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Foreword

This is not just a story about magic. It is the journey of a boy who carries more within him than he ever dared to dream. Tobi is not a hero in the classic sense. He is shy, often full of doubt, sometimes even fearful. But a fire burns in his heart-a quiet, strong light that carries him forward, even when the path is dark.

When he finds the mysterious stick, everything changes. Not immediately, not with a loud bang. But piece by piece, quietly and profoundly. The world as he knew it begins to crumble, and a new one opens up - full of wonders, dangers, and decisions that can change everything.

At Tobi's side appears Samira, whom he calls Sam. She is courageous, headstrong, and carries a secret that even she does not fully understand. Something real grows between them, something that begins not with magic, but with trust. Sam is no ordinary girl. And when her magic awakens, a game begins that is bigger than both of them.

Then there is Elenya. Powerful, mysterious, wise-a magician from another time. She knows the ancient powers, the hidden paths, and the truth about who Tobi really is. But she never says everything. Only as much as is necessary.

Together, they are caught up in a whirlwind of ancient curses, dark shadows, and decisions that affect not only their fate, but the balance of magic itself. There are places where words have power, and moments when the heart decides, not the mind.

"Samira - A Light from the Heart" is a story about friendship, courage, magic, and the dawn of a new era. It is Tobi's journey - but also Sam's. And perhaps... yours too.

Enjoy reading...

For those who haven't read the first volume, "Tobi and His Stick,"

here is a brief overview of the events so far. This will allow you to pick up the story almost seamlessly and continue following Tobi's journey. Nevertheless, I recommend everyone read the first part


- it is exciting, touching, and full of magical moments that should not be missed.



  
    About the author

    Holger Sahler comes from Austria and is the creative mind behind the book series "The Magic of the Witches "and "The Magic of Elenya." With his stories, he wants to promote courage and friendship-embedded in an imaginative world that inspires readers to believe in themselves and not just follow the examples of others. Six months of intensive work and dedication went into this book, into which he poured his heart and soul. His goal: to create a story that touches, inspires, and resonates. Holger welcomes any feedback, kind words, and likes on his social media channels-and wishes all readers much joy as they immerse themselves in his magical world.

    Sincerely, Holger

  


The Magic of Witches - Review

Tobi is an ordinary boy who lives with his parents on a small farm deep in the forest. One day, however, his life changes dramatically: in the shade of the trees, he finds an inconspicuous but strangely shimmering stick - and soon discovers that this stick is not just a piece of wood, but is full of magic. What Tobi doesn't know at first is that the stick once belonged to a little elf named Tillo, who was supposed to guard it. But for some mysterious reason, Tillo can no longer touch the stick. So he decides to stay with Tobi and accompany him on his journey into the world of magic. While Tobi is learning how to use the magic stick, he encounters a mysterious woman in the forest: Elenya. She always appears in the shadows, her white robe glowing in blue light, and no one but Tobi seems to notice her. Elenya helps him recognize the true value of the staff and makes him aware that he has a great gift lying dormant within him-the power of the spoken word. This form of magic is rare and powerful and is usually reserved for grandmasters.

During his journey, Tobi realizes that his mother was also once a magician, but her powers were broken by ancient magical battles. This realization strengthens his resolve to use his abilities wisely and never follow the path of dark magic. Time and again, he is challenged by dark figures-including Muxan and others-who try to deceive him or steal his magic. But through cunning and clever tricks, Tobi not only manages to see through their traps, but often uses their own magic against them.

One day, he encounters a more powerful magician who possesses a mysterious blue stone. Tobi manages to obtain this stone, called the , and connect it to his staff. From then on, he possesses a true magic wand-a tool that remains as pure as the intentions of the one who wields it. Tobi now knows that this stone can only bind magic that comes from a dark source-and he must never use his own magic for personal gain. If he does, he would lose his purity and become a dark magician himself.


Tobi remains true to his convictions and follows the path of pure magic. He helps others, makes no empty promises, and uses his power only where it is needed. At school, he meets a girl named Sophia, who stands by his side for a long time - but over time, their paths diverge when Sophia moves to the capital. Tobi stays on his parents' farm and lives as a simple baker, but magic continues to accompany him.

