed for hunting.
 
                 He walked out among the people enjoying the fresh clean air.  After being cramped in the house of learning for such a long time, he had to continually remind himself that this was only a dream, to be careful and not get trapped in his own mind.
 
                 He found Partromon and thanked him for bringing him to the village.  Partromon showed him around the village, introducing him to many of the villagers, each one greeting him with smiles and their formal greeting.  That night they held a giant feast welcoming the new traveler.  They danced around a large bon fire.  Roland saw some of the youth that were about his age, the boys were standing tall mimicking his movements.  The girls were pointing and laughing, turning their heads every time he looked at them.
 
                 One of the girls, Mage the daughter of a hunter came over and invited him to join her in a dance.  He had seen her earlier that day helping with the wash and mending.  She seemed to be shy and quiet not saying much.  So this surprised him.  He accepted her hand as she led him out to the dance circle.  Not knowing the customs or the dances he fumbled as he watched the others perform the dance.  Those sitting around the side were laughing every time he tripped over his feet.
 
                 The night was filled with music and laughter.  The smells of roasted pig and wild game hung in the air.  He continued to dance with Mage throughout the night, talking to and learning from her.  As the night grew on he really began to realize how beautiful she really was.  The firelight reflecting off her dark brown eyes, her long brown hair hanging down over her shoulders moving side to side with every movement.
 
                 He had to remind himself that all this was not real, a quiet sadness crept into his heart and mind, knowing that all this would come to an end.  Knowing more that it had to and it had to be by his choice.  Ynordial saw what was taking place.  He watched as the two of them danced, slightly fearing that the young boy was going to lose himself too soon to the dream.
 
                 The festival started to die down as the younger and older folks retired to their huts, knowing they had a full day’s work still ahead on the marrow.  Roland and a few of the younger villagers stayed up talking, and laughing.  Roland was telling tales of the future, everyone laughing knowing that things like that could never possibly happen.  Eventually each one started to leave, returning to their huts for the remainder of the evening.  He sat near the dying fire thinking of the great night he just had, Mage being on the forefront of his mind.
 
                 How could one girl, one who was not even real have such a profound effect on him.  He was startled by a rustling behind him.  He stood up turning around to see Ynordial standing there; he calmed down inviting him to sit with him.
 
                 “She is beautiful isn’t she?” Ynordial stated.
 
                 Roland sat their quiet only shaking his head. “Why did I have to meet her?” not really wanting the answer.
 
                 “You realize that this is all a dream, everything but myself that is, she is a manifestation of who you would like to be with,” he told him, patting him on the shoulder.  “Come now, I believe I know why you have come, let’s go back to my hut so I can explain it.”
 
                 They walked through the now quiet village, only the creatures of the night calling out the crickets and bullfrogs disrupting the quiet night.  Arriving at Ynordial’s hut the night started going darker, the wizard looking at the sky seeing dark clouds building.  Ynordial shook his head.  The boy had little time to learn what he needed too, and get back before the Dark Lord destroyed the people.
 
                 “This is the ancient text that brought me here, I have had a memory of it with me since the day that I came, and since you arrived I have been drawn once again to its pages.  In my search I have found a single passage that I believe refers to you.  I believe that you are the bringer of light.  The Dark Lord must be close to being free.  If that were not so you would not be here,” he told him.
 
                 “The Perrimon Ring is one of the most powerful focus points of fire.  There is a special ability that I’m sure you will be able to learn; it’s the only thing that will be able to seal the Dark Lord’s prison once again and hopefully for the final time.”
 
                 Roland stood there looking at the ring, feeling its weight for the first time.  He wasn’t sure he wanted to continue wearing it.  He tried taking it off but it didn’t seem to move.  He started panicking when Ynordial put a hand on his shoulder jumping at the touch and realized what he was doing.
 
                 “Now watch, take hold of the power and watch what I do, it is very important that you learn this weave the first time.”  He took hold of the power, enough to see what the wizard was about to do.  The weave started small, the whole thing concentrated with fire.  Holding the weave he started a second one combining earth and water.  The weave was moving steadily away from him.
 
                 The fires weave started to grow and pulsate, pulling the other weave towards it.  The patch of earth that hung over the ground melted instantly from the intense heat of the fire, steam rose from the ground as the water cooled it.  He could see the threads of earth taking form, building stronger with each cycle that he put them through.
 
                 He cast the webs down onto the floor.  They started to meld themselves to the undisturbed earth of the floor.  He started to mix probability into the fire weave as he did it changed to a bright white flame, breaking the earth and water weave he concentrated all his energy on the fire, shooting from the ball in his hands hitting the weaves sealing them together.
 
                 They both let go of the power watching the area change from a red amber glow to the color of the earth.  Ynordial looked tired, beads of sweat running down his face, making streaks in the dust as it went.  Roland looked at Ynordial, amazed at what he had just seen, the weaves impression upon his mind, not eager yet to try but fascinated at what he had seen.
 
                 “Why did the fire change like that?”
 
                 “That my boy is heart fire, not many wizards can do it, it truly is a special gift.  With the ability comes serious responsibility, heart fire does more than burn, it changes the pattern of destiny.  That little spot of earth will remain unchanged now for at least a century.  By using heart flame you will alter destiny itself. If you use it to destroy a person or place, you not only change the patterns that are still to be laid, but you change the patterns that have been laid.”
 
                 “How will I know if I will be able to do that?  I mean that is a lot of magic to control?”
 
                 “I have a feeling you will be able to learn, but you must always remember the weave.  The pattern is the most important thing to follow, if you don’t do it right the bonds will never hold.  This is the only way the Dark Lord will be bound, by changing the destiny of the earth.  The threads hold it in one time for centuries.”
 
                 “I don’t think I could ever forget that, it was amazing,” he told Ynordial, as he sat down on the bed.
 
                 The smell of rain was strong in the air.  Ynordial looked more panicked than before.  He went to a small window and looked out.  The clouds covering the sky were lit up with small bolts of lightning bouncing between them.  The roll of thunder was louder and coming more often.  The rain started to come down in a slight drizzle then quickly built up speed and power as the wind picked up.  Ynordial was worried that the small houses would soon be destroyed.
 
                 “It’s time that you were leaving, even now the Dark Lord has found you, take care my boy.  Remember what you have been taught here.  Do you remember where you came into this time from?” he shouted over the growing wind.
 
                 “Yes, just past the forest, I’m sure I could find it again.”
 
                 “Excellent, that is where you need to be to return to your own time.  You must hurry, the lives of these people depends on it.  I will hold off the Dark Lords powers as long as I can, travel well young man,” with that he walked out into the midst of the storm, the wind blowing his long white hair and tunic flapping them fiercely in the wind.
 
