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To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me
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The Inspiration



Marie-Denise Villers (néeLemoine; 1774 – 19 August 1821) was a French painter who specialized in portraits. I used the following as my picture: "Étude d’une jeune femme assise sur une fenêtre", 1800-1801. (Study of a young woman sitting on a window) as my inspiration.

Preface

Do you believe in fairies?

Wikipedia, and other ‘expert sources’, describes fairies as being mythical creatures.

Like dragons, stories about fairies have existed in most cultures and go back at least 2,000 years to the Greeks. 

But the most stories about fairies are found in Great Britain and a great amount of art was painted and lots of stories were published after William Shakespeare wrote a play called Midsummer Night's Dream in 1595 which was all about the fairy kingdom.

Morgause, the half-sister of Arthur Pendragon, was also known as Morgan Le Fay (Fairy in French).

It’s hard to imagine a fairy living in one of our noisy polluted cities, but if perhaps you could find a quiet woodland glade at dawn and look out the corner of your eye, you might well see one of these mythical creatures so much has been written about.
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Alicia’s bedroom

HER MAIDS WERE LINED up with perfect precision; with finely brushed hair all pulled back and tied neatly braided in buns. Their blue and white checked uniforms, stiff with starch fell right down to the polished marble floor. White gloves held trays of gleaming gold ore, but the expression on each of the maid's faces was like that of a porcelain doll.

In unison each of her maids picked up a piece of gold ore ready to hand the pieces to members of the visiting Royal families.

Hands stretched out to grasp the ore.

'No,' screamed out Alicia, 'don't touch them they are poisoned!’

Her night maid sprang up from her bed beside the curtained bay window and cried out in alarm, 'What's wrong Your Majesty?'

Alicia Maru, aged 13 and Queen of Iteria opened her eyes. She was in her bedroom at the Palace and her nightdress was soaked from a cold sweat.

'Don't pull the maid’s cord,' Alicia ordered as her night maid began to pull back the heavy drapes to reveal the early morning sunlight.

'Bring me a warm dressing gown. I will sit in my alcove for a few minutes.'

This was the second nightmare Alicia had had recently. When she had had the first nightmare, Princess Alicia had told her Spymaster Count Russo, (her chief magician), all the details and that had caused a considerable deal of fuss as her Soothsayers and Astrologers looked for the meanings of her dream. In the end nothing had happened and she felt a little foolish and so she was reluctant to say anything this time.

As Alicia sat with her knees up and arms across her chest trying to warm up, she reflected what the dream was about.

Two years ago, both of her parents had been murdered in a so-called boating accident out in The Great Sea. There had been no survivors on a calm day and for the next year Alicia had sat in that same alcove most days grieving.

Then miraculously, a legendary person called The Chosen One turned up on the day that had been predicted by her Soothsayers and Astrologers. This person turned out to be a 12-year-old boy named John Lewis from another world. He changed her life for the better on the very first day he arrived and within the next few days he had identified that Count Orloff from a neighbouring country wanted to invade her country and process the rich gold ore they had plenty of. 

Known history had it that the legend of the Chosen One had started some 400 years earlier when that person rescued her ancestor from a rogue magician. To defeat this magician the first Chosen One had used a magic sword called Caledwhich which had belonged to her ancestor the Dragon King. The strange thing was no one had seen the magic sword for the past 400 years, but its reputation had been strong enough that no one had dared attempt to invade Iteria until Count Orloff.

John Lewis lived in a much more advanced country than her, and persuaded her to run a Royal Games so that as queen she could invite all of the royals from the neighbouring countries. The idea was to share the gold amongst each other and so not give Count Orloff an excuse to invade her country.

Whilst they were planning these Royal games, Count Orloff tried a number of times to kill her and John. All that happened was John became more and more powerful as a magician in his own right. One night, a Dragon came to visit John and gave him some additional powers. It was quite fortunate the Dragon did give those powers to him as John was able to identify a traitor in her own Palace. On the last day of the Royal games, this traitor attempted to kill all the members of the Royal families by painting some poisonous exotic frog saliva on the pieces of gold ore.

The traitor didn't succeed and was hanged, but that was what the nightmare was about.

After John had saved her and her kingdom, he had returned home using the same magical standing stones he had used to enter her world. She and her nobles had gone about expanding trade quite successfully. Alicia also introduced a number of ideas she had picked up from John such as a Queen's birthday and everyone got a holiday including the servants.