In a final battle, Elenya appears one last time - this time not as a figure of light, but in a borrowed body. She sacrifices herself to help Tobi and dies in the process. This is a heavy blow for Tobi, but he now finally realizes that Elenya is not from this world. By chance, he comes into possession of an old, enchanted chair that seems strangely familiar to him-perhaps, he suspects, it is the mcans by which Elenya traveled between worlds. But the chair is incomplete: a piece of wood is missing, and no one knows where it is.

So Tobi continues to live with his parents on the farm, keeping his magic secret and taking great care never to use it for himself. He is a pure magician, a servant of the forces of good - and his staff is not just a tool, but a symbol of the path he has chosen.
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CHAPTER 1: Healer

Tobi sat alone on the small hill behind his house, gazing at the forest, which was bathed in a warm, golden light from the setting sun in the distance.

Magic, he thought, what is it really? It was fascinating and terrifying at the same time. In recent weeks, he had experienced things he could never have imagined. He had felt the power that lay in the words he spoke and the force that the staff could unleash. But he had also seen how dangerous magic could be when it fell into the wrong hands. The dark magicians - they were the shadow that always hung over him.

How powerful are they, he wondered. Are they invincible? Or are they simply those who know no boundaries, no moraIs, no spark of compassion? Tobi imagined what they might look like: powerful, dark, and cold, with eyes that could detect any weakness. But he also knew that they would underestimate him-like everyone else before them. And then there was Elenya. Her presence seemed to keep popping up in his thoughts, like a faint call from afar. Was she a grand magician? His mother had spoken of her power, of the purity of her magic. But if she was so powerful, why had she disappeared? Was she still alive? Or had she long since fallen victim to the dark forces?


His gaze wandered to the horizon, where the forest was slowly being enveloped in the darkness of night. Where does this path lead, he wondered. There were no clear answers, no certainties. Only the knowledge that he had to keep going, that he had to become stronger. Not just for himself, but for all those who relied on him. A gentle wind blew through the grass, and Tobi felt a strange calmness. Elenya... if you're really out there, I'll find you. And if not... then I'll still be ready. For whatever comes. Tobi looked at Tillo, who was lying stretched out in the grass and seemed to be fast asleep. He looked at the little imp, whom he hardly understood, and murmured softly, "How can I help you, little imp? What are you? What are you looking for?" The questions gnawed at him, but the answers always seemed out of reach. "My magic is simply not enough to solve your mystery. It must be a power far greater than mine." Tobi sighed and continued to watch Tillo while his thoughts circled around a solution. But his growling stomach tore him away from these musings. He carefully woke Tillo with a gentle shake. "Come on, Tillo, it's getting dark. Let's go home."

On their way back to the house, Tobi and Tillo noticed three figures camped not far from the edge of the forest. A small fire flickered between them, and their voices sounded muffled in the wind as they talked to each other. Year after year, people from other villages came through here- -on their way to the city, hoping to find work and a wage that would be enough to get their families through the winter. These three also seemed to be such travelers. Tobi continued on his way, but kept glancing back at the small group. The three finally noticed him, quickly stood up, and greeted him warmly. "Excuse me, sir... Is this your field?" one of the men asked politely. Tobi stopped, looked first at the nearby field, then back at the three men. ''Yes," he replied curtly. The man took a step forward. "Could we perhaps take two or three potatoes and a lettuce? We're hungry, but we would never steal anything." Tobi looked at them for a moment and then nodded slowly. ''Yes, you can take some." A short sigh of relief went through the group. 'What are you doing here? Who are you?" asked Tobi, now curious.