                 Roland took off at a run, having to cross the large expanse of open field before he reached the forest, he looked back seeing Ynordial, his hands extended out, the power of the wind was lighter but he knew Ynordial would not be able to hold off long.  Lightning bolts were smashing into the ground coming closer to the village, large pillars of dirt flying into the sky wherever the lightening hit.
 
                 He didn’t dare look again out of fear that the villagers would be in a panic and he wouldn’t be able to keep going. Lightening was striking closer to him each time, sending debris into his path.  Some were starting small fires in the dry grasses.  He made it to the edge of the forest.  Stopping to catch his breath; he turned to see what was happening.  The small village was practically destroyed; many of the villagers were standing outside, holding each other.
 
                 He couldn’t see Ynordial any longer through all the destruction.  He knew that he didn’t have much time and the forest was little protection still.  He wound his way through the towering trees, the wind blowing many of them.  Fortunately they were thick enough that the rain was not as strong.  He heard the lightning hitting closer to him, striking at the trees, felling them as they were hit.  It didn’t take long for the dry timbers to catch fire.
 
                 He reached the other side of the forest.  As he looked over the field he could see where he entered this time.  The weaves of time left a distinct impression on the air making it look like a puddle standing straight up with small ripples floating from the center.  He ran jumping through the time weave, his body convulsing as he sat upright in the same chair, the book falling to the floor.  He looked around; nothing seemed to have changed all the same people were in the library.  Time had not passed like it did in the dream.
 
                 He took the book back to his room wanting to study it more.  He was weary of holding it too long, after reading the history of the land, and how the ring came to be, he was able to understand the great power that it held.
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 15
 
   The Guardians
 
    [image: ] 
 
                      ylon,” Lemno called out, “Wait a minute I have something I need to talk to you about.” He shouted as he walked down the hall of the grolians wing.
 
                 Ty had picked up well with his training as a member of the guild.  He had quickly mastered the sword, as well as the battle axe and lances.  As new arrivals came into the guild he was given the opportunity to train them.  He had advanced to the level of sword commander, giving him authority over a small group of soldiers.
 
                 “Yes master Lemno.”
 
                 “I have just met with Rynel; we are holding a special meeting tonight in the room above the foundry.  He has requested your presence for this meeting, it will be just after evening meals,” he told Ty, turning and leaving without giving him a chance to speak.
 
                 Why would Rynel want him to come to the meeting, had he somehow broken the grolian code?  Was he to be banished?  The only ones to have gone to those meetings were High Masters or those being banished, never seen in the house again.  The rest of the day went by slowly for him, his mind playing games with him; he tried to think of what he had done wrong.
 
                 He couldn’t concentrate at all that day during training, those he was to oversee could sense his distraction, yet no one took the time to ask.  They had trained and practiced the same way for so long it was second nature to them.  The day went as scheduled though seeming to him to be forever.  Night finally came and he took care to bathe and change into some better clothes before dinner.  He didn’t eat much, the anticipation and stress of the meeting still on his mind.
 
                 It finally came time for the meeting.  He walked to the foundry standing at the base of the stairs leading up.  Tredmon, one of the High Masters stood at the top.  He looked down at Ty motioning for him to come forward, little was spoken among the grolians, as they were trained in the special sign language of warriors. 
 
                 He entered the small room, lit by candle sconces along the walls, giving an eerie feeling, one of pending death.  Tables circled a podium in the center of the room; he was lead to the podium and placed upon it.  The lighting around the room seemed brighter from that position.  He heard a door open and people walking in; there was a shuffling of chairs as people sat down, the light hiding their faces from his view.
 
                 “Tylon der Loran, grolian sword master of Kirchwin, we the council of the masters have summoned you to stand,” spoke one of the hidden faces, “you have been judged, and you have been called.”
 
                 He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself for what was to come.  A lump was forming in his throat, his mouth was going dry and his vision was blurring.  He felt dizzy but knew he had to stay alert.  Those who were banished were never heard from again, rumors had it that they were killed to prevent them from going to the Legion and being used to kill other members of the guild as well as the wizards they were sworn to protect.
 
                 “The council has called you to be tested; there are some that think you to young and untrained commander.  We as members of the council feel otherwise.  There are not many people who have displayed your ability to learn and better yet lead.  We feel it is time to afford you an opportunity, one that very few have taken.”
 
                 He stood there shocked, the tension slowly leaving his tight muscels; he released a breath he didn’t realize he was holding and stood there transfixed on what was happening.
 
                 “There is a special order amongst our guild, there are few who belong, those that do are called the guardians, sworn to protect the bringer of light.  That is there only duty and responsibility, to fail is to bring death not only upon themselves but everyone.”
 
                 Ty stood there thinking of what was being asked, he had never heard of the guardians, the idea both scared him and excited him.  He had heard that Roland was the bringer of light, which would give him a chance to stay close to him.
 
                 “I accept the calling Guild Masters,” he said boldly.
 
                 “Very well, you will no longer be able to see your men.  They are henceforth removed from your command, your name and face will be removed from their memories, as well as many of those around the house.  Only those who belong to the council and the wizards will know your name, inevitably you will no longer exist.”
 
                 His face started turning white, the world spinning faster each second.  He steadied himself watching as the lights dimmed out leaving the room dark.  He heard the chairs once again slide and the council leave.  Only after the door was closed and sealed did Tredmon light the torch and open the door allowing Ty to leave.
 
                 Tredmon led him away from the foundry, away from the residence that held the members of the guild.  He felt a sharp pain of sadness, knowing that all he had worked for, the friendships and instruction, none of it would be remembered by his students.  The knowledge would remain, but the face of the one who taught it would not be his.
 
                 That night was lonely, sitting in a small hut deep in the forest, only the creatures of the night calling out.  He laid there thinking if his decision to join had been too quick and rash, knowing that all the friendships he had fostered were soon to be gone.  The lump in his throat returned as he fought back the tears and loneliness.  Sleep finally came, his dreams that night caused him a fitful sleep.
 
                 He had a new hope the next morning when he heard some voices outside the small hut, some sounded familiar.  The sun shone brightly on his face, as the cool morning air washed over him.  The smells of fresh cooked meats floated through the air bringing a sense of hunger he didn’t realize he had.  He found a round log and placed it near the fire.  One of the men there passing him a plate of food, he devoured it selfishly.  The men all around him were laughing and talking amongst themselves, he counted a half dozen is all.  The council had said there were not many who belonged to the guardians.
 
                 He ate his breakfast in silence, listening to the different conversations.  The man cooking the meal sat watching him, saying nothing.  The commander of the guardians finally came over sitting down on a log next to him.
 
