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(The sorcerer) stepped forward and wrapped her in a tight hug until the sobs subsided. She wiped her eyes dry, to establish control, and looked around the magnificent room, in a palace, on a planet orbiting a pair of stars far from home. Every sorcerer stared at her as she, in turn, gazed deeply into the black eyes of each of them. Then she placed her hand over her chest in a respectful salute.

With a grin that betrayed a mixture of melancholy and happiness, in equal measures, she said, “Okay.”
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THE WIZARD’S REALM is vast and mysterious, secluded within the world we think we know. This story is not the beginning and definitely not the end.

––––––––

[image: ]


https://FredRexroad.com

I WISH TO THANK EARLY readers for constructive comments and an especially big thank-you to my wife, Susan, who’s been hearing about Vakeva for years, and has given sound advice throughout many iterations of short stories and novel length manuscripts. And a well-deserved thank-you to my editor, Krissy Barton, of Little Syllables, for suggestions on this story and related novels.

Last, but certainly not least, a big shout out to my favorite writing haunts: Caffè Amouri for a place to drink coffee and commune with other writers; Bards Alley for a wonderful place to write, drink coffee, and eat a ham sandwich, surrounded by books; and Cafe de Vienna for great coffee (notice a trend?), food, talk, and a comfortable place to write, edit, and think.

“God has great plans for someone who leaves behind so much, and he has great plans for those left.” ~ Father O’Malley at Nestori Gullveig’s funeral, 1485
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Vakeva (and) the Wizard


Ireland 1491
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(6 AP)

Vakeva wiped the drying blood from the hunting knife with a broad leaf and, hands shaking, returned it to its sheath on her belt. Two men hurried down the dirt road toward the village of Kells—one with blood oozing from his left shoulder, the other trying to stop the flow from his right palm and the back of the same hand.

“Come, Merlin,” she said to her donkey as she patted his head to calm them both. “Let’s move on before they change their minds and return more prepared.”

Though she arrived in Ireland as an infant in her father’s arms, Vakeva, now a young woman of sixteen—give or take, she didn’t know for sure—knew the country and its dangers well. She traversed the roads between Kells and Finnea regularly with Merlin pulling a cart, bringing news to share and goods to sell, just as her father had before his untimely death. These travels always brought memories of him, sweet memories, yes, but they also reinforced she was an orphan. She used this combination of love and loss to propel herself onward.
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