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BOOK ONE



The Wandering Wizard
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Introduction
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A wandering wizard makes his way,

north to where a dragon lay

He passes past all there is to see,

for sight is now set on a peaceful decree

Only one piece now is left to position,

before he can ensure this great transition

That of a world left without need of war,

though, one last fight left now is instore

A mountain stands tall before him now,

as wind blows sharp and night abounds

He hikes between cold walls of stone,

to find the last who sleeps alone

He strikes a torch and lets it lead,

through a dark, damp cave he does proceed

The flickering flame now finds his friend,

whose sacred slumber he must now end

With words of wake a spell is said,

with a huff the dragon lifts its head

He looks down now upon the wizard,

to ask of what is there delivered

––––––––
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“Why now have you come to disturb my sacred solemn slumber,” the mighty dragon lord asked.

“Our time is now soon to be expired, for the board is now set and strengths are acquired.  The final stand is not far now from later, and all that’s been done will eventually cater, to a peace the world has never known, for the one shines brighter than bright as he’s grown,” the wizard reveals.

The dragon thinks a thought then says, “All that will come to pass in the waning present must be addressed with a sincerity of one’s past known perceptions. Prepare not with notions of what may come to be, but with remembrance of lessons that have been acclimated and acquisitioned for that which will ultimately transpire. For this task is the task that all that has past now leads to. So, remember well, yet do not dwell, for the past does have its trappings.”

“I will take that with me as I find the course, through all I’ve known will be the source, of that which I’ve strived to reach and resemble, one last quake of the earth we must allow now to tremble. All paths lead to this one, and time has drawn near, to the time that’s been set for us, one last time we appear,” the wizard reminded the mighty lord under the mountain.

“It is our purpose, and our oaths we accepted, that should guide us to our new beginnings well. Leave little unfinished and little unknown, and the guiding light will lead you in the direction you belong,” the dragon said, sincere.

“There is one last thing to do, one more lesson need given, one thing to make true, for the one to be driven,” said the wizard.

“Then go now, Mannus, and make sure that the truth is settled, my friend.”
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- Chapter 1 -

Birth and Board
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As darkness crept into the dank and dreary Sorrow Swamp, Mannus made his way swiftly to his home of Dasoldine.






Mannus was a wizard, one of the ancients, as it were. And the world knew of him greatly for he had been alive for a thousand years and had fought alongside all armies of the wholehearted and was the wisest in all the lands. He was the greatest wizard there ever was, most would tell you if you cared to ask. He was a great among greats and some even still called him by a name he acquired after the Dragon Wars, over six centuries past. That name was Mannus the Magnanimous.






He lit a torch as the sun began to fade. Dasoldine was not far now but still he quickened his pace, for time to him was of the essence. As he followed the torchlight, he held out in front, he splashed through the swamp as quickly as he could.

He finally came to his home and cast a spell as his surroundings now became much more pleasant, as if in a lush, beautiful forest. He walked up to a big, fat, beautiful tree as he breathed a spell quite under his breath and waved his hand at its trunk. The tree cracked open with a creaking yawn as he went in, not missing a step. The gaping hole in the tree snapped shut with a dull thud behind him as he entered. Just inside there was a spiraling staircase that went deep down below the roots of the tree. Down he went as he let the torch guide his way. When he reached the bottom where he kept all his books, he went around lighting all the torches that were mounted around the wall of the great round space. He then put the torch he carried out and set it down somewhere.

He began to look around for a book he knew he had. But there were books upon books upon books in his home. There was, in fact, no furniture he possessed besides the books fashioned to resemble a table or the ones he sat on like a chair. He even used books to make his bed. Some books were gigantic as others were quite small, but books and books and more books are what made Mannus care at all. For knowledge was a wizard’s weapon, he would have told you if you had asked.

The book that he looked for was ancient, indeed, and he knew he had it somewhere. So, he looked and looked and looked until he finally found it under a book. It was “The Ancients of Astorynia” he now held in his hands. This was an ancient book that revealed the truest truths of the world. It was not known who exactly wrote it, but it seemed to line up with the things that came to pass. And Mannus believed strongly in what the book conveyed as truth of the world, for it never seemed to fail him as he would interpret the words within.