                 “You must be Tylon of Kirchwin; I’m Commander Chander, head of the guardians.  The council has spoken highly of you, I hope you can live up to their boasting of your abilities,” he said, smacking him on the back.
 
                 “Commander, I’m glad to be here,” he replied, still nervous, not being sure how to act around these men yet.  He had not seen any of them salute or show that he was their commander.
 
                 He was introduced to the rest of the guardians after he finished his meal.  Each of the men gave him the customary salute, and then continued their conversations.  He still wasn’t sure what was going on, or even where he was.  After the introductions were made the commander took him back inside the small house.  Opening the dresser he found an outfit matching those of the other members of the team.  Looking at them he didn’t figure any of them would fit, they all looked too large for him.
 
                 Putting them on, he stood there holding them out from his waist.  He was shocked when they started to shrink, tightening against his legs then hips.  He was pleased when they didn’t over constrict, but felt natural against him.  The free movement that it gave him, he could hardly tell that they were even there.  He looked down a little shocked; he could not see his legs.  He let out a little scream.  All the others turned to see what was happening, chuckling when they realized what happened.
 
                 “These were created by magic,” said Chander. “With time and practice you will learn how to use them,” he told him handing him the rest of his uniform, the vest and tunic that he was given produced the same results as the pants.
 
                 “So where are we?” Ty asked.
 
                 “This is our training grounds.  We patrol the forests, mountains and the plains, and these few men are all there is.  The reason for the secrecy of the gathering house is this is the only way on and off the island without going by ferry.  We come here only for special purposes, as you can tell meeting a new member is one of them.  Fortunately, you have just completed our team, we are small and discreet.  Trained to be unseen by anyone while we are everywhere.”
 
                 “These clothes will help you to blend in, become invisible until you want to be seen.  We will start your training on how to control their power after mid day meals.  We don’t have much time as many of us must return to our posts soon.”
 
                 Ty was excited, more than he thought he would be at joining the guardians.  All of the men seemed to accept him without hesitation, they went through introductions again telling him where each one was from.  Some of the lands he recognized from the map on the inn wall back home, a few were new to him.
 
                 The guardians were an elite group of men, pulled from the best of the guild, to be given the opportunity to be a member was a great honor.  Commander Chander told him what it meant to become a guardian.  The only responsibility they had was to protect the bringer of light until the final battle.  If they failed, and the bringer of light was killed before then, then the Dark Lord would have eternal rule.
 
                 He was taken into the forest where he began his training.  The magic of the uniform gave him the ability to learn quicker, the skills already obtained through his previous training were enhanced.  The commander was surprised by his abilities and impressed that the council had not exaggerated the boys’ abilities.  He continued to watch his improvement; soon he had mastered the camouflage techniques as well as the use of the surroundings.
 
                 The commander had looked long and hard for one like Ty, someone with the abilities that he demonstrated.  Within the ranks of the guardians there was one who could be trained as the shadow, his whole career he had tried to be that one.  Now after such a long search he felt that he had finally found him.
 
                 “Ty, it is time to advance your training, tonight I need you to come to my shelter.  There is a delicate matter that I want discuss with you,” Chander told him.
 
                 Ty only nodded in the affirmative, never losing sight of his training obstacles.  Those who were providing the training were relentless in their efforts, throwing all their abilities at him.  His strength and skill lending to him the ability to overcome and in some cases overpower them.  He quickly won their trust and confidence through his hard work and abilities.
 
                 “Ty, I have been watching your training now for a while.  You seem to have a special gift for commanding, you have great strategy and combat skills.  I don’t believe I have seen anyone with your unique abilities.  I believe you to be the gifted one, the one who will work closest with the bringer of light.  I have a special job for you.  There is one amongst the guardians that will have the gift to become a shape shifter.  I personally would have loved to be that one, but now I feel it’s not to be. I think you are to be that one,” he told him.
 
                 Ty stood there shocked, not knowing what to think.  His mind was spinning trying to figure out what a shape shifter was.  Why he was chosen?  What was this gift that Chander was talking about?  “Very well sir, may I ask, what is a shape shifter?”
 
                 “If you feel up to the challenge it will be your duty to stay the closest to the bringer of light.  I will personally train you on how to manipulate your body to become whatever it is you desire.  In affect you can be anywhere and nobody will ever see you.  It can be a very dangerous thing, something that if not done properly can cause you to be permanently transformed.”
 
                 “When you talk about shape shifting you mean to actually change physical forms, to become something that I’m not?” his face showing his confusion.
 
                 “It does involve some physical change, the first thing that you must realize is that every object is alive in one way or another, the trees, rocks, even the air after a manner, each one possessing a specific identity.  When you can train your mind to accept that knowledge you can become practically anything.”
 
                 He sat down hard on the ground his legs giving out.  A small cloud of dust rose up around him.  His mind didn’t want to accept the possibility of what he was being told.  He knew from his time spent in the house of learning that Roland was said to be the bringer of light and whom better to be his shadow then his best friend.  The commander left the small dwelling to allow him the time to think.
 
                 He stayed up most of the night thinking of what he had been told, trying to figure out if he really wanted that kind of responsibility.  Knowing that Roland was the one he would be protecting made the decision all that much easier.
 
                 He woke up to the smells of cooking rabbit and breakfast gruel.  He had made his decision to become the shadow.  Roland was his best friend, and growing up together had to mean something, he walked out of the commander’s station and looked around not finding anyone.  He was hungry so he went over to the cooking fires and cut himself some meat off of the rabbit and spooned himself up some of the boiling gruel before sitting down to eat.
 
                 He barely caught the sight of someone coming behind him in the forest.  He figured it was Chander and left it at that.  He continued eating, when the figure didn’t immediately come out, he paid more attention.  Turning only his head slightly he caught the movement again and verified whoever it was, was still there. Putting his breakfast down, he walked back into the station house.  He put his cloak on and slid his sword between him and the cloak.
 
                 Knowing that what or whoever was out in the forest was waiting for him to come back out, he made a small hole with his sword in the back wall.  He looked out hoping that whatever it was was alone.  He decided to go out the back wall, hoping it would only be watching the front.  Not seeing anyone around he made the hole larger, putting the cloak over him he walked into the forest.
 
                 He quickly found what was watching him.  He stood there quietly watching it as it scanned over the campsite. It looked like a large Tepern; he had never seen one in person, only images and paintings from the training academy.  Its powerful arms were resting on the tree, its large eyes reflecting from the light of the morning sun, a large cudgel hanging in a strap on its back.
 