The man lowered his gaze briefly, almost apologetically, then raised his head again. "Forgive us, we haven't introduced ourselves yet. My name is Erich, this is my brother Thomas, and this is our neighbor Marina." Erich was a slender man with straight, unkempt hair, perhaps twenty-five years old. His clothes were worn, the sleeves frayed from frequent wear. Thomas, who resembled him, wore an old hat on his head, and his nose was crooked-probably the result of a fight. His shoes were also worn out, with a hole in the right toe. Marina, on the other hand, radiated a certain friendliness despite the circumstances. She had tied her dark brown hair into a simple braid with a small flower in it. She wore boots, a long skirt, and an old blouse that was in desperate need of some water and care. But there was no danger in her eyes-only fatigue, hope, and a spark of gratitude. Tobi looked at the three of them for a while, then asked calmly, "Which city are you going to?" "To the capital," Thomas replied quickly, "we , want to get there as soon as possible." Tobi tilted his head slightly, his forehead creasing. "Are you afraid of not finding work?" The three shook their heads almost simultaneously. "No," said Erich, "we're not afraid of that. Erich looked at the group behind him, then back at Tobi, as if gathering the courage that was still lacking in his voice. "May I ask you another question?" he said quietly, almost hesitantly. Tobi looked at the three in front of him, his gaze calm but alert. ''Yes... what is it?" Erich lowered his gaze, his shoulders seeming heavy, then raised it again and looked at Tobi seriously. "We have a problem... our neighbor and friend Marina here is sick. She can't walk well anymore... her legs hurt, and other limbs are also causing her great pain. Unfortunately, we don't have any money for a doctor... and an old woman from the village in front said we should take this path... a small path through the forest that leads to this house. She said a magician lives here... one who possesses pure magic. We've heard a thing or two about it, but to be honest... we don't really believe in such things. But we are now in dire straits... we have no other way out. No money, no doctor... only a healer or magician could help us. Marina can't work in the city, and the journey there is long and arduous.


Are you this Tobi that so many people talk about here?" Tobi raised his eyebrows slightly, his gaze wandering over the three of them as if searching for a hidden sign. "People talk about me?" he asked, visibly surprised, and then looked directly at Erich. "Oh yes," he replied immediately, almost reverently. ''Your deeds... your stories... they are told everywhere here. Even in our village, word has spread. And we... we are not easily impressed or influenced. But we have no other choice at the moment... Is that you? Can you help us?" Tobi looked around again, his eyes wandering from face to face, searching for answers that he himself did not know . "I don't know..." he said quietly, almost hesitantly. "I don't have that kind of magic... I can't perform miracles..."

His voice sounded honest, almost sad, but then he looked up, and something inside him began to stir. "But I can try to see what I can do..." Slowly, he walked a few steps toward Marina, who looked at him silently. As he approached, she lowered her head as if to hide from his gaze. Her voice was soft, fragile. 'Tm sorry to cause you such trouble... but I have to go to the city, and I don't know what's wrong with me... I've had this for a while... but now it's getting worse..." She raised her head slightly, tears in her eyes. "And I can't pay you anything... just take something from your field, a little food... I know it's not nice... but my life is so..." Tobi looked at her, calm and warm, then slowly reached out his hand. "Give me your hand... and don't apologize for something you can't help.

Poverty is no shame... if you have a good heart and earn your money honestly, then that's fine... don't steal or do worse things..." As her hand hesitantly slipped into his, a shiver ran through him. Coldness. No warmth, no energy-just emptiness. Something was wrong. Tobi felt it deep inside. But what magic could help here? Could he even do that?

Doubts rose in him like a dark fog - and yet he held her hand tightly. Maybe... that was the first step. He held her hand tightly, not letting go, as if this grip alone could make a difference. He looked deep inside himself, searching for a spark, a force, a sign. Then he murmured softly, barely audible, almost like a prayer: "Magic... Magic, help her... help her get rid of her pain and her illness... no matter what it is... she should get well again... she should be given the strength to walk again... to work... and there should be no more pain... give her the strength to do all this ..." He took a breath, his eyes closed, his heart wide open. "May she find happiness on her path... give her something so that she can see mcaning in life again... may she find joy in life again... and may she walk her path with friends... help her... magic, help her..." And there it was. He felt it. Her hand grew warm-not suddenly, but like a gentle ray of sunshine breaking through cold fog. A warmth rose in his arms, slowly but powerfully, and flowed through him into Marina's hand. He felt something start to move, something real, something pure. Marina suddenly breathed deeper, more calmly - her whole body seemed to relax, almost as if a heavy burden had been lifted from her.

Tobi slowly opened his eyes and looked at her. Her eyes were shining - not just with surprise, but full of life. Everyone stood there quietly, as if the world had held its breath for a moment. No one spoke, no sound could be heard except the soft rustling of the leaves in the wind. Tobi looked at her, still holding her hand, feeling the magic working within her, alive and gentle. His voice was calm but imbued with inner strength. "Feel it... feel the magic... feel how it helps you..." Then he turned to the other two, his gaze serious, almost demanding. "Help her find her way... help her... she will guide you, but you must help her... then you will all get what you are looking for and need." With these words, he slowly let go of her hand. Marina stood frozen, her eyes wide, her breathing calm-then she took a few hesitant steps. A few more... faster... then she ran up the street, turned around, ran back again, up and down, faster and faster, as if she could hardly believe what was happening.


