

Foreword

This book is inspired by the magic of the Salem witches. The stories surrounding Salem motivated me to write my own work about the descendants of those witches who spread out across the world. They took many different paths and even reached the most remote corners of our planet.

The story centers on Tobi, a boy who grows up in poverty and for whom every day is a struggle for survival. Ancient magic draws him into a new world—a world made entirely of magic. There he must prove himself, keep his powers pure, and resist the temptations of dark forces.

Tobi embarks on an adventure full of trials, puzzles, and unexpected encounters. Join him on his journey and let yourself be transported to a world where there is so much to discover.

Enjoy reading!

Yours, Holger Sahler




Tobi is a skinny, shy twelve-year-old boy who lived in an ancient, creaky house that had long since seen better days. His parents, Gunthar and Isolde, were simple farmers, people who worked from early in the morning until late at night to secure their daily bread. Life in the countryside was harsh and unforgiving—a constant struggle with the earth, the seasons, and the relentless cold that covered the land every night.

While Gunthar and Isolde struggled to keep their family alive, Tobi was often left to his own devices. They didn't have the time or the means to pay much attention to him, so he spent most of his time alone in a small, drafty room on the first floor. From there, he could hear the distant sound of his father's axe or the muffled calls of his mother as she herded the cows back from the pasture. He watched the clouds and the endless green that stretched to the horizon, and often dreamed of another world – one that was bigger and full of secrets.

It was during these quiet hours that Tobi began to dream and felt that something was slumbering within him. A spark, a power that glowed quietly inside him, waiting to be discovered.

One night, as he looked out of his window, he saw something strange sparkling in the forest. Curious and with a strange feeling of attraction, he went outside, even though he was usually too afraid to venture into the forest at night.

The glitter led Tobi to a simple stick lying inconspicuously in the damp leaves at the edge of the forest. Hesitantly, he picked it up. The rough bark felt cool and smooth at the same time – but nothing happened. No spark, no glow. Disappointed, Tobi dropped the stick and turned to leave, when suddenly a faint, silvery shimmer appeared behind him. The stick began to sparkle again, brighter than before, like the gentle twinkling of stars in the night.

Tobi picked it up again, and this time there was something magical in the air. The stick now glowed with a silvery light that slipped delicately through his fingers and emitted a soft hum. He looked more closely at the strange shape of the stick: it was twisted, with lines and indentations that looked like ancient characters, as if someone had carved it long ago. The light grew in intensity, and Tobi could feel a power, an ancient, hidden energy, slowly revealing itself to him.

Suddenly, Tobi heard a deep growl behind him. A small creature emerged from the shadows—no bigger than a child, with a shaggy beard and ragged clothes made of leaves and moss. The creature bared its teeth and said, "Give me back my stick!"

Tobi looked down at the stick in his hand in alarm. "Y-your stick?" he asked hesitantly.

Tobi pulled the stick closer to him, unsure if he could trust it. The creature, who introduced himself as Tillo, took a step closer, his eyes sparkling in the shimmering light of the stick.

"Yes, my stick. But you're right—it's just a stick. Nothing special. Give it to me, and everything will be fine," said Tillo impatiently, holding out his hand as if it were the most natural thing in the world for Tobi to obey him.

But something inside Tobi resisted. He sensed that this stick was more than what Tillo claimed it to be. The light emanating from it felt alive, almost as if it were warning him.

"Then why do you want it back?" Tobi asked cautiously, clutching the stick tighter.

Tillo blinked and his face twisted into a crooked smile. "Well, because... I need it. Without it, let's say... I'm missing something. Give it to me, boy, and we'll forget this encounter."

Tobi hesitated, because deep down he knew that this was a moment that could change everything.

He held the stick even tighter in his hand and eyed Tillo suspiciously. Was this possibly a goblin? His mother had always told him stories about such creatures, small, cunning beings that lived among the trees and bushes. They either annoyed humans by playing pranks on them or helped them with their advice – but Tobi had never believed in them. He always thought they were just fairy tales. But now a creature that looked like a gnome was standing right in front of him, with flashing eyes and an uneasy voice.