                 Creeping behind it he pulled his sword out, preparing to strike.  He aimed for its neck, as his arm started to swing the Tepern turned.  In a flash it had the cudgel out blocking the blow.  The movement was so fast and fluid that he was not prepared for the deflection his sword made off it.
 
                 The vibration shook through his arms, throwing him off balance spinning him into a large tree.  The Tepern stood there watching him, anger flashing in its eyes.  It walked over to him, eyes focused on its target.  Lifting its arm up, preparing to bring it down on his head.
 
                 “I am Winteler, prince of the Teperns.  I come seeking the aid of the wizards, why do you attack me so?” he asked walking closer to Ty.
 
                 “I’m Tylin, guardian of the wizards,” he told him, standing up retrieving his sword.  “I didn’t know who you were, and when you watched me from the forest, I feared for my life, how did you see me?”
 
                 “That is typical of humans, kill first then find out who it is,” he said putting the cudgel back.
 
                 “I’m sorry for that, why are you seeking the wizards?” Ty asked.
 
                 “My people are coming under attack from the Legion.  They are taking our mystics and without them we cannot perform our enchantment ceremonies.  My people are slowly fading into the dark realms.  I have come to ask for their assistance to battle against these enemies.”
 
                 Ty could see the sadness in his eyes, Winteler’s muscles tensing at the mere mention of the Legion.  His own anger was rising; he didn’t know how to help him.  He felt even worse about wanting to kill him.  He invited Winteler back to the commanders’ station, offering him some breakfast while they talked.  He took most of the rabbit, and a large portion of the gruel.
 
                 Winteler told him of the hardships his people were facing of the battles they fought and how many were lost.  He tried to explain the growing power of the Legion.  He was still wondering how Winteler was able to see him, until then no one had been able too.  
 
                 “To answer your question about how I knew where you were you must understand how limited the abilities of you humans are,” he started, not putting much emphasis on his apparent superiority.  “How do you see things?” he asked Ty.
 
                 “With my eyes, like everyone else I suppose,” he answered.
 
                 “That’s my point you use only one of your senses, let me show you something.  Close your eyes.  I’m going to move somewhere in the room, you count to ten and then point to me.”
 
                 Ty closed his eyes, as he started to move, he reached ten and sat there for a minute.  He pointed right to him.
 
                 “See now how did you know where I was, you didn’t see me?” he asked smiling.
 
                 “Very well,” he said shaking his head, “point well taken, but I still don’t know how you could have sensed my presence, I didn’t think I made any noise.”
 
                 “That my boy is another difference.  Unlike you we are trained and have the ability given to us to see the wind.  Something the human wizards don’t see fit to teach as it can be very disadvantageous to them.  Whenever someone or something moves it creates ripples in the wind, as you walked towards me.  I could feel and see the changes in the wind patterns.  It was just as though you were visible to the naked eye.”
 
                 “Is that why the humans and teperns have always fought?” Ty asked him.
 
                 “That is one of the many reasons people of different races have a tendency to hate those of another, it’s unknown why.  If we could combine our entire knowledge together, look at what good could be done.  But alas I fear that will never happen.”
 
                 “So what will you do if the wizards don’t help your people?” he asked, concerned for his new friends people.
 
                 “I fear that is not an option.  Without their help, I fear we are doomed to destruction, only the wizards will have the power needed to combat the Legion.”
 
                 There was nothing more that he could think to say.  Silently he prayed to the creator that the wizard council would feel the need to help them, to put aside their generations of disputes.
 
                 Commander Chander came back into the camp, hearing Ty talking to someone, and recognizing the rasping voice of a Tepern, he readied himself to fight.  Knowing how ferocious they could be.  He cracked the door, seeing the two of them sitting and talking, neither one threatening the other. Winteler turned his head quickly to the doorway, standing with cudgel in hand.
 
                 Ty jumped up, putting himself between the two, hoping to stop any need for violence.  He told the commander what the two of them had been talking about, asking if he could take Winteler to the house of learning in hopes that he could convince the wizards to help.
 
                 Chander knew the intensive training that Ty was going to need to go through, so he agreed to let some of the other guardians escort him to the house of learning, He sent a scout ahead to notify the headmaster of who was coming.  Then they began Tys’ training.
 
                 To become the shadow he needed to learn how to disassociate himself as a person, to blend and meld into seemingly inanimate objects.  As Chander had told him before, every object was alive, living in a manner after which the creator had designed.  Those items that were transformed into useful objects were taking on much of the same transformation that he had to go through.
 
                 “Now concentrate, think of being the rock, look for its identity, seek it out,” Chander encouraged him.
 
                 Over the next few weeks he worked nonstop, using all his senses to accomplish what was required.  He could now see the identity of the rock; it glowed appearing larger than the rock itself.  He walked into the life force of the rock, melting his own with that of the rock.  The small changes always came as a shock, the tingling feeling and sensations of losing his human identity.  That’s what held him back, the fear of losing himself to something he truly didn’t want to become.
 
                 “Listen to me, you have to concentrate, put all the fears out of your mind, you have the ability to do this.”
 
                 He tried again, putting his life forces into the changes, knowing how important it was to learn.  With the knowledge and desire to be able to protect his best friend, he could feel the change coming again.  This time he put everything out of his mind, concentrating on making the change.  It came easier; the tingling sensation was gone and then it happened.  The two life forces melded together and he became the stone.  He was not able to hold the form for long.
 
                 He woke up lying in the bed in the commanders’ station.  Looking around he saw Chander by the fire cooking something for dinner, he didn’t feel well enough to get up so he just sat on the edge of the bed.
 
                 “How are you feeling?” Chander asked without turning around.
 
                 “Weak and dizzy, I’ve never felt like this after training, how did I get in here?”
 
                 “You passed out after your last training, right after you changed into the rock.”
 
                 “I did what? You mean I actually did it?” he asked, surprised at the news.
 
                 “I don’t know what you did different, but it worked, you became an extension of the rock.  It didn’t last long, but that’s to be expected,” he told him.  “Now eat you need the energy, I was told it would drain you, at least at first.  Once you can control and harness the necessary power to change when and where you want to it won’t be so draining.  So rest now, we will work some more in the morning.”
 
                 The next few weeks the two of them kept working on learning how to use and control the power.  Eventually he was able to take the form quickly holding it for hours, the strain taking less and less energy.  After he had mastered the skills of nature and fixed location items, it was time to advance.
 
                 Being able to take on the properties of fixed objects was the easiest of all transformation forms.  Once those skills were mastered he moved onto movable objects, like that of a bird.  To understand the dangers of being different animals he took several days to learn their habits, the dangers from predators and how they functioned in nature. 
 
