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AUNT GRECHA  (Aunt Gre-cha) n. Monika, Wenda and Darmin’s aunt and teacher, she is a human witch.

Babbit (ba-bit) n. a small four legged creature with long ears and legs with a bushy tail, tastes great cooked on a spit over an open fire.

Binding Cloth (Bin-ding Cloth) n. The cloth used to bind an imp familiar to its master. Used mostly in arcane magic.

Darmin (Dar-min) n. Ky’debaul’s future queen and Monika and Wenda’s cousin. She is the master of Belial.

Denko (Den-ko) n.  a large lizard type creature used by Orcs as mounts, for meat, or for milk or cheese, and leather.

Jujumunje (ju-ju-mon-gee) n. a carnivorous plant found in the jungle.

“Kelama mam kam luram ,” “May I help you?” In Goblin Language.

Ky’ debaul (Ki-de-ball) n.  Evil elven sorcerer, the one who now wears the dragon claw made from the claw of a time dragonlet.

Lemur (le-mur) n.  a large cat like mount used by elves, a fast means of transportation.

Monika (Mon-i-ka) n.  the master of the imp Dagel, and the youngest of the three cousins.

Paniz (Panz) n. a female Goblin, Aunt Grecha’s friend and former teacher, Monika’s teacher to be.

Wenda (Wen-da) n. Monika’s oldest cousin

Wilder Beast (Wild-er-Beast) n. Flying creature with horns like that of a Pegasus, but more like a cow.
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Chapter 1


Making the Binding Cloth


[image: ]


"WHAT AM I GOING TO do," Monika cried. "The whole thing is coming undone. I will never finish this project." She sat on a little wooden stool holding onto a piece of cloth. The edges of it had begun to unravel.

"Here dip it in this." Wenda held out a large bowl filled with melted wax.

"That’s no good, I won’t be able to finish the weave," Monika complained. She held up the cloth showing the unfinished portion.

Wenda moved the bowl closer to the cloth. "You need to trust me for this once; I know what I’m doing. This will work." She snatched the piece of cloth from Monika’s hands and began dipping the bottom edges and the lower side edges into the wax. It held fast.

"There, now try that. It should help." Wenda handed the cloth back.

Monika frowned at Wenda and reluctantly took it back, shaking her head.

"The book did not say anything about using wax. If the spell does not work, then you will have to make the next one."

"It is going to work," Wenda reassured her. "Just finish up weaving those threads in and we will be done with this part."

A puckered brow formed across Monika’s forehead while she began concentrating on trying to weave in the silver coated thin silk threads. These threads cost a fortune, and they were hard to find. It was a good thing her Aunt Grecha had a stash of them locked up in her trunk. She had told her she had been saving them for her own daughter to use for when she was to make a binding cloth. But her daughter never developed the skills of the craft. She just did not have one ounce of magic in her. Instead, Grecha’s daughter had taken it upon herself to practice herbalism and learn the way of the healers.

Now it was Monika’s time to make a binding cloth. She was to pass her first rite and bind an imp to herself for a familiar. She had been waiting nine years for this day, and now it was finally here.

Binding Cloths were considered the token prize among some young witches. This was the cloth that bonded an imp to the individual as a familiar. Not all witches wanted an imp, as in Wenda’s case. She had chosen to have a hawk instead.

Most young witches who wanted to learn arcane magic were the ones who kept imps as their familiars. Wenda had no interest in learning such magic. She considered it dangerous and reckless, and one could never truly trust an imp the way they could trust their animal familiars.

Nine years ago past this summer was when their aunt had discovered Monika had some magic talent, and it was considered strong for her age. It all happened when she had found the cat that had fallen into the well. There had been no one around to help her that day. They had all gone into town and left her behind to finish her chores.

The town was not too far away from Aunt Grecha’s home. It was on the way to the sea coast where the girls’ parents lived in the port city of Lamkam. This was where the human colony had settled many years ago when they escaped the clutches of Lord Ky’debaul.

They were somewhat safe from him just by being in the jungle where Aunt Grecha’s home was, but they did have to worry about the beast of the jungle. Giant reptiles and carnivorous giant birds were abundant. Then there were the plants with sticky dew, a carnivorous plant called Jujumunje. If anything touched the sticky dew that dripped from the center of the flower, immediately they would become stuck in their tracks by the glue-like substance. The plant then would send out vining tendrils and pull the victim to its vase shaped flower head and force it inside. Once this happened it was all over for the victim. The plant acids would dissolve the victim into a proper form of plant food. No bones, hair, feathers, or fur ever would be left behind. All would be devoured in just a matter of minutes.

Many humans and explorers of other races had fallen victim to these horrid plants before learning to stay clear of their fragrant blossoms.