Tillo grimaced and muttered quietly, furrowing his bushy brows. "But I'm not asking for fun. Give it back to me, and you'll understand—or maybe you won't. To you, it's just a simple stick, but to me... let's just say it's of special value."

"Of special value?" Tobi repeated the words slowly, examining the stick, which shimmered softly in his hands.

Tillo grinned crookedly, as if considering the question, his eyes seeming to darken for a moment. "I've already said too much," he finally growled, "but I advise you not to keep it. For someone like you, it's a dangerous piece of wood."

Tobi hesitated. The gnome seemed to be avoiding him, as if he had something to hide, and that only made him more curious. Was this "simple stick" perhaps more than it appeared to be?

Instead of listening to Tillo, Tobi grabbed the stick more tightly and ran back to the house as fast as he could. He stormed up the stairs to his room and hastily hid the stick under his bed. His heart was pounding as he wrapped himself in his blanket and tried to calm down. "It's just a stick," he muttered to himself, but deep down he knew that wasn't true.


[image: ]


Tobi lay down in bed and tried to sleep, but his head was full of questions. What was the deal with this stick? And why did little Tillo want it back so badly? Before he could find any answers, exhaustion overcame him and he fell asleep—with the strange glint of the stick in his thoughts.
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CHAPTER 1


The Silly Farmer's Boy

The next morning, Tobi woke up and noticed that the stick was lying on the floor next to him. It looked like an ordinary stick—made of wood, rough and unremarkable. With a tired sigh, Tobi picked it up and put it in his backpack. "Just a stick," he muttered before getting dressed and going downstairs, where his mother was already waiting for him with breakfast.

"The doctor is coming to school today," she reminded him, stroking his shoulder. "This is the only nice shirt I have left for you, Tobi. Take good care of it. And these are your last pants without holes, so please be careful."

Tobi nodded and hastily took a few bites of his bread. He felt uncomfortable in his "nice" clothes, which still looked modest compared to what the other children were wearing. He stuffed his school things into his backpack and set off for school.

Tobi felt his heart beat faster when he saw three boys coming toward him. They were wearing clothes that were much finer and newer than his own wornout clothes. Their eyes sparkled with the kind of malice that Tobi knew all too well. They were older and stronger, and Tobi knew that they didn't need a reason to make his life difficult.

He tried to discreetly avert his gaze and walk faster, but he knew that it usually didn't help much. Even today, he would hardly be able to escape them. "Hey, Tobi," one of the boys called out with a broad grin. "On your way to school again? You think that makes you smarter?"

"Or richer?" added another with a contemptuous laugh as they approached and surrounded him. Tobi clenched his fists in his jacket pockets and tried to stay calm. It was never a good idea to show them that they were getting to him. "I... I just want to go to school," he muttered, keeping his head down.

But the leader, the biggest of them, stepped closer and glared at him. "To school, huh? You think we care?" He pushed Tobi lightly, and Tobi staggered a little but tried not to fall.

"Well, look at you," said the biggest of the boys with a condescending laugh. "You're wearing nice clothes today, Tobi."

"What do you want with such fancy clothes?" shouted another, pushing him roughly on the shoulder.

Before Tobi could say anything, they started pushing him back and forth. They laughed at him as he tried to keep his balance. Finally, he stumbled backwards and fell into a small hole at the side of the path that was full of mud. The wet, cold dirt covered his clothes and his face.

His new clothes were ruined.

Anger rose in Tobi as he looked down at his torn, dirty clothes—the new clothes his mother had worked so hard to get for him. Why did this have to happen to him? What had he ever done to them? Tobi's forehead creased into deep, angry wrinkles, he clenched his fists and felt a heated determination rise within him. But at the same moment, he realized the bitter truth: he didn't stand a chance against those three boys.

After a few minutes, as Tobi sat there ashamed in the dirt, he heard footsteps on the path. A girl came down the street, and when she saw him, she stopped and looked at him with pity.

"What happened?" she asked worriedly as she approached. "You're all dirty!"

