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A Brief History of the Elves

By Rey Elanticon

From time immemorial, the elves have existed. A Creator is always credited in all the origin stories; some stories tell of the darkness that surrounded the beginning Elves and that He gave them both one wish and the responsibility of the wish: gardens for the gardeners, mountains for the miners, forests for the hunters, etc. Other stories say that Creation was there when the elves arrived.

Regardless, all documents suggest that the elves were in two groups: a small group, all with similar qualities but unique, useful interests, and the Blues. Some of the documents call the latter The Shepherds, two used the terms “gods” – the diminutive form of Creator. All documents say the Blues were given superiority over all the others, but inasmuch as a father has superiority over a child – in fact, the Blue word literally makes the sentence translate to “they were fathers to all other elves”.

For millennia – at least five full generations of First Elves – the Blue Elves took their duties seriously and honorably, and all the other elves remained obedient. Those who weren’t obedient were quickly subdued with pure judgement.

But this was to change. Suddenly and terribly – which is used in another, unrelated document, but is an accurate phrase for this occurrence as it occurred with only one generation – the generation of Blues that were after the five-thousand-year Beginning were narcissistic; full of themselves and their superiority. This was tolerated only because of the natural order of things set about at the Beginning. 

Due to the great expansion of the elven populace since the beginning, the normal elves had developed their own tics and slangs across the regions. This, multiplied by the five thousand years, produced languages that were almost unrecognizable to those of other regions. (A document points out you could say “Hand me a brick” in a different town and you’d be treated to water being dumped on your head.)

The elves and their different languages spread across the land and overseas. Those who went overseas will be mentioned later.

Those who stayed over here found in different regions places where food would grow better, winters would be warmer, summers would be cooler, and the creatures were more friendly. Not only that, but everyone’s mental acuity was suddenly pooled – no one’s private thoughts were undermined, but those thoughts that were needed to solve the problems suddenly became known in the one’s mind who had the problem. A last thing the elves found in these regions was that their own bodies were prolonged and strengthened; wounds that had been inflicted would heal faster. (Two documents stated that limbs lobbed off could be healed back to the body, but one must be skeptical.)

The Blues had towers constructed at the center of these points, going both up to the sky, and down into the ground. The towers continued to climb skywards because of the ingenuity of the peoples, not knowing the Blues had for all intents and purposes enslaved them to do as the Blues wanted. The regular elves were all excited for places of healing and counsel.

In the course of digging the roots of the towers, they found the cause of the mystical healing properties of the regions: There were stones. In regards to the tower complex known as Council Towers, the stone underneath is about one-eighth the size of Fyreton City. They called these the Accat Stones.

There were also ghosts. Not ghosts as in the undead, but phantasmagorical, incorporeal beings that seemed to give off massive amounts of energy and seemed to resonate with the stones. These the Blues called the Kirin, and they filed them under the “able to talk to, but not elf” category. More on that later.

As centuries passed, the Blues became increasingly dominant. Soon an enmity rose between some and then all the towers on who had principle rule. This produced a war and from it arose the Emperor Dalamaclese I, subduing all other powers before him with his strategic mind and immense power in battle. 

Dalamaclese I was a good Emperor in general. He was kind to the peoples and had the first inner council that did not include just Blue elves. He made all the towers public places and filled them with necessities for the people. His vices were beautiful women and a thirst for knowledge. His own Towers housed some of the most intense scientific research in the lands, with the best scientists and thinkers at his disposal, as well as a harem of some of the most beautiful elves, mostly Blue, but some regular elves.

From these two he produced both science/technology that today’s elf would think magic, and also several daughters and one son: his heir, Dalamaclese II. His council advised him that the technology should not be introduced outside of the Towers, for the normal elves couldn’t comprehend it. It had been produced too fast for society to cope with it, and they might use it incorrectly. The “It” is defined as everything from impossibly fast travel vehicles to birthing equipment to change the pre-born life’s very microstructures.

Dalamaclese I agreed. The more dangerous or structurally big the object was, the less of it was made: hand tools remained intact – the biggest ones being the birthing equipment and a sort of “eternal-freezing” machine – while anything bigger was confined to just detailed descriptions and the materials/equipment to make them. When that was completed, Dalamaclese I decreed that all of it would be shunted into Displacement, into archives locked by secrets and puzzles to only be brought out once society was deemed ready.

