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1 Lost!
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A coyote scream attracted the attention of Miss Greendel. She realized at once that the five youngsters were in danger. She was astonished at the long distance from which the distress signal seemed to come... However, they were instructed not to go too deep in the forest!

She gathered calmly, but quickly, all the other pupils. She also took this opportunity to launch another signal. Gwenola appeared suddenly and approached the professor.

— I got your emergency call. What is going on?

— I don’t know yet, but I need you to stay here watching over the group while I’m going to look for the five youngsters who are in danger!

— Who is in danger?

— Cathy, Clara, Caroline, Landy and Glen.

— Landy? Oh no, I'll go right away! What happened to him?

— Again, I don’t know yet, but don’t worry I'll find out. I’ll do my best to bring back your little brother safe. For my own sanity, I need to know that the other students are protected by someone. Also prepare their return because they may have to be repatriated urgently...

— Go now! I am going to prepare the paths and if I have to activate them, two cries of owl will let me know. Good luck!

Miss Greendel disappeared into the bushes. She made her way to the spot from which the youngsters’ distress signal had come. She found the net spread on the ground and immediately understood what had happened.

"They fell into the net ... but who could have laid that trap? she wondered. "The answer came almost at the same moment. "Here’s the trap that hurt the marmoset... So, it’s a hunter who may have kidnaped them... But for what purpose?"

There was something wrong. She continued to examine the place with great attention. A few meters away, she discovered a footprint in the sandy soil. She quickly understood who this trace belonged to.

"No, this can’t be possible! she thought horrified. What does such a creature do here? Was it targeting the youngsters or the elves? " 

Too many questions were jostling in the head of the teacher who, despite her usual coolness, had just lost it. She knew very well to whom this four-toe mark could belong. There is only this race that misses the pinky toe of their feet! So, it was an ogre who had kidnapped the youngsters!

She continued to seek out for clues to support her theory, hoping to find something to disassemble it... Because if it was an ogre, the fate of the children was really in danger... Ogres prefer "fresh flesh"... It’s not just an invention of human stories to frighten their cherubs! She was well placed to know, she who had faced them long time ago!!!

Miss Greendel found some leaves soiled with a blackish oily substance. She had to state the obvious: it was only an ogre who could leave this kind of trace in this place of the jungle! It was only their saliva that had this look.... The kidnapper had to spit here after kidnapping the children because there was a whole area where the herbs were lying down. They had to stop here... But for what?

There wasn’t time to answer this question because it was urgent to return to the group and ensure that all students were repatriated unharmed in their homes. The threat was too great. She immediately cast away the two owl cries and also took a tiny red hummingbird out of her little bag. She scribbled a message for the elvish security saying that a red code of the first degree was triggered. The bird flew away and seemed to know its destination very well.

Gwenola was waiting impatiently for Miss Greendel. She had prepared two paths to repatriate to the elves’ city the pupils who were already divided into two groups.

A "path of secrets" was a portal that allowed the elves to teleport from one place to another. They only used this means of transportation for emergencies or when they were in danger.

In order to create a path of secrets, you had to master the level three spells and to activate them it was necessary not only to practice level four, but to have a magic object and / or a "fuel". The latter was a natural, vegetal element most of the time. There were several types of "fuels" that elves of different races and corners of the world could use to initiate the displacement. The elements required to activate a portal depended on several parameters.

A path of secrets couldn’t serve to more than eight people at the same time. That’s why Gwenola had prepared two of them. She had used the spell of "Path of Secrets", as well as a handful of coffee-wood to open the two portals. Each one had the form of an incandescent aura of green khaki color.

Miss Greendel appeared and approached Gwenola. She seemed very concerned, and fear could be read in her eyes.

— I preferred to wait for you rather than leave the second group alone.

— You did well.

— What happened to the youngsters then?

— I'll explain it to you in the village. But to summarize, it’s an ogre, she whispered so that the others couldn’t hear it.