He sat as he read and then read even more before, finally, he discovered it once again. The return of the true heir to the throne of Astorynia was to be born of starlight in the dankest of realms within the world of Astorynia. The stars would combine and fall to where the baby would lay. And this was to happen on the eve of the second millennium year of the calendar of the ancients. And according to Mannus’ calculations that night was that of the following day. That is how Mannus interpreted the ancient texts, anyway.

Rest didn’t come easy for him that night as he waited for the great Krylorum’s return. He would sit and he would lay down, and he would try reading to put time away, but it never seemed to move in the midst of his anticipation.

The following day Mannus sat waiting, having not slept a wink, as the sun came up and finally went back down to reveal the constellation known as Krylorum. He stared at this group of stars as the night grew ever darker. And he stared and he stared, but nothing seemed to happen. He was just about to give up and go back to his book when, all of a sudden, the stars that made up the Krylorum constellation began to vibrate slightly in the sky. They, in an instant, disappeared as lights in the sky came together as a shooting star that sailed across the sky and flew past Mannus as it entered the swamp from above. He began swiftly in the direction it went as he saw it come low into the trees and dissipate. He kept on in the direction in the straightest line he could manage among the cypress trees. He lit a torch as he splashed through the marshes and stomped along over muddied glades. 

He stopped short as he now heard a baby crying in the distance but soon continued at an even faster pace. Before long he found the baby in his torchlight, the resurrected Keagelius Krylo (also known as the Great Krylorum, god of the forest realm). Mannus lifted the baby gently from the ground coddling him in his arms as he wiped the bits of mud and debris away. He knew he had to get the newborn elf to safety as quickly as he could and without anyone knowing of where he came from.

Mannus went straight for Edengrove and straight to the Kelderling (the home of lost elves – an elven orphanage, as it were), for it was the safest place for the child that he knew of. As he went to drop off the baby in a woven basket, one of the clergy aides caught him as he placed the basket on the steps.

“Why, hello there, good sir,” the aide greeted Mannus.

“Oh, why, hello there to you, too,” Mannus responded, having been caught off guard. He was hoping to have been anonymous with this delivery.

“Is it a boy or a girl,” she asked the wizard.

“It is a boy,” he answered.

“Oh, how lovely. Does he have a name?”

“A name,” Mannus paused a moment to think, and then, “Keagle is his name,” he let out, not before too long.

“What a lovely name, indeed, that is,” she said, now looking into the basket. “Why, hello there, little Keagle,” she said as she tapped a gentle finger to the baby’s nose.

“So, where...,” she started, but turned to see that the wizard had vanished. 
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- Chapter 2 -

Ancients Revealed
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Mannus was just a young man of maybe seventeen when he began his career as a wizard. He had always loved magic but was never that great until he met his mentor Mogdul [mog-dool]. He met Mogdul in Manestos, the capitol city of the Western Frills and Mannus’ childhood home. For Mannus would often go to see wizards training at the Arcane Seminary that the city was well known for. Mogdul would see him there every day as he would watch the guild of wizards hone their craft.

“Why do you watch them train, if you care to learn to learn you might find you’ll refrain,” Mogdul asked the young Mannus.

“Well, I’m not sure of what you mean, sir.”

“If you learn to learn you need not be taught, but you’ll still have to learn to teach. But to yourself it will be and to yourself it be not, for the education will pass for just thought.”

Mannus, not understanding, simply walked away feeling unwanted there. He was unsure what the wizard was trying to tell him and felt quite foolish to be in his presence. Though, Mannus would still come back as each day passed to watch the wizards work. He would simply try and avoid Mogdul to the best of his ability. It never failed, though, as Mannus would watch, the wizard somehow was always behind him.

“Do you listen as the words bring spells or hear only sounds that bring forth their class. Do you see past the sound and hear past the word, or do you let your thoughts be last?”

Mannus again left, not wanting to be humiliated any longer. For the wizard’s words were just a blur to his mind as the riddled nature he could not solve.

Even though he felt humiliated each time, Mannus continued to go back to see more. He just could not resist the allure that magic created in his mind. He wanted to learn more but didn’t know how for the only way into the academy was through invitation. He would go back each and every day, and every day Mogdul would hit him with more of his riddled words. And every day Mannus would leave feeling quite foolish. No matter how hard he would try to hide, Mogdul would always seem to find him. The trick was that Mogdul was a shape shifter and could turn into any creature big or small.

