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Chapter 1: Banished. Elf Kingdom
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In the city of the Elves, everything had come to a stop. The people, young and old, Sun elves and Moon elves, lined the streets and bridges. It had been centuries since an elf had been banished from the kingdom. 

Whispers began as he came into view, flanked by two royal guards, “he’s just a boy,” and “what could he have done,” were repeated by many, as Tadhg slowly walked past. Others took note of his blue eyes and the blue stone hanging from his neck. 

As he turned a corner, one elf stepped out from the crowd, a backpack in his hand.

“Adair,” Tadhg said, surprised.

“Here, take this.”

“Thank you! Where is Lorcan?”

“He’s watching from the tower with the Queen.”

“Does he know you are giving this to me? I don’t want you to get in trouble.”

“Peregrine sent it.”

“Peregrine? Why?”

“Just take it.”

“Enough talking, keep moving!” One of the guards demanded.

Tadhg barely had his hand around the strap as the guard shoved him forward, and Adair melted back into the mass of people.

It took another hour before Tadhg finally passed through the outer gates of the city and was alone except for the guards.  The fact that he was familiar with the road that led to the human lands gave him no comfort. By tomorrow, the guards would leave him, and he would never see another elf again; only the thought of finding Peter gave him hope.
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They had stopped for the night one mile before the border. It was still dark, though the moon shone brightly down upon Tadhg’s still form. Both guards were standing over him.

“The Queen wants his necklace. Take it off him.”

“Why me? I don’t want to touch him! Look how his skin glows in the moonlight. You get it!”

“You afraid of him? He’s just a boy. Besides, you have to. I have seniority.”

“That’s no ordinary boy. Did you see his eyes! If he was just a regular boy, the Queen wouldn’t have ordered him banished, now would she? You want it...you get it.”

“I’m ordering you to.”

“Ordering, who do you think you are? You joined the same day that I did.”

“I was in line ahead of you, so technically I signed up first, that gives me seniority.”

“You’re an idiot. Neither of us is senior to anyone. That’s how we ended up on this detail.”

“Fine, but when we get back, I’m telling them about last weekend.”

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“I will, and keep your voice down! You might wake him!”

“Fine, give me your knife.”

“What do you want my knife for?”

“To cut the string, so I can slip it off him. I’m not using mine. I got it less than a year ago.”

“You’re pathetic. Here, take it...What are you waiting for?”

“I can’t.”

“You just said you would?”

“I know, I’m trying to. Look, the knife stops, I can’t get it closer than a couple inches from his neck.”

“Useless, that’s what you are, give it to me.”

“See, I told you. He’s cursed. That’s why he has to go!”

“The Queen wants the necklace. What are we going to do?”

“We tell her that he escaped before we had a chance to take it.”

“Then we get 6 months for losing a prisoner.”

“Better than hanging for disobeying the queen!”

“There’s another option.”

“What?”

“I hear Emporia is nice this time of year.”

“We would be banished like the kid.”

“We would be free and alive.”

“Alive is good.”

“Get the packs.”

“Should we stay until he wakes up to make sure he goes the rest of the way?”

“We could.”

“What if he knows we tried to take it from him. He might curse us, too!”

“It’s settled then, come on before he wakes up.”
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The first rays of sunlight brought Tadhg out of a dream. He remembered seeing Peter sleeping among the trees against a bed of fur. It didn’t make sense, but dreams never do. 

Getting up, he noticed the absence of the guards. Looking around the camp, he found footprints leading down the path away from the elf lands. Their packs were gone, as well as all three canteens. His obvious abandonment pained him a little. He knew that they would be leaving him that morning, but he would have liked the chance to say goodbye, even if they hadn’t been that kind to him.

Now he would need to get all the way to the river to find water that was safe enough to drink. It would be farther than he had ever walked in one day, so after taking care of nature’s needs, he set out.

The morning was pleasant. As he descended into the foothills, the land gradually changed, from low grasses growing in the shallow rocky soil to patches of widely spaced live oaks. 

By mid-afternoon, however, Tadhg crossed over onto the desert flats. At first, tiny bugs hovered around his head. Waving his hands around did nothing to drive them away. It was only after the first mile when all the plants had completely disappeared that they vanished. 

