

[image: cover]




[image: images]




A tribute to those below


and to those above,


in their daily struggle.
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The Circlet is dedicated to my wife, Frances Ellen, and to our two little miniature Schnauzers called Heidi and Cloey, who are always a part of us and always will be.


Nothing is intended or in any shape or form to be interpreted as harmful, malicious, slanderous or a slur on any persons. The story is fictitious and is intended to be read purely for enjoyment, learning and a good read.





Kevin J. Perkins




Conclusion


A quote, “In any shape or form,


crime does not pay.”


The sequel book is called ‘The Tuxador’, to be followed by ‘The Little Gnome’, making a trilogy, ending with the last chapter called ‘The Office’, to be written by Kevin J. Perkins.
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The meeting


Bleu Chanomulus was a young man still in his early twenties. Good-looking, self critical, hard-working, with integrity and intelligence, he had a sense of humour and a good, light, athletic build. He had black hair, blue eyes and stood nearly two metres high. In a word, he stood for fun.


He found himself in a wood of large oak trees, with the sun high above, lying on a bed of autumnal leaves and he could hear a maiden’s voice which sounded amusing and teasing. She was laughing. He also heard other voices and assumed these to be her companions; males by the sounds of the deeper voices.


He listened and grinned as he could hear one of the males giving her a penny lecture on the morals of bathing in water in full view of any passing male or stranger who might assume otherwise, however innocent her intentions.


He heard her innocent retort ending with the sounds of the maiden throwing water at the two males who, from the sounds of indignant screams, did not like this at all. Probably not, thought Bleu Chanomulus, as it was autumn not summer and it was a cold afternoon even though mild for autumn. He mused awhile and looked up at the bronzes, oranges, browns, yellows and reddish hues of the leaves glinting in the warm rays of the sun. He said out loud, “Bloody marvellous!” Then he listened and he pondered.


The breeze blowing was a cold one. Bleu wondered how she could have a dip on such a cold day. Must be used to it, he thought. His thoughts turned to other matters and he suddenly realised that this should not be happening to him. He pinched himself. No, he was not dreaming. He was awake, alive and could see the wood around him and feel the leaves crackling underneath him as he moved, or so it seemed? He wondered what that’s happened? He sat up and thought where had he been last? Bleu felt an extraordinary pain over his right temple.


He put his hand to his head, then brought his hand down and looked. His hand was covered in blood. Bleu realized that he had a nasty gash to his forehead. It was bleeding profusely. He realised too that his mental state had become not quite right.


It was as if when he thought about things his memory remembered but the finer details were blurred at the edges. He put his hand to his forehead against the wound; it seemed deep and was still bleeding. He struggled not to panic and tried to remember what had happened?


He was sure he had been at home in a small, two bedroomed house, with a conservatory, kitchen, bathroom, lounge, hallway, front and back garden overlooking a spinal road.


That was a sacred place, which also had some residential houses on the opposite side and at the front of his home. It overlooked a cul-de-sac, with neighbours’ houses on either side and in front of his garden. A grand, peaceful view of ancient, gnarled, common oaks stretching as far as the eye could see, reflecting life through the four seasons all around him. What else did you need? He had felt so at peace and very content, but now?


What was going on? He had just finished work, driven home, washed his tea flask and knapsack and put the kettle on for a cup of tea. After a hard day at the office he had then telephoned his mother and his second father for a friendly chat.


He had then sipped his cup of tea and turned on some light music. The last thing he remembered had been curling up in his large armchair and drifting off to sleep, waiting for his two beloveds to ring to be picked up to come home. Bleu scratched his head trying to wrestle with the mystery of the situation.


His own father had died of a heart attack because he had worked far too hard. Although warned to take it easy by the medical profession, he had felt there was no alternative but to continue working in his stressful job in the city. It took him overseas and involved endless commuting by train, but he had a mortgage to pay and an immediate family to look after.


As a result, he had suffered a heart attack and died in the hospital nearby. Death was caused by a cardiac arrest, leaving a bewildered wife, daughter, son and family dog to cope as best they could. Obviously they were devastated by the loss of such a close member of their family.


Bleu Chanomulus pondered and struggled to remember. He thought a little longer, now feeling dejected. He shook his head and blood dripped down, but he ignored his wound for the moment.


Bleu still could not figure out any logical solution as to how he found himself in such a strange wood? He said out loud, “This is absurd. I am now so tall and so strong. I have a wound to my head which needs drastic attention soon if I am to live. I feel confused and dazed too. What is going on?


“The place I am in is so vast and the woods are gigantic but just everything I see is so big. I have grown in strength and stature but I am still so small in comparison to what I see around me. What has happened to me?”