Gwenola felt a chill down her spine. There was no need for further details, she had understood the gravity of the situation.

They separated, each going towards the group she was going to accompany on one of the two paths of secrets. The youngsters were already waiting for them in the starting formation, standing in a circle by their hands so that everyone was connected. Gwenola closed the circle and took a connection between two girls with one hand. In the other hand she clasped a bracelet she had just taken off with her left hand. It was silver made, of a rare finesse and was decorated by a small finely chiseled hummingbird hanging at the closing. She asked the children to move slowly towards the gate without letting go of their hands. As she was pronouncing the magic formula while squeezing in her hand her magic bracelet, Gwenola activates the portal.

A completely unusual gleam appeared in the air, a few meters from the group of students. A powerful breeze emerged, moving slightly the plants next to it. A few birds hidden in the thickets flew. Very surprised, the youngsters of the circle had a movement of retreat. Some were frightened, but Gwenola reassured them and encouraged them to advance towards the light, which was growing in pulsation. A sort of luminous whirlwind appeared, turning and mixing the colors and its speed was increasing as the aura grew. A deep, rhythmic sound, like a beating heart, was heard and the shock wave spread in the bodies of the audience: boom, boom, boom. The children, however, advanced step by step, encouraged by Gwenola’s stare: the first passage in a path of secrets was always difficult for novices. The elf took care to stay in the back of the group and the little elves who walked in front of the humans entered the aura when it suddenly froze into a kind of magnificent holographic wave, the vertical and aerial image of several concentric circles in green, orange and golden colors. It was wonderful.

Two by two, the youngsters spanned this magical gate that floated in the air. The sound pulsations stopped. Gwenola, closing the path, looked back: she was still fearing for the lost kids, but she had to do her duty and put the other children in a safe place.

She turned her head towards the aura and stepped over the threshold. She disappeared, sucked up with her group.

Miss Greendel was only waiting for that to do the same thing. Her magical object was a teardrop-shaped pendant hanging from a thin white leather thong like that of Cathy. Before disappearing into the portal, she had time to see the terror in the eyes of the marmoset who had just smelled the odor of the ogre... She regretted having forgotten it, even if she knew that with the treatment it would get away... But she was also aware that the wounded little animal was still in danger with such a monstrous and cruel creature in the vicinity...
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2 The cave
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Clara opened her eyes, smelling a strong smell of oil. She couldn’t yet distinguish anything around her since everything was plunged into darkness. A small ray of light was distinguished a little farther ahead. She blinked several times to accustom her eyes to the darkness and the effect began to be felt. She saw by her side two distinct shadows, that she recognized by their hair: Caroline and Cathy. She stretched out her hand to touch them gently and took the opportunity to bend over whispering:

— Hey, girls, are you awake?

But no answer came from that side. A murmur was heard behind her and made her bounce.

— Clara, is that you?

— Yes Landy, it's me, she replied in a low voice, reassured to recognize the voice of her comrade. Are you okay?

— I think so. I may just have a slight wound on the left foot though, but I can’t see anything... And you, are you ok?

— Yes, still a little stunned. You think he's here? she asked. I don’t feel his presence. Just that pestilential odor of oil.

— I don’t see him anyway! But let's talk quietly just in case... Glen gives waking signs too. Hey, man, do you hear me?

— Yes, where are we? What’s happening?

— Shh! Speak softly if you don’t want to bring back the savage!

— What savage? And where are we Landy? he repeated, confused.

— We were abducted by a psycho. We were trapped in a large net that fell on us, remember?!

— Ah, yes, it's starting to come back. Darn! That guy looked so scary!

— He is... said Clara, who understood more than she said.

— Clara is that you? said Cathy's little voice.

— Yes, Cathy, are you hurt?

— No, I don’t think so... I haven’t checked everything yet... I think I have something on my right arm because I have trouble moving it... And Caroline, where is she?

— I'm here! said an extinguished voice. I have a nasty headache... What happened to us, girls? We're at the inn?

