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It is late afternoon in the hills of 6th century Briton, and a farmer called Giles toils away under a late afternoon sky. The air is thick with the scent of damp soil and the call of distant crows. And as he is slashing away at a crop of stubborn weeds he hears a noise in a nearby thicket. The rhythmic swish of his scythe falls silent and then he hears it again.

“That sounds like a bairn,” he says.

The cry grows clearer and more insistent, and as Giles battles his way through the foliage, his heart is pounding away with a mix of curiosity and dread.

But his eyes widen in astonishment when he sees a beautiful little infant in a swaddling cloth nestled amongst the twigs. Giles glances around, half-expecting to see a frantic mother, but there’s no one else around. 

"By the gods," he says, his voice barely more than a whisper. "Who would abandon a wee bairn in such a place?"

With an overwhelming desire to safeguard this fragile little life that fate has placed in his path, Giles reaches out with trembling hands and takes it in his arms. 

The scythe and weeds are forgotten as he gazes into its impossibly blue eyes, and as he makes his way back through the paddock, his thoughts are consumed by how to explain this to his wife. His future, once a predictable rhythm of seasons and harvests now holds an air of mystery.

He heads up the hill to a simple cottage made of rocks with a roof of straw, and when he steps inside, his wife Elinor is tending to a pot of stew over the hearth, her hands moving rhythmically as she stirs. The door creaks and she looks up, her expression shifting from concentration to surprise as she sees the bundle in her husband’s arms.

“Giles, what’s this you’ve got there?” she says, as she wipes her hands on her apron and steps closer. Her eyes, soft and kind, widen with astonishment as she peers at the infant cradled in her husband’s arms.

“It’s a bairn, Elinor. I found it in the thicket, abandoned and alone,” Giles says, his voice a mixture of wonder and urgency.

Elinor’s hands fly to her mouth, a gasp escaping her lips. “By the saints, who would leave a wee one like this out there in the cold?” she says, as she reaches out, her fingers trembling as she touches its cheek and gazes into those beautiful blue eyes.

“I don’t know, love,” Giles says, his voice thick with emotion. “But I couldn’t just leave it there.”

Elinor’s eyes mist over as she takes the child and cradles it with the tenderness of a natural born mother. 

“Of course you couldn’t,” she says. “This child was meant to find us, Giles. It was meant to be with us.”

She looks up at him, her gaze filled with a newfound determination. “We’ll care for it as our own. The gods have brought this wee soul to us for a reason.”

Giles nods, the weight of the moment settling over him like a cloak. Together, they stand in the warm embrace of their home, and the future now holds an unexpected, but welcome promise.

As the years pass, the child grows under the loving care of his parents and they call him Alistair, but he is not like any other boy. Even at an early age, he displayed abilities that set him apart from his peers. 

His parents noticed little miracles at first, how the flowers bloomed wherever he walked, and how the hens in the hen house laid more eggs, and how the weather seemed to bend to his will when he thought about sunshine or rain.

As Alistair grows, so do his powers. He can move objects with a simple thought, he can heal minor wounds with a touch, and he can sense the emotions of those around as if they are his own. 

These abilities, while wondrous and helpful, also come with a shadow of fear. Giles and Elinor, though proud and supportive of their boy, worry about what might happen if the villagers find out that he is different. They could turn against him out of misunderstanding or envy.

Despite their concerns, they encourage Alistair to explore and hone his gifts. They teach him to be humble and kind, to use his abilities for good, and to keep his talents hidden from those who might not understand. Alastair learns quickly and absorbs the knowledge and wisdom of his parents.

One evening, as he is helping his father in the field, he hears a voice calling to him from the woods. So, he lays down his hoe and decides to investigate, his feet moving almost of their own accord.

And when he reaches the woods, there in the clearing, he encounters an old woman tending a pot over an open fire. She looks up as Alistair approaches, her eyes are clear but knowing and her face is etched with wisdom and the passage of time.

"Come closer, child," she says with a gentle smile, her voice a melodic whisper that resonates with the very essence of the forest. "I have been waiting for you."

Alistair steps forward, curiosity and apprehension warring within. "Who are you?" he says, his voice steady despite the fluttering in his chest.

"I am Eirwen," she replies, "a keeper of ancient knowledge and a guardian of secrets older than these trees," she says. She motions for him to sit. "You are Alistair, are you not, the boy with the gift."

Alistair nods, his eyes wide. "How do you know my name? And what do you mean by the gift?" he says.