Mogdul caught him again off guard and asked, “What is it you seek or seek not is that what you desire, for the seeking is found when seeking’s not sought so to seek is to seek what is not higher.”

Mannus let out frustratedly, “I want to see past what I see, not just see things for what they seem to be!”

“Very good then,” the wizard said, “come this way.”

And so, it began, Mannus’ apprenticeship with Mogdul. He trained day and night and never let up and Mogdul was immensely proud. Mannus caught on quicker than most and was at the top of the list before long. All the wizards took note as they watched Mannus quickly adapt from one spirit to another.

Finally, after several years of training Mogdul granted Mannus his wizards’ magical robes. They were solid black, but when put on garnered a pattern based on the wizard’s skills. So, all of the wizards were actually easily distinguished per the spirits they used. As Mannus adorned his robes, an utterly unique design emerged. It was of downward dark indigo stripes that ran thick along his back and front, and thinner ones upon his sleeves. No other wizard had there ever been to have perfectly vertical stripes. He was deemed a masterclass wizard and over time proved his worth, as you know.

When Mogdul realized this after seeing his robes he knew he was the one. The one that could do what no others could, he was. He was the one to interpret “The Ancients of Astorynia,” for no others could seem to crack it. It is a book of riddles that reveals the truth of truths to those who can see right through it.

Mogdul approached Mannus with the ancient text, “See if you can see past what you see, for for me it is not to be.”

Mannus began to read through the riddles and reveal what was locked inside. He began to explain what he saw to Mogdul, but that is not what Mogdul wanted.

“These words are now meant for you, and you alone will they be true. It speaks to you not I, so it best if you keep it behind your mind’s eye.”

Mannus understood and took the book to heart, and for it the world was grateful.
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- Chapter 3 -

Friend for a Friend
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Keagle was outside playing with the other children when a falcon swooped in and landed near him.

“What is your name little boy,” a motherly voice asked.

“Keagle,” the young little elf said.

“Hello, Keagle, my name is Syra,” she said, then went on, “How old are you now,” she asked.

“Half a decade,” he replied.

“What is that you are playing with?”

“A stick.”

“Why do you swing it around like that?”

“Because it’s a sword!”

“Who are you fighting there?”

“The bad guys!”

“Who are the bad guys?”

Little Keagle stopped a moment to think before saying, “I don’t know...who?”

Syra responded, “It is not who but what, my dear.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if it is a who you are fighting then you are fighting the wrong enemy. If you cannot answer what they are, you should not be fighting.”

“Oh, okay,” little Keagle said.

“Promise me you won’t fight a who?”

“I promise.”

“A promise is like an oath you take. Do not break it and you’ll succeed.”

“I won’t break it.”

“If you break your word, it will deteriorate and become ever more useless. Trust is important.”

“I know.”

“Good boy,” Syra left Keagle with a strong flap of her wings.

She would visit Keagle often, to make sure that he was well and to make sure that he was on the right path. She would, almost always, try and teach things to Keagle in the simplest of ways, so that he would retain it most effectively. The older he got, the more complex the lessons became, of course, but they were never so difficult that he was unable to find a solution.

She was always there if he needed anything and was always there to give him advice. As she would come and go, Keagle would just get older and older, and she simply didn’t want to miss too much. That is the reason it was so often that she would come to him. She acted much like a mother to Keagle in his development and was always an open ear for any concerns he may have had or any question he needed answers to.

She continued to visit Keagle throughout his life until she was no longer needed by him anymore.
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- Chapter 4 -

Oath of the Ancients
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Long ago, there was a time when Mannus was the greatest demonstrator of the abilities of spirit, for in the battles he would fight he would lead more often than follow. He would rally troops and give speeches and have victory short at hand. And in one particular battle nearly one thousand years ago, when Mannus was in his sixth decade, he helped to achieve victory for the wholehearted dragons of Astorynia.

The dragons of old were lords to the peoples of the Wide World. For in the book of “The Ancients” it was, indeed, expressed as Mannus knew it well to be true. And that is why Mannus swore an oath of allegiance to the dragons upon the victory of the War of the Wide World.

The Wide World's War was fought between two sides that thought they were both in the right. They would rage a battle to find victory to try and save Astorynia from one another. Mannus was the one who determined the true right from wrong by searching for the truth within the text of “The Ancients.” It was ultimately what led them to their victory and was the reason the dragons were so pleased with Mannus and gave him their Dragon’s Blessing, which gave the wizard life until he was no longer needed in the world. The dragons labeled him a hero and savior, and they cared for his endeavors to continue as long as he was able.