The sun was scorching hot, and it wasn’t long until the back of his tunic was plastered against his skin. Tadhg removed the rope around his waist to allow more air to flow around him. 

There was no shade at all. He tried sitting behind a large rock, but the heat radiating from it only made it worse. It was getting harder to keep walking, and he was beginning to panic, then he caught sight of the northern bridge less than a mile away. Still, it was a struggle to reach it. 

On the shore of the river, in the shade of the bridge support, Tadhg removed his pack and tunic and sat in the water, drinking in sips like he had been taught until he felt good enough to make a little place to sleep. 
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Close to twenty men and women covered in black robes silently crossed the bridge in pairs. A man in the middle happened to look down at the river as he stepped off.

“Wait!” He whispered urgently.

The line behind him stopped, and a moment later, those in front turned around to see what was going on. The woman who was in the lead walked back.

“What are you looking at?”

“Down there next to that pier, someone is down there in the mud.”

The woman snapped her fingers, and three people left the group and hurried down with knives drawn. 

“It’s an elf boy.” One of them called back.

“Alive?” The woman asked.

Tadhg abruptly sat up in response to someone kicking his feet.

“Yes.”

“Bring him.” The woman said. Then she turned and walked back to the front of the line. 

Tadhg was frightened and remained silent, while one of his captors tied his hands and pulled him along, and another took his pack. 

They moved west along a section of the river until they could turn north. By dawn, they had reached an area between the river and a small marsh where they made camp for the day.

Tadhg watched while they set up their camp until one of them came over and threw Tadhg’s pack at his feet. Someone must have decided that it didn’t contain anything valuable or harmful.

“We sleep during the day. You stay here in the center and don’t get any ideas. There will be guards. Understand?”

Tadhg remained silent but raised his hands. The man grunted, then pulled out a knife and cut the rope, freeing Tadhg’s hands.

“No foolishness!”

Tadhg shook his head, and the man walked away.

Taking his pack, he searched through it, something he had yet to do. The first day, he didn’t want the guards to know what he had, and then he had been too tired on the second day. Inside was a piece of canvas, a couple of short poles, and some rope that, together, would make a little tent that would keep off rain or sun. Now he really regretted not looking sooner. Next, he found some wrapped packages of food. He devoured one and reluctantly put the others back before setting up his tent.

Tadhg woke to someone kicking his feet, which had been sticking out of the tent. The sun was low on the horizon, and most of the people had packed up and were ready to go.

“Move it.” The man shouted.

Tadhg raced to get his stuff put away, worrying that the man might make him leave it if he wasn’t fast enough. 

“Put out your hands.”

“Please don’t.” Tadhg pleaded.

The man hesitated, “Don’t suppose it matters.” He said.

“Thank you.”

As they walked, Tadhg listened.

"Why bring us back now? How does she expect us to find the prince and the."

"Don't say it!"

"Why not? We're the only ones here, in the middle of the desert, in the middle of the night!"

"Shush! 11th sect!”

“You think one of us? I don’t care, what if there is?”

“Do you really want to anger The Flame?”

“All I am saying is.”

“Too much...I don’t want to hear it.”

It got quiet for a while after that, and Tadhg was glad when the moon rose. He always felt better walking in the moonlight.

Sometime after midnight, the trail they were following moved closer to the river, and they stopped for a rest. They were more than fifty feet above the river on a long stretch of sand cliffs. Tadhg sat on the edge, hanging his legs over, gazing at the reflection of the moon in the water. 

He didn’t even have time to scream when the area he was in gave way. In a matter of seconds, he and a hundred tons of sand plunged into the river. Disappearing into the darkness. 

He sank quickly to the bottom, and his last thought was of Peter and how he wished that he had been able to find him and tell him how much the kindness and love he showed him had meant. Turning under the water, Tadhg saw a bright light and struggled to reach it.
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A small pack bobbed along in the water, while far away, high atop the Jewel Mountain, Arcus manipulated the wind, guiding the pack ever closer. At times, large fish would nudge it away from tangles back into the clear water. When at last it came to a narrow strip of land that separated the river from the lake, wild boar worked to open a narrow channel. Water flowed, and the wind blew, until finally it reached the shore of Jewel Mountain.

"Am I dead?"

"No, you are very much alive."

"Then I must be dreaming?"

"Why do you think that?"