                 Animals were more challenging even though he easily recognized that they were living elements in nature.  Unlike the rocks and trees where he could stand next to them and be joined the animals were always moving.  Their life forces were closer to them so it took time to get to be as they were.  Through the process he found he didn’t have to actually meld with the element or object he desired to become but he only had to view their life force and manipulate his own to match the patterns that were found in each one.  At the same time changing into an animal he needed to learn how to live as one.
 
                 He worked at becoming a bird next, with that ability he had to learn the principles of flight.  He watched the different kinds of birds that were in the forest.  Being able to change to anyone he wanted he quickly learned the advantages and disadvantages of each one.  The eagle could fly high and fast seeing clearly for miles.  Whereas when he took on the form of a humming bird he could get into smaller areas and avoid being seen.
 
                 Each animal that he learned from had its own challenges as well as special abilities.  By taking the form of a bear it gave him greater strength, the wolf giving him speed and agility.  With each transformation he grew in wisdom and strength, he could change from one thing to another with little to no effort.  He always liked being in his human form to be able to reason and communicate with others.
 
                 His training was nearly complete, having learned the traits of so many different items had been difficult, now he had a new skill that none of the other guardians possessed the control over something he was not.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 16
 
   Visitations
 
    [image: ] 
 
                  alking into the town had been one of his greatest dreams.  It had been almost four cycles since he had been home.  The anticipation had worn on him as he was traveling, pushing himself and his horse hard the last day and a half to make it by the week’s end.  It was coming up on festival again and he wanted to spend it with his family.
 
                 He had decided not to send word so the surprise would be worth the struggle.  Even before entering the outskirts of his home town he could sense a change, having honed in the skill through his transformations.  It was unusually quiet for the time a day.  The birds should have still been in their frenzy for food and the forest animals gathering their winter stores.  But today it was quiet, even the breeze had stopped; the feeling gave him a weary sense that something was not right.
 
                 Following his new heightened instincts, he led his horse off the path and walked through the forest he had grown up in.  The sun was blocked by the high canopy of trees.
 
                 He changed into the form of the wolf to see if he could catch any scent, he found it interesting in his transformations the different scents that animals gave off depending on their situations.
 
                 Fear was unmistakable; he remembered the first time that he caught the scent from a rabbit that he was tracking.  It was so overwhelming and powerful that he couldn’t hold the form, quickly changing back into his human form and vomiting from the sensation.  Depression was another one that was powerful, joy and peace came as pleasant smells.  Now he smelled the musk odor of humans and that of rotting animals.
 
                 Moving slowly toward the village he stood transfixed on what he was seeing.  The town square was not anywhere prepared for the festival.  Men were walking around in the armor of the royal brigade.  What surprised him more was the ashen look on the faces of the people that he knew.  Some he didn’t recognize at first because they had changed so much, but it looked as though something was terribly wrong.
 
                 He was surprised when he caught a glimpse of Bethamine.  She looked as though she had aged faster than everyone else, her hair pulled back into a long braid, her head covered in a simple bonnet.  She was carrying a woven basket full of flowers and other herbs.  Walking right in front of her was Margol, they both walked into the inn looking as though they hadn’t slept in days.
 
                 He went back to his horse, taking it back out on the main road he put on his cloak to cover his head and face hoping to get to the mill without any notice.  Although the idea had been good, coming in with the cloak only drew more attention to him.  He quickly caught the scent of mistrust, the women quickly moving indoors, the men took up their weapons.  He could sense their swords being loosened in their scabbards.
 
                 He took his horse into the middle of the town square were the men circled him.  He remained on his horse knowing that it was the safest and quickest way out if he had to leave quickly.
 
                 “Remove the cloak and name yourself,” yelled out one of the men.  He turned his head looking at him from under his cloak.
 
                 The man was wearing the uniform of a captain in the royal brigade.  He recognized if from the few who came through to train with the grolians.  The captain took a few steps out in front of the other men, holding his sword out toward him.
 
                 “Reveal yourself or die stranger,” he shouted up to him, all the men taking a step closer pulling their swords out.  He could hear the tension on the bows from the sentries posted on the towers and roof tops.
 
                 He moved his hand up to the edge of the hood of the cloak, pulling it off.  There more than a few gasps from some of the towns’ people that recognized him.  One of the men running into the inn yelling that he had returned.  The town square started to fill in quickly with those that he recognized.  Margol and Bethamine came out of the inn, shock and amazement mixed with joy covered their faces.
 
                 One of the kids ran over to the lumber mill, yelling to everyone that Ty had come home.  His whole family ran to the town square, not believing what was happening.  He had gotten down off the horse and was shaking hands with old friends.  Time seemed to stop when he saw his parents, the crowd parted to let them through.  He ran to them hugging both of them, crying with joy.
 
                 The whole attitude of the town had changed almost instantly.  The only difference was the presence of the brigade.  He learned that all the young men in the village had been enlisted into the brigade.  The war with the rouge lands had come to full fruition in the last cycle and all able bodied men were called out to serve.
 
                 Bethamine was studying under Margol to become a healer, having found the natural talent and ability to work with herbs.  She had progressed and was close to the same ability that Margol was at.  Some thought that she would soon pass her up, others were afraid that she would be called to serve as a nurse in the brigade.
 
                 Roland’s father was still up in the mountains, not coming down as often since he had left.  Some thought it wasn’t good for him to keep himself so isolated.  Margol would go up to the house at least twice a month to check on him.  Most of the townsfolk figured that they would be getting joined soon as well.
 
                 They had not held festival since the two of them left.  It seemed pointless with them gone and shortly after that all the other young men had been called off to defend the realm.  It had led to a complete change in the attitude of all the townsfolk.  They feared that if things didn’t change quickly most of them would end up moving to the larger cities.  Most wanted the added security away from the enemy that seemed to be moving closer as well as the ability to find work.
 
                 Ty was not so sure that he liked all the changes that had taken place since he left, not only in his home village but also in him.  He remembered back to the simple days of his childhood, where Kirchwin was but a small speck on the map of the world, where everyone lived simple lives.
 
                 The battalion that had been assigned to their territory had decided to stay in Kirchwin as it was the most central location.  Backed by the mountains they were able to prevent any unexpected surprises.  As with any war it was taking its toll on everyone in more ways than one.  The general attitude and feeling of safety was gone, the continuous stress of having family away, never knowing what they were involved in.
 
                 Not many people slept that first night, everyone wanted to know what he had been doing and trying to see if he had any information on the war. They wanted to know how Roland was doing.  He only had a few days leave before returning to the guardians.  He was glad he had had the opportunity to visit his family again not realizing how much he had missed them.  His younger sisters were growing into beautiful young woman, soon to be getting ready for the joining ceremonies, depending on how the war went.
 