He thought he might have been abducted, sleep-walked been kidnapped. All this crossed his mind. Perhaps he had been abducted by beings from another planet. Anything was possible and he started to feel bewildered and definitely panicky. He told himself to count to ten, then he relaxed and stood up. He decided that he needed some answers, no, he was not dreaming.


The logical solution was to go and seek out those nearby that ‘are the maiden and her two companions he had heard laughing. But caution was needed. He did not know what he was doing in a wood or where he was, but could it be that the three companions in the distance were something to do with him being here? He stood up quietly, struggling not to reel over. He breathed in and out, assessed then took a deep breath.


He was annoyed by the situation but was still cautious and did not want any more surprises. So he decided to act with care and stealth, and to carefully seek out the three people, who had suddenly through no fault of his own, come into his life. He carefully stood up.


Answers were definitely needed and on this note he decided to accost the three strangers politely but firmly. He said out loud to no one in particular, “What’s there to lose? Bleu, get a grip!” With that resolve he set off, realising those things might never be quite the same as they seemed at this moment in time.


With only fortitude, a smile and his wits at present to use, Bleu Chanomulus silently struggled not to faint due to his wound. He set off in the direction of the young maiden bathing in the still waters nearby. He approached nervously, feeling nauseous but not wanting to give his presence away. He came across a life form called a centaur - half horse- half man. They both saw each other at the same time but it was Bleu Chanomulus who spoke first.


He asked, “Who are you? Where do you come from? What is your business and how do I find myself talking to a half-human in a strange neck of the wood? The last thing I remember was making a cup of tea at home when I had only just come in from work. I want some answers now!”


The centaur smiled disarmingly and spoke quietly and clearly, explaining he was the protector and companion of the unicorn and the Lady of the Wood called Lady Athenian, first daughter of the Royal King of the realm of Nixador, who lives in the elfin lands, realm and territories of the country of Nixadene. “That is where you find yourself, man.”


He went on to say that as her protector he was prepared to lay down his own life to ensure she was in no way harmed. His Princess was deeply loved by the people of the country. “But,” he went on, “Our country at present is under threat by bad forces, as you will soon learn, Bleu.”


Bleu smiled at the centaur, thinking he came across with clarity, a wise humour and a strong strength of purpose but could not be quite the ticket. He replied, “Well, you’d better take me to these two characters and perhaps we can all find out what I am doing here, centaur?


“The other point is how do you speak such good English? No accent? Your command of the English language is almost impeccable. How do you do this? Oh, Centaur! You are after all not from Earth, and again where am I, sir? I think I am going slightly mad!”


The Centaur smiled and modestly, without any deep thought, said, “Suffice to say, Bleu Chanomulus, we are the Ancients. We have been around and have always been here. If I say this or that, you will ask another question and will still be none the wiser. Suffice to say, some things are an enigma as you learn this and you sometimes forget another fact and so on.


“All that is necessary to say here is that there are Guardians over all, residing here to protect and to guide and to show us the way. In other words some things are always an enigma and will always be enshrouded in mystery, Bleu. Sorry to repeat myself, erg, you would go mad if you knew too much as some have sadly.”


The Centaur paused, noticing Bleu’s wound, then said. “That is a nasty, deep cut to your head. It needs attention. You must feel a little under the weather at the very least. Now I can see that you are unsteady on your feet and that you are bleeding profusely. Forgive me, for some reason I did not notice the deep gash to your temple.


“We need to get you to Our Lady of the Wood. Our Elfin Princess, she has good healing powers, she will heal you and also your questions will be answered. Trust me, Bleu. Come, we go now. My companions are not far from here.”


Bleu struggled, still feeling the nasty effect of the wound to his head, then smiled, understanding dawning and said, “It scares me. You even know my name, but I do think that I do not quite understand yet what you have tried to convey to me, but thank you, sir! Give me time please, I am learning.”


They smiled graciously, liking each other, and then they set off to see the Lady of the Wood. Bleu followed the centaur, still not fully understanding what had happened to him. Suddenly they were joined by the unicorn.


He was a beautiful life form, pure white, with a horn protruding out of his forehead. He was the shape and size of a zebra and had deep blue, gentle eyes. Bleu instinctively felt he could trust the creature and felt a deep calm come over him as he put out his hand, palm upwards and outstretched, trusting, and spoke to the life form.


Bleu said, struggling to remember, “I come from a part of the universe called Earth and live in a place called Surrey in the south east of England. This is an island that is part of the United Kingdom. That is in turn made up of Scotland, Wales, England and Northern Ireland. The latter is part of a country that had been unfortunately split apart due to an invasion once led by the King of England in times gone by, in order to achieve power for his own financial gain.


“At the time this man was called William III, Prince of Orange and he inherited his kingdom through ties with William 1, who was also called William the Conqueror. William III had defeated the Irish armies and dominated the people of the lands of Northern Ireland.