She looked around, sat down briefly in the grass, then stood up again immediately, as if afraid of losing the moment. Tobi watched her, saw how she began to do more and more-full of life, full of hope. In the distance, he recognized his mother, who was watching the scene quietly and with wide eyes , and Tillo, who was still sitting hidden in the tall grass, was now also casting curious glances to the side. Then Tobi saw Marina running, laughing, turning around, suddenly shouting loudly and with a voice full of happiness: "I can walk again! I'm not in pain anymore! Nothing hurts!" She rushed towards him without hesitation, threw her arms around his neck and held him tight. ''You are... you are a true magician... thank you! You have changed my life..." Tobi looked at her calmly, his gaze gentle but serious. "No... I only changed what was not mcant for you... pay attention to what you do... to what you eat... but I gave you a little of what you need... and what you do with it is entirely up to you... you can make a lot out of it... or a little..." He glanced briefly at the other two, then back at her. ''Your friends here should also have a little bit of it... help them to get a small piece of the happiness that will now help you to find more of it..."

He paused for a moment, looked thoughtfully at the floor, then back into her shining eyes. "And... yes... I know now... I have one more magic... I can help... I can heal... that's new to me..." Marina looked at him, her eyes full of gratitude, took a step closer, and kissed him on the cheek. 'Tm not in pain anymore... not even my back... my limbs... I am so grateful to you," she said quietly, her voice trembling with emotion. Erich and Thomas came closer, each placed a hand on his shoulder, and then shook his hand. "Thank you very much... if you ever need anything from us... just say the word... we will help you... no matter what it is." Tobi nodded, a quiet smile on his lips. "Thank you... I'll remember that... when the time comes." Then he turned and walked slowly toward the house. Behind him, he could still hear Marina's voice ringing through the air, bright and full of joy. She called out, ran, laughed, sang: " " "I can't believe it... I just can't believe it... everything is gone... my hands... look, I can move them properly again..." As Tobi ran off, Tillo emerged from the tall grass beside him, ran alongside him and looked up at him, silently, but with a look that said: Now you know who you really are. Shortly before he reached his house, Tobi saw his mother, who was just fetching something from the garden and was also heading towards the house. She looked at him questioningly. 'Who is that?"


Tobi briefly told her what kind of creatures they were, and she looked suspiciously at the strangers. Tobi reassured her: "They're harmless, don't worry." But Tillo, who was walking beside him, muttered: "Well... we've often thought that and been proven wrong a few times. We should always take a close look at everything." Tobi's mother nodded seriously. "They could also be people who are searching... for you, perhaps. And now they want to pass on this information or deceive us by pretending to be poor journeymen. " Tobi shrugged. His mother looked at him seriously. "Tobi, you shouldn't take all this so lightly. Think of Elenya. She was a powerful sorceress-and yet she had to flee. And yes... we don't know if she's still alive, maybe she's dead. But you should always be on your guard. The magicians now know your power, and they will stop at nothing to take it away from you." On the way back to the house, while Marina's laughter still echoed through the trees, Tobi turned to his mother and said quietly, "I... I can heal. I didn't know I had this gift in me. It just came... it was there... I felt it."

His mother stopped abruptly, turned to him, and looked at him for a long time, her eyes clear and serious. "Tobi... your magic is growing. It grows with every step you take. But you must understand that you still have much to learn. And you will only learn through challenges-and these will become more numerous, more difficult, more urgent . But there is one thing you must never forget: your opponents are growing with you. They will hear about what you are doing. They will learn of your deeds, and they will do everything in their power to snatch these gifts from you... no matter what they have to sacrifice to do so." Tobi looked at her, feeling a slight chill down his spine for the first time. "They said that people in their villages are already talking about me..." His mother smiled, almost wistfully, and said, "That should come as no surprise, my son. With every good deed, with every spark of magic you unleash, they will talk more. And the more they talk, the more people will hear. But those who sit at the table with you are not always your friends. Among them are those who are consumed by envy. They want what you have... your magic. And they will try to deceive you. They will lure you into traps, use simple tricks to rob you of your powers-just as you have already outwitted others who did not know how strong you really are. They will find new mcans, new spells, new ways to weaken you... be vigilant."

