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THE WOODROCK
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Before the time of one sun and one moon, there was a world that existed in which the earth had two suns and seven moons. Of course this was a very long time ago and even for the old ones it is becoming a fading memory. Soon there will be no one left to remember the world as I knew it, a world of magic and mystery. A world lost forever except for in the words I write. So I write these words with the hope that someday, others will know that their world was made possible in the world that has gone before them. Truth will never fade, so I trust, this story shall be told.

~~~
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The earth was young in the year that I was born. Not much of anything ever happened in the village where I grew up. The land of Elyk was inhabited by simple people who lived as they had lived for hundreds of years. Most of the people in my village were Keepers of the land, as were most people in every village, for with two suns, everything grew swiftly and had to be harvested constantly. All things were green and plush and we lived in perpetual summer. But that was soon to change. For the WoodRock, the very source of all our magic and balance was about to be stolen from us. At the time none of us knew its true power or strength until it was taken and the Wizard told us, but by then it was too late. The WoodRock was gone and our world was to never be the same again.

I had barely turned sixteen when the Gothmur first flew over our village. He was indeed a sight to behold, with his golden scales shining in the light of the two suns as he landed on the mountain nearest the village. He sat up there for hours, watching us. Now let me explain what a Gothmur is. He was a golden colored creature that stood close to forty feet tall, with a wing span of seventy feet. Except for the head, his body was covered in scales. The Gothmur’s face resembled that of an eagle, covered with feathers, while his ice-blue eyes could hypnotize all who looked into them. The Gothmur was far worse than any dragon that ever lived. He was evil from the beginning of time. He was the creature of all our nightmares. And he was real.

Because our village lay by the Emerald Ocean, it had always been the place to which the WoodRock had been entrusted. The WoodRock was the only one of its kind upon the earth. Wood and stone had become one and then been smoothed by the Gods and made clear as the waters of the Emerald Ocean. This was a sacred stone which sat upon the marble pillar in the center of our village. No one had ever touched it, or even wished to do so; it had always been and always would be, so there was no need.

Children were playing around the pillar when the Gothmur spread his wings and ominously swept down toward the village. I was sitting on my front door step when I noticed Mary, a woman of kindness, yelling for the children to run. The Gothmur spewed fire from his beak as he landed next to the marble pillar. A wicked laugh echoed as his long tail swept the ground, knocking several of the fleeing children down. Mary rushed to their aid and swiftly got them to their feet and sent them to a nearby house. The Gothmur stared angrily at her as she looked up at him in defiance.

The Gothmur unleashed a spray of fire. The burst of flame knocked Mary to her knees as the vile creature laughed heartily. Then his eyes narrowed. “A woman’s place is to cook,” the Gothmur screamed. “Now I shall cook you.”

“Please have mercy,” Mary pleaded, “I couldn’t let you hurt the children. They were so helpless against your great strength.”

“I think I understand you now,” whispered the Gothmur. “You possess the one quality which I despise most...kindness.”

“Another quality you despise is a fair fight!” A deep voice yelled.

The creature turned to see Martin, Protector of the village, standing before him. Ice-blue eyes seethed as the Gothmur took note of the sword and spear the man carried. “I could kill you easily, but it wasn’t for a fight that brought me all this way,” the Gothmur stated. “I came for the WoodRock.”

I watched in astonishment as the giant creature reached over and plucked the stone from the pillar. He rolled it in his claw but for a moment before taking off in flight toward the east. Just like that he was gone. And so was the WoodRock.

As I rushed toward the pillar with the rest of the villagers, Martin carefully picked Mary up in his strong arms. That was when I realized how badly she had actually been injured. I noticed the blisters on her skin as Martin carried her to her home as the crowd followed. I was about to join them when I spied the Wizard coming out of the woods. He ran to the marble pillar and upon seeing me, motioned me forward. I wondered what he could want with me.

“The WoodRock is gone! What has happened to the stone?” The Wizard asked angrily, shaking his fist.

“Didn’t you see? The Gothmur came and stole it,” I answered, not understanding why he was so upset.

“Why didn’t you stop him?” The Wizard shrieked.

“I’m only a Keeper of the Words,” I stuttered. “You know I couldn’t have done anything. Only a Protector would know how to fight.”

The Wizard shook his head sadly as he glanced back up at the empty pillar and then back to me. His voice grew calmer and softer as he spoke again. “I know there was nothing you could have done, but now we have an even greater problem. Without the WoodRock there will be no balance to the nature of things. Already the wind begins to change direction. We must hurry if we are to correct it. What is your name, boy?”

“I am Ecart Notyalc, a Keeper of the Words,” I replied, still wondering what he meant by saying we must correct it?

“Well, Ecart. I will require your services,” the Wizard stated. Putting his hands on my shoulder, “We leave at the first light of day. Tomorrow is the new moon. That gives us thirteen days in which to travel.”

“Travel to where?” I hesitantly asked.

“To the Castlefire, where did you think?” The Wizard’s voice rose again. “Everyone knows the Gothmur lives there.”