One could say that she and Iteria had had a much more prosperous year and, today, Alicia was meeting a delegation from Zeshary so she could expand trade across The Great Sea.

'Then why was she having this nightmare?'

Before John had come from that other world, Alicia had not known the names of her guards or of any of her maids. Now she knew nearly every one of them.

'Best ask her bodyguards if anything unusual had happened.'

Her guards were there as expected when she opened her bedroom door.

'Good morning, Sergeant Sanchez and Corporal Almiro,’ Alicia said as brightly as she could, 'how has the night been?'

'Very quiet Your Majesty, but we did think we heard you cry out.'

'I just woke up with a start,' she replied. ‘Nothing for you to worry about. I look forward to you escorting me to the Great Hall later to greet the Ambassadors from Zeshary.'

Alicia finally gave her night maid the signal to pull the cord so that first her personal maids, and then a succession of maids, would enter her bedroom and the day would begin. Maisie her favourite maid was away visiting Maisie's sick mother but Trixie would be there, so Alicia put on a brave face and prepared to try and eat something so her maids wouldn't worry about her. The good thing was her maids would prepare a warm bath and she could get out of this cold nightdress.

She really missed John. He was the only one she could truly talk to as a friend, and if she had told John about her dream Alicia was sure he would have given her a hug. But he was not here anymore and she had to act like a queen and hide her true feelings.

‘If the dream was an omen, what could the omen possibly be about?’

The Great Hall.

'Put on a happy face,' was Alicia's last thought as Trixie fussed over the last detail of her sky-blue dress and opened the bedroom door. There waiting with her bodyguards was her Seneschal who would escort her to the Great Hall and announce her presence. Her Uncle Archie, Aunty Min, cousins James, Molly and Francesca would be seated with the other waiting nobles, and she would sit up high on a throne by herself.

Alicia, Queen of the kingdom of Iteria, allowed herself a moment of pride as the enormous brass door to the Great Hall were opened for her and she could see the smiling welcoming faces in front of the colourful banners decorating the high walls. Alicia had worked hard for her kingdom and as a result she was genuinely popular.

'Her Majesty Princess Alicia Maru of Iteria,' announced her Seneschal and the ladies curtsied and the men bowed until she ascended her throne. Alicia had hardly settled herself when her Seneschal announced the arrival of her guests.

'The Zesharyn Ambassadors from across The Great Sea' he called out in his loudest voice, and through the hall’s brass doors in marched a group of men the likes Alicia had never seen before. The men were all tall and dark-skinned with pointy turbans and black beards. Each man was dressed in a purple gown gathered at the waist by a golden girdle. But it was their eyes that were so striking. They looked fierce and cruel above hooked protruding noses. Their high boots made a staccato of noise as they marched in unison to the foot of her throne.

Slowly and gracefully, Alicia Queen of Iteria rose from her throne and made her way down to them. 

'Welcome to Iteria your Excellencies,' was her greeting.

To her surprise, the leader raised his arms and uttered a spell and to her horror from out of nowhere a cloud of colourful smoke surrounded her and she could neither speak nor move.

Before anyone could react, he turned towards the assembled crowd and together the Zesharyn ambassadors uttered a much longer spell.

Everyone including her bodyguards, her magicians, her nobles and her family stood there quite docile and without expression.

With a wolfish smile, the leader of the Zesharyn Ambassadors turned back to her and uttered another spell and Alicia could tell she was back to normal again.

'Sorry about that your Majesty, I had to put you under a spell to prevent you from being ensorcelled like the rest of your court.'

'It was so kind of you to send me someone of your bloodline to experiment on. Regrettably he died, but not before we perfected a spell based on his blood. Now, as you see before you, all your magicians and your bloodline are completely ensorcelled and will only obey us.'

'Do you mean to say you killed my ambassador so you could cast spells?'

'That's what I just told you,' was the curt reply.

'But for what purpose,’ cried Alicia, 'we invited you here to trade with us and that would have made your country richer?’ 

‘What do we care about our country. Now that we have control over your bloodline, it is us ambassadors who will become extremely rich.'

'Anyway, enough talk about that. You have a job to do for us. We can’t ensorcel all of Iteria and that includes your huge army, so you are going to have to behave as though everything is normal, otherwise, we will kill off your bloodline.'

