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Delavan stood outside the guard barracks and read the tattered proclamation again as he waited to be admitted to the training arena. Today, the arms master of Bretinia would be testing those interested in joining the guard. He had grown up in the aftermath of the long war with the elves; hearing stories of those who had defended the city and those who had been killed—like his father.

His mother had never told him much about his father; only that he had died fighting the elves during one of their attacks against the city. His grandfather, a knight of Oliaric the Just, had also been one of the fallen heroes of that war. It was his grandfather’s sword he carried with him today.

Delavan did not have the patience to follow the path of a knight; but he did want to honor his grandfather and father’s sacrifices. So he was here today, to join the guard and to defend his home against the elves.

“Delavan, son of Elsbalth, step forward.”

He looked up to see a tall, well-muscled woman standing in the doorway. Delavan took a deep breath, straightened his back and approached the woman.

“Inside,” she said.

He stepped into a dimly lit room where several people were waiting. Most stood just outside the light, their bodies only patches of darkness in the shadows of the room.

“Delavan, son of Elsbalth, you have given us your mother’s name but not your father’s; why is that,” a deep masculine voice asked from the shadows.

“I do not know my father’s name. My mother has only told me he was killed during the war sixteen years ago; nothing more.”

“Is your mother sister to Tol?” another voice asked.

“She is.”

“He is the son of the mage Valynwyr,” the first voice said. “We will not allow him to test.” 

Delavan watched as several of the shadowed figures stepped further back into the darkness—away from him. Certain things in his life now made sense to him: His ability to sense the weather and to call fire. The time he had accidentally called down a bolt of lightning and the feeling of power he had suppressed for the last ten years. He had suspected he had a talent with arcane magic, but he also knew the consequences if he tried to practice it. That his father had been a mage made it more likely he was also. It also explained why his mother never talked about his father.

“Is it now the will of the council that children be punished for their parent’s crimes?” He squared his shoulders as he watched the shadowed figures.

“It is not!” The woman who had admitted him said.

“However,” a second woman said softly. “It is also an accepted fact that mages beget mages.”

“I do not practice the arcane chaos that is magic!” Delavan drew his sword and held it before him. “This sword belonged to my grandfather, Tyrrian, a respected knight of Oliaric. He left it to me.” He raised the sword in front of him. “By this blade I swear I do not practice arcane magic,” he said.

“As arms master, I will accept him,” the woman who had admitted him said.

“Then it will be on your head, Frelarie, if anything happens. You are bond for his actions and his non-use of the arcane,” the first voice said.

“That is providing he has at least enough basic talent with that blade to justify his acceptance into the guard,” another voice said from the shadows.

“I stand before you ready to be tested,” Delavan said. “My blade, my skill and my life I pledge to Bretinia.”

“Defend yourself!”

Delavan spun around in time to catch the arms master’s blade with his. He forced her blade high as he stepped back and brought his own weapon into a defensive posture.

Frelarie lowered her blade and held out her hand. “You defended yourself against them and against my attack. I accept your pledge,” she said.

Delavan shifted his sword to one hand, but didn’t lower it as he took her hand. He felt her grip tighten and her balance shift as she started to bring her sword back up. He brought his own blade across to block hers. The ring of the metal hitting metal echoed in the chamber.

“Good,” Frelarie said. “You have learned the most important lesson. Never trust anyone enough to let your guard completely down.”

“Thank you arms master,” Delavan said as he stepped back and sheathed his sword.

“Caywyn, escort this recruit to the barracks,” Frelarie said.

A young man stepped out from the shadows. “This way.” He turned and started down a long corridor, not waiting for Delavan to catch up. “Mage whelp.”

Delavan hesitated for a moment. There had been no reactions from any of those in the testing chamber to Caywyn’s muttered comment. He realized there would be no assistance given him in dealing with the prejudices and hatred of the other recruits when they found out who his father was.

~ * ~

Delavan watched as Mairn and Wyrth sparred in the arena. Both seemed to dance around the other even as their swords rang against their armor.

“Mage whelp,” Caywyn said from behind Delavan. “You’re next—with me.”

Delavan shuddered as Caywyn walked away. The other recruit’s attitude hadn’t changed from that first day and he had continued to taunt him regarding his father. He had also managed to get most of the other recruits to let Delavan know their feelings. None had wanted to be assigned as his training partner and the arms master had had to force the assignment of Galorna as his partner. Galorna had made it clear she didn’t trust him and any errors on their part during training she blamed on him. The only thing the rest did enjoy was sparring against him. They pushed the rules of the matches and he had walked away with more injuries than any of the other recruits after each training session.