“William introduced Norman culture into the English communities who came to settle and brought prosperity, trade and the Norman, Anglo-Saxon judicial law to parts of Ireland, which became accepted under the rule of King William 1V. He was the first King of the four nations of Great Britain that is now referred to as the United Kingdom or the British Isles.


“A later king brought a new approach to religion and this led to a violent squabble about how to worship the Almighty (our God). This made changes to men and women’s beliefs, making something private a public matter. Over the centuries problems arose between papist and protestant that still have never been satisfactorily settled, although people now back on Earth are beginning to accept different ways of worship.


“Now I find myself in the company of two life forms, different to my own species but also it seems having the same way of thought. Perhaps overall we are all mammals from the same well of life. I like to believe this and it might even be true.


“I think that your species do understand and communicate, are amusing, intelligent, and not all are predators. But I sense in some way that you are also the protectors of us humans as well as all life back on and down on Mother Earth, I think. Forgive me; I don’t feel so good, sirs.” And he touched his temple which was bleeding still profusely.


Bleu wiped his eyes which were now also covered in blood. He felt dreadful and was beginning to feel nausea creep in. He knew that if he was not attended to soon, he would quite literally collapse.


He stopped, shrugged, and then he said to the unicorn, “Now what is the purpose of me, Bleu Chanomulus, being here, please? If you need my help, please tell me. You cannot just transport people or things.”


But then things were not always as they seemed, he thought. Bleu found himself getting angry, but he took a deep breath, relaxed and took in the panoramic view of this world that he found himself in.


He continued to concentrate his thoughts on Athenian thinking that the womanly sounds coming from upstream were very merry and she sounded happy. Like she had a very strong, infectious personality and seemed nice too. He wondered if she was all the things he hoped and said to himself, “You never know, Bleu. This could be the lady you have been looking for all your life… this far, anyway.”


The centaur turned to Bleu and said, “We are approaching our Lady. Do not alarm her and all will be fine. My Lady will also attend to that deep gash. All will be okay, Bleu,” and he gave Bleu a friendly pat.


The three life forms stepped out onto a riverbank where Bleu Chanomulus saw a young woman, or so he thought? She was about thirty years old, and had a good body, looked intelligent, with delightful features and beautiful, deep blue eyes that danced and smouldered with magic and the zest for living. Blonde haired, she stood about one and three-quarter metres high with strange ears, he thought, but her aura was pure. He noticed she was very light on her feet. A very nice, lively lady, he thought.


Bleu could see that her aura was a bluey-white, a very strong aura, a good woman. Then it dawned on him the maiden was an elf as he could see her pointed ears and the strange magic she gave off, but everything about her was or seemed to be good. His gut instinct told him this and told him this was a female you wanted to be with, to love and know and embrace.


It suddenly dawned on him that this woman was a Royal, Elfin Maiden too. He stepped out and introduced himself. Putting out his hand, which the young lady took, he said. “My name is Bleu Chanomulus from sunny England, pleased to meet you, Ma’am,” and smiled warmly even though he felt decidedly dizzy.


“I am a forester and I hear from these two that you are Athenian. The Royal Daughter of the King and you are also the Lady of this province I am led to believe. Am I correct, Ma’am?” Bleu hesitated.


The young maiden assessed him. Having first modestly covered her maidenly figure, she stepped out onto the banks of the river, and took his hand coolly. “You are correct,” she said.


“We need to attend to that cut and let you know what is going on. You must feel frightened, angry and confused, but we will sort it all out for the good, sir.”


The elfin maiden smiled demurely then, turning to her two companions, she instructed them. “Help him lie down on the ground.”


At that Bleu swooned and lay stretched out on the ground. The Royal Elfin Princess tore a strip of cloth off her clothing, brought some foul smelling ointment from the deep pockets of her raiment’s and cleaned Bleu’s wound. Then she smeared the ointment on Bleu’s temple, muttered some strange incantation and the wound miraculously healed up, leaving a white livid scar just above his right eye. The scar glowed white which made Bleu look a little uncanny, although the elfin maiden observed he was still good looking, as she admired her healing, handy work.


Athenian smiled and brought Bleu round again. She checked him over and said. “You will now be okay. You will obviously have a headache but you are healed from the wound and there will always now be above your right eye a glowing white scar, which will look a little uncanny. I am sorry about that but there is nothing at present that can be done about it.


“You will also have problems for a couple of years remembering precise details, so when recounting a tale or event it will sound a little vague but trust me. In time your memory recall will become good again and will be even better. You are not bad-looking.” She smiled warmly, laughed shyly and gently squeezed Bleu’s hand.


Athenian then said, “We will join hands with Bleu Chanomulus from Great Britain - concentrate and communicate. This will be done through the power of telepathy. Bleu, I know all about you, through the oracle. I have the power of second sight, sir. I have the gift. I hope I do not sound like a braggart and please do not be afraid. Have faith.”