'First command.'

'Ask the soldiers guarding the hall to come in and close the doors behind them.'

'Second command.'

'Ask all the servants in the hall to gather in front of the throne.'

Fearfully Alicia did as she was commanded wondering all the time if the Zesharyns meant to harm her servants and soldiers in some way. She was almost relieved when the Zesharyn ensorcelled the servants and soldiers too.

'Third Command.'

'Show me your hands.'

Alicia trembled a little as she held out her hands.

The leader of the Zesharyns fumbled in a soft leather pouch he had at his waist and brought out a gold ring with a large green stone.

'Put this ring on,' he commanded. 'You must wear the ring at all times. In that way we will know where you are at any moment.'

'We wouldn't want you to try and escape or anything would we?' 

The tall Zesharyn leered triumphantly, 'I think your new master Joram and you are going to get on very well. You will always do as I, Joram, command or I will harm your family.'

Then he turned away ignoring her and uttered another spell and clapped his hands loudly. The people in the Great Hall looked up expectantly.

'Continue on with the welcome,' whispered the Zesharyn leader out of the corner of his mouth.

Helpless, Alicia could only do as he said but it broke her heart to see the dull expressions on the faces in front of her.

Confidant

Alicia was so angry she wanted to storm out of the Great Hall, slam shut the doors of her apartment and have a good cry. Instead, Alicia walked as serenely as she could down the corridors of her palace accompanied by her ensorcelled guards.

‘How dare those greedy Zesharyns kill one of her distant cousins so they could practice necromancy on her bloodline and her Royal Court!’

History had repeated itself and she had ignored the omens. Count Russo and his magicians had fought a battle against Count Orloff and his assassin magicians and won. But it was only after the intervention of the Chosen One who had swung the battle in favour of Iteria. 

‘Even if I had warned Count Russo beforehand, would he have won any battle against such powerful magicians?’ Alicia asked herself as she walked the corridors.

‘No, I can’t blame myself. I must do something straight away before the Zesharyns have time to organise my own spies to work against me and make me completely defenceless. She was still a queen and there must be something she could do.’

‘But what?’ 

She was already at their beck and call. The Zesharyns had commanded her to go to the kitchens and order her cooks to prepare the Zesharyns ambassadors the finest food and the purest water.

‘Oh, she missed John Lewis.’

‘What would he have done?’

‘A plan, she had to have a plan. John, Count Russo, her Uncle Archie and Vernon had planned for nearly a year to make sure the Royal games ran well. They had had a team of scribes and other planners and she had learnt a lot and that was why her trade had been going so well.’

‘Until now!’

The Zesharyns had insisted everything should appear as normal to the rest of Iteria, and so the State Dinner would go on as usual and the traditional Hunt would be held the next day. The Hunt was a chance for her to escape, but Alicia had never been in the woods alone and surely any experienced tracker could find her even if she took off the ring.

As Queen, she could order the cooks to poison the food for the State Dinner, but poisoning the food wouldn’t work because she had a food taster and the Zesharyns would be smart enough to have their food tasted before they ate the food too.

John had told her royal family about the importance of clean water and why silver jugs helped keep the water pure. She could see straight away in her mind how to get the Zesharyns to drink some bad water, but that was a long-term solution. She needed a short-term plan now. 

‘But what?’

‘I’ve got no-one to talk to,’ Alicia lamented to herself as she continued along the palace corridors to her apartment, ‘even Vernon her bright young general from the army was present at the reception and was ensorcelled.’

Her two personal body guards opened the doors to her apartment and checked everything was OK and then Alicia entered. Standing in front of her was Maisie.

On the road to Horrendish

‘Maisie!’

Everyone Alicia cared about had been ensorcelled by the Zesharyns but Maisie was absent seeing her sick mother. 

There was hope yet.

‘Everybody but Maisie out,’ Alicia commanded as calmly as she could, ‘I want to hear about her sick mother.’

Alicia had no doubt that all the words she uttered and every action she took would be reported to the Zesharyns by their captives. They might see her action in talking to a servant as a weakness, but at last she had someone to talk to. She also knew Count Russo normally had spies everywhere reporting to him what she said or what was said to her, and the only safe place to talk was out on the balcony overlooking the harbour.