Tobi looked up and recognized the girl: Sophia, a girl from his class whose parents owned the large inn in the village. She was wearing a beautiful dress that fluttered lightly in the wind, making her look even more graceful. Apparently, she also had to go to the doctor today, because she was wearing particularly fine clothes—but that was not unusual for her. Sophia often wore beautiful dresses that were hardly comparable to the simple clothes Tobi owned. Her parents had significantly more money, and this was also evident in her radiant, carefree smile. He lowered his gaze and hesitantly told her what the three boys had done to him.

"That's so mean," Sophia said sympathetically. "Come on, let's clean you up."

She helped him to his feet and began to wipe the worst of the dirt off his clothes. After a few minutes, Tobi still looked dirty, but not nearly as bad as before.

"Thanks," Tobi murmured.

"No problem," smiled Sophia, leaning gently toward him. "Come on, let's go to school together. And after school, you can come to our inn. We can clean your clothes properly before you go home."

Tobi looked at her in amazement. She had reddish hair that shimmered gently in the light and a hair clip that held back her strands and showed off her face. Sophia was really pretty—and not only that, she was friendly and helpful. He wasn't used to anyone at school being so nice to him. For a moment, he felt a small spark of warmth spread inside him, easing his anger toward the other boys a little.

Tobi nodded gratefully, and together they made their way to school. When they got there, the other children laughed at him because he was still covered in dirt. Even the teacher shook his head, and when the doctor examined Tobi, he frowned.

The teacher quickly approached, his eyebrows drawn together sternly, and said with his usual authority, "Next time, put on clean clothes when you know the doctor is coming."

Tobi nodded shamefacedly and lowered his gaze, feeling as if he could sink into the ground. The teacher, Mr. Gruber, was known for his strictness, especially when it came to cleanliness and order. On " " days, when the doctor came to the village, Mr. Gruber was even more unyielding than usual.

Out of the corner of his eye, Tobi saw Sophia give him an encouraging look, her gentle smile easing his shame a little.

After class, Tobi ran to the inn with Sophia. There, she kept her promise and helped him wash his clothes. Tobi waited patiently while his clothes were washed and dried. While they waited, they chatted a little, and for the first time in a long time, Tobi didn't feel quite so alone.

When his clothes were finally clean and dry, he thanked Sophia. They walked together for a while before finally saying goodbye.

"Now you have to go on alone," said Sophia. "I still have to go to my grandmother's."

Tobi nodded and smiled shyly. "Thanks, Sophia."

"No problem. Take care, okay?" With that, she waved to him and walked off in the opposite direction. Tobi ran the rest of the way home, thinking about everything that had happened that day. Despite everything, he felt a little better—perhaps because he had made a friend for the first time.

Before Tobi even reached his home, the three boys reappeared. They laughed loudly when they saw him. "Well, where's your girlfriend now?" one of them called mockingly. "Did she leave you alone too?"

The boys came closer, and before Tobi could react, they pushed him roughly. He stumbled and fell to the ground again, this time tearing his shirt. Tobi felt tears welling up in his eyes. He felt humiliated, small, and powerless. Without paying any further attention to the boys, he got up and ran home as fast as he could.

Instead of going into the house, he hid in the barn. He was so ashamed— the last shirt his mother had given him was now torn. How was he going to explain this to her? After a few minutes, he peeked out of his hiding place and saw his mother coming out of the house and going into the garden to get some lettuce. This was his chance. Tobi quietly crept into the house, ran to his room, and closed the door behind him.

He quickly changed his clothes, stuffed the torn shirt under the bed, and thought desperately. "I have to try to repair the shirt," he muttered to himself. But before he could think about how to do it, he suddenly heard a deep growl, followed by a scratching sound.

Frightened, Tobi crawled under his blanket and peeked out cautiously. There, under the bed, he spotted Tillo, the little elf, staring at him with a sinister look. A trace of anger flickered in Tillo's eyes, and his voice sounded irritated when he spoke: "I found you. Yesterday you ran away so fast with my stick! Where is it now?"

Tobi swallowed nervously and pointed to his backpack. "It... it's in my backpack," he stammered.

Without hesitation, Tillo ran to the backpack and reached out to grab the stick. But to his surprise, his hand simply slipped through the stick as if it refused to let him touch it. Tillo's expression darkened, and a soft, frustrated growl escaped him.

"Why won't it work...?" he muttered angrily. "What's wrong with this stupid stick? Why won't it let me grab it?"

