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Chapter 1:
Finding The Ring  
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Violet was hiking near the mountains, when she saw it.  She had stopped to catch her breath and take in the scenery when something shiny caught her eye. Something was sparkling in the sun like metal, slightly hidden under the brush. Before she could lose sight of it, she decided to investigate.  

Her brown braids flew in the air as she ran to it. It was a ring. It had six large diamonds on it, set in some shiny silver. The ring was polished and not the type of shiny that you see in your daily life. It commanded attention, almost as if it was calling to Violet, and the more she looked at it, the more difficult it got for her to resist the temptation to pick up the object. 

Shrouded in confusion, Violet was not sure if the ring was real. However, she was still drawn to it. She still found it pretty.  

Who would be stupid enough to lose a ring like that on a mountain trail? Or even wear a ring like that on a hike, if it were real. 

After reasoning with herself, Violet gave in and put it on, pushing it out of her mind. She continued with the trek.  

Violet was used to these hikes; her parents would bring her here as a kid and spend their time together. It was all about peace and tranquility that this place brought her – she would enjoy her time here on the trails as it would allow her to clear her mind. Not to forget, she had fallen in love with the scenery. The workout was good too. It let her relax and think. And she liked getting away from the house sometimes to give herself a break from schoolwork and the hassle of everyday chores.  

She came on these hikes whenever possible, but sometimes they just became exhausting. She would venture farther than she knew, entranced with nature, and then realize how far she had come. The same happened this time; she reached the trail's end, broke out of her reverie, and got carried away basking into the nature around her. 

It had been a long time since Violet had the chance to feel the way she wanted. However, her mum would be mad at her for coming home late.  

Violet looked at her watch; it said it was five forty in the evening. It would take her another hour to get back home at least, and the worst of all, the sun was going down, and it was getting dark.  

The silver lining here was that Violet had a headlamp with her, something that her dad had advised her to bring, especially in cases such as this one. 

She found herself regretting her decision to come out and decided to stop for a bit. She was ruing the long trek back. She was concerned about the outcome and how her parents would react, especially her mother, as Violet did not want her mother to be mad at her for being so late. 

"I wish I were at home," she said, and then all of a sudden, there was a darkness that engulfed Violet. It was as if the sun had died all of a sudden. 

Violet opened her eyes to bright light. Raising her hands to shield her eyes from the light, she bent back, thinking it was a UFO or something. Her heart dropped when she realized what it was. Violet did not see a UFO or grey people who were out to kidnap her. No, the light was the flood light her dad had installed outside her house. Violet was home.  

Okay. What? 

Violet was baffled as to what had happened. Thinking she had blacked out or something on the way home, she checked her watch. It was five forty in the evening. Same date. Same time. Not a minute had passed. It took Violet some time to wrap her head around what had happened – you do not get to witness such events every day, and sometimes, not in your entire life. 

"Oh-kay. What?" Violet raised her right hand to her left arm, giving it a pinch. It hurt. "Alright. Guess I'm not dreaming then,” Violet confirmed to herself.  

While lowering her hand, her eyes caught sight of the ring. It was glowing now. After putting it on, she had not even thought about it, and now she found that this beautiful ring was warm and glowing. It was looking real now. Real weird. Violet began to think that the magic trick and the ring were connected.  

At that point, she knew the ring was magic. That made her want to tell her mother. Whom else was she going to tell? However, this posed another question for Violet. How was she going to break it to her mother about what she had just witnessed?  

Violet was under the impression that the ring was magical, but we lived in a world where magic did not occur out of nowhere. For all Violet knew, the ring could have been something malicious, and she could have been in danger.  

Thoughts ran into Violet’s head as she tried to figure out what needed to be done and how to proceed forward with the situation at hand. Was she going to tell her parents? Was she going to keep the ring? What if she decided to get rid of the ring altogether? There were countless possibilities surrounding just the ring and what needed to be done with it. Indeed, it confused Violet. 

After contemplating what needed to be done with the ring, Violet decided to break the news to her parents — hoping they would understand the situation and provide more helpful insight into the case. After all, she was just a 15-year-old girl; in her mind, this was just an adventure. 

Her parents, the adults, knew the world and all that inhabited it much better. They were the only people who would be able to offer not just a sound opinion but would also shield Violet from anything malicious that could be after her. 

After talking to herself, Violet decided what needed to be done and how this situation would be handled. She mustered the courage and decided to walk into her home, confident that whatever happened, her parents would not abandon her or scold her for doing something hastily.
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Chapter 2:
Where Did It Come From?  
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Violet walked into the house and ensured that she was not behaving outlandishly; she wanted to make sure that she was her usual self and that this situation was not getting out of hand. One must be composed in the face of conflict; if this ring had any dispute, Violet and her parents would handle it like adults. 

Later that night, she asked her parents to help determine where it came from. It was a debate for her. However, at that time, Violet did not tell them about this ring's supposed magic. It was still a thing of wonder for her, but at the same time, she wanted to be sure that the ring was safe for her to be around.  

Violet finally gathered the courage to tell her parents about the ring and the magic it had in it. It was not easy; after all, a 15-year-old telling their parents that they had just witnessed magic is not something that happened every day.  

Violet, however, managed to do just that. It was an odd conversation, but her parents took the magic side as a kid's flight of fancy. Violet did not want to correct them. In her mind, finding out where the ring came from would be enough.  

After all, if Violet had just dumped everything onto her parents or tried convincing them otherwise, things could have gotten out of hand, and Violet did not want that, and she was certain that her parents did not want that either. 

"We can put an ad in the paper and see if anyone claims it," her dad proposed.

Violet realized that things were not getting out of hand, and her dad, being a father, was being as sensible as one could be to a startled teenager. To Violet, it seemed like the best idea at the time, and so they decided to do that.  

In the meantime, it was decided that the ring would stay on Violet's finger. Her parents had not considered the consequences of leaving a magic ring in possession of a teenager, but since they had not thought it could be magic, they let it be. It might strike one as weird, but they trusted Violet and knew that all these years of experience would not have allowed things to get out of hand for them or Violet. 

Her parents were helpful by posting an ad in the local papers' lost and found section the next day. They took a picture of Violet's hand with the ring on it so people would recognize it. For them and Violet, this was the best thing one could do since trying to find the owner by going door to door was not something that would have been possible. 

However, Violet’s father knew about the ring. He did not realize it on his account but heard about it from someone else after they called him, enquiring about the ring. 

He just decided not to tell Violet about the story as it
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