According to all historical documents, regardless of bias and attempts to rewrite it in better light, everything nosedived like a harpooned dragon when Dalamaclese II came to power. A lot of documents of that time blame everything but Dalamaclese II – his ailments, his medications, his parentage – but regardless of what is to blame, the Heir Inherent to Dalamaclese I’s throne was insane. He also, among other things, had an insatiable desire to keep the elven bloodline pure.

Context must be given here: along with the elves, whom had been more or less the caretakers of the world, there were other beings of equal intelligence and form: skin-shifters, centaurs, merfolk, Goblyns, and among others a race known as Dark Elves also called the Shadow People or Drows, which weren’t discovered until the present day. (More on them later.) These were categorized by the Blue Elves since around Dalamaclese I’s reign, ranging from “able to talk to, but not elf” to “conversable and elf-like”. The latter form many of the common elves had taken as wives and sometimes husbands. The latter form, save the Goblyns, who remained out of sight and mind until later.

Until Dalamaclese II’s reign, the Blue regime had left these peoples alone, as the matter of sentient-mating-sentient was still under debate, and the Creator could sort them out if He deemed necessary. Now the Emperor sought to wipe them out, for they impurified the bloodline of the elves. The Emperor then commanded and blessed the genocide of regions and the desolation of “infested” Accat-Stone based towers. (Which were all but two on this side of the world.) The people were told it was the Creator’s wish that the bloodline was purified. It is debated how many were convinced of this.

It was when Dalamaclese II himself led a legion of elves underground and news spread that he had murdered an entire civilization untouched by elven hands that the people revolted. It was the time of the Anarchy as Dalamaclese II and all his family – save two sisters who were always friends of the people – were overthrown and executed. The sisters’ names were Mir’hiriach and Mir’Hora.

This began the Age of Anarchy, the rule of the people. The Tower of the Emperor became the symbol of “never again” and soon became empty, save the stragglers who had nowhere else to go. Mir’hiriach took the elves of the harem and found them good husbands, earning favor as a counselor in the towns and the respect of the people. Meanwhile, Mir’Hora joined the ranks of the Blues exiled into Solstice Tower, the second and only tower not destroyed, first as a cleaning maid, then chief of the servants, then finally counselor. She was known to the Blues as The Creator’s Mouthpiece, as it seemed everything she counseled was based on the intimate, mythical knowledge the Blues had of their Creator.

The peoples had rose up against Dalamaclese II as one body, and now, to keep sufficient peace and prosperity, it was decided they would be split up into groups: the thinkers, the warriors, and the cowards. This was to be a turning point in the very psychology of the elves. As generation begot generation, both the blood memory as well as the empathy of the elves seemed to divide even more strongly than when they were first split. The Thinkers became more thoughtful and their bodies took on a smoother look, while the Warriors became more strategic and passionate and their bodies took on more rugged looks. The Cowards, it proved, had an underlying Blood-Memory of shortness; it was prominent in the blood, so much so that as generation begot generation, the generations became shorter, until present day Yellows now resemble children even at full age.

[Meanwhile, while all this was occurring, the other elves of the world continued to grow. With no knowledge of the science of the Blues, their generations seemed slower to progress. Nevertheless, all of them retained the intelligence of the elves, making great cities and towers themselves, finding Accat-regions to build upon. A portion of them around the equator – which they will now be called the equatorial elves – built a city that spanned from sea to sea. Years afterwards, a great chasm opened up in the ground beneath the city, causing many to fall to their deaths. 

It was discovered through this incident that the native Dark Elves had subdued the Goblyns of the region and had built a slave empire underground. The Dark Elves lashed out in retaliation for the destruction of that portion of the city where the ground had caved in, and have not been good neighbors ever since. Some equatorial elves decided at that time to start exploring. They crossed up the sea to this land and have been here to the present day.]

Five hundred years before this present day, it was decided that the peoples needed to be brought back together somehow, now being the strengths of each other; the Warriors could protect the Thinkers and the Cowards, while the Thinkers used the Cowards’ knowledge to help give solutions for all three. It was also decided to bring the Blues out of their exile in Solstice Tower, as their great wisdom and link to the Creator was remembered. Since the beginning of time, the Blue tribe had always been known as the “Blue” tribe – though it had gone through the many iterations of Common – so it was decided the Thinkers, Warriors, and Cowards would become the Green, Red, and Yellow tribes.