                 The journey back to the guardians went slowly the weather was quickly changing again.  He could tell by the way the animals were acting that winter would soon be upon them, much too early in the cycle than it should.
 
                 “Commander,” he called out as he approached the command station.  The commander came out with some of the other guardians.
 
                 “Ty, is that you,” seeing the lone man approach.  “We didn’t expect you back for several more days, is everything alright back home?” he asked, concerned for the early return of the young man.
 
                 “No commander all is well at home, have you heard much on the war with the rouge lands?” 
 
                 “Yes, many of the young men of all the realms have been called out to battle.  Is this what brings you back so soon?  Are you concerned over those of your village that have been called into service?”
 
                 “That has a great deal to do with it; most of those that I knew were gone.  What worried me more was the battalion of the royal brigade that was stationed in my home village.  I know how men can be when they are away from their families and in the stresses of warfare.  I am just concerned over what they will do in the village, especially to the young women, seeing as my sisters are coming of age.”
 
                 “I see,” said the commander, “You have no need to worry over them, the Royal Brigade are known for their honor, they would never dare have anyone challenge that.”
 
   *      *       *
 
                 “Run,” shouted someone as they were running from the training room.  Several of the apprentices and patlins were running down the hall.
 
                 Alrien bringing up the rear turned the corner spinning around he yelled out an incantation.  The water came to an immediate stop as though it hit a stone wall.  A few of the other wizards came running out of their studies and joined him, with all their efforts the water started to push back.  Slowly they were able to move it back, at times the wall looking as though the water would push by.
 
                 Pushing it back to the main training arena they found the source of the waterspout, amazed that it seemed to come from a small pitcher sitting in the corner.  Just above it on the pedestal sat Roland, seeming to be lost in a trance.  Tillera walked around the wizard’s and up to his side, shaking him gently.
 
                 He came to with a shake breaking his concentration, some of the wizards fell to the ground as the water wall gave way leaving only a wet mess on the floor.  He looked around trying to put together quickly what had happened.  He knew he was in for another lecture especially after the first one he received.
 
                 Alrien looked up at him.  Roland saw the disappointment on his face.  He had truly believed that he was ready but after this last incident he was beginning to reconsider.  He would have to sit down with the boy again to give him a reminder.  It wasn’t very often that a patlin was given penance for their behavior seeing as they were generally more responsible before being advanced.  But there was always one or another that needed the simple reminder. 
 
                 Roland sat in his room that night wondering what was going to happen.  His first warning had been very severe, almost losing control of the Triminon ring itself, the power of water consuming his very being.  He had promised not to let it get out of control again, and now he feared that he had.
 
                 Many of the apprentices were left to clean up the left over water, while the wizards stood around talking about what was to be done with him.  They all knew his potential and his apparent destiny but that shouldn’t be a reason to be lenient, if anything they should expect more from him.
 
                 They feared that maybe they had pushed him too hard or maybe there was something on his mind, something that they didn’t even understand.  It had been so long since any of them had seen such a young and seemingly inexperienced person rise so quickly.  Many were thinking that the headmaster himself had been too quick and irrational with the boy.
 
                 Krek smiled, acidic saliva dripping to the floor, yellow eyes glowing from the shadows.  Had the wizards not been so preoccupied with what had just happened they might have smelled the acidic odors and seen the soft glow of his eyes, Krek was the head of the gromlins.  His body was twisted and contorted from the many territorial battles and the submission torturing from the dark legion.  
 
                 Blending back into the wall he continued with his mission, fortunately in the last few days he had been there nobody had noticed the few missing people that he had killed for food.  Walking down the empty passageway he didn’t bother to use his camouflaging abilities, the few people he saw were quickly disposed of, hidden away for future feedings.
 
                 Krek was sent to find the bringer of light.  It was known now amongst the Legion that he had been found.  Through their informants in the house of learning they had found out who it was.  Preparations were already in progress to find the location of the grolians; they are who posed the greatest danger to the Legions inside informants.
 
                 Sitting in his room, Roland could sense that something was wrong that something was different in the room.  He couldn’t tell what, but he had the constant feeling of being watched.  He had examined the room several times but found nothing.  He now sat on his bed, paranoid and stressed about the events that had taken place that day.
 
                 Never before had he lost control like he did today, he was beginning to think that he was not prepared to continue learning, how many people’s lives would he put in danger.  His mind was tormented by the events of the day.  Thinking now that he had punished himself more than any wizard could have done.
 
                 There was a small knock on the door.  He sat up on his bed as the person walked in, seeing that it was Tillera he relaxed.  They had become quick friends throughout the training; gleaning information off of one another and helping the other learn the magic of the marklons.  She was the first one he remembered seeing after his trance both times, it was through her friendship that he was able to keep going.
 
                 He smiled as she came to him, taking a seat on the bed, the soft glow of the fire playing off her deep brown eyes.  Her hair was pulled back into a braid as she normally wore it; this helped to keep it out of the way while working the elements.  Her smile lighted his heart now in a way that it had not been done for a long time.  They just sat there looking into each other’s eyes, enjoying the quiet, contemplating on the tragic events of the day.
 
                 He had never realized how beautiful she really was, seeing as they were not encouraged to seek relationships until they were completely through with their training, the thought being that they would lose concentration or not be able to accomplish the things that were required of them.  And then came the point of leaving as the journeys do, living a life of solitude until they have learned all the necessary steps to become a wizard.
 
                 “Roland, what happened today?  This isn’t like you, I’ve seen how well you work with the elements?” she asked, placing a hand on his knee, a look of stress and worry wrinkling her beautiful face.
 
                 “I…I really don’t know, it’s like someone else has been in my mind, controlling my thoughts, it scares me.  I mean, it’s like someone or something has been watching me, controlling me.  At times I don’t know where I stop and they start.  It’s been that way since I had the perrimon ring.”
 
                 “Have you told anyone else this?”
 
                 “No, you’re the first.  I mean you probably think I’m crazy and all, but it’s real, something happened when I was studying with the perrimon ring and it’s almost happened with this one,” he said rubbing his fingers over the ring.  “What I’m about to tell you stays between us, if anyone ever found out I’d probably get thrown out, or worse yet, locked away for being a danger.”  He looked at her with serious eyes, seeing the look of confusion mixed with fear, doubting himself on whether or not he should really tell her now.
 
                 “What happened to you?” concern heavy in her voice.  “I have been studying the ring myself yet nothing has been different, the sensations are primarily the same, a little stronger maybe.”
 