Gazing into Chanomulus’ eyes, she went on. “All will be revealed to all present and we will then see if Bleu accepts our boon. Or he is returned to the age and the time of the land he calls the United Kingdom. Please trust me, Bleu. This is important.” Athenian smiled reassuringly at Bleu’s momentary uncertainty and squeezed his hand.


The three forms came together. Bleu slowly felt himself drifting into a state of semi-sleep, a feeling of full awareness but almost trance-like. Then an experience began for him. Almost like a movie, the story of the realm of Nixador, land of Nixadene slowly unfolded.


He saw through imagery the history of Roland, the champion bearer of the King called Charlemagne, his life of service fighting for his country and how the two men came to live in elfin country.


He saw the beginning of the building up of the elfin nations through the elves and the dwarfs - stout, little warriors and miners, and also the gnomes renowned for their medical practice, psychiatric and physical skills. Bleu then saw the sprite folk who had offered their architectural and fortification skills. The use of their military and practical practices and academic skills had helped their elfin nation. He saw the mysterious, magical, musical little people of the woods and Bleu was truly amazed.


He saw the womanhood of Nixadene who were still to this day dealing with teaching and domestic skills, communicating between the men, children and other elfin women. Councils made up of ordinary elf folk dealing with law; civil as well as criminal wrongs.


The elders of the religious sectors of learning, who have the ancient, magical wisdom at their bestowal, have come together to consider morals, to discuss and decide the purpose in life now and after death.


Bleu seemed to soar high above the clouds in the sky and felt he was just a tiny little spot at the same moment in time and he continued to see. He felt as if he was in a vice; powerless and completely transfixed to the spot. He then felt great trust and faith and Bleu did not struggle.


He now saw some Divine Being that he sensed in and around him and in all things, and he was asked to consider questions and thoughts of the Almighty, or by whatever name you may call him.


Is this the Creator, the maker of elves also made in his image; the first of all to be here a long time ago or a figment of his imagination? Humans, animals too, Bleu saw before, now and into the future. He felt so humble and small. He felt awed, frightened and very much alive. Bleu continued to soar high. The only grip of the world he was clinging onto was his hand on the Lady Athenian and the two other elfin creatures.


He saw Nixador and pictures of Lady Athenian with, presumably, her father and mother. It was very real. As the history lesson came up to date he saw what looked like a Circlet. Bleu guessed and knew that this was his purpose here. He was to help return the Circlet to the elfin people,- this was the gift to the elfin nation of Nixadene.


The three released him and Athenian said, “This is your destiny that is if you choose to help us. You have quite rightly guessed to return the Circlet to the nation. This is a symbol of good against evil and has been stolen by the Sorcerer. It also has a lot of magical powers and in the wrong hands would do a lot of wilful damage to the Universe and beyond.


“At present, the Sorcerer is recruiting goblins, wraiths and tortured souls to his service. His armies are mustering on the borders to overthrow the King in order to vanquish the elves and folk of this good land and to subjugate us all to slavery, darkness and eternal abomination. This evil has already begun to pervade our land. We haven’t got a lot of time left, brother Bleu.”


Pausing, she looked at him and continued, “I know it is at short notice, but we are desperate for your help. What is your decision, if it is in your power to make a decision that will be good for us all? It really is completely up to you. We will not have any ill feeling for you whichever way you swing and what you decide to do, Bleu.


“It is our desperate desire that someone with your powers can come to our aid - and time is short! There are not a lot of you now left out there!”


All their eyes were on him. Bleu paused to reflect and remembered that his own code of practice was to always help, guide, lead and work in the small or larger team of whatever community he was serving and, above all, always to do so with honour and chivalry.


Bleu looked first at the unicorn, then the centaur and studied their expressions. Lastly he noted the charms of the slender maiden, knowing that danger awaited all three and others that they would probably meet on this quest.


He also felt something else too near him and not so nice for a moment. The hairs on the nape of his neck stood up. Bleu shivered as if someone had just walked over his grave. He smiled to himself; maybe this was the After-Life, after all.


Maybe he was already dead, but then he pinched himself. He felt the sharp pain of the pinch and he smiled. He was very much alive. He said out loud, “Get a grip, man!”


They would all be sorely tested and have to deal with fear and evil and the like. He looked at her and he saw in her much that he admired, including her strength of character. She was a good woman with a neat, athletic build even though an elfin. She was so damned attractive and intelligent too.


He took in the other life forms and replied. “I accept the challenge, the company and your overall decision to serve your home-land and this elfin nation.”


Lady Athenian breathed a sigh of relief and said, “Kneel in front of me to swear the Knight Oath and to take up the vow of chivalry in this land and realm of our King of Nixador.”


