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Chapter One- The Book
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Looking at the clock, Rose realized that she didn’t have much time before she had to pick up Amey at the train station. She’d been distracted since the letter from Robert Stall, her publisher, came saying a book reviewer wanted to interview her and wanted to contact her directly. Even though he grumbled about an author needing to promote herself, she told Robert to have him write to her in care of the publishing house. He thought all this ‘mystery person’ routine was a bit much but she remained adamant.

She needed something calming before she went to pick up Amey and went to make tea. Writing the book had been more an exercise in catharsis than anything else. She wasn’t sure why she had sent it to the publisher in the first place. She had planned to use the story in the book to finally tell Amey the truth about their past just as her mother had always wanted. This vacation time would get it all out into the open.

Rose took her tea to the window seat overlooking the sun-filled field. She was slight of build like her daughter but not as tall. She had fair hair and complexion and her eyes a clear aquamarine that were strained with concern for her daughter. She sat on the window seat leaning back against the frame trying to calm her mind. Amey had to be told because she held the answer. Neither Rose’s personal powers nor her mother’s were anywhere near what Amey had been born with.

After all the years, Rose still grieved the loss of her husband just as their life together was beginning. It was a constant ache in her heart and made her all that more fearful of losing her daughter to the same evil that took her husband away from her. The Magician had taken everything from them- husband, home, kingdom and a daughter’s father gone to a power-hungry maniac.

Her mother Angeline had seen Amey’s aptitude for the stones first and had made it her duty to train the girl how to use the power that she didn’t yet fully understand. They would go up into the mountain together to search for the gemstones that were the center of their power. Her mother taught Amey the properties of each stone and their use. She had learned the lessons well. At seventeen, she could use the stones to calm, knew how to cleanse and charge them and could even heal minor problems if the need arose. She hadn’t been tested yet but the power was there in waiting – the given power of the earth that was focused through the gemstones. The extent of Amey’s powers had yet to be tapped.

Rose’s mind wasn’t calmed by the tea. She had the first feeling of true unease even as the door to the yard burst open and Jasper rushed in saying,

“Rose, there are some men coming up the drive. I have a bad feeling about them and I think you need to get away. I don’t like this coming on the heels of that letter from your publisher. “

“Jasper, what about Amey. I can’t just run off and leave her behind! If I’m not there to pick her up, she will just take a cab and come home. She can’t be placed in danger.”

“Yes, you can and you will go. Leave her to me. I will see her safe. I want you to go to the glade. You will be met there. I have sent a message on ahead. Take what you need quickly and go.”

Rose stood uncertain for a moment looking at Jasper then went to the cabinet and removed an embroidered blue velvet bag, a leather-bound book and a small box that she placed in the pockets of her jacket as she was putting it on. 


“Take good care of her Jasper. She is everything.” 







__________
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[image: ]


The two burly men shifted uneasily under the unrelenting stare of the man they stood before. He was relaxed in his deck chair watching them. Their nerves were stretched to breaking point when he finally spoke. The magician, Balik, was an intimidating man.

‘You have failed me once. Do not fail me again. Bring me the queen and her daughter alive and find the stone.’

The two men didn’t move to leave. They hadn’t been dismissed. They watched nervously as their employer got up and walked around the deck. He stood looking out across the water to the dock. He watched the people standing in the sun.

‘Do not underestimate them. Bring them both here but wait until it is dark so that they cannot attract attention.’

One of the men found the courage to speak.

‘Sir? What if there is no one home?’

Balik seated himself again before he spoke.

‘I want those women. You will wait until they return unless you find the stone first. Bring that to me immediately.’

He reached for the wine glass on the table. He looked up at them and the silence drew their gaze.

‘Do not fail me. I will not be forgiving. Now go.’

The men turned and quickly left the deck. They breathed a sigh of relief and headed down the gangplank to the waiting black limousine. They were determined to be successful this time.
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Chapter Two – Home
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The slowing speed of the train alerted the young woman seated midway down the coach. She marked her place in her book and set it down on the seat. The conductor walking down the aisle announced,

‘Ten minutes to Grenian station.’ When she raised her head, he smiled at the slim girl with raven black hair and amazing lavender eyes. She smiled also and turned toward the window to get a better view. Leaning on the window ledge, she took in the sun-drenched scene. Amethyst Fairfield never tired of the beauty of the valley that she called home.