"The last thing I remember was being swept under water, and then a light. Now I am here in a palace open to the sky among the clouds. Where am I? How did I survive?"

"You fell into the river, lucky for you, your pack is watertight and held enough air to bring you to the surface and keep you afloat.”

“And the light?”

“I can’t be sure, but I suspect it might have been the moon. As to where you are, you are home. Well, to be clear, it's been my home for a very long time, and now it will be yours until you are ready."

"Ready?"

"I will explain later when you are rested. What do they call you?"

"My name is Tadhg, I am a Moon Elf. Are you an Elf?" Tadhg looked closely at the man. Taller than any other Elf he had ever seen, his skin radiant, hair long and blonde, and his bright blue eyes lit up his gentle face.

"Well, Tadhg Moon Elf, I have been called many things in the past: Elf, Star child, Lord of mystery. You may call me Marcus. That stone around your neck. Where did you get it?"

“A friend gave it to me.”

“Would your friend happen to be a prince named Peter?”

“Yes, his name is Peter, but he’s not a prince; George is the prince. You might have them confused. Wait, how do you know his name?"

"Because I was the one who gave it to him. He will need it if he's going to help his people."

Tadhg held the gem up to look at it. The river had washed the dirt away, and it shone brightly in his hand.

"I will give it back when I find him."

"That would be wise, but it will have to wait; your training needs to come first."

"My training, I don't understand?"

"In time, you will."

"You said your name is Marcus, and you gave Peter the stone. Peter said he was attacked by a dragon named Arcus on Jewel Mountain. That was you! Is this the mountain?”

"Yes, like me, the mountain has had many names. The present one most used is Jewel, and I would hardly call my actions an attack, more like an effort to move him in the right direction, in time to meet up with his companion. Don't look so surprised. You will be able to do things much greater than that by the time we are through."

"Lord Marcus, all I want to do is find my friend."

"You are tired. Sleep now. We will talk again later."

Tadhg fell instantly into a deep and peaceful sleep.
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Chapter 2: To save a friend. Emerald Kingdom.
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Peter walked through once familiar streets, noticing the small changes that had occurred while he had been gone, silently wondering how it would look when, and if, he ever came back. 

He passed the restaurant where his mother worked and thought about stopping in for a meal. They would feed him for free, even though his mother wasn't there, and Peter's stomach growled at the thought, but his hunger was the least of his concerns. 

In the span of a day, Peter's life had been turned upside down. Having a prince for a friend was one thing, but even the possibility of Peter being a prince himself was beyond unimaginable, and almost as terrifying as finding out that he was capable of magic, and might already have used it! 

Peter had no doubt that he would have locked himself in his bedroom and stayed there if not for the third and most important problem. He had given the blue stone, a sapphire, it must have been, he realized now, to a friend, one that he never expected to see again, but was nevertheless close to his heart. Now, if what he was told was true. People would be searching for him and willing to kill him to take the stone for themselves. Peter had to find Tadhg first! Nothing else mattered. 

As Peter neared the southern boundary of Stonehaven, he turned back at the sound of a horse galloping towards him. As he ran to the side of the road, he heard his name.

"Peter, wait up!" George shouted, waving his arm. The horse came to a sudden stop that almost tossed George over its head. 

"What do you think you're doing? Leaving without telling me! Where are you going? I went to your house, and your parents said you rushed away moments after you got there!"

"I have to find Tadhg. There's no time. I knew if I went to the castle to talk to you, it would take hours or days before I would be able to leave. I'm sorry!"

"Tadhg is safe, he's an elf, and he's deep inside the Elf kingdom. No army in history has ever been able to penetrate their borders."

"What if it's not an army? What if it's a thief or assassin, like the ones that kidnapped Jimmy!"

"No one except you, Edmond, and I even know what that stone is. To everyone else, it's just a blue rock."

"I'm not willing to take that risk. I'm going to find him and make sure he's alright!"

"The Elf kingdom is months away from here, you know that. I have to meet with Pankraz in the morning to go over some things. It shouldn't take more than a day or two, then I am going south to negotiate with the travelers. We can go together, it's faster and safer that way!"

"How many people are going with you?"

"I'm not sure, not over a dozen, I promise."

"A dozen and you aren't even sure when you're going to leave. I will be way ahead of you before you even start."

"I could order you to stay."