Eirwen chuckles softly, the sound like the rustle of leaves. "I know many things, young one. I know of the power you possess, and of the miracles you perform.”

“You are not an ordinary child, Alistair. You were born with the blood of this ancient Earth running through your veins."

Alastair listens, enraptured, as Eirwen weaves a tale of his lineage, of powerful beings, and of those who can bend the elements to their will. She speaks of a prophecy and of his future, of the ancient power that flows through his veins, and of the destiny that awaits.

"You, Alistair, possess abilities but they are only a fraction of your real potential,” she says, as if she is gazing through the veil of night.

“The path ahead will be one of changes and challenges, and you must face them, for the fate of many rests upon your shoulders."

Alistair feels a surge of emotions, fear, awe, and a strange sense of purpose. "What must I do?" he says, his voice barely a whisper.

Eirwen places a hand on his shoulder, her touch both grounding and invigorating. "You must learn, grow, and embrace your destiny.”

“You will meet a wise old hermit soon, the one who is sometimes known as the ancient of days, he will find you, he will be your mentor, and he will reveal more of your power.”

“You will not be alone on your journey. There are others entrusted with a power such as yours. Trust in yourself, in your abilities, and in the love of those who cherish you."

As the fire crackles and the night deepens, Eirwen continues to share her wisdom, her words a lantern in the darkness guiding Alistair to an uncertain future. 

And when he finally returns home, his heart is full with the weight of revelation but also with a newfound determination. He confides in his parents, who listen with a mix of awe and trepidation. They assure him that no matter his origins, he is their son, and they will stand by him through whatever trials may come.

As he stands at the threshold of his home, gazing out at the stars, Alistair knows that his journey is only beginning. Eirwen told him that the world is full of mysteries and wonders, and even though the path ahead is uncertain, he is ready to embrace his destiny, but the day will come when he will have to say goodbye to the only family he has ever known.
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As he bends over to draw water from the well, Alistair's hands move with a grace that defies the weight of the pail. With an imperceptible flick of his fingers, the liquid arcs through the air and fills the water trough with ease. His parents, accustomed to their son's uncanny abilities, offer him smiles of gratitude, their eyes reflecting pride and occasionally disbelief.

"Thank you, Alistair," his mother says, her tone laced with the warmth of the hearth.

"Of course, Mother," he replies, his eyes a gentle echo of his affection.

As twilight descends upon their modest homestead, Alistair turns his gaze skyward. The stars punctuate the darkening canvas, each a whisper of light from an ancient past. They beckon to him, these celestial bodies, promising secrets and wonders far beyond the rolling hills of his birthplace. He breathes deeply, the cool air filling his lungs with the crisp scent of nightfall.

The constellations spin stories across the firmament, tales of heroes and gods who have long since gone, and to a boy with a boundless imagination they are real enough. Alistair's heart is yearning, not for escape, but for expansion, for a union with the unseen forces that dance at the edge of his perception.

"Boundless are the heavens, and so too is the soul," he whispers to himself, a mantra of boundless curiosity. 

Each star seems to twinkle in acknowledgment of his silent oath, a pact between the boy with the earth-tethered roots and the mysteries that unfurl in the spaces between worlds.

Alistair is all too aware of the life force that pulses through all things, a symphony of energy, and a harmony he longs to wield with the finesse of a maestro.

But for now, even though his every sense is attuned to the voice of the universe, he is a humble farmer’s boy and not a pupil of the cosmos. 

And as night enfolds him in its enigmatic embrace, Alistair Thorne knows that his journey will soon begin, one that will lead him from the familiar cadence of a farmer’s life to the uncharted world of magic and mystery.

On the odd occasion, has to make the long trek to the marketplace in the village, a place where paths cross and lives intertwine. Villagers bustle about, their daily rituals unfolding in a symphony of simplicity. 

A group of young boys gathered around the well see Alastair coming, and one of those, a lad called Tomas, his voice laced with derision sees this as an opportunity to do what he does best. 

"Look at Thorne, he thinks he can charm the wind and woo the stars."

"Perhaps he'll conjure up a spectacle," says another boy, his gaze as sharp as flint.

Alistair feels the sting of their words, but turns away, a smile playing on his lips, untouched by their narrow views. For he knows that fear often dresses itself as mockery, and ignorance masquerades as confidence.

"Maybe, one day you'll see," he says to no one in particular.

The boys continue to scoff, and if they could have heard what he had said, that would only make things worse.

“You can stay in your small world of straw houses,” Alistair says as his gaze rises up to the azure sky above, “but I won’t be staying with you.”