Upon their victory in this war, the dragons, before granting him their blessing, had Mannus swear an oath to them. The dragon that had him swear the oath in that instance was a flame spirit dragon named Uglorn. They went to Uglorn’s Cavern, along with many other dragons to witness, to have the official swearing in.

In the cavern Uglorn began, “Do you swear to uphold the code of the dragon, to grant the world sanctity in times of strife and relief in times of grief?”

“I do,” Mannus replied.

“Do you, Mannus, swear to follow the path of true light and bring it forth when darkness falls?”

“I do.”

“Do you swear to be there for the people and not for yourself?”

“I do.”

“Do you swear to uphold the truths of ‘The Ancients’ no matter how dark the days may become?”

“I do.”

“Do you swear to bring the truth of truths to this world even if all are lies and corruption, and all are impure.”

“I do.”

“Then repeat after me,” Uglorn commanded, as he began the oath, “I, Mannus, do solemnly swear to uphold the ancient dragon code.”

“I, Mannus, do solemnly swear to uphold the ancient dragon code.”

“I swear to bring light to the dark and to cleanse all that are impure.”

“I swear to bring light to the dark and to cleanse all that are impure.”

“I swear that even if all begins to fade that I will never fade with it.”

“I swear that even if all begins to fade that I will never fade with it.”

“I swear no matter the cost, the cost is still worth it to maintain peace and order within this realm.”

“I swear no matter the cost, the cost is still worth it to maintain peace and order within this realm.”

“I swear to only hold ‘The Ancient’ truths and I swear to never hold another.”

“I swear to only hold ‘The Ancient’ truths and I swear to never hold another.”

With that Uglorn cast upon Mannus the ancient Dragon’s Blessing, which granted him life until life not needed.

“No sooner than this oath is fulfilled, and the world is truly at peace, will you find your own rest and sanctity within the Nether Realm,” the dragon stated.

“Understood.”
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Inherent Intuition
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As midday turned to early eve, and the stars began their dance, Keagle was in the trees of the Weary Woods with a bow and a dagger as he hunted. Hunting came quite natural to the elves of the Keldoron, and Keagle was always eager to take his bow for a hunt whenever the opportunity arose. Even though he was barely into his second decade, he was well equipped to take care of himself in the wilds that surrounded his province.

Syra swooped down and landed on a branch near him as she watched him on his hunt. He cocked an arrow to his cheek as he aimed for the deer’s heart, in order to keep the kill swift and humane. As he held his shot, Syra noticed his mistake. He loosed the arrow and missed his mark. The arrow was now lost in a sea of brush as the deer went on its way.

She landed on a lower branch much nearer to him as he went in search of his arrow.

“Hello there, Keagle,” Syra said as he walked past.

“Oh, hello, Syra,” he said, as he proceeded to where he thought his arrow to be.

She flew past him and landed again, “What is it you hunt this day?”

Keagle, still walking, replied, “Whatever my arrow finds.”

Keagle was now pushing and pulling at the branches in the brush to find his lost arrow when the falcon landed on a branch just beside him.

“I saw that last attempt, you know,” she began.

“Yeah, my accuracy still needs work.”

“I do not believe that is the case, at all, my friend, for I saw where your mistake stems.”

“Where then do you suppose I went wrong,” he asked, still in search of his arrow.

“It is not accuracy that you lack, but a lack of faith in your shot that renders a miss.”

“I don’t doubt myself with a bow, if that is what you mean.”

“That is not what I mean, in fact, but what I do mean is your lack of focus,” she paused then said, “or your lack of not focusing, moreover.”

“What is that even supposed to mean,” Keagle asked, then continued, “How can you hit your mark if you do not focus on the target?” Keagle finished, as he finally retrieved his lost arrow.

“You must choose where your focus lies, is more of what I mean.”

“Well, I chose to focus on the target. For if I don’t how will I know what I’m shooting at?”

“You must look to the target but lock your focus on your intuition and instinct.”

“How does one go about doing that,” Keagle asked, now continuing to walk to find another animal to hunt, as Syra would simply fly from spot to spot to keep pace.

“Well, it is a matter of feel, and not, though. As soon as you feel the release is to be had, leave no room for hesitation and I assure your focus will be in the proper direction.”