The train entered the Grenian Valley on the south side almost at the midpoint. A stream ran gaily from the train corridor and joined up with the Grenian River that had started its journey to the sea up in the glaciers of the Coast range to the east. Looking out over the craggy mountain peaks formed by ancient volcanic action, Amey was excited at the prospect of her trip to search for gemstones over the next three weeks. The forces that formed the Valley had also created a wide variety of gem and semi-precious stones that her family prized. She often went into the mountains with her grandmother searching for them.

Across from her, the sunlight bathed the lovely white farmhouse in its glow. It was clearly visible as the trees had yet to leaf out fully. The house had dark green trim accenting the windows and a wrap-around verandah. It was nestled back among the trees at the foot of the mountain that rose dramatically towering over it. This was Bear Claw Mountain or that’s what she called it, as it resembled a gigantic black bear claw scraping the sky and that was Faerfield Farm - her home.

The train followed the southern edge of the mountains beside the river west to the coastal town of Grenian and the railway station down by the wharves. Amey leaned back in her seat and watched the landscape pass by. As the train rounded a curve, Amey could see the town in the distance with the harbour beyond. 

She picked up her backpack, opened the side pocket and pushed her geology book in next to the green velvet bag. Making sure to refasten the binding securely, Amey placed the backpack on the seat beside her in order to be ready when the train came to a stop.

The docks were on the south side of the tracks and Amey turned to look at the harbour that sparkled in the noonday sun with a variety of boats bobbing in the gentle swell. 

The train pulled in to the station stopping in front of the open doors leading to the waiting room and small café off to the right. Amey picked up her backpack, swung it over her shoulders and moved into the aisle to head to the exit. Stepping down onto the platform, she moved aside to let the rest of the passengers disembark. When the crowd thinned, she walked to the waiting room. Not here. A quick look at the clock confirmed that they were on time. Her mother wasn’t. Taking a coin from her pocket, Amey went to the phone and called home. The phone rang but no one answered. Her mother was probably on her way.

At the information desk, she told the woman behind the counter who she was and where she was going in case her mother came. She walked out to the platform to take advantage of the wonderful, sunny day. The sun was high above and the gentle breeze from the water ruffled her hair bringing the scent of the saltwater. Some of the fishing fleet were already tied up and there was one beautifully elegant white yacht docked on the private quay. A white jacketed crewman served a table on the canopied aft deck. A sleek black car idled alongside of the yacht and two men dressed alike walked down the gangplank and got in the back. The black car turned and sped off toward the River Road exit.

Amey loved the view of the inlet with its soaring wooded slopes, circling seabirds and the sparkling, sun-kissed water. Sitting on a rock at the edge of the yard, she basked in the warmth of the sun and watched the activity down on the wharf. After a while, Amey checked her watch and decided not to wait any longer. She would take a cab to the farm. They could watch for her mother and stop her if they met. There was a Grenian Valley cab stand just outside of the station with a cabbie reading his newspaper. Amey went up and asked,

“Are you available to take me out to Faerfield Farm?”

The cabbie put down his paper and said,

“Sure. Climb in. Do you have any bags you need me to get for you?”

“No. I just have my backpack.” Amey climbed in the back seat and said to the driver, “My mother was supposed to pick me up but she must have been delayed. Can we watch for her truck as we drive?”

“Sure. If you see her vehicle coming, just tell me and I’ll flash my lights at her.”

They left the parking lot and turned onto the River Road that ran all the way up the valley, past Faerfield Farm and further to the mountain pass leading out of the valley. 

“Home for spring break, are you miss,” said the driver?

“Yes,” Amey replied. “What a beautiful day!”

“It’s been like this all week,” replied the driver. “It looks like you’ll have some nice weather for your time home. Where do you go to school?”

“I attend a private school in Alerton. I have just over three weeks this year. The teachers have a training course and they gave us an extra week. If the weather holds, I’ll be able to go hiking in the mountains.”

Amey always looked forward to their forays into the mountain as they searched for the gemstones found there. They would also take field trips out of the Valley & up to the plateau for specimens not found at home. Grandmother would bring back more exotic gems from her numerous trips to far-off places so they had a considerable and varied collection. While mother would join them from time to time, she preferred to stay on the farm most of the time.

They did not see her mother on their way. Amey was glad she had decided to take a cab, as she would have still been waiting. Now she would be home before her mother remembered that she was supposed to pick her up. She couldn’t wait to razz her on her forgetfulness.

They were approaching the gates to the farm. 