She reached behind and released a large sword from its scabbard then, lightly touching both his shoulders, said to the man, “In the name of the King of Nixadene, I, Lady Athenian, the Lady of the Wood, Royal Daughter of the King, I do knight and I command you, Bleu: To lead, to look after, to protect those weaker than your self and to maintain the flower-hood of chivalry at all times. To always uphold the order and the whole of the good of the land. Long live the King!”


“Thanks be to He,” said the four companions. They all relaxed, smiled and accepted Bleu Chanomulus into their midst, clapping him roughly on the back and saying, “Well done, good fellow!”


Athenian turned to them all and once again she spoke. “We will go to my home in the Everglades of these woods, shared by my mother. She is a tough old bird, though very kind, and we will stay there the night. In the morning we will start our journey, if we are allowed. I sense the Dark Ones. It is time to move!


“Packed with light provisions, plus fresh clothes and well slept, the centaur and the unicorn will accompany us to the borders of the Lady’s woods. Further they cannot go and will return to the neck of the woods to oversee and to protect my mother and the creatures and life forms that repose here. This they will do with their very life, if need be. What more can be asked of one?”


Taking the man’s hand, she went on. “Come, let’s go! It’s already late afternoon and it is now dangerous in these parts to be out after dark.”


Bleu Chanomulus saw many strange occurrences and flora and fauna on the way to their destination. He found that he understood what the creatures around him were talking about. He thought at times he was going mad but trust kept him sane. He saw the red, elfin deer, squirrels, birds of prey, and by stopping and actually listening, he could converse with the wildlife. He felt so small.


He was again awed and pinched himself to see if he was dreaming. It hurt and he knew he was as alive as any other person present here, what ever alive meant. Bleu felt eyes on him and looked up and caught the maiden looking at him in a way that showed great interest. He felt warmed by this and hoped it was the beginning of something much bigger in the future. Is this an invitation to a better, deeper, more meaningful relationship, thought Bleu? His heart fluttered.


Was this an open invitation for getting closer, to be together? Hopefully lovers, friends, eventually partners, wondered Bleu Chanomulus. The elfin maiden perceived what Bleu had read in her stare and was embarrassed.


She reddened and changed the moment by turning to say. “Please look, Bleu! These here are beautiful, rare plants. Some may be used for other purposes such as medicine and others for décor or just to be able to enjoy purely for the sheer pleasure of this flora and fauna that we find ourselves amongst.”


Bleu Chanomulus replied. “Athenian, these plants, the fauna and flora are rare and we are really most privileged to be here. I have never seen any of these plants. They do not exist in the United Kingdom or anywhere from where I come.”


Athenian went forward, smiled shyly and took his hand, which he accepted graciously. Then she blushed, embarrassed but smiled at him and raced off up the path ahead of him. He gave chase, caught up with her and tackled her to the ground.


He stopped, about to apologise, but the elfin maiden said shyly, “Don’t stop now being you.” Bleu blushed then he kissed her gently on her lips and, as he drew away from her laughing, felt so happy to be with this elfin girl. Athenian looked at him. “Bleu, here is a little verse I made up and it helps me and others get through a bad time and to stay on the right track. It concerns the old excuse of trying to make what is wrong right and then to try and use the law and coercion to force some bad thoughts on others. You might remember this verse in a time of terrible ordeal. It might help and it goes like this. I hope you like it.


“We went to the Zoo and we spoke to Gnu.


Gnu said, “Speak to Moo.”


Moo said. “Speak to Baloo.”


Baloo said, “Go and speak to the Guru!”


And the Guru said, “It’s all taboo!”


Lady Athenian smiled shyly at Bleu again and said, “You take my point, Bleu? Some times also, you might meet even elves who are disillusioned or have lost their faith in He who we call the One. They might no longer believe in anything but they still have purpose and are good elves. They just need a little encouragement.


“In these days, with the Sorcerer doing many things that are evil here in Nixador, it is hard to sometimes even have direction but not all is bad, and there are many spirits and invincible invisible forces that look out for us all. From here and even back on your world, where people have different faiths and ways of worship and living, one way for one is good and does not mean another has to practise that way of life.


“The connection between us all, whether we are female, child or a male or animal, is that we are all born good and therefore out of chaos will come goodness. How do I know these things? In the same way we had you transported here to our realm of Nixador, the elfin world of Panima. But we must always be aware of others’ weakness with compassion and humour and one does not always necessarily know what another is going through?


“Thus we really do have to get the Circlet back and bring the Dark One, the Sorcerer, to justice and those who have used the Sorcerer for their own insidious ends. It is dark and troubled times here but with faith, inspiration and hard work we will prevail.