                 He thought for a few minutes, considering what could happen if she did tell someone, could he truly trust her.  He valued her friendship, however with everything that seemed to be happening to him, he found himself doubting his own judgment.  Would it be worth the risk to tell her?  What would she think if he was to open himself up to her in that way?  Her eyes seemed to bare the worry for him.  He could almost feel the need to trust someone so strong, was she the one to confide in.
 
                 He turned his head to remove his eyes from hers.  He couldn’t bear to bring her into this, he couldn’t allow someone else to carry the fear and dread that he now did.  He was on the verge of losing control of his emotions, his eyes already watering up with tears, his hands shaking.  He could feel the tremors moving up through his body.  Breaking down he sobbed like a child, all the embarrassment leaving, he didn’t care anymore he could no longer hold it in.
 
                 “Roland, I understand that you may not want to trust me with this, but I’m here for you,” she told him, taking him in her arms, letting him cry on her shoulder.  As if nothing was wrong she began to chant a spell of peace to him, whispering in his ear.
 
                 Slowly the tears began to slow down, his breathing becoming more even.  It didn’t take long before he was asleep.  She laid him on the bed, covering him up; she stoked the fire and took a seat on the sofa in front of it.  She knew he would sleep for a few hours, but when he woke up she would be there for him thinking that this would hopefully build enough trust that he would confide his fears in her.
 
   *      *       *
 
                 “Find him, he must not survive, if the boy lives we all die,” shouted Maglon, slamming his black gauntleted fist on the table. It had been months since they started dedicating the time to look for the guardians.  Word had come through the rats’ nest that the gifted one had been found, the one that had the power and potential to destroy the Legion.
 
                 He walked around the smoke filled room.  A large stone table sat in the middle of the room, large stone chairs carved from the same stone sat around it.  The small wall sconces hanging from the small pillars, the flames that burned in them let off an acrid smoke that burned the lungs.  The hard stone chairs were filled with the black lords, none dared to speak out of fear of Maglon, and they knew he was in the mood to kill.
 
                 “I don’t think that you understand the potential danger that the guardians pose to us, especially the one they call the changeling, together with the bringer of light they can destroy us.”
 
                 “High Lord Maglon, we know who the bringer of light is, we know his abilities, all we have to do is give the order and he dies, then we have nothing to worry about,” said Lord Albitren the seeker of knowledge.
 
                 There was a knock on the door when it opened a small goblin walked in.  Everyone at the table turned to look at him, disgust covering their faces.  Goblins were enslaved by many of the Legion, thought of as something below scum.  Mikkno was the personal slave to Maglon.  The High Lord knew this had to be important to be disturbed as he sat in council; disruption of this sort was punishable by instant death. Mikkno handed him a sheet of paper and waited for the response.  Maglon read the note, a small smile twisted face; finally something good was happening.
 
                 “Show him to the map room, let him know that I’ll be with him shortly,” he told the goblin.  This is who he had been waiting for now for weeks.  “This meeting is over; I have more important business to see too.  I want a report in the morning on what has been discussed, if you fail me in this you will all regret the day your mothers forced you from her womb.”  With that he left the room.  With the slamming of the door the flames in the sconces flashed higher and then went out, leaving the room in ominous black.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   Chapter 17
 
   Dark Plans Laid
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                      er gave a quick wave of his hand, the lights coming back on.  Everyone looked around the room at the others, no one wishing to speak.  When they had been summoned to the stone room they knew the day would not be very pleasant.  They had been told to find the changeling, so far they had found nothing; their servants had searched all around the house of learning.
 
                 “I want a full report from every ear, there has to be something here we can use.  A person does not just fall off the face of the world,” he shouted.
 
                 Everyone stood, glares between each one freezing the room.  Alliances were being broken down and the fear of the High Lord rested within each of their hearts.  They all knew what he was capable of, having watched him torture a spy of the Order.  They all cringed knowing there was no mercy left in his stone heart.
 
                 Night maskers flew from the tower tops that night, going to their destined carriers.  There was no moon that night; the sky was covered in dark ominous clouds a feeling of death and fear in the air.  Ter stood at his window watching as the maskers flew, wondering who it was that brought a smile to the High Lords lips.  This new event was something to keep track of, changes were coming and if he wasn’t careful his place of power and prestige within the legion would crumble, he had worked too hard for that to happen. A quick flick of the wrist brought the minsker to him.
 
                 “Go my little friend, find out what the High Lord is planning, find who has come into our midst and what manner of a threat it may be,” with that it was gone.
 
                 The minsker was a personal creation of Ters, a personal spy that could travel anywhere within the dark tower, Ter had used it many times before to find the hidden plots.  That’s how he had been able to rise to his current position so quickly.  The idea that the High Lord was bringing in outside help was not a very encouraging sign for him.
 
                 His thoughts wandered to the meeting that had taken place as he waited for the minsker to get to its destination.  The reports had been there, the changeling has been chosen.  It had been months since his spy within the house had sent word, the news so vague and unclear.  The young man was nothing merely a pawn in his great plan to remove the High Lord, but he had not reported back since sending the message.  His heart was not troubled for him, if he died he died there were more willing to serve his needs.
 
                 The minsker was now in place and he could hear perfectly, the images a bit distorted but the message coming clear.  He sat back placing his full attention what the Maglon was doing.
 
                 “I am not accustomed to waiting,” said the gruff voice of the man Maglon was meeting with.
 
                 “Sit down; I have a situation that I feel only your people can solve.  You are familiar with the great battle prophesy, I would assume.”
 
                 “Yes, it’s tradition that each leader learn of the ancestors, and of the foretelling why is it of any concern of yours wizard,” he said with an indolent sneer.
 
                 “We have found the bringer of light or as you call him, the shadow killer.  He is with the  in the house of learning.  We have been watching him, looking for his weaknesses, and so far we have a good one.  The order has advanced him too quickly, he doesn’t know how to control the power; he is losing himself in it too often.”
 
                 “So what does all this have to do with my people anyway?  You said it was an urgent matter of business, you are trying my patience wizard.”
 
                 “There is a matter of delicate importance that needs your attention.  We have a spy within the grolians; it wasn’t easy as they are destined to become the guardians of the wizards.  There has been one that has left and we do not know where he went.  There is rumor that he has joined the guardians, if this is true, we must find them.  Amongst them is the changeling, without destroying both the changeling and the bringer of light everything will be lost.  It is more than just killing them; they must die in my presence so that I may capture their souls, preventing them from ever returning.”
 
                 “I see, and where would we chance on finding this changeling?”
 
                 “The last he was seen or heard from was with the guardians in the Krenorian forest, that is where I suggest you look first, if this ‘changeling’ is not found and brought to me, then I fear we have no hope.”
 
                 “Consider the matter, shall we say finished.”
 