As twilight descends and the square empties, Alistair heads for the sanctuary of the home that protects him from a world of doubt and disbelief. He takes to his bed and dreams about a world of lore and legend and the undiscovered mysteries of the mystical arts.

In his mind, he can see the pages of an ancient spell book filled with intricate symbols and incantations that promise to unlock the doors to realms unseen.

Hours pass and when sleep finally comes, he finds solace in his dreams, and refuge in the company of others, a vast room where an elderly man with a long grey beard reminds him that magic is not just spells and charms, it is the thread that binds the tapestry of existence."

"Boundless are the heavens, and boundless is our will," he often says, a phrase that Alastair never forgets.

That grand and glorious room is not a place of shadows but of enlightenment, and as Alistair dreams, he weaves his destiny, strand by strand, a tapestry of his own design, resplendent with the colours of magic and mystery.

A couple of days later, he wanders through the forest, listening closely as the trees whisper secrets on the wind, and the leaves rustle with hidden knowledge. He finds comfort in the nature, and often ventures deep into the woods beyond the well-trodden paths.

The underbrush is thick with snarling roots and brambles that claw at his boots, yet he persists, his eyes alight with the thrill of discovery. A peculiar hush blankets the woods as if every creature is holding their breath in anticipation. Alistair's heart is racing as well, but it is a mere echo of the silent drumbeat that urges him on.

He ventures down a long forgotten trail, and with every twist and turn, the air grows denser and laden with enchantment, until at last he arrives at a clearing where moonlight pools like liquid silver. 

And there, nestled between two gnarled oaks, and half-swallowed by moss and shadow is a narrow pathway that he has never noticed before. He pauses, his senses tingling. The path is unmarked by footsteps and untouched by time, and with a steady breath, he steps forward to see where it goes.

He doesn’t have to go far before he sees something hidden in a bramble bush. Its form is obscured yet Alistair knows instinctively that he has found something worth keeping. He kneels down to take a closer look, and removes the layers of detritus that have claimed the treasure as their own.

And when he finally sees what it is, the forest, which has been holding its breath as well, exhales. He removes the covering of calf skin and discovers a pendant made of crystal but this is no ordinary pendant, as Alastair can see.

It resonates with power, its heartbeat synchronized with his own, and for a fleeing moment, he feels a surge of energy, like an electric current coursing through his veins.

In this sacred grove, under the watchful gaze of the trees and the sky, he holds in his hands a link to his future, woven from the threads of magic and ancient secrets.

He wraps the pendant up and hides it in the hollow of an old yew tree, and as an afterthought, he surrounds it with a simple enchantment to protect it from thieves and vagabonds.

"And here you shall remain,” he says, “hiding in the shadows and away from coveting eyes."

It’s getting late and on his way home, he takes a shortcut through the village, his steps silent whispers against the cobblestone. Shadows hang from the trees, the moonlight adds an otherworldly feel, and Alastair knows that the eyes of curious cats and nocturnal creatures are watching to see what he will do.

He invokes a simple enchantment and an invisible cloak settles upon his shoulders, rendering his presence an enigma to any prying eyes.

The light has all but gone as he makes his way through the old forest. The pulse of the earth breathes beneath his feet, the trees stand watch, and their leaves whisper secrets, but Alastair has something else on his mind; he cannot stop thinking about the pendant.

"Help me," he says. "Take me where I need to go."

He moves on, guided by an unseen hand, and then, amongst the nocturnal whispers, he sees someone emerging from the shadows, someone shrouded in a cloak of midnight blue, and he halts, his heart beating with anticipation.

"Greetings Alastair Thorne,” says a man with a voice as deep as aged oak. “Merlin Ambrosius sends his regards.” 

“Who is he and what does he want?” Alastair says. 

The man hands over a parchment sealed with wax.

"He is the greatest of all mages, and this is an invitation for you to enroll in an academy called Merlin's School of Magic and Mystery.”

Elation surges through Alistair veins, a tidal wave that crashes against the shores of the ordinary. His eyes are alight with the fire of a thousand suns. He breaks the seal and the script dances before his eyes, words imbued with promise and power. 

He nods, not merely accepting but embracing the summons with every fiber of his being. This is the answer to the silent yearning that has long stirred in his soul.

"Tell Merlin Ambrosius that I am ready," Alistair declares, determination etching his features into resolute lines.

"Then prepare yourself, young adept. Destiny awaits at the dawn," the emissary replies, as he fades into the mist as if he was never even there.

Clutching the parchment, Alistair heads for home, each step
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