She now turned to Tillo, who stood silently next to Tobi, his head slightly bowed. Her voice became urgent. "And you... you should tell him this again and again. He must learn... learn what it mcans to carry this magic. Because if he doesn't, one day a magician will come and take everything from him. And perhaps not just his magic..." Tillo nodded slowly, his gaze becoming serious, and whispered, ''I'" try..." Then they ran together into the house.
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Back home, Tobi immediately noticed a letter lying on the bottom step of the stairs leading to his room. He picked it up and frowned. "What's this?" he asked his mother, who was busy in the kitchen. She glanced at the letter and said, "I don't know. The postman brought it. It looks like it came from far away." Tobi turned the letter over in his hands, trying to find out more, but the sender was unknown. "Who could it be from?" he muttered. He put it aside and sat down with his parents for dinner. "While his father talked about the coming winter months and considered which animals he could sell, Tobi's thoughts kept wandering back to the mysterious letter. "Who could be writing to me? I've never received a letter before, he thought as he ate hastily. As soon as he had finished eating, he quickly said good night to his parents. "Good night, Tobi" they said, surprised at his sudden haste. But Tobi had only the letter on his mind. He took it up to his room, sat down on his bed, and looked at it again.

What could it say? Slowly, he opened the envelope, his heart beating faster. Tobi opened the letter with trembling fingers, and his breath caught when he saw the sender: Sophia. She had gone to the capital without saying a word, and now she was writing him a letter. His eyes skimmed over the first few lines, in which she explained that she could no longer bear the secrets of her father and her sister Xenia. "It felt like they were constantly hiding something from me," she wrote. "I couldn't take it anymore and had to leave." She apologized to Tobi for not telling him before she left. "It was a difficult decision, but I think it was the best thing for me," she continued. Sophia wrote that she was doing well now. She had quickly found work in the capital and a room that she shared with someone. Nevertheless, she often thought of him. "I keep wondering how you are," she added, "my best friend." Tobi paused. Best friend? He didn't know she saw him that way. Of course, they had spent a lot of time together, but lately they had been in less contact. And now this? A long letter that surprised and confused him at the same time.

He continued reading, trying to understand her words. Sophia told him how much she missed their conversations and asked how he was doing. She even wrote that she would be happy if he came to visit her in the capital. 'We have room in our apartment, and you could stay with us," she suggested. Tobi put the letter aside and stared at the ceiling. The capital was three days' journey away-not an easy trip for someone like him. But why did she suddenly write him such a long letter? Did she just want to stay in touch, or was there more to it? Maybe had a problem and didn't dare ask for help directly. He lay down on his bed, staring at the wooden ceiling, while the words from the letter circled in his head. What should I do, he wondered. The decision weighed heavily on him, but deep down he knew he had to find out the truth. Tobi looked at Tillo, who was looking at him curiously. 'What's going on?" Tillo asked, his little voice full of curiosity. "A problem?" Tobi shook his head. "No, Tillo... I'm supposed to go to the capital to visit a friend. What do you think?" Tillo raised an eyebrow. "Is she worried? Do you have to help her? And what about me? Can I come too? If you go, I want to come too! I'm always so bored here.


I used to travel with Elenya from time to time, but now I just sit here and wait for evening to come." Tobi smiled. ''Yes, Tillo, when I leave, I'" take you with me. But I have to ask my parents first. I also need my master's permission, because I'" definitely be gone for a while-at lcast a week. But I think it'll be okay. I've saved up some money." He paused briefly, then added, "But why should there always be something behind it? It's just a letter, not a magical message. If it were something serious, she would have said so." With these thoughts, Tobi ran into the kitchen, where his parents were sitting. He told them about the letter and that he wanted to visit Sophia in the capital. His mother looked at him and smiled. "No, Tobi, we don't mind. The work here is done, and if she wants to see you, you should go. But take good care of yourself in the city-there's a lot going on there." It was very important to Tobi that his parents agreed to this visit. He didn't know what work was left to do on the farm and whether it was the right time for him to go visit Sophia.

