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Chapter One
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Doris walked up the creaky stairs to the attic and shut the door behind her.  The room was dusty, and cobwebs hung in the corners, and over her head on the rafters.  

She took a deep breath and muttered, “Revelo!” 

From where she stood, she watched as the cobwebs disappeared, the furniture shifted some turning into chairs, and a table appeared where an old rocking chair was seconds ago.  She walked over and lit a white candle. Next to where she stood, she picked up three crystals, laid them on the floor, and closed her eyes.  “Through time and space, bring to me the one I seek.”  She opened her eyes and watched as a single white orb floated towards her and shifted into a ghost of a woman.

“Mom,” the ghost called out, stepping out of the crystals and turning caporal.  Doris hugged her.  “Why have you brought me here?” the woman asked as her mom let go.

“First, it's nice to see you, Sharon. Today’s Colin's 16th birthday,” she said. 

“I see. Has he shown any signs?” she asked.  Doris sat down on a small sofa and watched as her daughter sat down next to her.

“He’s wearing your pendant,” she said.  “I didn’t want to take a chance that Zondor's followers might come looking for us.”

“You have no idea if he has magic?” her mom shook her head, and Sharon stood up.  “Then it’s time we know, and it’s time he knows what kind of world he was born into...” She held out her hand to her mom and helped her up.  “A world of magic,” she said.

On getting downstairs, Sharon looked around, taking in the environment. To her, it seemed strange.

“Where are we?” she asked, looking out the windows at the mountains, green trees, and forest in the distance.

“We're in a little village called Bicoff. It’s very remote, with just about twenty families. I thought it would be easier to conceal magic from him.”  Sharon shook her head.

“This is all wrong, mom! He should have been raised a wizard, just like his father.”

“How was I to raise him and teach him magic? You and Eric are going and standing up against Zondor the way you did.” Tears started to stream down her cheeks. “It’s been hard enough, keeping him safe and away from the magic.”  

His grandma looked out the window to see Colin coming up the small walk to the house.  “You should go into the living room,” Doris told Sharon, and she nodded, and left. 

Colin opened the door and came in, sitting his bag on the kitchen table.  He looked at his grandma, who looked worried.

“Is something wrong?” he asked.  She shook her head.

“Why don’t you sit down?” Her words must have triggered him because he soon wore a look of worry.

“Why?” he asked.

“Because of me,” his mom said, walking into the room. 

Startled, Colin backed away.

“Run, grandma, it's a ghost.” 

She shook her head.

“She’s not a ghost right now,” his grandma said calmly. “Please sit down, and let us explain.” Colin looked at his mom.

“How?” he asked, utterly confused.  Sharon took another step towards the table.

“Magic!” she replied.  She snapped her fingers, and the table shook and was soon covered with delicious food.  Colin watched in disbelief as she snapped her fingers and made them disappear.  

“This doesn’t make sense,” he murmured, dumbfounded. “You're dead!” His mom nodded.

“Indeed, I am, but your grandma called me.  You turn sixteen today,” she said, snapping her fingers. 

A huge cake appeared in the center of the table, with candles burning.  She pulled out a chair and sat down. 

“Get some plates, mom,” Sharon instructed. 

Colin stood, watching as they cut the cake, and his grandma slid him a plate.  

“Please sit down,” his mom beckoned.  

Colin reluctantly sat down.  

“Don’t you like cake?” she asked.  “Maybe you would like some ice cream to go with it?”

“Let me,” Doris requested.  A big tub appeared next to the cake.  She scooped some into her plate.  

“I’m confused,” Colin said as he watched them eat.  “Mom?  Is it you?” he asked with tears streaming down his face.  She smiled, standing up and going to him.  He stood, hugging her.  

“I’m real for the moment,” she replied, letting go and wiping away his tears.  She looked down at the stone around his neck and pulled it off.  A glowing blue aurora surrounded him.

“What’s going on?” he asked, looking at his glowing hands.  His mom held up the necklace.

“It protects you from magic,” she said. “It also kept you from coming into your magic.” She pushed back his shaggy red hair. “Now, sit down and eat your cake. We have a lot to discuss.”
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Colin listened to his mom and grandma.  He shook his head and stood up.

“You two are talking foolishly,” he said.  “I’m no wizard, and I don’t have magical powers.  I’m just a kid who has a lot of homework to do.” He grabbed his bag and started up the stairs when a door appeared in front of him.  Then he stopped staring at it and turned around.

“Please, stop this nonsense.  I just want to be normal,” he pleaded.  His mom walked up to him.

“I’m sorry, but now that you have your powers, I’m afraid, you’re in danger,” she explained, raising her hand and opening the door.  