“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to give it a try. It’s just that I have but one arrow and want very little to miss.”

“Do not focus on the arrow or the animal but focus on what feels right.”

Keagle stopped short as he spotted a hare quite far off from where he stood. He began to creep closer when Syra said, “That’s close enough.”

“Shh,” Keagle let out at the bird before whispering, “It is too far, and I will never make the shot.”

“All you need do is focus on not focusing and I assure you will prevail.”

Keagle readied is arrow as he cocked it to his cheek, and it was as if time slowed as he took a slow breath and released. The arrow flew fast and direct and hit his mark with surgical precision.

“HA!” Keagle exclaimed, with excitement at what he thought could never be. “I did it!”

As Keagle looked up to thank Syra, he found that she had already left.
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Warring Wizards
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The sun was nearly up as Mannus packed up his camp and continued on to Gloroth. He was to meet a man named Belathin, a fellow wizard, about the Wizarding War at hand.

As he passed through the grand gates and made his way down a stone paved street, he finally came to a tavern called Jestering Jewel’s. As he walked in he looked around to see that his friend was not there yet, so he sat at a table in the corner and ordered a dish and drink and waited. Soon thereafter, Belathin entered the tavern quite obviously in distress.

“Mannus,” he shouted, as he saw his wizard friend. He quickly made his way over to him and sat down.

“It is Razul and Melethis,” the wizard said to Mannus.

“What of them?”

“They have gone cold in their mold and are now off to a cruel intent. They seem to find pleasure in the pain and suffering of others in their mission to have spirit spent.”

“What now do you say of my friends I’ve known long. I must question and wonder as they have been by my side with wills strong,” asked Mannus as he looked over his friend with dismay.

“I heard word of their actions and their pitiful stance, as the people cry out that something be done, for they should have not a chance.”

“Why not let us console and question and find this thing out, instead of pointing accusation, without so much as a doubt?”

Belathin suggested, “If we do not strike fast and strike hard, they will no doubt find our end, and if we do nothing at all, to dark the world continues to bend.”

“Are you suggesting that their hearts have gone dark, for I’ve known long of these wizards, and it seems off the mark.”

“You must see it for yourself then,” Belathin concluded.

“What is it I must see?”

“The devastation they have wrought on the world, and the worry in faces that leave other minds swirled.”

“Let us go and see this treachery then, shall we?”

Belathin led Mannus to the western reaches of the Geldoron. He took him to Shingrove, which was a small town of this province, the capitol, in fact. And when they arrived there were buildings left damaged and a street left in shambles and a mess that would take days to clean up. Beltis, the leader of this realm of elves, was quite in shock as they went to meet him.

“What happened here,” Mannus asked Beltis, “who did this?”

Beltis described the two wizards he saw, and instantly Mannus’ mind turned to Razul and Melethis, for it was a pinpoint description of his two friends. He was stunned and found it very hard to believe.

“Just as said before, the two wizards have turned and with us they’re no more,” Belathin let out.

“We must find them and see what they might have to say, for this to believe is hard and to think it easy we betray.”

“It is they who betray us, Mannus!”

“Finding such haste in a decision finds little to hold, as to gain knowledge is wisest lest we find our case cold.”

“We must destroy them, Mannus!”

“Words come first, my friend.”

So, off they went to find the two wizards. They first ventured to the Phantom Forest to have words with Melethis.

As they approached where the wizard stayed in the forest, Melethis released the cloak that veiled his domain. Wizards always made their homes hidden behind an illusion of invisibility. As Melethis materialized in front of them he welcomed them into his home as he raised the cloak once again with them in it. They could now see his furniture made of roots from the ground and the grasses and grains and flowers that carpeted the place. It was quite lovely; they would have told you if you asked.

“We have come to ask of you a few questions as such, for we need to know truths and truths we need to know much,” Mannus started.

“May we have a cup of tea first,” Melethis smiled, as he began to pour.

“We have no time for your tea,” Belathin said, with a glare in the wizard’s direction.

“How about you Mannus, would you like a cup?”

“I’m fine as is, thank you.”  Mannus continued, “There is word that the devastation was that of your make, we have come to find reason as to why you partake.”

“What devastation are we referring now to, for I am a healer and do little to make terror due.”