Tobi's parents were a real team-strong, unshakeable, bound together by years of hard work, shared dreams, and sacrifices. In good times and bad, they had stuck together, without much fuss, but with a reliability that Tobi deeply admired. They ran their farm with quiet determination, day after day, year after year - no matter whether the sun was beating down or the rain wouldn't stop. His mother was a simple, down-to-earth woman in her mid-fifties with brown, shoulder-length hair that she usually wore tied back in a practical bun. Her feet were almost always clad in sturdy shoes, allowing her to move seamlessly from the barn to the kitchen. She wore an apron around her waist - sometimes clcan, but usually speckled with traces of flour, soil, or herbs. She was the heart of the house, preparing meaIs, baking bread, making jam, and arranging baskets for the market. Her hands were always busy-never restless, but always purposeful. Tobi's father-Tobi often thought to himself-had probably been born in work clothes. Thin but tough as an old branch in winter, he was hardly ever seen idle.


He was in the field, in the barn, or in the forest chopping wood. His dark hair was already giving way to baldness, but he usually wore a worn hat to protect him from the sun. His green eyes were sharp as a bird of prey's gaze - penetrating and honest. If he thought someone wasn't telling the truth, he would literally pierce them with his gaze. His world was simple: work mcant order, and only when it was done could one rest. He had been born on this farm, and it seemed as if he would die there too - someday, perhaps while chopping wood, with the axe still in his hand. Not out of weakness, but because he couldn't do otherwise. For him, the farm was not just a mcans of livelihood - it was his life. Tobi knew that. And he also knew that these two people would work as long as they breathed. They were the backbone of this little piece of earth. And Tobi loved them for it. Relieved, Tobi ran back up-stairs and said to Tillo, "Pack your things, Tillo! I'" talk to my master tomorrow, and then we'll leave the day after tomorrow." Tillo beamed from ear to ear. "Finally, an adventure! I'" be ready!" As Tobi sat down on the bed and thought about the journey, he felt a mixture of anticipation and quiet uncertainty.

What awaits me there, he wondered, before he began to plan everything for the upcoming journey. After Tobi got permission from his master, he began to pack everything for the trip. His mother gave him a long, dark coat that was not only warm but also had a secret compartment. He could stow his money and his magic staff in this compartment, which she had sewn in especially for him. Tobi looked at the staff and wondered briefly whether he should take it with him at all. But he knew it was safer to carry it with him than to leave it behind. ''I'" take it with me," he finally muttered. Tillo was already sitting restlessly on a small chair, his excitement hard to miss. 'Tm ready," Tillo said to him as he closed his bag. 'Tm going to have dinner now, and tomorrow morning we'll set off," said Tobi. "Get some rest, Tillo." At dinner, Tobi spoke eagerly about the trip. 'Tm looking forward to seeing the capital. I have her address and know where to go." His father nodded and smiled. "Enjoy the trip, Tobi. Take care of yourself, the city is different from here. But you can do it." After the meal, his mother remained seated for a moment and looked at him seriously. "Tobi, take good care of yourself. You know what you might encounter.


Pay attention to the people around you, especially in the city. And... you're taking Tillo with you, right?" Tobi nodded. "Yes, Mother, he's coming with me. "Good," she replied. "He may be small, but he can help you if anything happens. I'm proud of you. But please, be careful." Tobi went to bed with a warm feeling. The anticipation of the trip made it difficult for him to fall asleep, and he lay awake for a long time, imagining what awaited him in the big capital. Tomorrow a new adventure begins, he thought, before sleep finally overcame him.




CHAPTER 2: THE CAPITAL

Very early the next morning, Tobi and Tillo set off. Tobi glanced at the little elf who was bravely running alongside him. No one but him and other magicians could see Tillo, which gave Tobi a feeling of security. The little guy had amazing stamina, despite his size and the unclear reasons why he was here at all. Nevertheless, Tillo was almost always in a good mood-a trait that Tobi admired. As they walked along the dusty road, they talked about all sorts of things. Every now and then, they encountered other travelers who looked at Tobi with confusion.

It was obvious that they were wondering who he was talking to. But most of them just shook their heads and moved on. In the late afternoon, they reached a small tavern. Tobi stopped and looked at Tillo. 'We'll sleep and eat here," he said. They had covered a good distance, and although Tillo had gotten tired from time to time and had to be carried, he had kept going on his own most of the time. The inn was simple, but Tobi sighed and thought, It'll do for one night. The innkeeper greeted him warmly, brought him a simple dinner, and showed him to a bed. After the long day, Tobi was exhausted and quickly fell into a deep sleep. The next morning, before the sun had fully risen, they set off again. Tillo hopped cheerfully alongside him, while Tobi couldn't get the thought of the capital out of his head. Two more days to the city, he thought. What awaits me there? Tillo hopped alongside Tobi, picking up small fruits he found on the side of the road. This gave them something to eat along the way, and every now and then they found a small river where they could fill up their water bottles.