“Caywyn and Delavan,” Frelarie called.

The two of them stepped into the ring, drew their swords and saluted the arms master then each other before taking their positions.

~ * ~

“So mage whelp, you think you are worthy to stand with those who have pledged their lives to defend what your father tried to destroy?” Caywyn said as their blades met again.

Delavan refused to answer the older recruit’s taunts. He had managed to ignore Caywyn’s attitude for the last several months of training and he was determined to continue to do so. 

The two of them continued to move around the training ring, their blades ringing in the large room. Delavan’s back was itching where the sweat had soaked through his tunic and his armor was shifting as he moved.

“They are many within the ranks who remember what your father did to aid the elves, mage whelp,” Caywyn said. “Even if you finish your training, you will not live long enough to betray Bretinia as your father did.”

“My father tried to protect Bretinia!” Delavan raised his sword high as he charged Caywyn.

“As I expected.” Caywyn’s blade rang against Delavan’s armor.

Delavan staggered back and tried to regain his balance as Caywyn moved toward him. “Mage whelp. You are weak like all those who succumb to chaos—like an elf.”

Delavan fought to suppress the anger and rage he felt building along with the tingle of power as he blocked another of Caywyn’s attacks. The older recruit had backed him up against the edge of the ring, but he would not be pushed out and lose the match in that way. Delavan dropped his shield and grabbed the sword with both hands as he swung at Caywyn.

Too late he saw the crackling energy surrounding the blade as it connected with Caywyn’s sword. Delavan’s blade exploded into a shower of metal and energy that surrounded Caywyn. When the energy storm faded, Caywyn was on the ground, shards of metal piercing his armor and a pool of blood surrounding him. Delavan still held a remnant of his grandfather’s sword. Arcane energy swirled around what was left of the blade then vanished as he sheathed it.

“Chaos take it! The boy is a mage,” a voice called.

Toramyn, the commander of the guard stepped into the ring with several other guardsmen. “Arms master you were warned about accepting this one. Not only has he demonstrated that he is indeed a mage, he has used that power to kill a member of the guard.”

Frelarie looked at Delavan and he saw her eyes go wide for a moment before they narrowed and she turned to face Toramyn and bowed her head. “I knew the risks when I accepted him. I now accept the consequences.”

“Both of you will surrender your weapons,” Toramyn said.

Delavan watched as Frelarie handed over her sword and the daggers she carried. He pulled the broken sword from its sheath, and crackling energy again surrounded what was left of the blade.

“Drop it, mage.”

Delavan looked at Toramyn and continued to hold the broken sword.

“If you do not drop it, you will die.” The sound of creaking bows echoed in the arena.

Delavan tossed the sword on the ground and watched as the energy aura faded.

“Escort them to the detention cells. They will stand before the council tomorrow,” Toramyn said. “I want at least four guards on them at all times and an additional four on overwatch.”

Delavan followed Frelarie as she was escorted by two of the guards. Two more were on either side of him, with another four following behind them. No one said anything as they entered the area of the detention cells. They were ushered into separate cells and he felt a sudden chill as the doors closed and the sound echoed off the stone walls.

Delavan glanced at Frelarie as the guards took their positions at the door to the area. “Why did you speak for me as you did?”

The woman looked at him not saying anything for several minutes. “Because of your grandfather and his sword,” she finally said.

Delavan waited as Frelarie paused, hoping she would explain further.

“Tyrrian was a knight pledged to Oliaric, one of the only gods who prefers order over chaos. His sword was blessed with the order that Oliaric represents. I did not think it possible you could swear the oath you did without the sword shattering at that time if it were not true. Apparently I was wrong about you and the sword.”

“I’m sorry. I did not ask for the power nor did I ever want to wield it,” Delavan said softly. “I had suppressed the power for ten years until Caywyn caused me to lash out at him and lose control.” He looked down at the floor. “What will they do?”

Frelarie snorted then laughed; a sharp barking laugh that echoed around the room. “Surely you already know the answer to that question. The standing sentence for those who practice the arcane is death. If I am lucky, I may only be exiled. Though, I have no doubts they will send proclamations to Calim and Nydith that I am a mage lover so I will be unable to live in either of those places either. I will end up trying to survive in Kilenter.”

“Frelarie would you accept voluntary exile?”

“Why? How is that any different than me being ordered into exile?”

“If you suggest voluntary exile you may be able to prevent the letters to Calim and Nydith, then you would be able to enter those cities for supplies. Also, I will request voluntary exile before they pronounce sentence for myself. Together we could continue to defend Bretinia from attacks by the elves. We could serve as scouts for the
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