Therefore, the four tribes banded once again to come upon the Emperor’s Tower, but this time to renew it and expand it. They expanded it with the knowledge of all the elves and made anew all the rooms. They grafted four smaller towers upon the Emperor’s Tower, each tower being a specific sanctuary to each of the tribe. The tower itself became home to the four picked as the Council, and their families. Thus the Emperor’s Tower was renamed Council Towers, while the surrounding smaller towers became known as the Four Towers Library. 

Among those picked for the Council of Four was Dalamaclese I’s daughter Mir’hiriach, who gave light to the fact that if the Council was ever truly deadlocked, the solution would never come about. They needed a fifth member. The Council agreed, and Mir’hiriach used her knowledge of Displacement to access one of her father’s forbidden machines: the birthing equipment. Vowing never to use it again, she used the machine on herself, as she had become one with another Blue recently, (no documents reveal his name, save “Love” and “Missed”) and was pregnant. Then, the Council all gave their blood to become the child’s blood, signifying this child would be the great Union, the All-Blood of the Council.

After this, the child was grown by the machine in weeks where it would have taken decades. For weeks after that, the boy around the age of 30 was sickly, as the pain of growth was immense. But he was supremely intelligent and soon was working with his biological mother in her gardens directly below the Council’s Meeting Place, being pruned and grown himself like the many plants they took care of. Her journals suggest the Blood-Memory of the elves seemed to have birthed four personalities – not that he could communicate with his “other selves” but he had different likes and different rivers of thought on different days, sometimes during the same day.

About the time he would have made his first decision in the Council is when the first incident happened: the Red and the Green of the Council deadlocked the Council on a decision. By now, both were old and decrepit. It should have been decided to remove them and let younger, more sensible heads come to power, but this was thought of all too late. History repeated itself as power corrupted and there was an enmity between Red and Green elves. The Red elf’s loathing of the Green and the Green’s ill temperament of the Red’s nonsense reverberated through the Council Towers, and finally, through the Red ranks, there came the fatal order: “The Greens are uprising and trying to overthrow the rest of the tribes. Do not let them.”

The Commander of Armies took this extremely far. The Greens found themselves being fought with and unduly treated by the Red armies, while the Red armies thought they were in the right, as the Red Council member apparently had proof of this uprising. The Greens were momentarily overpowered, but fought back valiantly, using their knowledge and wisdom to combat the Reds defensively. For a time, the two parties were equally matched, all the while not really knowing why they were fighting each other.

In Solstice Tower, much of the Blues had become increasingly corrupt in their exile. They had delved into the Black Magic of the Markings, as they called it, and had made Mir’hora their priestess under duress. She tried to make them see reason but had been confused in her exile. 

It was only after she escaped Solstice Tower — during the ceremony of her “followers” own devising — that her vision was cleared and she began her own, personal exile in the wilderness to commune with her Creator. Here she learned the secrets of both Displacement and The Between Place of Elves, a white void that could be used both for bodily and mental rejuvenation. 

The ceremony of the Blues to the Markings went as well as could be expected: delving into the horrific, anti-Creator magic with elven sacrifices changed their physical forms into ravaging beasts with nothing but the passion of the hunt and the conjuring of fear on their minds. Solstice Tower was emptied soon of elves, now literally Purple elves. Those who were not at the ceremony were still affected, but with the opportunity to change back via either the sanctuary of the Accat Stone regions, or by stealing the life energy of another elf, the latter of which was temporary. 

A hundred-fifty years passed. In that time, the Council died under mysterious circumstances, leaving only Mir’hiriach and her child, who slipped out of knowledge into the native population of the Library, which were the descendants of the original Council. To keep up appearances, the Blue did not reveal the Council was dead, but rather said they were reclusive. Lastly, she took the guise of the Gardener, becoming the main Counselor of the Four Towers Library. She counseled many of all Tribes and convinced many to stay hidden within Council Towers.

Consequently, the ranks of the Greens thinned, and it appeared that the Reds had brutally and suddenly wiped them out. The last Green town to fall was Emeretl, and about a week later Gardener received the last of her tribe-ridden patients: Aldrin, of Emeretl, mourning the loss of his family and in dangerous depression. Gradually, with the help of the Library’s knowledge and the Gardener’s gentle counsel, Aldrin was brought almost fully back to his curious, gentle self.