I gulped as the Wizard turned and walked off in the direction the crowd had gone. Never had I felt as afraid as I did at that moment. No one had been to the Castlefire in hundreds of years and lived to tell about it. The journey alone was known to kill most who had tried. Beyond our village to the east was the great wilderness of Elyk. Goblins roamed the mountains, and who knew what other evil creatures? I was also aware of the fact that the Castlefire was across the Emerald Ocean in the land of Nodnarb, a place that no one from the land of Elyk had ever seen. I knew right then and there that I wasn’t going. The Wizard would have to do without me.

“Ecart, what has happened?”

I snapped back to reality as Evets, the son of Martin, came running toward me. He was holding a bow and carried a deer over his back. I realized he had been out hunting for the village and missed all the commotion. Evets threw down the deer and looked at me for an explanation. Being the same age, we had grown up together, though never allowed to truly be friends because of our birthrights.

“The Gothmur has stolen the WoodRock. The Wizard said we must get it back,” I added.

“Where was my father when the Gothmur came?” Evets inquired as he glanced up at the empty pillar.

“He frightened the monster away and saved the life of Mary. She was hurt when she helped the children. Everyone has gone to her home, even the Wizard I believe.”

“I must join them. Thanks for letting me know what happened, Ecart.” He then rushed away.

Now let me take a moment to explain some things about our people. A person’s vocation was decided at birth and no one had a choice in the matter. As Martin was a Protector of the village and hunter, so was his son. Each person was what their family before them had been. I was a Keeper of the Words, which meant that I wrote the history of all the events which happened in my lifetime. Women were either makers of clothes or cooks, most all were called Helpmate. Keepers of the land were the men who farmed the crops. Most of the people were Keepers of the land, so I had always considered myself lucky to be something different. But there was one important thing to remember, you were never to be friends with anyone of a different vocation. Nor was a Keeper of the Words to ever fight or cook or farm. Each person was to do the job they were meant for and no other. I don’t know why it was this way, but no one had ever tried to change it. This was the way our world had always been.

The most powerful and special person in the land of Elyk was the Wizard. None of us knew how old he was, but few could remember his not being there. The Wizard was always clean shaven, with a long, pointy chin and aristocratic nose. He wore a purple cape that touched the ground and always carried a twisted, wooden cane, though none of us could ever see his reason for having it. He was always in perfect health and walked very briskly. The most important thing about the Wizard was his magic. He possessed mystical powers that were only bestowed on the chosen few by the Heavenly Ones.

Once the village had calmed down, the Wizard gathered everyone around the marble pillar to discuss the problem of the missing WoodRock. The only person not in attendance was Mary. The Wizard had tended her burns and put her to bed. But everyone else was at the pillar, even Mary’s outcast son, Snilloc, the Ellwyn. All listened as the Wizard spoke.

“The WoodRock possesses a magic like no other,” the Wizard warned. “If we cannot return it to where it rightfully belongs we will all die.” There was a hushed stir in the crowd as the Wizard continued, “The Gothmur will use the WoodRock for evil and unleash every wicked creature into our world. In the wind I have sensed things. Already the goblins are in the mountains making plans to attack the villages of Elyk one by one. If I cannot find the WoodRock and return it to the pillar by the night of the seventh moon, all is lost.”

“How can you possibly get to the Castlefire and return here by the seventh moon? That is only thirteen days from now. And it will take almost that long just to reach the Castlefire,” Martin pointed out.

The Wizard smiled. “This is true. There is no way that we could return the WoodRock to its pillar in time under normal circumstances. That is why I intent to take a faster route. I shall travel by boat across the Emerald Ocean.”

“That would be suicide,” Martin exclaimed, “no ship has every gotten around the Great Whirlpool. And even if it did, sea monsters lurk beneath the depths beyond the Great Reefs.”

“This is the chance I must take,” the Wizard replied.

“Is there no other way? There must be some other choices we can decide upon.” Martin looked to the crowd for suggestions, but there were none. The villagers simply glanced out toward the ocean’s green waters.

“There is only one choice,” the Wizard stated. “Even if the WoodRock cannot be returned to our village, I must reach it by the seventh moon. Our world will not be the same, but evil can be stopped with my magic if I can reach the WoodRock in time. There is now one more thing I must ask of you all. For my magic to work I must have six others join me in this quest. The journey must begin with a person to represent each of the seven moons. I have already acquired the services of Ecart Notyalc to keep a record of our journey. So, including myself, we already have two. Who else will come with us?” The Wizard asked, scanning the crowd.

“You will need a Protector on such a dangerous journey. I will come along,” Martin volunteered as he moved next to the Wizard.

“Then I also shall go,” Evets said, joining his father.

“Now we have four,” the Wizard smiled. “Will no Captain of a ship offer to take us across the Emerald Ocean?”

“I’ll take you! My ship is fast and sturdy and I doubt you will find another Captain as qualified as I.” It was the booming voice of Enyaw Nhoj, the only Captain who had ever sailed around the land of Elyk to the Sapphire Sea. He was a legend among our people.

Then Rose, a quiet girl of the village stepped forward. “If you need a cook and Helpmate, then I would like to come along as well.”

The Wizard frowned. “This will be a very dangerous journey, girl! More than likely none of us will make it back alive. Now, do you still wish to join us?”