“You can let me out at the gate, sir. I’ll walk in from there.”

Amey paid the fare and the cabbie drove off with a friendly wave. She hoisted her pack and stood there in the sun with her head thrown back breathing in the aroma of the cedars and the sun-warmed earth. This was the scent of home and, with a happy laugh, she turned and put her hand on the gate. She was surprised when it opened to her touch. They always kept the gate latched. She pushed it open, walked through then latched it behind her.

She stopped. She realized that there wasn’t a sound. That was unusual as you could always hear the birds in the trees. Amey felt a tingle of apprehension as she slowed her steps to figure out what had alarmed her. She cocked her head to the side listening. There wasn’t any sound at all and there should have been. She stepped to the west side of the road closer to the trees that would offer her protection while looking in all directions to see what she felt in her bones was a threat. On the point of turning to look behind her, a hand came over her mouth shutting off the scream that tried to escape. She struggled to free herself only to be pulled in tighter against the man behind her. He leaned his head to her ear and whispered in a familiar voice, 

‘Quiet, Amey. Look’ 
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Earlier.

Jasper headed from the house to the group of gigantic cedars that bordered the patio. He smiled a small smile. Amey thought that she was the only one who knew the secret of the cedars but Jasper had been aware of their special feature long before she was born. The trees had grown up so close together they appeared one. Their trunks meshed and overlapped to a height of six feet before becoming separate trees again. When he reached the trees, he turned sideways and slid between one of the folds that wasn’t visible unless you knew exactly where to look. He watched for the approach of the men from this hiding place. Hopefully, he could find out what their intentions were. He sensed the evil of them and felt that they must have come from the Magician. They carefully approached the back door.

“I don’t see anyone inside,” whispered the first man to get to the window. “It’s awfully quiet. Do you think we missed them?”

“No, the truck is still here. Let’s go in and find what we were sent to find before they come back.”

“They haven’t locked up or anything, so, they’re not far. You look through those cabinets and I will go upstairs to search the rooms.” 

With that, he turned and went through the archway that led to the stairs. The first man went to the cabinets carefully opening drawers and rifling through everything in them. He opened cabinet doors to search among the shelves. Not finding what he was looking for, he headed to the cupboards in the kitchen and went through all the drawers and shelves coming away empty-handed. He looked around for any other places to search.

Upstairs, the second man went into the room that had a sweater draped over the back of a chair. He opened dresser drawers as carefully as the first man downstairs. He systematically searched through everything in them. When he was finished, he turned to the closet and searched the shelves- even the pockets of the clothes hanging there. Nothing. 

Across the hall, there were two rooms– one smaller than the other. He stepped across to one of the rooms and decided he might as well search both. When he opened a drawer in the dresser in the smaller room, he found a box that contained rough stones of all colours. It didn’t look like what was described to him but he put it in his bag anyway. He was satisfied that he wouldn’t find anything else.

The man downstairs stopped when his partner came down.

“Find anything yet?” 

“Not a thing. What about you?”

“Maybe. I found a box with some stones in it. They don’t look like what was described but we’ll take them back to the boat to see if they are what he wants. We’ll come back later and bring the women to the boat. 

Before the men left, Jasper crept out of his hiding place to circle around the long way back to the driveway in order to intercept Amey. He wasn’t sure that he would be able to take on two men he assumed were armed.
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Chapter Three- Escape
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Rose ran through the woods careful to make as little sound as possible. She wished that she could go back and get Amey but knew that Jasper didn’t need to worry about her safety also. Rose just had to trust him and get to the grove away from danger herself. The trees overhead gave her a semblance of security from prying eyes. She followed a faint path among the trees used on their trips to the mountain. As she came closer to the stream, the trees began to change from cedars and other evergreens to include more birch, alder and the willow which loved to be near the water.

Jasper’s reaction made her fear that the men were sent by the Magician. She had to assume that he had means to enter this world and her book on ‘The Jewelled Kingdom’ had led him to her. She was sure he had no idea that Amey was Alair’s daughter. Rose hadn’t known that she was pregnant when she escaped and only discovered her pregnancy after they moved to the farm. That secret would protect Amey. 