“The Special Companions that are now forming, that is us, Bleu, we might be able to save our elfin world. There are others braver and better who are also striving and struggling to save our elfin world. But coming back to here where we are, we have a task to perform and this will only be revealed to you, Bleu.”


He started to feel much better and said, “Come on! We had better catch up with our older and wiser and sacred companions. They will be wondering where we are. Come on! Also, we do not want to do something we might regret later, Ma’am.”


They bounded off breathless with excitement and youthful abandonment, running down the bridle pathway and soon saw the unicorn and the centaur up ahead. They ran forward towards her two companions. They both kept fading from view but Athenian knew the woods like the back of her hand and soon the two conspirators caught up the two good life forms, who had been worried for the elfin woman’s safety and Bleu’s too for that matter.


Athenian and Bleu both apologised for causing so much worry and soon the companions were at their ease again. Athenian pointed, “If you look over to the left of the trail you will see the smoke coming from the chimneys of our home in the Everglades. That’s where I live with Mum, Bleu!


“My Mum must be cooking in the kitchen or feeling the cold. Her bark is worse than her bite, Bleu. You have been warned but we do love her. I am sure you will get on rather well with Mum and we like her to be around. She is our Mum. She has probably been doing her everyday chores and feeling cold, both. And the party made all haste for home with darkness not too far off.


They entered the everglade and Bleu Chanomulus saw a large cottage with thatched roof, a smoking chimney and small windows. There was a small front garden with an ornamental lawn and ornate, common oaks planted on the lawn, a small market garden to the right and on the left a barn, plus ducks, a goose and hens. Arabian horses by the look of them were tethered to the barn rail and then the wooden front door opened.


A senior matron stood in the doorway surveying all before her, her empire and all to be commanded. She looked tiny but very jolly. She was smart, good-looking with curly, white hair and she had blue, merry eyes. Wearing a pair of green slippers and dressed in classical tweed, she beckoned for all to come forward. She was after all a Senior Matron and royal into the bargain. They obeyed.


Athenian introduced Bleu to her mother, the others being told to go round to the back of the magical homestead. As her mother started to explain to Blue, that neither the centaur nor unicorn could get into the cottage as the door entrance was far too small. Without any further ado, the mother said. “In you both come. There’s food for all and the bath water is hot. You are most welcome.


“You will both find fresh clothes upstairs in the small bed-rooms, that is after you have washed. Now run along please.” Bleu felt like he was a little boy, but made no comment. Bleu sensed that she was good but because of her position in society here, was forced sometimes to act with strong authority. Bleu smiled, understanding coming to him.


Smiling and pleased to see them all back safe and sound, she added. “I will be waiting in the lounge downstairs, waiting to hear the news and what has brought Bleu Chanomulus to these deserted parts of this peaceful way of living.” At that she laughingly showed them upstairs to wash and get changed, much to both Bleu’s and Athenian’s delight. They both really needed a bath. They did pong.


Whilst the two new companions were exchanging banter, Mum went outside and saw to the farm stock and also ensured that the centaur and the unicorn were happy, fed, brushed down and at rest for the approaching night.


Athenian and Bleu came down and found the old lady in the kitchen busy preparing a cold meal of crusted bread, salad - consisting of lettuce, tomatoes, pickled onions and home-made mayonnaise, cheese, cold slices of ham and beef, salted crisps and a flagon of sweet and sour elfin cider. Bleu was hungry and thirsty and his lips were so dry.


All three were ravenous and they took the prepared food into the dining room. When the old lady was ready her self to eat, the three sat down together. Bleu Chanomulus, without thinking, said Grace. “For what we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful. Amen.”


Bleu blushed and said, “I am sorry. I have said our Christian thanksgiving for receiving life. This is our custom on Earth but I will explain the concept of worship to you. That is if you would like to know perhaps sometime in the future. I am sorry for taking such a liberty. Forgive me. I hope I am not boring you.”


They smiled at Bleu, nodded and then the three proceeded to enjoy the supper fayre laid on by the mother of Athenian, who beamed with delight to see the two young persons eating and getting on so well together. She smiled at them both.


Maybe the King will have a grand-son after all and see his daughter married to this polite, young man, she thought to herself. But he is a man and is different for the better, she thought.


Supper finished, the young couple volunteered to wash up but Mum told them to go and rest. They were warned not to venture out as there was evil about, but told that Bleu and the centaur would be taking up first guard duty for the night.


The others rested safe and secure in the knowledge that the knight and the centaur were alert and about and would not allow any harm to befall on anyone.


The King had called the country to arms and in the morning Bleu and Athenian would start the journey to the King to assist in finding the Circlet, to return it to its rightful place and to catch the Sorcerer. This was the summons and the royal command of the King of Nixador in a message sent care of Athenian’s mother.