Rose looked at the Wizard with the faintest of smiles. “If you will allow me to come along I can be of some assistance. These men will need good food to keep up their strength on such a trip. None of them know how to cook, as I do. Most in the village will attest to the fact that I cook quite well.”

A slow grin crossed the Wizard’s face. “I like a girl with a bit of spunk. Plus, all you have said is true. We will be honored to have you join us.” He then turned his eyes back to the crowd. “Now who else will volunteer? You needn’t be a Protector or hunter. All we need is one more person...well?” There was no one else who offered to join the group. The Wizard seemed disturbed by the lack of action taken by the village men. His thin brow furrowed as he spoke again. “We leave at the first light of dawn. Hopefully one of you will have mustered up enough courage to help us save our world. We shall be staying at the home of Mary tonight so that I can tend to her wounds. You know where to find me.” He then turned and pushed his way through the crowd, obviously displeased.

In all of the excitement I had forgotten to tell him that I wasn’t going either. After all, I had never actually agreed to anything. Then Rose came up to me.

“When I saw that you were going, I knew it was my duty to help. You are so brave, Ecart. I’m glad to know you will be with us. This will be such an adventure.” As she smiled and turned, I knew I was lost. Now I had to go. My heart trembled.

It was almost dusk as I stepped into Mary’s house to find the others gathered around the table. Only the Wizard was standing as I slid in beside Evets. That’s when I noticed Snilloc peeking from behind the door to his mother’s room. His big, green eyes followed the Wizard’s every movement with extreme interest. I tried to figure out what he was up to.

Before I go any further, I should tell you what an Ellwyn is. Many years before, a curse had been put on the land of Elyk by the Gothmur. Every hundred years an Ellwyn was born to some unsuspecting couple. These Ellwyn were a very strange species, neither man nor woman, though characteristically male, always chubby and short with big eyes and large round noses. But it was not their looks that made them so different. It was their actions. An Ellwyn could not love anything or anybody, and was therefore despised by most of the villagers. Ellwyn were greedy and known to take great enjoyment by playing dirty tricks on others. The one great weakness of an Ellwyn was the hunger for the blood of a unicorn.

Snilloc was no different than any other Ellwyn. He was the same age as Evets, Rose and I. We had learned never to trust him. As children he had enjoyed making our lives miserable by throwing rocks at us. We each had our memory of some bad experience with Snilloc. I gave him a mean glare as he hid behind the door. I never understood why Mary loved her son so much, knowing he would never love her back.

The Wizard’s cough brought my attention back to the matter at hand. “I want all of you to know how much danger lies ahead on this journey we are about to embark upon.” He spoke matter-of-factly, “I am not even certain we will be able to reach the Castlefire in time. All I know of this place are the same legends and stories that you have heard. Once we get past the Great Whirlpool and the reefs, I believe we can sail within sight of land and follow the Ocean Road, which is rumored to lead to the land of Nodnarb and the Castlefire. There we shall find the Gothmur and hopefully, the WoodRock. So let us not kid ourselves, we may very well all die on this journey. Danger will be everywhere. If anyone wishes to turn back, now is the time to do so. There will be no chance to change your mind later.”

I wanted so much to stand up and run from that house, yet I sat quietly, hoping someone else would make the first move. None of the others said a word.

“Then all of us must get a good night’s sleep,” the Wizard intoned. He then turned to me. “Ecart, come help me tend to Mary in the other room.”

I slowly followed him to where Mary lay in her bed. Snilloc stood off to the side as the Wizard looked at the woman’s burned arms and legs. There was fever in her face as she tried to smile. She had always been so kind to everyone in the village. I tried to muster a look of reassurance as I caught her weakened glance.

“Are the children all right?” Mary whispered.

“They are fine,” the Wizard answered as he bent down beside her. “You need to rest for a while so that your burns can heal. You must not leave this bed for the next two weeks. It is very important that you do as I say.”

“Where is my son?” Her voice was faltering.

The Wizard motioned for Snilloc to come closer. “He has been right here by your side ever since we returned.”

Snilloc cautiously shuffled next to his mother without any expression upon his fat face. The Wizard shot him a cross look. The Ellwyn’s expression didn’t change. “I’m here, mother.”

Mary smiled up at her son before turning to the Wizard. “Snilloc is a good boy. I know he is. They are wrong about the Ellwyn. I know what I feel in my heart. Everyone is wrong about my boy. You must believe me.”

“You rest now,” the Wizard said, pulling a blanket up over her. Mary closed her eyes as I followed him out of the room.

“How is she really?” I wondered aloud.

“She has been infected by that foul, evil beast. If we don’t find the WoodRock she will die.” He shook his head sadly.

Out of the corner of my eye I noticed Snilloc listening to us intently. “What are you doing spying on us? Stop sneaking around all the time,” I spat at him.

“I was trying to hear about my mother,” Snilloc answered with a monotone voice. He then ignored me and turned to the Wizard. “Can I come with you? I could be the seventh one. Please let me come.”

“No way!” I hastily answered. “We would be better off taking a dragon.”

“Don’t be so swift to
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