Tobi couldn't help but ask, "Why do you want that stick so badly? It's just a stick..."

Tillo, the little elf, crossed his arms in front of his chest and his expression darkened. "You don't understand, Tobi," he said with a mixture of anger and impatience. "It's not an ordinary stick. To you, it may look like a worthless piece of wood, but to me... to me, it's a key."

"A key?" Tobi frowned. "A key to what?"

Tillo stepped closer to him and whispered softly, almost conspiratorially. "A key to a world you can't even imagine. A world full of magic, full of possibilities... and full of dangers. But you, little magician, you don't understand. You only see what's in front of your eyes. And you've enchanted it so that I can't touch it anymore. Undo it!"

Tobi stared at Tillo with wide eyes. "I don't know what you mean," he said innocently. "I didn't enchant anything." A slight tremor crept into his voice. "I can't even do magic. Why would you think that?"

Tillo crossed his arms and gave Tobi a searching look. "You must have a gift. Only someone with a gift can see me—ordinary people wouldn't even notice me. And now that you have this stick, there's no doubt about it: you're a magician."

Tobi shook his head in disbelief. A magician? Him? It sounded like a dream, a story. But Tillo didn't give him time to think and glared at him angrily.

"But I don't care," the elf continued, his voice becoming more urgent. "I just want my stick. I was promised something when I came here. I was supposed to get something, and this stick... it's the key to it. I'm sure of it."

Tobi felt a mixture of fascination and fear. What was this elf up to? And what was the stick for? But he couldn't shake the feeling that he hadn't come across the stick by chance.

Tillo glared at him. "Don't lie to me, boy! You did something when you held the stick. Now I can't touch it anymore!"

Tobi swallowed nervously. He had no idea how he could have enchanted the stick. But deep down, he felt that this stick was indeed something special— something he didn't yet understand. And Tillo clearly knew more about it than he was willing to tell him.

"Maybe... maybe I could help you," Tobi began cautiously, "if you explain to me what this stick really is."

Tobi looked intently at the little gnome. "You said yourself that I have a gift. So maybe I'll need this stick. Why should I just give it to you?"

Tillo snorted and crossed his arms. "All right, wizard boy, if you're so curious, then listen up. This stick is no ordinary piece of wood. It's a tool that can give you powers—but only if you know how to use it. For someone like you... it would be dangerous."

Tobi was not impressed. "Then explain to me how to use it. If it's really that powerful, I at least want to know what I'm getting myself into."

Tillo eyed him suspiciously, but the hint of respect was unmistakable. "All right," he growled finally. "But be warned: knowledge is harder to bear than you might think."

Tobi thought for a moment, then nodded. "Okay..." he said hesitantly, even though he had no idea how to go about it. But maybe this was an opportunity to find out more about the stick. "Where are you from, and why do you need this stick?" he asked.

Tobi looked at Tillo skeptically and asked hesitantly but determinedly, "How are you going to help me? What can you do to show me how the stick works? And how am I supposed to help you? What could I possibly do for you? I'm not even sure I really understand what's going on here."

Tillo let out an annoyed growl and crossed his arms in front of his small chest. "You ask too many questions, kid," he said grimly. "But fine, I'll explain it to you, as much as you need to know." He pointed to the stick still lying on the table, its crooked shape and faint silvery glow captivating Tobi's gaze.

"This stick is no ordinary stick," Tillo said, a little calmer but still tense. "It comes from a time and place that even I can hardly comprehend. It was created by something older than your little village, older than your stories and legends. For me, it is a tool—a bridge to something that was promised to me."

Tobi furrowed his brow. "A tool? A bridge? That sounds... like a riddle. Why do you need it so badly?"

Tillo looked at him with sparkling eyes. "Because it opens the way to what is rightfully mine! It is the key to a power I have been searching for for years. But..." He paused and grew quiet, almost wistful. "It doesn't obey me. Something has changed. And now, boy, you're the one who has it. You can touch it. You can use it. I can't."

"But why me?" asked Tobi, his uncertainty growing. "I'm not a magician. I'm just a farm boy who happened to find this stick. Why should it obey me and not you?"