But they didn’t leave on good terms. Gardener suggested he stay within the Towers and become part of it, (not revealing that many other Greens had done so as well,) and Aldrin suggested she stop the charade the Council was still alive. He said he couldn’t live there, and went out of Council Towers to find if there were any other Greens still living. 

Only time will tell what he has accomplished. 
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Chapter 1


[image: ]


The laughter of the children rang out in the late afternoon. Peals of giggles scattered themselves through the encampment of the Red Elf tribe. The women of the tribe watched the children, rolling their eyes, chuckling to themselves and engaged in idle chatter while going about their usual duties. The sun with its pillows of clouds slowly making their way to it was setting over the idyllic scene of tents, water-barrels, hunting-drakes, and horses. Both mounts were in their own circular pens, on opposite sides of the camp towards the front.

To the right and about fifty yards away from the scene of youthful joy and more mature business, there was a group of mature oak trees that seemed to have eschewed themselves from Trepidation Forest, the forest parallel to the encampment of the Reds, about 100 acres from it.

From high in one of those trees – an old, fair one with branches perfect for climbing – a figure watched. His green cloak was around his shoulders and pulled tightly around him, hood up over his head. His breathing was silent, echoing his many years of training.

He was there as the enemy.

Not that he wanted to be categorized as such, but he was proclaimed the enemy by the Red tribe, for he was a Green elf. His name was Aldrin, last of the Green elves, save those on the Council of Four, and he was watching the women and children of the tribe that brutally wiped out his tribe.

Women and children... He kept mulling the words in his mind. They are not my enemy, he thought, quietly taking his bow off of his shoulders.

But they are the wives and children of your enemy, Aldrin, retorted another thought. Why should you care about their protection? He grimaced slightly as he remembered those words, spoken by his superior officer.

He concentrated as he reached over his shoulder to the quiver of arrows at his back and pulled an arrow from it. He had been fortunate – or unfortunate – enough to be close to a Purple encampment and had overheard in their language of guttural snarls and clicks that they were going to attack an encampment – this encampment. He was still debating his seething dislike for the Red Tribe, but everyone had every right to hate the Purples. Especially since they said, as well as he could make out, they would “relieve the males of their chief distractions.” Then they burst into terrifying laughter.

And I don’t think they mean they’re going to ban the trench-game Delie, he thought and his lips tugged into a grim smile, despite himself. His humor had not entirely deserted him.

Aldrin heard footsteps of the elven soldiers and their mounts as the Red tribe’s men came back from the afternoon’s hunt. He watched half the men trail off to the side to the circle of hunting drakes to dismount, while the rest crossed through the first guarding ring of the tents. The Green heard shouts of welcome and joy from youngling voices and women. He had to smile and he sighed. He remembered those times; times when he would come back to the encampment and find his legs bound by the embrace of his two little ones, his young daughter and younger son. His wife would come out of the tent behind them, her smile bright in the moonlight...

Oh, Malendire...

He had to stop. A tear flowed down his face and dribbled onto his knee. There were no little ones now. There was no wife now.

He looked at the sun as it was slowly being enveloped in dark clouds. He had been up in this tree for over four hours, watching the small family encampment. He had watched for the men to come back, wishing they would come more quickly than the daily hunt called for. 

Tonight would be a quick battle, and he did not think the Reds would win. The Purples were the fiercest warrior elf race Aldrin had ever seen. They were legendary; wild and savage. Sometimes they would group together as a unit, and that was when they were the most deadly. And what’s more... 

A shadow pressed against the back of his mind and his ears twitched behind him.  He followed with his eyes, not to where the Red men had come from but slightly angled to the left of it. 

He saw a massive dust storm black and thunderous, coming from the forest and he squinted at it, trying to clear his head. This was the major way the Purple Elves caught their prey: paralyzing through gripping fear. Like the paralyzing gaze of a cobra against a sparrow. But he was far enough away to shake the effects of the mental imagery and he finally perceived through the trees a group of ten, maybe twenty Purples.

Unlike the other elves who shared the same skin color save for the odd foreigner from the Southern or Eastern territories, the Purples were literally purple. And they were gorilla-like and massive with fanged jaws and perilous eyes that seemed to glow. Twenty was enough if not too much for a single encampment, even for the Reds. He had heard rumors of just four taking down a small herd of buffalo.