Aunt Grecha had no problem with keeping any of the jungle dangers at bay. She merely used a bit of magic and created a shield around the grounds of her home, keeping the beasts and unwanted plants away. She always said, “Out of sight out of mind.” That was the spell she used for the barrier around her home. It never had let her down in the forty or so years she had live here in this spacious two-story house with the six bedrooms upstairs to hold guest when they came to visit her.

There were a few times in the past when Aunt Grecha had given some thought to building a guest house just for the Lunar Celebration because the gathering always drew such a large crowd. But she never had gotten around to doing so.

She always wanted to own her own inn when she was small, she just did not want to house the riff raff that tended to come with it.

On the day when the family had left Monika behind by herself with chores to do that her Aunt had given her, that was when she had heard the cat crying from inside the well. She peered into the well to get a better look inside. The well did not seem so deep at first. But when she had extended her arm into it, the cat was still out of reach.

She had tried so hard and the kitten kept crying. It was cold and scared. With one last try, Monika extended her hand down to the cat once again and concentrated real hard on reaching it. The kitten suddenly, and unexpectedly, began to rise in the air. It floated up off the bottom of the well and into Monika’s grasp.

Returning just in time, her family saw her raise the animal from the bottom of the well with no help. After that day, her studies in magic began. Aunt Grecha had been relentless about the studies too. Her aunt told her that if she wanted to make the first rite by her twentieth birthday, then she needed to study every day.

Making the first rite was a big deal for Monika.

Aunt Grecha was considered the best in the craft amongst the family and an extensive family it was. Then again there was the fact no one else in the family had one ounce of magic ability. No one knew why this was so. It may have been that Aunt Grecha’s siblings were fearful of learning to use any skill they may have had. No one knew for sure how far Lord Ky’debaul’s reach extended. He could have had spies amongst them waiting to collect all the practicing magic humans for execution. Some like Aunt Grecha felt they were particularly safe living this far away from his kingdom.

This became evident over the years as more and more humans of other families began to relearn their long-lost skills of witchcraft, sorcery, and magic. Beast-mastery had not yet returned as a talent to the population. It was still dormant as it has been in the human race for over a decade.

All three girls were to come live with their aunt when they either reached the age of ten or as in Monika’s case, exhibited some kind of magic ability.

If, by the age of ten, they did not show solid magic skills forming then they were either to be taught the use of simple magic or about agriculture or healing. It all depended upon their developing abilities, just as Aunt Grecha’s daughter found her way into herbalism. What made Aunt Grecha the best teacher was the fact that she knew how to do it all, which most could not lay claim to, not even the goblin Paniz knew what Aunt Grecha knew as far as magic was concerned.

Monika’s eighteenth birthday was right around the corner. In fact, it was this Saturday, and the binding cloth had to be finished by tonight. The next three days would be spent doing nothing but preparing for the celebration of Lunar Night.

"There, I hope that holds."

Monika handed the finished cloth to Wenda to inspect.

The two tone deep purple sleeve of her long black dress dragged across the table. It was her favorite color to wear when she was performing new spells for the first time. She always loved how the purple color complemented her midnight black hair even when it was tied and bound up on the back of her head.

"Aunt Grecha will be proud of you. I think it came out perfect."

Wenda’s dress was that of the same style, but the color was that of dark emerald green and deep blue. Her green eyes certainly stood out when she wore this dress. She too wore her long red hair tied and bound up on the back of her head.

The tips of the girls’ shoes peeked out from underneath the hems of their long dresses. They were brown loafers made out of denko leather.

Monika could not help but notice how much Wenda’s eyes reminded her of cat’s eyes.

Cats were one of the most disliked creatures in all of Orgarlan by the elves. No one knew why this was.

Monika swore many times that she could see Wenda’s green eyes glowing when it was pitch dark out. Maybe it was some sort of magical talent she had that made her eyes appear as such.

"But, what about the wax, won’t it interfere with the spell?"

"All you need to do is finish up the last weave," Wenda said as she referred to a page in the book on the table. She followed the lines to the spell with her index finger. "It says here to weave in the last thread and then sear the edges with the flame of a black candle."

She picked up the candle that had been lying on the table beside the book and handed it to Monika to lite.

She lit it and placed it in its holder on the table. Monika then started to move the cloth toward the flame.

"Stop. You must say the incantation while searing the edge," Aunt Grecha exclaimed from behind Monika.

Her Aunt had a habit of showing up during her studies unexpectedly. She seemed to have some uncanny ability to materialize out of nowhere suddenly.

"If you do not say the incantation then the cloth will not bind properly."

"Aunt Grecha, I was going to do that, I was just not ready to say it yet.

Her aunt was in her eighties but didn’t look a day over sixty. It was the graying hair that gave her the aged look. Not one wrinkle showed on her face. This was either due to the herbal creams she applied to her face every night, or it was from some illusion spell she may have performed to keep a somewhat youthful look about her.