“That is true of you, but with Razul you were, maybe to protect him as he went along in his fight, I infer.”

Mannus turned to Belathin, “To infer is to not know, and to know I need now know.”

“Well, I know nothing of what you now speak,” Melethis said. “Let us find Razul and put this, once and for all, then to rest, as you’ll find we’re not the ones you must best.”

That is what they did. They went to Shardrock to find the wizard Razul in his hidden lair amongst the range of peaks. As they approached his hidden home, they were not greeted quite the same as the last home they visited. Instead, Mannus had to cast a spell to reveal a hidden passage. And then through a labyrinth they went before they came to an open space where Razul sat by a fire in the center. The space was quite empty, yet large. They made their way down to Razul and he greeted them with a, “How do you do, my friends?” as the wizard seemed to stay very still.

As they approached him, Mannus started, “Where were you when the city was harmed, did you see or find something that has made dark this charmed?”

“I know not of your meaning as you riddle your words, I was not near any city since the last spring chirp of birds.”

“You were seen with Melethis in the city of Shingrove causing mayhem,” Belathin accused loudly.

“If I was out there causing mayhem, the whole world would know it, not just one town in some far-off land.”

Razul stood up to face Belathin, “You know, I think we may have been framed.”

“That is a possibility, know that I think of it,” Belathin said, as his nerves began on edge.

Razul finished with, “And I think there is a traitor amongst us,” he said staring right into Belathin’s eyes.

“I was told of this,” the nervous wizard began then went on, “it is not my fabrication.”

“Yeah,” said Razul, “and who told you?”

“That matters little, who told it to me, since we now know it not true.”

Mannus turned to Belathin with his instinct to guide him, and said, “My intuition suggests that a Wizard’s Dual is to be had.”

Belathin, now knowing there was no way out, said, “I accept.”  Belathin exited quickly.

A few days later Mannus, Razul and Melethis met with Belathin and two other wizards for a dual to end the feud. They were now on the dueling platform at the center of Manestos. 

Belathin was a flame wielder as were the other two wizards he brought with him. Mannus chose sparks as Razul was a conjuror and Melethis a healer and nature wielder. 

They stood across from one another as a standoff was had for moments upon moments before, finally, they all at once began a fight. Mannus pushed lightning as Razul conjured a thousand snakes then a hundred thousand bees to redirect the enemy’s flames. Melethis cast upon the three a spell of cooling to protect from a singe before pulling from nature vines from the pillars around to pull and ensnare the opponent. They fought and fought on until one then two than three enemies were down. As there seemingly lifeless bodies lie in the center of the space, Mannus began words.

“Let it be known that the dark-hearted wizards will not sway the wholehearted!” Mannus expressed to the crowds that had gathered to watch.
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- Chapter 7 -

Pupil’s Passion
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The sun was high in the sky as Mannus and Duligesh made their way to Rivertown. Duligesh was Mannus’ apprentice during the War of Wars Ending. They met in much the same fashion as how Mannus met Mogdul. It was at the Arcane Seminary where Mannus took Duligesh under his wing. 

The streets were bustling with life and commerce as they entered the grand city. Duligesh, not having seen his sister in a long spell, told Mannus he would return soon as he made his way away and to his sister’s home located in the southern district of Rivertown.

Duligesh, quite excited to see his sister again, knocked loud three times on the door of his sister’s home. After just a short moment passed the door opened revealing his sister in tears. Duligesh’s heart sank at the sight of his saddened sister.

“What has happened, my dear sister,” Duligesh asked with great concern.

Dolalia said, “It was two men on the road,” she began, “they took from me the only coins I had left, which I was going to use to buy my daily bread.”

“Come then and let me buy you a meal, and let us discuss this further, shall we.”

“That would be lovely.”

They made their way through the cobblestone streets of Rivertown to a small establishment for a plate of bread and meat and potatoes as Duligesh continued his inquiry of the matter at hand.

As they sat finishing their meals, Duligesh began, “So, these men that approached you, are they here in this city?”

“I know of where they often find their refuge here in town,” she said. “They are often found drinking their coin away at the Waterflow Tavern near the River Inn just past the wharfs on the eastern edge of town.”

“Have you mentioned this matter to the Rivertown Guard?”

“I did,” she said, frustratedly, “and they claim that proof is needed beyond doubt before action is to be taken.”