Aldrin slunk down the tree into a nearby bush, using an old ingrained technique of the mind to mask his approach. He could not save them all, but he wanted to save at least one, if not two. He scampered quietly down the hill into the valley as at the same time the Purples entered the encampment, their determined walk becoming savage gallops. They burst through the first line of tents and Aldrin saw a middle-aged male get tackled. It was too late for him. However, his cry or the sense of the Purples had alerted the rest of the encampment and two more elves had darted off to release the hunting drakes. Would it be too late for all of them? Aldrin wondered.

He could hear the screams of the women and children intermingled with the warrior cries of the men, Red and Purple alike. He swiftly dashed to one of the tents, diving behind a barrel of water as one of the wingless dragons thundered past him, missing him by inches. He looked up just in time to see the tent open and a lady elf run out.

She was pregnant. “Dairlo!” she cried to her husband in the tent. Lit up by the small lantern and perhaps a fire set in the tent, Aldrin could see the silhouette of the male elf was overshadowed by a bigger shadow he was fiercely grappling with.

“I’ll be fine, Zachtia,” called her mate, “Just go! Go to the city!”

Aldrin reached into his quiver and got his bow ready as she fled. He heard a Purple give a shout and he ducked as two ran past him after the female. He quickly aimed his arrow and fired, the arrow finding a place in the closest Purple’s calf.  With a fierce cry, the Purple fell.

He then sprinted after the other Purple. There was a forest about 100 yards from the encampment and the lady darted into it with the Purple hot on her trail. Aldrin pursued the two straight into the forest, casting aside the stories of what happens there at night.

His ears picked up no more running, only random scuttling. He slowed his pace and looked around – the tree branches were too high for him to climb up. He could jump, but he would risk being heard.

What to do...in this pitch he virtually could not see anything. He would have to go by hearing...as well as that pressing feeling of fear, which he pressed back against, physically setting his jaw tightly and slowing his breathing.  This fear was an apparition – it was unreal, the feeling of a pressing fog or cloud just enhancing the beastly reality.

He considered his other options.  Fortunately, the Purple was at an equal loss; he was going in the dark as well, though Aldrin didn’t know to what extent the Purples could adapt to the dark.

He heard the sound of a heavy heartbeat, getting slowly louder. He tried to keep calm and repeated his thoughts about his quarry. Savage, beast-like, ran on instinct... and it occurred to him then exactly how to defeat it.

He quickly put his arrow away. He remembered the stories about how people got lost in the woods usually in the summer time...when it was hot and muggy. The Green’s intelligence had found that it was due to Ender, a vine with an aromatic excretion that made an elf’s senses go haywire, not to mention gave him a major migraine.

Aldrin searched around, feeling about with his hands and his feet until he reached a tree that had vines growing on it. After a test smell and having his eyes cross immediately afterward, he took his dagger and cut the Ender down and into manageable pieces.

He could hear his quarry – he guessed the heavy footfalls were his quarry – and got his Sparkstone ready. He mentally braced himself for the same pain he was about to give the Purple.

Sure enough, the Purple burst out of the brush about five feet to the left of him. He struck the Sparkstone with his knife and true to its name, the sparks hit the Ender and the extremely flammable weed burst into flame.

The smell of the burning Ender attacked and overpowered Aldrin and the Purple’s senses. He saw through watering eyes and vertigo that the Purple was covering his eyes and nose, stumbling this way and that, screaming in a voice that made Aldrin’s skin crawl.

Aldrin could barely keep himself up as he staggered away. He squinted through his kaleidoscoping vision, fighting the urge to throw up.

He fumbled as fast as he could through the forest and found a tree that he thought could support his weight, at least for the time being. The first time he tried to climb up it his head swam and he fell off feet first. He tried a second time with better results, climbing to the third branch and clung to the trunk of the tree to keep from falling. In a few moments, to his relief, he felt the pitter-patter of rain starting to fall...and in a few seconds it was a downpour – he would not have to go back to douse the fire.

Slowly, the smell relinquished its grip on his senses and he started tracing the steps of the Red, his eyes now a little more adjusted to the lighting. Aldrin put his hood over his head, making a mental note to change the color of it. Perhaps a dark aqua? he mused. He could not decide at the moment, but for right now, as a Green, he stuck out like a sore thumb.