Peter laughed, "You're not the king, your brother is. And you wouldn't anyway."

George smiled, "Who said?"

Peter smiled back and punched his arm, "I know you."

George rubbed his arm. "You do at that, but think about it, you'll be alone. It's not safe." George shook his head, "I would go with you now, except."

"I know! Don't worry about me, you have to do your duty. I understand."

"Duty. Sometimes I wish I was free like you."

"A common working boy, no, you were born to lead."

"You're not as common as you thought you were."

"Don't remind me. It's not something I want to think about."

"Your parents told me the story. They think that might be why you ran away. They blame themselves for not telling you sooner."

"Please tell them that I'm not mad. I have to find Tadhg, that's all."

"Are you going to claim the throne? Wait, wait, don't hit me again." George holds his arm, and Peter smiles. "Even if you don't want to, you could go to Avenal and ask them to help you. They might be willing to send you by ship."

"And cross the entire Ruby kingdom again, no thank you. It's getting dark. I'd better get moving."

"Here, take this," George unties a purse from his saddle and passes it to Peter.

"There's a fortune in here. I can't take all this!"

"Edmond sent it. It's partly why I was going to your house. He said that he owes you for bringing me home. And here you might need this." George takes the silver dagger off his belt.

"That's the one that Edmond gave you. How? I saw you throw it in the moat!"

"It was in my pack when I dumped everything out back home. Suavis must have put it in there."

"Still, it's yours."

"You might need it. I'm sure Edmond won't mind."

"Thanks!" Peter ties it on and reaches out to George. The hug lasted for only a moment, but both of them had tears when they let go.

"Be careful. I will look for you at the Travelers."

"I will, thanks for everything. Tell my parents goodbye for me."

George stood next to his horse, watching his friend walk away and barely resisting the urge to ride down and force him to come back. It was late when he finally rode back to the castle.
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Peter walked until he was exhausted and stumbled into the base of a large tree in the dark. He was almost asleep when he glimpsed something standing low in the moonlight 50 yards down the path. A young wolf, mouth wide open and displaying sharp teeth, was looking directly at him. 

Peter reminded motionless, fear and exhaustion clouded his mind. Then the wolf seemed to stretch forward, looking somehow longer; it was smiling at him. A wolf with a smile? Peter wasn’t sure now if what he was seeing was real or not. The wolf’s fur was getting thinner, disappearing, smooth skin showing along its whole body. The face changed, and Peter breathed a sigh of relief. 

It was a werewolf! 

Standing before him, wearing nothing but a grin, was Ludolf, son of Pankraz, leader of the werewolves.

“I picked up your scent and thought I would come and find out why you’re traveling through the forest in the middle of the night.”

“You scared me half to death!”

“Why? Don’t you realize yet, as a friend of ours, nothing can hurt you here in our forest.”

“Sorry, there’s been a lot on my mind, I’m afraid I haven’t been thinking too clearly.”

“You can tell me all about it in the morning. Right now, you look like you're about to fall over. I think we'd better get you back to camp."

"I can't."

"I'll carry you, it's not that far."

Peter literally fell into Ludolf's arms, drifting in and out of consciousness, as he was carried through the forest. 

When he woke, there were several people nearby, but he couldn't spot Ludolf.

"Don't worry, he will be back soon. He went to talk to his father. Here, eat this."

"You're Gregor."

"Yes, I'm glad you remember me. A lot has happened since we last met, and it seems you have more adventures ahead of you."

"I do, but how do you know?"

"I'll let Ludolf explain he's close now, I can smell him."

Before Peter could ask another question, Ludolf loped into the clearing and sat on a rock facing Peter.

"You're dressed!"

Ludolf chuckled, "I thought it would be best, considering I will be going with you into human lands."

"Going with me?"

"You talk in your sleep. Some of it might have been dreams, but you kept mentioning a friend that needed help. You sounded so upset that I thought I should check with my father. Prince George was with him, and I got the full story from them. I was given permission to go with you. So here I am. We can leave whenever you are ready."

"You ran all the way to the castle and back while I was sleeping? How is that possible?"

"Werewolves can run fast and far when we need to."

"And you don't need to rest now?"

"Don't worry, Peter, even a pup could keep up with you today, and Ludolf is no pup," Gregor said with a note of pride in his voice. 

“Please don’t take this wrong, but why do you want to come?”