“Is not the tears of a woman in distress proof enough,” he let out, quite agitated of the matter. “Well, then,” he continued, “let us confront these men ourselves and retrieve that which they have robbed you of.”  She smiled at her brother’s passion for her justice.

They made their way past the mongers of fish and sea edibles as they made their way through the wharfs and on to Waterflow Tavern.

As they approached the establishment, Duligesh said, “Let me do the talking.”

They entered Waterflow Tavern to find that the place was quite full and lively with patrons of the city. It was an impressive scene of merry folk full of cheer and laughs and talks and smiles. 

“Do you see them, Dolalia,” he asked his sister.

“I do not,” she replied, looking over the crowded space. “Wait,” she then said after a moment, “that is them there,” she let out, now pointing toward their location as they sat near the rear of the establishment.

Duligesh began toward them as Dolalia followed close behind. As he approached the two men, they were drinking and laughing and full of smiles.

“Excuse me,” the apprentice said with a command about his voice.

The two men’s faces lost their smiles as they turned to face Duligesh. They both stood from their seats to face him and then one asked with contempt in his voice, “Can we help you, kind sir.”  The last words were awash with sarcasm. 

“You have taken from my sister that which does not belong to you, and I am here to get it back.”

“And how do you suppose you will be able to do that.”

“Well, first,” Duligesh said, “I will ask you nicely to, please, return to my sister what you have robbed from her. And if that does not work, then I will simply take it from you.”

The two men started a laugh together as they looked over Duligesh who was not as large a man as they. After sharing a laugh one of the men said, “I would love to see you try.”

As soon as he said this, before any hesitation was to be had, Duligesh kicked a leg out from under the man and swung hard and fast at the other’s jaw. Back and forth Duligesh went, with a punch and kick to one and then on to the other. He fought them both at once, punching and kicking and dodging, and took little damage in doing so, for Duligesh was well trained in the combatant arts. Before long the two were out cold as Duligesh retrieved from a pocket the exact amount of coin that was taken from his sibling.

“Duligesh!” the voice of his mentor rang out as he handed the coins to his sister.

Duligesh looked to see Mannus standing at the entrance of the establishment.

“Who is that,” Dolalia asked.

“He is my mentor from the Arcane Seminary.”

Duligesh made his way to Mannus as his sister followed. Duligesh could see anger in his mentor’s eyes as he approached.

“Yes, my mentor,” Duligesh asked.

“Come,” Mannus replied sternly before walking quickly out of the tavern and down the street as Duligesh followed with his sister.

As they walked the streets of Rivertown, Mannus, with his eyes to the horizon, said to his apprentice, “Fights we do not bring, nor do we let temperament in. We do not fight unless fought, and we do not fight just to win.”

“They had stolen from my sister the only coin she had left,” Duligesh said heatedly. “I was not going to allow them to get away with such a thing!”

“Violence is not the way of a wizard, and we put end to fighting like a flame out by blizzard. We avoid a fight and use wisdom to solve issue and dispute. Unless life is threatened, we fight not, but rebuke. There are more than many ways to prevent a fight even if it seems eminent, but your mind must stay calm lest you find heat in your temperament.”

“Then how was I supposed to use wisdom to get the money back from the men?”

“Wits and wonder are a few tools of this trade, and you will find it in time for time much is needed, I’m afraid. Just know that your doing was not without merit, but also now that your solution was founded wrongly, so dare it. Dare to question, dare to know, dare to discover and grow. Dare to ask, dare to tell, dare to do only what you dare well. But do not dare to fight, but defend if you need, and do not start for starting is to plant a returning seed.”

“I think I understand,” Duligesh said wrapping his mind around the wise riddled words. “You mean to tell me that violence breeds more violence. So, instead of fighting fire with fire I must use water instead.”

“That is, indeed, correct, my friend,” Mannus said. “You are to be a great wizard one day, but a lot left to learn still stands much in your way.”

They continued to walk through the streets of Rivertown.
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- Chapter 8 -

Wavering Wits
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There was much to be done as Mannus poured though the books of his home, as he was trying to find a way to prevent this Wizarding War from developing any further. It was a matter of saving Astorynia from a great loss of ancient power.

The texts of “The Ancients” were translated by Mannus to mean that the battle was to be had and not prevented, but he cared much for the wizarding arts and decided he would try to salvage it if able. He fingered through pages and texts of many a book before realizing that there wasn’t much in the way of knowledge to prevent this war from transpiring. But Mannus still would not allow himself to fall victim to the wizards’ dispute and would try to keep as many wizards’ hearts whole that he could.