But suddenly Tobi felt a sharp pain in his foot. When he looked down, he noticed a blister. "Great," he muttered , "that's all I needed." In the next village, he bought some bandages, bandaged his foot, and continued on his way. Towards evening, they came across another tavern, which this time looked much more appealing. Tobi grinned. 'We must be getting closer to the city, Tillo. The taverns are getting better, and there are more horse-drawn carriages." Tillo nodded in agreement and looked around curiously. As they entered the tavern, Tobi's gaze fell on a man lcaning against the bar. The stranger looked Tobi up and down and asked in a rough voice, 'Where are you from, kid?" Tobi remained calm. "From far away," he replied curtly. "Do you have a bed for the night and something to eat?" The man nodded, a skeptical expression on his face. "If you can pay, sure." Tobi nodded as well and sat down at a table. The man brought him a simple dinner and placed a jug of water next to it. His gaze remained fixed on Tobi. 'Where are you headed?" he asked. "To the capital," Tobi replied. The man raised an eyebrow in surprise. "To the capital?


And you're passing through here?" Tobi frowned. ''Yes, why not? It's the most direct route." The man laughed softly, but it didn't sound friendly. "No one goes through this forest, boy. Unless they're tired of living." Tobi froze. 'What forest?" he asked, even though he already feared the answer. "The forest that lies on your path," the man said seriously. "Everyone knows this forest is cursed. Only fooIs or those who have nothing left to lose go through it." I haven't seen anyone go into that forest. Everyone comes from the other side and prefers to walk around the forest for a whole day. And you want to go right through it. I wish you luck, but be careful... no one knows what or who lives in there. And what they do to those who dare to go through is only whispered about. Some tell of shadows moving between the trees, of voices luring them in , of mists that rob them of their minds. Others claim that the forest itself is alive and does not tolerate strangers in its heart. How much of this is true, I cannot say - but one thing I know for sure: no one who ever disappeared there has ever been seen again. May fate be kind to you.

Tobi became thoughtful. A cursed forest? Why hadn't anyone said anything? He couldn't possibly turn back; he had already come too far. The man shrugged, took emptyjugs from the counter, and went to another table to serve drinks. Tillo tugged at Tobi's sleeve. 'What is that supposed to be, Tobi? A forest? And why cursed? What does that mcan?" Tobi looked at his food and pondered. "I don't know, Tillo," he muttered. "But I think we'll find out soon." Tobi looked at Tillo thoughtfully. "He didn't say the forest was cursed. He just said you'd have to be tired of life to go through it. But why? Is it wild animals? Evil people? Or maybe even magicians? I have no idea what awaits us... but I'" find out. I'm not afraid. I can defend myself." Tillo, who looked a little skeptical, furrowed his brow. 'Well... we'll see," he muttered quietly. Tobi noticed his companion's uncertainty, but he didn't want to show his doubts. After a quick dinner, they went to bed to re-charge their batteries for the journey ahead. Tobi decided not to enter the forest in the dark, so the next morning they waited until the sun crept over the horizon and the first light illuminated the path.

When they reached the edge of the forest, they stopped. The trees seemed dense and eerie, as if they were hiding something. Tobi looked down at Tillo. 'Well? Shall we go, or should we take another route after all?" Tillo raised his small head, looked determinedly into the dark depths of the forest, and nodded. "Let's go. We can do this." Tobi took a deep breath and carefully put one foot in front of the other. ''Yes... we'll see." With his heart pounding and a firm grip on his backpack, he stepped into the shadows of the forest as the silence around them grew thicker. Whatever is in here, he thought, I'm ready. Every sound in the forest made Tobi flinch, and he kept glancing nervously at Tillo. 'What was that?"hewhispered. "I don't know," Tillo replied quietly, tense himself. Tobi took a deep breath and tried to calm down. "If only the innkeeper hadn't said anything... now we're scared. I'm sure it's just harmless animals that live here."