The ladies stood up and Bleu Chanomulus went upstairs to get his head together, as everything that was happening to him was getting a little too much. The scar on his forehead gleamed strangely. Now was the time for some therapeutic meditation. Then he joined the Centaur who was already on guard duty, which he had readily agreed to, and silence descended on the dwelling.


Bleu quietly greeted the centaur who was patrolling the borders of the house and they stopped to watch two young cubs playing in the centre of the Everglade. The mother and father fox came along and pushed the two cubs forward and the family trotted politely out of view, with a semblance of order.


Bleu and the centaur continued to guard, watching and not letting the shadows, wraiths, demons, goblins and the dark one play tricks with the coming of the dark of night. His thoughts turned to Athenian as hers to him and he looked up and took in the stars. Bleu thought, it is still good to be alive.


Seeing the Milky Way and the Bear high up, light years away, he studied more of the heavens above. Even now, knowing that danger was coming, he could not help but wonder and gaze at the sheer beauty above. Soon it would be his turn to rest and he sighed and let his memory recall the sight of this elfin woman with whom he was falling in love. He received good images but his memory was vague in precision. Bleu remembered what the royal, elfin maiden had said. It did not make it any easier. He said out loud, “Have patience.”


A lot of people fell by the way either as victims to others or through their own weaknesses, and he knew this was what evil beings like the Sorcerer were banking on in his struggle for ultimate power. Chanomulus remembered a very good evening party with some loyal friends of his. There they had agreed that power is defined as the capacity to exact obedience out of others, to coin a well quoted phrase, Bleu silently stared out into the dark.


He thought this was all very well so long as the instigator only used the power for good and not to make slaves of men and the creatures of the earth and here. He hoped that they would find a way to capture the Sorcerer and regain the power of the Circlet. There would be a lot of very trying times ahead for all of them and some, including him self, might not make it back.


No use worrying, he thought, and looked up. He went to Athenian, gently waking her for her turn at guard duty and then lay down himself in the small hours of the morning and was soon asleep.


He dreamed of warriors, shadowy figures, of mountain peaks, but mostly of Athenian.. The young elfin woman seemed to like to tease or make merry with her companions, but always, she included him in the conversation. Bleu liked her. Taking his points of view with wisdom that usually came from many years of living, he found this profound in a maid so young.


He dreamed of her fine countenance, her bluey-green eyes that appeared to know all, seeming to go right into the very depths of his soul but never showing or thinking a malicious thought. She was always trying to learn from others. She never talked too wisely or too deeply but always had that sense of fun and of love for others. You either had that in you or not. It was a gift given from above.


This truly was a gift from Mother Nature herself. He realised that this was an exceptional woman. Beautiful to behold, with a fine character, grace and intelligence that needed to be protected, shared, respected and enjoyed. The lines around her eyes came from having fun and truly living a life with meaning but not letting the darker side in her take over. He shivered, feeling someone who should not be there was near.


He was beginning to appreciate this insight into her life and hoped that their endless debates would go on forever, never becoming cheap or mean, as their relationship developed more deeply and that they would always be together. He knew he was falling in love. He was young and brave. Blessed with a fine nature, hopefully he would be able to live up to her expectations and they would grow together. He would develop for the better but that was only if she wanted to be with him. Bleu turned over in his sleep.


They would all be tested in the next few months. He hoped that virtue, noble actions, seeing the best in others and leading from the front, encouraging, being there for each other and maintaining the true objective would get them through. Meeting challenges but not succumbing to vice and not being swallowed up by pride and greed, as had happened to the Sorcerer. Bleu moved in his sleep and shuddered.


Bleu Chanomulus’ thoughts in his sleep were now restful, but every so often his eyelids rapidly blinked as he subconsciously self-healed. Triumph and failure as appropriate rather than failure with bitterness, which he knew could all too well happen to all and sundry. It was best not to get bitter. Bleu wrestled with these problems as he slept.


His dreams became relaxed as his breathing became shallow. He was unaware that Athenian had come to talk to him. But she just stood there and took him in from head to toe, just wanting to hold him to her bosom and feel his pulse course through her.


This man was beginning to have an effect on her and she wanted to know more about him. For the moment she was content to just look at him. She felt she would swoon. As she stood there, it came to her that it was the aim of the fallen wizard called the Arch- Fiend, the Sorcerer, to sow doubt and confusion in the minds of other creatures so that he could dominate them all. He had some unknown way of putting negative thoughts into minds and to provoke arguments and disagreements. In this confused state, opposition to him and his evil forces was weakened, and with these thoughts in her mind she went to wake up Bleu and discuss them. This was serious.


Athenian gently shook him. Chanomulus stirred and, acclimatising his senses, smelt her subtle, aromatic smell and wondered at his own very warm reaction. Seeing joy in his eyes, Athenian smiled and took him by the hand. Bleu’s pulse was racing.