— No Caro, we are in a cave, locked up in a cage. A savage kidnapped us while we were looking for what had hurt the marmoset...

— Oh, yeah, I remember, that bloody trap... and that net... Besides, we didn’t have time to ask you Clara, but what were you doing in the clearing? Are you also at the elf school? You never told us that!

— Yes, I’ve been for a few months already... We haven’t had the opportunity to meet each other at school because this is the first time, we’ve been together.

— And you knew we were in this magic school? asked Cathy, who couldn’t believe her ears. We were surprised to see you earlier in the clearing and thought we had made a mistake... isn’t that right, Caroline?

— Yes, it's true, that's what I thought too! So, you knew that?

— I didn’t know it from the start, but I found it out last week.

— And you didn't tell us? asked Caroline in a very astonished voice.

— Hey, girls, do you really think it's a good time to chat? questioned Glen a little annoyed as he didn’t understand anything about their exchanges.

— We should also think of a plan, added Landy immediately to support his comrade.

— Yes, you’re right, boys, said Cathy in a resolute voice.

The youngsters began by observing all that surrounded them. It was a cave, but they couldn’t guess its size. They could’ve screamed to hear the echo and thus estimate the depth and the distance to the walls, but Landy didn’t want to bring back the savage who was very scary. He understood, just like Clara, with whom he had been able to exchange some coded messages on this subject, that it was an ogre. He had noticed his four toes, just like the others, but only he and Clara seemed to know the meaning of this anatomical feature.

Cathy noticed other cages about ten meters away from theirs. She told her comrades that there must be other prisoners because muffled sounds came from that place. They tried to communicate with the other captives, but finally understood that they were animals. They were able to distinguish a monkey from its cry and an armadillo from the friction of its armor made up of articulated bone plates. Glen thought he recognized a tapir from his massive size and trunk. They also heard squeaks and Clara assumed that they were agoutis, a species of rodents present in South America.

[image: image]Cathy proposed to take care of their wounds quickly while Clara, who seemed to be the only one unharmed, had the mission to continue investigating their own cage to find an idea for their release.

Cathy first took care of Glen, who had a fairly deep cut in his left arm just above the elbow. He had no idea how he had made this wound, nor where. She tore off a piece of Landy's shirt that looked cleanest, and washed the wound with a little water. Fortunately, she still had her gourd! Caroline had lost hers in the scramble. In return, she found her "all repair" tube of cream.

— You can use this cream Cathy on all wounds because it’s based off plants and propolis. It’s a kind of cream that my mother calls "magic" since it does everything: disinfects, heals, fights against bacteria and fungus. She always has a little tube on her and forces me to wear one too. I should thank her next time I see her...

Her voice broke off. She was overwhelmed by a terrible doubt... what if there wasn’t a next time?

— We’ll find a way to escape guys! Clara reassured her, who had felt Caroline's despair.

— So, you found a way to get us off from here? asked Caroline without daring to believe it.

— Not yet, but if we all think about it... we’ll certainly find something.

Cathy made a bandage to Glen and passed to Landy doing the same operations. He had only one scrap, but she preferred to make a bandage after spreading a little cream. An infection could quickly appear, and it was really not the moment to aggravate their situation! Clara turned back to Cathy.

— Show me your arm Cathy! said Clara. You mentioned earlier that you had trouble moving it and I have noticed an embarrassment while you took care of the others. Where does it hurt?

— Oh, I don’t think that's much because I didn’t notice any wound. I have pain just in some positions...

— And in which ones more exactly?

— It's on my shoulder here, she replied, pointing it to Clara.

— Is your pain sharp?

— I think so, yes, it’s like a stabbing pain in fact...

— Does it hurt there? asked Clara, holding Cathy’s stiff arm and moving it back and forth.

— Ouch! Yes, I feel pain right in that area!

— Your shoulder is dislocated. I think it's better to put it back in place.
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