“I could tell how worried Prince George and my father were about you, the way both of them agreed so fast when I suggested that I accompany you. And I always wanted to see human cities, but mostly, I want to come because I like you, and I want to help. It's your decision, though. Do you want me to come?"

Peter swallowed a large chunk of meat as he considered everything Ludolf said. The boy knew nothing of the lands they had to cross or the danger that might be in front of them, but he was willing and strong, and probably better in a fight than Peter.

"I can use all the help I can get. I would be honored to have you join me."

Ludolf smiled, got up, and grabbed Peter's forearm, then leaned over and rested his head against Peter's left shoulder, and whispered, "pack."

Peter matched him in action and word, although he was not quite sure what it meant. Only that it felt right somehow. 

"I need to gather some things. I'll be right back." Ludolf said, and he dashed away. Peter was hurrying to finish the food he was given when Gregor placed his hand on Peter's shoulder.

"The ways of wolves are not the same as the ways of men. Wolves are more cautious with strangers, but much closer with and fiercely loyal to friends. You will be his only friend out there. Don't be surprised if he acts unexpectedly when you two are alone."

Peter's first response was to grin, but seeing how serious Gregor's face was, Peter changed his expression and managed to sound respectful when he replied. 

"I understand. My friend Tadhg is an Elf, and they are different from us. But we get along great. I'm sure Ludolf and I will too."

"I'm glad you understand! Take care of him." Gregor squeezed Peter's shoulder very hard before letting go. Peter winced momentarily until he caught sight of Ludolf with their packs. 

Gregor had disappeared. 
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“What’s it like, being a werewolf?” Peter asked.

“Normal, I don’t know. What’s it like being all human?”

“I never thought about it, normal. Ok, so, what about school? What’s it like? Did you like it?”

“School? What’s that?”

“You don’t know what school is? Every kid goes to school!”

“Kid, you mean children, not goats.”

“Goats?”

“Young goats are.”

“Yeah, I know, but everyone calls kids, kids. What do you say child all the time?”

“Young boys and girls are called children or pups.”

“Pups, that’s what Gregor said earlier, you weren’t a pup. I guess that makes sense. Well, where do you pups go to learn?”

“We don’t go anywhere.”

“No teachers? No school? How do you learn anything then?”

“Our parents teach us the basics, then as we get older, if we want to learn something that someone else does. We ask them to show us how.”

“That’s it. You just ask people to show you, and they do it.”

“Not always, sometimes people don’t want to be bothered.”

“What happens then?”

“You ask someone else. How do you learn in the city?”

“All the kids go to a large building, the school, and it’s full of teachers, and everyone has to go to all the classes and take tests to make sure you learned the subject.”

“Your parents don’t teach you?”

“Mostly they do when you’re a baby, but from five years old, you learn in school. I can’t believe you don’t have to go to school.”

“Is it that much fun?”

“Not really, a lot of kids hate going to school, but some parts are good. You get to meet a lot more kids. If you don’t go to school, how do you find friends, and you know, people you want to be with?”

“There aren’t that many of us, I think dad told me about twenty thousand or so. I  think I know everyone my age. And if you’re looking for someone who wants to play or whatever, it’s pretty obvious by the smell and body language.”

“You smell people!”

“Of course, don’t you?”

“Only when someone’s been working hard, or in the sun or something, and then it’s not very pleasant. Can you smell me?”

“All the time, the other night, when you first saw me, I could smell the fear. Once I changed back, then the odors were a lot different, like now.”

Peter’s face turned red, and he coughed into his hand. “I think we should take a lunch break.”

Ludolf smiled, “We still have a long way to go until we reach the end of the forest, but we can stop if you want.”
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Chapter 3: The Flame. Obsidian Kingdom.



[image: ]


She pulled back the deep hood that concealed her face and gazed into the mirror. Hardly recognizing the face staring back at her. The thick, long, blonde hair of youth was now short, gray, and thin. Deep wrinkles and dark spots replaced her once smooth and lustrous complexion. 

She had been called Lorena back then, and men had thought her pretty, but that was long ago, before she was initiated into the Order. Now she was known only as the Flame, and it was up to her to lead the Order to victory and establish the new Obsidian Empire.