They both went outside to join the centaur and the unicorn, their other two companions to wait for the beginning of this first part of the journey. The forms were waiting for the two, who were greeted and given some food and a hot beverage, and then the four waited together for the sun to rise. This would again announce the coming of a brand-new and wondrous, mysterious day.


The beginning of the search to return the stolen Circlet to its allotted place was soon to be underway. This had to be done to bring the instigator of terror to justice and to return peace to the Kingdom of Nixadene, as was decreed by the King. The special companions were now born.




[image: images]


The beginning


With the coming of the sun bringing a new day into the light, Bleu Chanomulus stood up, breathed in the fresh air and saw that the heavens were clear blue. The breeze was cold but not freezing. Bleu went first to the two life forms, talked to them and then went to wake Lady Athenian, who had gone back to bed for a few hours of rest. She was dead to the world, snoring away in deep slumber and not a care apparent in the world.


She came to and the two heard her mother calling out, “Athenian! Bleu! Breakfast is being served. Hurry up! Get washed and come down into the parlour for your breakfast, please. This morning is absolutely fabulous and not too hot or cold, just right in the groove. Come on down, you don’t know what you are missing, ahoy, you two sleepy heads!”


The two did as they were told, went into the upstairs bathroom, washed, cleaned their teeth and quickly combed their hair. Then they came scurrying down the stairs to help Mum. Lady Athenian wanted to do as much as possible before saying goodbye to her home in the Everglades and to her mother, who she deeply loved. She thought, what would I do if I did not have my mother? “Thank the above for small mercies,” she said aloud.


The two helped lay the dining room table and Athenian made tea, which Bleu then poured out into the teacups provided. Much to their delight, Mum brought in a big delicious breakfast of bacon and eggs, tomatoes and hot, buttered toast. The smell was mouth-watering. Bleu was famished.


Mum turned to both of them and said, “You must both be hungry. Get this down your necks and then at least you will both start the journey on a full stomach. I will go at once and attend to your companions, the centaur and the unicorn, and ensure that they are both up and have some good, fine, solid food.”


The old lady left for the Everglade stables full of the morning joy and beaming joyfully, but tearfully, or so it seemed to the two young people. The two could not quite take it all in. They shouted after her, “Thank you, Mum, we are both starving!” They looked at each other and it dawned on them that they both had said the same words.


Laughing, they said, “Great minds think alike and fools seldom differ.” They burst out laughing again, highly amused at the sharing of this moment and continued to eat. Every so often they looked up and into each other’s eyes, sharing an ordinary but very intimate and sacred meal and a precious moment together, before a dangerous journey into the unknown and the unreal.


They enjoyed the meal, then washed up, put the breakfast items away, checked the camping equipment, put the gear on both their shoulders and went outside to find Mum, the centaur and the unicorn.


The old lady was crying as she said goodbye, first to her daughter, then to the two life forms and finally to Bleu Chanomulus. She said, “Good luck, my boy! Look after my daughter - the King’s own - and come back to me soon, mission accomplished. All of you come home safe and of sound mind and limb and in one piece. God speed you all. Long live the King!”


She went back into the home, set out in the Everglades of the woods of the Lady, her daughter Athenian. She found saying goodbye to them too much for her. It was very upsetting and they felt it too.


The company set off for the journey to her father, the King, on his royal command and summons to find and return the stolen property, the Circlet. Then they would catch and arrest the Sorcerer and bring the brute to justice and also bring peace and harmony back into the realm.


The unicorn and centaur would go with the couple on the first leg of the journey, to the borders of the forest. The two life forms could go no further as they were sworn to protect all life and creatures in the forest boundaries with their very lives if needs be.


The days turned into weeks. There was a stench of unwashed clothing, stale and rank body odour. Bleu was unshaved and there was not a lot of food left. Their souls became pervaded with the same stench as the clothes they were wearing. A stench of death was all around them. They felt very close to the edge.


Bleu had noticed the birds of prey circling above in the sky. He pointed them out to Lady Athenian, who said, “We are near the wood’s boundaries and yonder there is a Sprite Town where friends will give us food, bath water, fresh clothes and a place to lodge for the night. Please come and be of good cheer, I know the mayor of this town. A good military man, of sound and good reputable character, he has a sense of humour and is straight too. So, come on. We might even be allowed to have a hot bath.” They chuckled.


She set off for the town with the others following; now a new spring in each of their steps; every one of them now bright and whistling and in tune. It was fun to feel and be so fit, normal and alive once more.


“In the distance, look over there at three o’clock,” said Athenian. Everyone’s gaze swung over to three o’clock. As the party walked, they started to see the town, make out the fortifications, farm fields, to the ornamental trees, hedges planted as wind breakers which also stated the right of ownership.
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