“Where does it go?” he asked as she stepped inside.

“This door takes you to get the one thing every witch and wizard needs,” she said, smiling and pulling out her wand.  “Your wand, it’s how you control your power.” She stepped through the doorway and was gone. As she disappeared, Colin turned to look at his grandma.  

“I know you're scared, and I shouldn’t have shielded you from this, but your mother is right. Please follow her.” He turned around and entered the doorway.

Colin stopped beside his mom and looked around.  They were in a densely crowded forest.  In front of them was a narrow path.  

“Amazing, isn’t it?” she asked, looking at him. “The forest of wonder.” She started to walk down the path and came to a clearing. There in the center was a small stone cabin. The forest had grown up around it. The stone was mostly covered in moss. They walked up to the door, and his mom knocked twice. On the second knock, the door slowly opened and they walked inside.  The inside was smokey, tables sat in the center with many jars.  The walls were lined with bookcases with small long boxes.

“Who’s there?” asked a little old woman as she walked out from behind one of the cases.  Colin looked at the ratty old lady.  Her long black dress had many colored patches on it.  She wore pointed shoes, and he almost giggled at her pointed hat.

“Sharon?” the little old woman asked.  She rushed forward, hugging her.  “I thought...” she started.

“Thought I was dead?” Sharon asked. “I am. My mom called me here for my son,” she said, all smiles. “Today’s his sixteenth birthday, and he needs a wand.” The little old lady turned to him.

“I see,” she muttered.  “Hello young man, my name is Anges, and I’m the keeper of wands.  I’ve tried to call my family from the great beyond, but I have never been able to perform the spell,” she said with a little disappointment.  “Your family has never stopped surprising the magical community with your power.” She motioned for them to follow her, slowly walking up and down the aisles of bookcases.  “You should be a proud young man,” she added, walking on with her eyes closed and her hands out as if inspecting the long boxes as she walked.  “You’re a very lucky young man.” She stopped and pulled out one of the long boxes and opened it.  She pulled out a long wand and held it out.  “Go ahead and take it,” she instructed. Colin reached out and took the wand.  “Well, try it out,” she persisted, laughing.  He shrugged and waved the wand.  There was a blast, and one of the tables erupted in fire.  “Oh dear,” she exclaimed, rushing forward. She then held out her hand in a bid to extinguish the flames.  “Not this one,” she said to herself, putting it back and continuing to walk.  They walked across the side and started up the front. About halfway down the aisle, Colin walked by a box that started to rattle on its own.  The little old lady stopped, turned around, and grabbed the box.  “I think a wand has picked you out,” she said, opening the box and pulling out a long black wand.  Colin took it, a red glow surrounding him as he held it.  “That didn’t take long,” Anges said, looking at the box. “Curious.” 

“Why’s that?” asked Colin, gripping the wand tightly.  The glow started to subside, and he could feel the power the wand gave him.  Every cell in his body tingled as if just coming alive for the first time.  

“This wand has been here since the very beginning of magic,” she began.  “It is one of the oldest wands ever created, and it has chosen you, young man.” She smiled.  “It's one of the most powerful too.”  They followed her back up front.  “Has your mom told you about what’s going on?” Sharon shook her head.  Anges looked around.  “There’s talk that Zondor’s followers are looking for a way to resurrect him.  There have been killings,” she added, now beginning to sound afraid.  “People are saying they are looking for something.” 

“What?” asked Sharon.  Anges shook her head.

“I don’t know,” she said an unsure expression on her face. “You and Eric were the only ones able to defeat him.” Colin looked curiously.  

“That didn’t end well,” Sharon said.  “We died.”  Anges reached out and took her hand.

“A sad day for all in the magical community,” she said and turned to Colin.  “I have a feeling we’ll be ok. The next generation is coming to power. Now, you should be going and starting your lessons, young man.”  Sharon hugged her, and they walked back to the door.

“He killed you and dad... this Zondor.” His mom nodded.  

“We killed each other,” she said.  “Our magic was evenly matched, but what matters is that he’s gone, and our world was saved.” The door opened and she pulled him close as they walked through the door. Meanwhile, Sharon sat with her mom in silence.  

“It’s almost midnight,” Sharon said, breaking the silence as she stood up.  “Time to go back to being dead.” Her mom hugged her.  “He will need you more than anything now, mom, and if Anges is right, and Zondor’s followers, the shadows, are looking for a way to resurrect him, then Colin has a fight ahead of him.  Teach him our family's magic; teach him to use his heart and not let the power overtake him.  Teach him the history.” Her mom hugged her again as the clock struck midnight.
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