That she would succeed was something she no longer doubted. Twenty-eight days ago, on the full moon, Lorena had stood before the ancient Obsidian throne alone, something she had done every month since replacing the old Flame, except last time, as she watched, a black mist descended from the sky and wrapped around the throne. With it was a presence of something powerful and ancient. She stood like a statue, unable to move, as a thread of the mist floated towards her and then touched her head. Ecstasy and pain exploded within her body as she collapsed, waking hours later with new clarity and knowledge of what must be done. 

Waiting in the hall were those she had commanded to return. It was time now, raising her hood once again, the Flame left her chamber. Soon, the other kingdoms would feel the wrath of the Flame!
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Chapter 4: A wizard’s help. Blue Tower.
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“What are we looking for? Ludolf asked.

“Sheep, a flock, a pasture, anything like that. I’m hoping to find a shepherd boy named Jasper, he will know how to find the wizard.”

“Peter, I can’t smell any sheep or goats anywhere near here, and from what it looks like, there probably never was, or at least not for a very long time. Are you sure we are in the right place?”

“I was afraid of that.”

“That we’re in the wrong place?”

“No, that the wizard is playing some trick on us. We’re close, I’m sure of it. Come on, maybe the garden is still there.”

“Garden?”

“Wizard, I know you can see us! Show yourself! I’m not leaving until I have some answers! You hear me! Wizard!”

For another hour, Peter and Ludolf continued to search the mountain. Angry, now his patience shattered, Peter shouted, “I don’t have time for this! Show yourself! Arrr!” Then he threw up his arms in frustration...and for a moment, a stone tower appeared, before vanishing again. Peter’s anger grew stronger, and again he lifted his arms and shook his fist. A loud boom like thunder shook the mountain, the tower revealed itself again, and the Blue Wizard opened the door and staggered slightly as he stepped out into the open.

“There you are!” Peter said as he strode forward towards the wizard, Ludolf following a little more carefully. “Why did you take so long to show yourself!” Peter asked, his voice still hot with his fading anger. “And what happened to your house?”

“Listen up, you may be a prince, but your friend is not, and I reveal myself and my home to whoever I choose.” The wizard replied.

“A prince, then you knew, you knew when I came here before, you knew, and you didn’t say anything! Did you know about the magic, too? Of course you did! You’re a wizard! Why didn’t you tell me? My friend’s life is in danger because of you!” Peter roared again.

“Now, now, settle down, let’s not have any more of that! Come inside, it seems there are things we both need to share.” Without waiting for a reply, the wizard turned and disappeared into the tower. 

Peter glanced back at Ludolf. The young werewolf was clearly not happy about going in, but nodded his head and followed closely behind Peter. As their eyes adjusted to the subdued light, they examined the room. The walls were painted with scenes of forests filled with small animals and blue skies, open fields full of wildflowers and children, a meadow with sheep and a shepherd boy who looked exactly like Jasper. There were no lamps of any kind; the light in the room seemed to be coming from the pictures themselves. In the center was a spiral staircase made of wood leading up into the darkness. With no other choice, they started up the stairs. 

“How much farther do you think we have to go?” Ludolf asked.

“I don’t know? It seems we have already climbed enough to have reached the top.” Peter answered.

“One hundred and thirty-one steps so far.” 

“You’re counting?”

“I thought it might come in handy. For when we have to climb down.”

“Yeah, good idea!”

“How did you make him show you the tower?”

“What are you talking about? I didn’t do anything?”

“I’m pretty sure you must have done something; he was frightened of you when he came out.”

“Are you sure? He didn’t look frightened, I thought he looked more upset.”

“I could smell the fear; it was strong.”

“I think I see an opening.”

“Wow! Look at this place! It’s huge!”

“This looks nothing like the simple cottage I saw before.”

“It’s not exactly what I expected a wizard’s home to be, either.”

“I hadn’t thought about it before, but I agree, no old dusty books or jars containing odd stuff, this place is wild. The chairs look like giant eggs with sections cut out, and the walls, the murals, they change.”

“Is that a floating ball with tiny fish swimming inside?”

“I’m glad you find my home to your liking,” the wizard said as one of the egg chairs turned to face them, “none but you has seen it for a very, very, long time. Now, please sit down.”

Peter sat in a rainbow colored chair, and Ludolf sat on the floor next to his feet.