He had been looking for around half an hour when his ears again picked up a heartbeat. It was strong and beating very quickly, even more quickly when he took a step to his ri –

Suddenly a rock flew from the direction he was looking and clipped the tip of his ear. Another one was soon following, and he dodged it. A third one! ...this one he caught. “Are you the Red that I saw being chased by two Purples?” he called out.

The heart beat even faster, but no voice was heard. Aldrin sighed and tried again. “I overheard that the Purples were going to destroy your encampment. I wanted to do something...but I know that we are on different sides.”

Again silence...but the heartbeat was just a little slower.

Aldrin squinted at where the rocks had been hurtled and realized that the large, dark blob he was looking at in front of him was actually an outcropping in a side of a hill. “I...don’t want to hurt you.”

“That’s a laugh,” came the Red’s voice. “My husband told me about you Greens.”

Stunned – though, not totally surprised – about this response, Aldrin said, “Alright, what did he tell you?”

Another rock came and he simply batted it away with a grunt. The Red’s voice came again, “Enough to know that you’ll kill me first chance you get. You Greens think you are so clever, don’t you?”

“...not clever enough to best you Reds,” replied Aldrin. “I’m the last, except for the four on the Council.”

“Ha! You’re quite the comic, you know that?” scoffed the Red. “One cannot simply wipe out an entire race of elves.”

“The Reds did!” called Aldrin, struggling to keep his voice calm. “They slaughtered my people, every single Green elf they could find – I have been searching for years! No other Greens are alive.”

The Red was silent. 

Aldrin stood there, soaking in the rain and weighing his options. He could just leave. She was a Red, she could fend for herself. It would be easy.

... who was he trying to fool? No, it wouldn’t be easy, he thought a moment later. The women and children are not my enemy. If he were to leave her now, he’d have more guilt stacked onto his soul. The Purple – possibly both or just the one he hadn’t injured – could still be out there. For at least his sake, let alone hers, he would have to see this through.

He went to one knee in front of the outcropping. He held up his right hand as his left took the knife off of his belt, noticing Zachtia’s heartbeat quickening again. He extended the hand, the pommel of the knife loosely gripped with the knife edge pointing down. “I promise that no harm will come to you. I give you my word.

“A Green’s word?” the Red’s voice finally came from the blackness, edgy and unsure. “...How much worth is that to a Red?”

“As much as her life is to her, I assure you...” Aldrin let the knife fall from his hands, blade into the ground, signifying to her it was her decision that chose where he would go.

Finally, she said resolutely, “Alright...I’ll trust you...but understand for only tonight...only because I’m tired and I’d rather die by the hands of a Green than a Purple. You are still my enemy and be ready to be treated as such tomorrow.”

He took a few steps closer, unfastened his cloak, rolled it up into a makeshift pillow, and handed it to her. “I am afraid it is a bit damp," he said sympathetically.

Zachtia did not offer a smile, but she took the cloak and positioned it under her head.

Aldrin turned around to watch the forest, and heard the cloak slosh as she lay down on her back. “...I have a headache, anyway,” he heard her say and turned to ask her if she was acquiring a better disposition, but she had fallen asleep at once.

He turned back to the night and got his bow and an arrow ready.

This was going to be a long night.
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Chapter 2
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Zachtia slept through the rest of the night and some of the next morning. When she awoke, Aldrin had already gone out and caught two rabbits; one rabbit’s pelt was on the forest floor and its bones were scattered on it, the other rabbit was stripped of its skin and on a makeshift spit which the elf was turning slowly.

She propped herself up and looked at his clothing. He was a Green elf, sure enough. His hat that was shaped like the beak of an eagle – it was green. His semi-form-fitting shirt and multi-pocketed pants were green, too. She looked at the cloak her head had been on – it was green. The only things that were not green on the elf were a pair of brown, hart-skin boots.

He turned to her. “Good morning,” he said.

“The same to you, Green,” she said warily, sitting most of the way up. Morning sickness was not too prevalent this morning and she was going to take advantage of that. She took her “pillow” up in her hands and tossed it to the Green elf and he caught it easily.

“You’re welcome,” he said and she gave a curt nod.

The Green turned the spit one more time, took the skewered rabbit off of the spit and put it on a large, damp stone. “I was keeping it warm for you,” he said, referring to the rabbit. “I was going to catch some fish but that would have taken too
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