Rose rested her hand on a mossy, twisted trunk and reached into her pocket for the velvet bag. It was beautifully detailed with golden threads in a pattern of shapes and ancient symbols. She put her hand into the bag and withdrew without looking a clear crystal of purest quartz. Rose walked to the path leading to the glade. She cleared her mind of all thought but what she needed now. The glade had a sacred quality that soothed the soul. Rose held the crystal in her hand to the center of her breast, breathed in deeply and, when she was at peace, prayed the ancient words of the ritual. She chanted softly and felt the power of the crystal flow through her. She held the energy in check and wasn’t afraid when she heard a gentle voice “You are safe, milady,” he said. “Come, we must go now.”

And where Rose stood but moments before there was now only the faintest residual shimmer.
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Jasper had been right. A taxi drew up outside the gate. Amey paid the driver and got out. She stood there with a smile on her face enjoying the sun. A puzzled look crossed her face as the gate opened under her hand but she continued in and latched it securely behind her. She started to walk up the drive clearly enjoying herself but suddenly stopped and cocked her head at the silence. 

“Good girl,” Jasper thought. “You sense something is wrong. You have good instincts.”

He watched as she moved over to the side of the road where the larger evergreens grew and toward where he was concealed. He quietly moved to where she would enter. Just as she reached a larger tree, Amey sensed him behind her and started to turn. He put his hand over her mouth to cut off the startled scream he could feel rising in her throat and held her tightly. He leaned his head to her ear and whispered, 

“Quiet, Amey. Look.” 

She stilled and watched the car driving from the house. When they reached the gate, one got out of the car to open it for the chauffeur to drive through. Aware that Amey had latched the gate, he was ready to pull her to safety if the chauffeur alerted the man. Obviously, the driver thought little of it as he drove through the open gate and stopped just on the other side waiting for him to close it again and climb back in the car. The car turned toward town and sped off.

Jasper removed his hand from Amey’s mouth and turned her to him. She was wide eyed but didn’t appear to be afraid.

“Jasper! What is this all about? I saw that car down on the private dock by a huge white yacht. Something felt wrong here just before you put your hand over my mouth. There were no birds singing. What’s going on? Where are my mother and Grandmother?”

“They are safe, Amey. I sent your mother away before those men got to the house” 

Jasper took her hand and led her deeper into the woods.

“We will be going after her. Before that, though, I need to tell you something. We have to slip into the house and collect some supplies. Hurry, though. We need to get away from here.”

Amey followed behind Jasper with a thousand thoughts running through her head. She was confused and beginning to worry. Where were her mother and Grandmother? Why had Jasper sent her mother away? Who were those men and why was Jasper in such a hurry? She wondered what it was that he needed to tell her but knew that she would have to wait. Looking up, she realized that the birds were singing again.
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Chapter Four – The Meeting 
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The wind was driving the rain hard into the face of the cloaked woman who struggled to keep her feet under her. 

‘No one who saw me now would believe me to be a queen,” thought Angeline. “Good thing too.” 

Indeed, there was no place for her to be a queen. All had been destroyed long ago and now Altidio and Freo were as one country.

She pulled the edges of the cloak back together as the wind sought to pull it out of her hand. It was only a short distance to go and she knew that a warm fire awaited her. The storm had come up so quickly that she had been completely taken by surprise. A little earlier, Angeline had sent the boy Galen on ahead to make sure everything was ready. He attracted no undue attention being only one of many boys seen around in the streets looking for small jobs. She had no idea how many would be coming especially with the beastly weather. She had been encouraged by the steadfast support that she’d received at the other gatherings she’d assembled to raise up her people to stand against the Magician.

Her cloak was soaked and heavy on her shoulders and she was greatly relieved to see the warehouse not too far distant. It wasn’t safe to meet in people’s homes and expose them to danger so Angeline had young Galen scout out empty buildings that wouldn’t attract too much attention if a number of people were to gather there. Smoke rose from the chimney at the back of the sturdy, unpainted building whose fading sign read ‘Bergun’s Warehouse.’ Even faced with the thought of a warm fire, Angeline cautiously approached the side of the building where she could peek through the window to be sure all was safe. The room beyond was cluttered with barrels and boxes but there would be enough room for them. Galen was sitting on the floor in front of the cast iron stove warming his hands. His dark curls were in disarray from the wind and rain. He’d opened his small pack and munched on the sandwich that Angeline had given him. Considering it safe, she tapped on the window. His head swung around and he jumped up and quickly opened the door.

“Come in, milady,” he said. “I have the fire going really good. Let me take your cloak and hang it up to dry.”