                 “Remember, you are not to kill him, it is imperative that he is brought back to me, and Illian remember this.  If you fail me, you will wish your grandmother never set eyes on your grandfather.  Failure is not an option and no excuses will save you from my wrath, do I make myself clear?”
 
                 “Don’t threaten me wizard,” he said slamming his fist on the table, a fire burning deep within his eyes, “I do not take kindly to threats, not even from a wizard.”
 
                 As he said this he felt the pressure building around him, squeezing the air in his lungs feeling as though they were on fire.  Sweat was forming on his brow, the intense feeling as though his insides were being pushed through his head.  He couldn’t move, his arms held at his side, he began to rise off the floor, no matter how hard he tried he couldn’t get away.
 
                 “Now listen to me, you may be the ruler of a land and feared on both sides of the Marian Mountains. But you will learn to fear me.  I have the power to destroy you with a mere thought, is that understood?  Insolence will not be tolerated, and you will find I have very little patience for failure.”
 
                 All Illian could do was shake his head and whimper the answer.  Never before had he feared for his life as he did then.  With his reply the pressure was gone and he fell to the ground gasping for breath.  Wiping the sweat from his brow, he knelt there on the ground, anger and fear mixing and filing his soul.  He knew he could do nothing now to repay the wizard for what he had done, but there would be chances in the future.
 
                 “There is a room for you; dinner will be brought to you.  Remember I want to introduce you to the black lords tomorrow, get some rest.  I want you to be ready to sign the treaty in front of them tomorrow.”
 
                 Maglon left the room with a smile on his face; he knew that Illian would not be convinced easily.  But taking the man’s dignity like that, showing him the power that can be wielded was one way he knew that the most feared man in the roughest lands would bend to his will.  The events now set in motion; he knew he could finally rest for the night.  It wasn’t going to be easy to show the black lords how important this alliance was to their success.  But that will be a challenge for a new day.
 
                 The room was deathly quiet; no one wanted or dared to speak as the High Lord could show up at any time.  Everyone’s face was showing the same anticipation wondering who this all-important visitor was.  That was everyone but Ters, after the meeting yesterday he had learned more than he could have ever imagined.  The High Lord must be getting desperate if he was now looking for outside help.  Never before had the Dark Tower sought out the help of simple folk.  He had been able to plan ahead for this meeting, if everything worked out now he would soon be in the ultimate position of power.
 
                 The door flew open smashing against the stone wall, pieces of wood and stone flying around, everyone startled by the sudden entrance.  Maglon came into the room, his robes of power and authority fluttering around as if being blown by a strong wind.  With no windows there was not even a cooling breeze, he used this to show his power to the other black lords.  The room was silenced by Maglons presence; the looming look of murder and betrayal crossed his face.
 
                 “What news do you have for me today?” he asked a smirk on his face.  He knew full well that none of them had anything for him; his own network of spies had ensured that.  He needed each one of his underlings to fear what he was going to do.  Looking around the room he knew that he had their attention, the pale blank look on their faces was enough to reveal this.
 
                 “I have something, my Lord,” said Ters.  A look of defiance and mischief crossed his face.  He knew he had the High Lord now and that knowledge gave him certain power over Maglon.
 
                 “Speak then,” every eye turning to Ter, the High Lord’s patience was thin and this insolence was quickly wearing on him.
 
                 “An outsider has been admitted into our presence, a man of simple worth to us, one who this, our High Lord, thinks can outdo each one of us, people of power and magic.  The High Lord I know has summoned this, this man, this wretch from the outer lands to do what we, those born of authority have been unable to do.  He has betrayed our trust by not bringing this to the council, but has worked by his own volition; this is not the sign of one who should be our leader.  His mind and will are weak.  I say it is time to remove this insolent man from among us.”
 
                 The members of the council looked around at each other talking.  Maglon had been in the high seat for so long that no one knew what to do now.  They had trusted him, although the trust was one out of fear and deceit.  With the news, that he had violated one of the longest unwritten codes of silence was unpardonable.  
 
                 Maglon stood there, his face a stone, his hands rolling into fists wound so tight that his knuckles were turning white his long finger nails digging into his palms.  This information was not supposed to be known.  This made what he had to do a little more challenging, the element of surprise was gone but it eased his mind, although it would make it more difficult to explain.
 
                 Ter stood there, defiance on his face, holding back the smile that was inside, his blood boiling from the excitement.  Had he not been thinking more on what he was to do next, he would have seen Maglons hands flying up, night fire flying through the air at him.  Everyone went down, as the line of flame hit the wall, tearing a large hole through it.  Everyone slowly stood up a wizards guard around themselves. Maglon and Ter stood staring each other down.
 
                 Clapping coming from the doorway brought everyone around.  Standing there was Illian, a look of amusement and defiance making the double scars across his face contort his smile.  The tension in the room grew as they realized that this must be who Ter had been talking about.  He walked into the room, arrogance emanating from him. 
 
                 “So this is how the ‘supposed,’ most powerful men and women in the world, spend the day, bickering and quarreling like a couple of pompous children.  How are you supposed to get anything done?” he yelled.
 
                 “Now listen, I’m Illian, and yes Maglon has summoned me here, and I see why.  Your enemy is not out there somewhere looking to destroy you, its right here amongst yourselves.  How is it that you fight amongst yourselves when death for you is imminent and yet you do nothing?”
 
                 Everyone stood there, the contention still strong, the feelings of hatred and betrayal hanging heavily in the air.  Yet they knew that Illian was right.  If they didn’t do anything they would all be dead.  Ter stood there, still angry with Illian, releasing the power along with everyone else.  Maglon took the lead, straightening his robes. 
 
                 “Now take a seat, we have matters to attend to,” he told them, each one sitting down, still weary of both Maglon and Ter. “This is Illian, Leader of the Tower Warriors, the undisputed leading clan of the rouge lands, and yes I did summon him to our cause.  They in essence have as much to lose as we do.”
 
                 “What is it that they can do that we cannot?” asked one of the council, “what purpose will they serve for us?”
 
                 “He has many more people at his disposal, there task as I have discussed with him, is solely to find and bring the changeling to me.  Aside from this they will cause general discord and havoc among the peasants.  The war that we have been orchestrating will now come to its most deadly season.  The royal brigade will not know what has hit them, and with their help we will be able to move quietly in the background.”
 
                 The room was quiet now; those who believed that Maglon had dissented from their hidden designs were now learning of the greatness of his plan.  If this worked they would soon have both the bringer of light and the changeling.  Things were working out now for the High Lord.  He had suspected opposition, and now he knew who to keep an eye on and whom he still might be able to trust.
 
    
 
    
 
   END OF BOOK ONE
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