He approached the Arcane Seminary with conviction to his stance against the war that was developing. He searched for his friends as he made his way through the grand corridors. He found Melethis sitting alone in a courtyard. 

“My friend,” Mannus greeted him upon approach.

Melethis stood to give him a hug as he said, “It is good to see you, Mannus.”

They sat as Mannus began, “This wizards’ dispute is one I care little for, for the meaning of its start is settled need be the score. I wish for you to join me in this fight for what’s right, as I negotiate a path to prevent a fall into night.”

“But we are wizards, Mannus, and we uphold the wizards code, to fight by our brethren and reap solace in what’s sewed. We cannot just go against the order.”

“The code that you speak mentions not to fight but defend, and the order is wrong, for this notion they contend. They speak of brotherhood and truth, but seem set to conquer, as they speak of the world as if the world is a monster. But they are the monster, I assure, as the sun rises and falls and the rivers flow pure.”

“You would be the only of the thousand wizards to stand against the order, you know. And, in doing so, you would also become their primary foe.”

“We can stand against them, Melethis!”

“Do you truly deem it wise, my friend?”

“I do, indeed.”

Melethis sat with his thoughts for a moment before saying, “Then, I will be by your side in this fight of divide.”

“Join me will you, for I must find Razul before he’s found by Alvazhar.”

Mannus and Melethis now walked through the corridors of the Arcane Seminary in search of their friend Razul. They finally found him in the library with stacks of books upon the table he sat at. He was pouring through some ancient tomb as they approached him.

“Razul,” Mannus started as they took a seat at the table, “have you spoken with the Sparrow yet?”

“I have not,” Razul said, with his eyes still fixed on the book.

“Well, I ask that you join me in the matters of good and right, as our leader is now pushing for all wizards to fight. He cares little about the code we uphold, to only fight if fought and to keep solace our mold.”

“The Sparrow is the decider for us all. We granted this notion when we answered the call. We joined this guild of our own free will, and we signed on to be there if we are asked of, so chill.”

“This is a serious matter and one of great importance, for Alvazhar means to end this world and he doesn’t do it for us. He does it for power and lust and for greed. He does it because he can and not for any reasons of need. It is wrong and you know it and you’ll see that it is, so come with us and fight against it and find heart in where heart lives.”

“You do make an interesting point, Mannus, but going against them is suicide,” Razul put in.

“It is only that if you believe it be true, for the world will be with us to see this thing through. To the armies of the people, I have already sent word, so we have much on our side as we end the absurd.”

“What makes you think that the world can take on a thousand wizards?”

“The strength of will is much stronger than a thousand wizards that wander.”

“Well, I’ll think about it.”

Mannus and Melethis left Razul to his reading as they went to find the Sparrow, Alvazhar, for they much wanted to convince him against this war. They found him in the Chamber of Spirit writing on a scroll with ink and quill.

“Ah, Mannus,” he paused, “Melethis, so very nice to see you both. Please, come, sit down. The two took their seats across the desk from their leader.

“What brings your attention to me?”

“Well,” Mannus began, but before he could start, he was interrupted as the chair beside him was pulled out and Razul took a seat next to him.

“Please, continue,” Razul said. “Don’t mind me.”

Mannus gave a slight grin before continuing, “I have concerns in the matter of this war you convey, as the night will fall hard if you proceed in this way. The world will be injured if the wizards are lost, and to what end do you find in this fight, and to what cost.”

“Do you really believe that the wizards will lose this battle,” asked the Sparrow.

“I know they will, for ‘The Ancients’ foretell, and the falling of our spirits are what I’m not willing to dispel.”

“Why believe in this prophetic nonsense if you are simply going to go against it?”

“Well, it is also written that true paths are sometimes forged in the fire of challenge, and this challenge I’ve adorned.”

“Little can you do to prevent this, Mannus, for the wheels of war have already begun to turn. So, I say to you now, in the sanctity of this chamber, you are either with us, or you are against us. And if you are against us, well, exiled you will become from the Arcane Seminary, immediately active. Be wise of your decision, Mannus, for there is no going back.”

Mannus stared angrily at his leader for a moment and another short one before answering, “I choose exile.”
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