Angeline gladly took off the sopping garment and Galen hung it from a nail near the stove. Her shirt and long pants weren’t too bad and would dry quickly by the fire. Not exactly queenly garb but definitely suited to the job at hand.

“Here, milady. I found you something to sit on.”

He dragged over a wooden crate and turned it on end. He placed it close to the stove and looked about trying to think what else he should do.

“Sit down, Galen, and finish your sandwich. 

Galen smiled shyly and resumed his seat in front of the stove. He picked up the sandwich and continued to eat with relish. He looked up as Angeline lifted her hands to her hair dragging her fingers through the tangled mess trying to get it back in some semblance of order.

“Milady, I have a small comb, if you’d like,” the boy said. He pulled one from his back pocket that had bent to the shape of his bottom. Looking at it, he became embarrassed and started to put it back in his pocket.

“Why, Galen, how amazing you are. Just what I need! Thank you so much.”

Angeline reached for the comb and the boy’s face lit with pleasure. It was small but did the job. Her shoulder-length hair was darkened by the rain to a dark honey colour and waved gently back from a rather lovely face. Her eyes in the gloom looked to be a dark grey but were, 

in truth, an unusual shade of smoky blue. Her daughter resembled her a lot but in a brighter way.

“We shouldn’t have long to wait. If anyone is going to come out it this weather they will be here soon.”

Angeline got up to move around. Even in her mid-fifties she was a strong, capable looking woman of average height who exuded confidence and energy. Her eyes were alive with intelligence and her movements were quick and lithe. She was wound up tightly and hoped that she would be able to secure the support of this community in her quest. This was a large, wealthy community and the people who would come tonight would be able to bring the strongest support to the campaign against the Magician. Travelling around the kingdom enlisting the support of her people was not something she chose to leave to her loyal staff but felt it necessary to do herself. She needed their support and she wanted to show them that she cared for their welfare. 

A quiet knock sounded at the door. Angeline waved Galen away and went to the door herself cracking it open to see who was there. Recognizing the leader of the group of six men and five women, Angeline opened the door to let them in. Amid greetings of “milady” she ushered the group over to the stove before she ventured to speak a word to them. They stood removing their wet hats and scarves and Galen offered to put them around to dry out a bit. Once the amenities had been seen to, Angeline calmed her mind. She needed to present the strongest case possible to sway these people.

“Thank you for coming out on such a dreadful evening. I have met all of you before at the palace on many occasions as far back as when my husband was alive. I have considered you my loyal friends and I want to assure you that I will not hold it against you if you feel, at the end of this meeting, that you cannot support me. I could do nothing else but fight to save my people from the evil of the Magician. How he turned my son-in-law against me and sought to use my daughter to bring down her own mother burns in my heart. I will use all my powers and that of those who support me to remove the Magician from his usurped position on the throne of Alair’s kingdom and mine.”

She paused to look into the faces of those present but couldn’t read what they were thinking so she continued.

“I have received word from those who cared for my daughter while she remained in Alair’s household that the Magician has turned Alair’s mind to war against us. They say that he is like one in a dream and that he depends on the Magician to advise him on what he should do. We have always been a peaceful people but I believe that we have to fight to continue to be able to live that peaceful life. We are not without power. We have many resources to assist us. We mustn’t allow the Magician to gain control of our kingdom. We seek to remove him from his position of power so that he is no future threat to us. I beseech you to join with me in this struggle.”

Angeline fell silent and looked expectantly to the people assembled. The men and women turned to discuss among themselves and she could feel the tension build in her as she waited for their response. Galen stood beside her and Angeline reached down to grip his hand in hers. He squeezed hers back in support and, looking up to her, gave her a confident smile. She smiled in return but without the same confidence. The minutes dragged on while the men and women conferred among themselves. From time to time, one would look up at her and look away quickly. She had to move. She had turned to walk to the window when there was another quiet knock. As everyone fell silent and turned a fearful look to the door, a second quiet knock came followed by the urgent whisper,

“Milady, you need to get away. I have run here from the inn and there are a couple of wicked looking men asking questions about a woman dressed as you are. Hurry, please.”

Angeline tore open the door to see a man she didn’t recognize. He stepped in and continued.

“I am Carl, milady. You don’t remember me but you helped my little girl when she was sick last year. I couldn’t let them find you here. Please hurry.”

She turned back to the men and women, saw their concern, and said,

“Hurry! You must get away! I would not cause you trouble. Thank you for coming. Go now, quickly” Galen brought them their hats and scarves and
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