Nevertheless, they walked faster than usual, the dense silence of the forest weighing on their nerves. They continued on their way for hours until they finally came across a clearing. They both paused, drank some water, and shared a snack. Tobi looked up at the sky. The sun was already low on the horizon. "I hope we're out of this forest soon," he muttered, wiping the sweat from his forehead. But darkness fell faster than they had expected, and the edge of the forest was still nowhere in sight. Tobi felt his unease growing. 'We won't be able to see anything soon," he said thoughtfully. "This can only be done on horseback, not on foot. What should we do now?" They continued walking until they reached another clearing. The sky still showed the last light of day, but it was already pitch dark between the trees. Tobi looked into the forest, his gaze uncertain. "Should we really continue on? Or should we sleep here on the ground? I have a blanket with me. That should work somehow, even if it gets cold." Tillo shook his head decisively. I don't like this idea. We should keep going. It can't be that far now. Tillo turned around several times and looked around nervously. 'Tm scared in this forest... and I really don't want to sleep here." His voice trembled slightly . 'We should walk faster... then maybe we can still make it out." Tobi looked at him calmly. "I don't think we'll make it all the way... but we should try. We'll just walk faster." Tillo nodded vigorously, determination flashing in his eyes. "Then let's go... we have to make it." Without another word, they set off, their steps hastier, their eyes alert, while the gloomy forest seemed to close in around them more and more.

With a queasy feeling, he stepped into the darkness of the forest, while Tillo stayed close by his side. They ran on for another hour or two, and the darkness grew ever thicker. The moon provided a faint, silvery light that was just enough to see the path ahead. Suddenly, Tobi stopped. Something flickered between the trees- a light, a fire. "A fire?" he whispered, looking at Tillo, who was staring intently in that direction. 'Who could be making a fire here in this forest? Nobody wants to be here." Tobi hesitated. 'What should we do? Keep going or go to the fire and ask for help? Maybe we can sleep there or find out how far it is to the end of the forest. But... who could it be?" They stood there for a while and discussed it.


Finally, Tobi said, "Let's try it. But let's be careful." Slowly, they left the road and approached the fire. The closer they got, the clearer it became that someone was sitting there-a woman. She was crouching by the fire and seemed to be eating something. "Hello!" Tobi called cautiously. "Can we sit by your fire?" The woman turned abruptly, her face only half illuminated by the flickering fire. "Who are you?" she asked suspiciously. "And who is 'we'? You're alone... or is there someone else there?" Tobi shook his head hastily. "Sorry, I mcan... I'm alone. Can I sit down?" The woman looked at him with narrowed eyes and said after a while, "Not really... unless you have something to eat or water with you." ''Yes, I do," said Tobi, pointing to his backpack. The woman looked away briefly, then nodded reluctantly. "All right. But only if you give me some." "Gladly," said Tobi, relieved, and slowly moved closer to the fire. He sat down carefully on the opposite side of the flames, took some bread and water out of his backpack, and held it out to her. As he sat down, he discreetly sized her up. Who is she?

And what is she doing here, in the middle of this eerie forest? Tillo remained invisible nearby, watching everything closely. The woman took the bread Tobi had given her and mixed it with her own food-a rabbit or something similar that she had grilled over the fire. The smell was delicious, and she seemed to enjoy it.


[image: Feuerstelle im Dunkeln mit einem Tier über den Flammen]

She chewed slowly and looked at Tobi before asking, "Do you want something?" Tobi nodded quickly. 'Yes, please. If I can get something, that would be nice." She handed him a piece of meat and looked at him with narrowed eyes. "Who are you, and where are you going?" she asked, her voice still skeptical. She seemed tense, perhaps even nervous, sleeping here in the forest. She may have heard the stories the innkeeper had told. Tobi briefly told her where he came from and that he was on his way to the capital. And you? Where are you going? Do you know how far it is to the next tavern?" The woman laughed softly, but without real joy. "Questions... so many questions," she muttered and shook her head. 'I don't know how far it is. I'm going in the other direction. I'm looking for... something. Somewhere I can work." She hesitated briefly, then added, 'But if you want to go to the capital, you'll probably have to walk for a few more hours before this forest ends,"

Tobi looked at her curiously. "Do you sleep here?" he asked. The woman raised an eyebrow. ''Yes, why?" 'Just
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