Tillo grimaced as if he were struggling internally. "I don't know!" he finally exclaimed, with a hint of desperation in his voice. "Maybe it's because you're... different. Maybe this stick chose you. Maybe you really are a wizard, whether you like it or not."

Tobi looked at Tillo silently. The weight of his words weighed heavily on him. "So, if I'm supposed to help you," he said slowly, "what exactly do you want from me? What do I have to do?"

Tillo looked at him for a long time, his small eyes seeming to sparkle as if he had finally made a decision. "I need you to use the stick for me. It obeys you, not me. But if you use it where I tell you, I can help you understand its secrets—and maybe, boy, maybe even your own."

Tobi thought about it for a moment. He had nothing to lose, and the prospect of learning something magical fascinated him.

He picked up the stick and looked at Tillo. "Now what? What am I supposed to do with it?"

Tillo grinned mischievously, his small eyes sparkling mysteriously. "Hold it tight and say what you want. A meal, a new bed... or, looking at you, maybe some new clothes. Or both!" He chuckled softly, as if playing a game whose rules only he knew. "That's all I can tell you. You have to find out for yourself what you can do with the stick. But be careful—don't overdo it. If you use it too often or become too greedy, the stick will lose its power. And then, my friend, it will take a very long time before it works again."

Tillo suddenly became serious, his voice taking on a warning tone. "But the most important thing, Tobi, you must never forget: you can only wish for things that don't give you any personal advantage—no power, no money... and no luck either. Do you understand? If you wish for something that changes your life in a way that touches your innermost being, the power of the stick will disappear. Or worse... it will become a dark power, a black power that brings only suffering. And believe me, you wouldn't wish that on anyone."

He placed a small, gnarled hand on Tobi's shoulder and whispered almost conspiratorially: "Always keep your heart pure, Tobi. Only wish for things that are good for everyone. Then the stick will be your faithful companion. A pure heart is the key."

Tobi looked at the stick in his hand and sighed. "Just hold it and say what I want..." he murmured quietly. It sounded so simple, and yet nothing happened. He concentrated again, closed his eyes, and encouraged himself in his mind: "Maybe it's a spell that only activates when you understand it correctly."

But even after the third, fourth, and fifth attempts, nothing changed. The stick remained silent, inconspicuous, and motionless. Disappointed, Tobi looked at Tillo, who gave him an annoyed look. "Nothing is happening!" Tobi complained to . "Have you been hiding something from me, or is this really just an ordinary stick I'm talking to?"

Tillo crossed his arms and rolled his eyes. "Maybe you just don't have it in you," he muttered, but then he seemed to become more thoughtful. "Or... maybe you're missing something deeper. A real desire, a strong intention." He narrowed his eyes and glared at Tobi. "Don't you understand? This isn't child's play. Magic requires more than just words. It's about what you really want and believe."

Tobi stared at Tillo in confusion as the elf continued impatiently. "What have you got to lose? You want to know if you're really a magician or just a farm boy with a stick in your hand, don't you?"

Tobi bit his lip. Despite Tillo's harsh words, he sensed that there was more to it – a hunch that this stick actually held something significant.

Suddenly, Tobi heard his mother calling, "Tobi, are you there?" Startled, he swallowed and replied in a trembling voice, "Yes, Mom."

Shortly afterwards, he heard his mother's footsteps coming up the stairs and finally entering his room. She looked at him questioningly. "Where are your clothes?"

Tobi bent down and pulled the torn shirt and dirty pants out from under the bed. His mother took the clothes in her hands and looked at them sadly. "What happened, Tobi? Oh no, the shirt is ruined..." she said.

Tobi told her about the boys and what they had done to him. She sighed deeply and slowly shook her head. "That's a shame, Tobi," she said quietly. "Now we don't have any nice clothes for Sunday mass. I asked you so nicely to take care of it." Tobi saw how disappointed and sad she was as she went down the stairs with the clothes.

Anger rose within him. Anger at the boys who had done this to him, and anger at himself for not being able to fulfill his mother's request. He grabbed the stick and held it tightly in his hand. "I want a new shirt and new pants... and shoes to go with them. Do it now!" he shouted with all his might.
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