“Wenda, let me see the book. I need to do this right or else I will never hear the end of it."

Monika moved closer to the book to get a better view of the incantation. She knew Aunt Grecha would not leave until this was done, and it had to be done right.

Binding cloth with light and dark

Move the threads to form a knot.

Weave the silver with the satin

Puts the bind upon the pattern

Monika chanted the incantation seven times. Each time she moved the cloth through the flame. When she was done, the edge was seared to keep it from unraveling. Her aunt then took the cloth from her to inspect.

"Yes, I think you have got it. We will only know for sure when you use the cloth during the Binding Ceremony."
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Chapter 2


The Works of Others
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IN THE CELLAR, DARMIN’S hazel eyes watched her cousins from behind the closed closet. She peeked at them through the crack in the door. Her long black hair hung loosely down to the middle of her back.

There they were making Monika’s binding cloth.

That should have been her that Aunt Grecha was helping, not Monika. She could never understand why her aunt had taken a favoring toward Monika instead of her.

There was only a few days left before the ceremony. Darmin did not have a binding cloth of her own, and no one to help her make one. Monika and Wenda always did everything together and never would let Darmin join them.

She could never understand why they didn’t like her.

It just couldn’t be because she had put that cat in the well to begin with. And, why did Monika have to go and save it? It was supposed to distract Monika from doing her chores so that she would be in trouble with their Aunt Grecha.

But it didn’t work the way Darmin had planned it. Instead, Aunt Grecha continued to ignore her and pay attention only to Monika and Wenda.

They were clearly her Aunt’s favorites and Darmin resented this fact. This needed to change, and she was going to find a way to do it.

If she could make a binding cloth she, for once, would be able to prove to Aunt Grecha that she could be a more powerful witch than either of the two of them.

Darmin had hopes and dreams too. Just like Monika.

Her dream was to be a powerful arcane witch. She wanted to be as powerful as Arch Lankus and Lord Ky’debaul, maybe even more powerful than either of them.

She did not care how Lord Ky’debaul felt about humans. Nor did she care how he felt about their knowing how to use magic. Darmin was sure she could change his perception about humans. But first she needed to become his equal in the area where magic was concerned.

She had a plan.

First Darmin would start with the binding cloth. She had watched to see how Wenda went about helping Monika make hers. When they were done, she would make her own with none of them around. She was sure they would never know she had been there.

They had better have saved her some of that silver thread or she would have to come up with a different plan.

Darmin continued watching them. Finally, they put the cloth away and left, followed close behind by Aunt Grecha. Most likely they went to gather their robes and begin making any alterations needed before the ceremony.

She was already done with her alterations. Her black robe was perfect after she added the red satin stitching to all the hem edges and the orange flame emblem with the red dagger being thrust into the emblem.

As they went up the stairs to the kitchen, Darmin crept out of the cellar closet. She quickly found where Monika had stashed her binding cloth. She laid it down on the table before her. Then she opened Aunt Grecha’s spell book and found the spell for making a binding cloth and began the same procedure Monika had taken and made her own. Just before weaving in the last thread, Darmin also dipped the edges in the wax. The edges held fast. She hoped she had not used too much wax.

There was one last thread to go. Carefully Darmin threaded the tiny shuttle and began weaving in the last thread. It was an inch too short and left the corner undone. Now what was she to do? There was no silver thread left. Monika and Wenda had used it all.

Darmin held her cloth next to Monika’s cloth. If one did not inspect the cloth that closely, they would not notice that the last edge was not complete. She wondered what would happen if she finished up the spell and just left the cloth the way it was. Maybe it would still work.

She relit the black candle and recited the binding cloth incantation just as Monika had done and seared the edges of the cloth with the flame of the candle. With the edges seared, no one would be able to see that the last thread did not go all the way to the edge.

But if the binding cloth did not work, she would be the laughing stock of the ceremony. Darmin would not let that happen to her. There had to be something else she could do, but what?

Then she thought of it.

Darmin looked around the room making sure no one was around like Aunt Grecha. 

There was still no one there.

Quickly Darmin switched the cloths.

She put her newly made cloth in place of where Monika had hers stashed. Making sure it was exactly the way Monika had folded it and tucked it underneath the ritual challis.

They would never know.

Darmin then took Monika’s cloth. She hid it inside her shirt, and also made sure that Aunt Grecha’s spell book was back the way she had found it. There had to be no evidence that she had ever been there.

She crept softly to the top of the stairs and waited until she heard the footsteps in the kitchen fade away into another room of the house.

Darmin then slipped out of the cellar undetected.

A bowl of raspberries was left unattended on the kitchen counter. She snatched up a few before going to her room where she planned on hiding the cloth until the ceremony.