“To answer your earlier questions, of course, I knew you were a prince. Only those sons or daughters in line for one of the thrones come to seek us out, and in your case, I knew right away that you were from the sapphire kingdom since I am responsible for overseeing them. What I don’t understand is how you seem to have undertaken a journey to visit those of us who have magical abilities and make it to the Jewel mountain to retrieve your own magical amulet and not know that you would be able to use magic yourself?”

“I had no idea that my father was the son of the Sapphire King until I returned home.”

“But you went to the island and found a sapphire?”

“I think it found me. I really didn’t know what it was except that it was a nice blue rock.”

“That blue rock holds tremendous power. Luckily for us few humans could make use of it. To do so, they would need the assistance of me or one of the others and possess you as well as the gem.”

“Others?” Ludolf asked.

“There are six of us who remain that have the knowledge and abilities to manipulate the force that you commonly call magic.”

“Would any of them do such a thing?”

“I don’t think so, one or two maybe, but no, I think it unlikely.”

“So my friend is not in danger?” Peter asked.

“I didn’t say that. Far from it! Many people would do anything to get that gem. I only said that being human, your friend is incapable of using it.”

“He’s not exactly human.” 

The wizard raised an eyebrow, and Peter continued, “Tadhg is Elven.”

“An Elf! That complicates things. Still, I take it he is unaware of what it is?”

“I told him where it came from, but neither of us knew what it was.”

“Still, you need to retrieve it as soon as possible!”

“That is my plan. I only came here to see if you could give me some advice on what to do with it. How I can turn it off and be rid of the magic?”

The wizard laughed so hard he had to wipe his eyes from the tears before he could speak, “My boy, you can’t turn off magic, it’s a bond that once made becomes part of you. You will have the ability to use magic until the day you die.”

“Have the ability to, does that mean I don’t have to use it?”

“Technically yes, but it will be difficult to learn to control it without using it.”

“How do I learn?”

“It’s an organic process, you become familiar with the magic each time you use it, and it becomes familiar with you.”

“You speak as if the magic is alive?”

“It is. None of us realized that at first, and by the time some of us did, well, that’s why there are only six of us left. I’m afraid I have little that I can offer to help you. Each of the tokens of power, Sapphire, Emerald, Gold, Diamond, Ruby, and Obsidian, seems to affect the user in similar ways. This information was typically passed down among the royal families. The only way for you to learn about the Sapphire is from your relatives.”

“Do you think my dad would know?”

“I can’t say for sure what your grandfather might have told him when he was young, but I do know he left with your mother before he would have gone on his own journey to the Jewel Mountain.”

“And my grandfather is dead.”

“True, still, if you go to the Sapphire kingdom and claim your birthright, you would have access to any information that might exist there.”

“I don’t have time for that. You said it yourself, Tadhg is in danger, and I have to get the sapphire back. Magic will have to wait.”

“Getting it back soon is most important, as for the magic, it may have other ideas as to when and how you start to learn. Learn to guard your thoughts as well as your selves. Magic takes form through thoughts and intentions. Take care of each other. Your travel will become more dangerous as you go.”

“We will. Thank you. I’m sorry that I was so rude earlier.”

“You have nothing to apologize for. Emotions run strongest in people your age, and you have taught me a few things. Something that, before you came, I would have thought was highly unlikely. Ludolf, it will not be easy for you traveling without any of your kind into strange lands, especially at this time. You have chosen a good friend, Peter will stand by you, don’t hesitate to confide in him.”

“You know that Ludolf is a werewolf?”

“Yes, Peter, keeping his nature a secret will be hard, but his life may depend on it.”

“Wizard, thank you for your concern. I may be young, but I’m tougher than I look.”

“I think all that needed to be said is done. Go now with my blessing.”

The wizard rose from his chair, there was a blinding blue flash of light, and the boys found themselves sitting on the grass in a field.

“I think we'd better get going,” Peter said.

“Where to next?”

“White Horse!”

***
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“Look, we’re almost there!” Peter said.

“That’s White Horse? There are a lot of horses on those streets, but not many of them are white. Maybe we should wait until later. Horses don’t like the way we smell and tend to run away from werewolves.”

“Do all horses get frightened around werewolves?”

“Most do. War horses are trained better, so they don’t panic as much, but they are more dangerous.”

“Is there anything we can use to cover your scent
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