“Darmin, get out of those raspberries. They are for desert. If you eat them all, then we will have none.”

Aunt Grecha had appeared behind her. She had a habit of doing this to everyone and Darmin was not immune to jumping out of her shoes when her aunt suddenly appeared like this.

“Just a couple,” Darmin protested, “I only took a couple.”

“Be off with you before I switch you.”

With that, Darmin ran off to her room. The binding cloth was still under her shirt undetected by anyone.
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Chapter 3


Lunar Night Celebration
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MONIKA AND WENDA PREPARED over the next three days, readying themselves for the celebration. Wenda did not have much to worry about. She was not planning on taking part in the ceremony. It was Monika who had everything to worry about.

It wasn’t so much of a deal for Wenda since she did not want to practice arcane magic and she loved her hawk. It spent most of its time outside hunting, but in the evening, it would take to the perch set up in Wenda’s bedroom and would then sleep until morning. Then come morning it once again would slip out the window and fly about the grounds around the house and the lake. It was remarkably proficient at bringing home a delightful babbit to share with its human companions and Wenda had learned how to cook them so that they came out succulent and tender every time.

Wenda was the oldest out of the three cousins living together with their aunt. An agreement had been arranged with their parents when they were born was for Aunt Grecha to train each of the girls in the proper use of magic. But the training was only to begin if and only if they started showing any kind of signs that they could perform simple magic functions. She was not about to waste her time on a child who had no abilities at all. And where she drew the line for their abilities was up to her, just as she had done with her own daughter.

Aunt Grecha had put off letting Monika take part in the celebration for the past two years. She kept telling her that she was not yet prepared for such a responsibility.

Monika could not understand why. Everything her Aunt had told her to do she had done and then some. What else was it that her aunt wanted from her?

Responsibility, she knew how to be responsible. She had learned to care for that cat she had saved all those years ago. Shouldn’t that account for some sort of responsibility?

Besides, it was Monika’s responsibility to go to the jungle to gather herbs for Aunt Grecha’s potions. That task should be considered to carry lots of responsibility. It was hard enough to find the herbs, but then add on the jungle creatures on top of it. She had no choice but to be responsible or be eaten.

A couple of times she had even been chased by the flying monkeys that lived in the trees above. They had almost chased her right into one of the jujumunji plants. Luckily, she had seen it in time to avoid the sticky dew. The monkey was caught in it instead. She had watched in horror as the monkey disappeared before her eyes inside the flower head. It never had time to give a cry or a scream. The tendrils were too quick at snatching up the creature.

But for this horrid moment, it was what had saved Monika’s life. When the other monkeys saw the plant snatch up the leader, they all turned their tails around and scampered out of sight in the trees above. Maybe they thought the tendrils could reach them from far away.

Monika would never know. She too got away from the plant as fast as she could go before she became plant food. Her instincts told her to go and as fast as she could run and not look back.

Besides having the responsibility of taking care of the cat and finding the herbs, she could do all the magic spells Aunt Grecha put before her.

Waiting this long to take part in the Lunar Ceremony meant that this could be the one and only shot Monika had at passing it for her first rite. After this, she might be considered too old or un-teachable for whatever reason her aunt might give her.

There was no telling what the aunt would use for a reason not to teach someone magic. But it was well known that Aunt Grecha had turned many magic seekers away over the past few years.

Come the day of the celebration, Darmin much nicer to her. It seemed kind of weird too. Monika began to wonder what she was up to. This was not like her. She was never nice to anyone especially since she had not passed her first rite either.

Darmin was not Aunt Grecha’s favorite. She was bossy, mean, and ruthless, and always filled with jealously for whatever the reason could be. All the traits that were not favored in a witch. Her aunt had refused to train her for the first rite for this very reason. She had said something about how Darmin was not deserving enough to have an imp familiar. It was to the extent of how it was a downright dangerous combination.

“Monika, good luck with the rite tonight,” Darmin said to her while they helped their aunt in the kitchen.

Aunt Grecha always prepared a large feast for after the Lunar Celebration. Witches and Warlocks from all around the area would come to watch the young in’s pass their first rite. Some were traveling as far away as Land of Condrak and Cut Back Bay. These kingdoms and cities were on the far eastside of the continent close to the ocean.

Aunt Grecha raised her brow at Darmin’s remark and watched Monika closely. She too knew that this type of behavior was out of the ordinary for this girl or young woman as Aunt Grecha had noticed she was becoming. It would not be long before she would be relinquished of her teaching duties to Darmin. That would be when her parents decided to marry her off instead when they decided she was worth a hefty dowry.

“Thanks, Darmin,” was all Monika said. She was not sure how to take Darmin, so it was best to leave it at that.

“Aunt Grecha
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