‘Come with me to the balcony Maisie and tell me about your mother. I need some fresh sea breeze after being in the stuffy Great Hall,’ Alicia called out in a loud voice to make sure the listeners heard why she was going to stand in a place they couldn’t hear her speak.

‘Maisie,’ she said softly when they were alone together on the balcony, ‘this is terribly important. No matter what I tell you, I don’t want you to react.’

‘Can you try and keep a neutral face for me?’

Maisie nodded.

‘You must get this right Maisie, I’m depending on you,’ insisted Alicia.

‘Ready?’

Maisie nodded again.

‘Remember in our history when that magician put a spell on the Royals and the Chosen One defeated him with Caledwhich?’

‘Yes, your Majesty, we all know the tale.’

‘Brace yourself. The tale has happened again. But this time we have no Caledwhich and no Chosen One.’

Alicia then told her all that had happened including the dreams and she could see Maisie struggling with her emotions.

‘Now as I see it Maisie, I have but one chance. You must use my mirror to attract the flying men. They usually patrol the road to Horrendish in pairs. So have one flying man take an urgent message to Oristo saying on no account must any of the flying men land in Iteria because these Zesharyns may put a spell on them too. Then get the next flying man to take you to Oristo and tell him what I have told you. Oristo will know where we have our Hunt tomorrow morning, so ask him to create a diversion by shooting one of the Zesharyn Ambassadors in the leg and I will run in the direction of the rising sun and his men can rescue me and also take me to see him.’

‘You know you can’t come back to the palace don’t you Maisie? As soon as they find out you are not under a spell, they will ensorcel you too. You have my permission to stay at Horrendish until this is over. I’m not going to tell you any more of my plans in case you get captured and tortured.’

Maisie’s face went a little paler as she digested the threat to her, but retained her composure and just nodded in agreement.

‘Now repeat softly the plan to me and we’ll get the plan started.’

Alicia and Maisie walked back into her apartment and Alicia said loudly and clearly to any waiting listeners, ‘I’m so sorry your mother is not getting any better Maisie. I want you to come to the kitchen with me and I’ll get you a basket of fruit for her and I don’t expect to see you for a week. You look after your mother and give her my love.’

Closely monitored by her personal guards, Alicia and Maisie made their way along palace corridors, down steps, across the kitchen garden and to the kitchen’s entrance.

‘Send Katrina, to me,’ Alicia commanded and waited calmly until Katrina arrived.

‘Good morning, Katrina, I want you to get a sizable basket of fruit for me and then take my servant Maisie to the stables and make sure she can carry them on a quiet horse to her sick mother. Please wait until Maisie is out of sight and not falling off her horse and report back to me.’

Katrina, who had become a favourite of Alicia’s smiled broadly and went off to do her bidding.

‘Guards pick up that empty barrel and come with me,’ Alicia commanded, ‘we have a job to do for the Zesharyns.’

Alicia took the guards to where the pigs drank and got them to fill the barrel with the scummy water.

‘Bring the barrel and follow me.’

She got the two guards to leave the barrel next to a side entrance and then she went back to the main entrance. Maisie had already gone, so Alicia walked in and asked for her Chief Cook.

‘We have six Zesharyn Ambassadors staying at the castle for some time. You will ensure at all times they get only the best food and water. I believe you have both white porcelain jugs and silver jugs for the water you serve. Please ensure from now on, only the Zesharyns drink only from the white porcelain jugs and everyone else has silver water jugs.’

Now Alicia walked with the Chief Cook out of the sight of her personal guards and to the side entrance where the pig’s water sat in the barrel. ‘This barrel has special water in it for the Zesharyns. The water is very precious so only put one small spoon full of this water to each of the white porcelain jugs full of drinking water for the Zesharyns.’

Alicia smiled grimly to herself. Her plan would not take effect immediately but soon the dirty water would give the Zesharyn Ambassadors severe stomach pains and they could hardly blame the food as her instructions had been quite clear they were only to be served the best. If her plan to escape from the forest tomorrow didn’t work, she would get some satisfaction in seeing them suffer. She hadn’t told Maisie she wanted help from Oristo to see the Dragon and, somehow or other, get enough magic to travel through the magical standing stones and find John. He would know how to defeat the Zesharyns.

Mountain top in Stabor

Oristo the leader of the winged men of Stabor sat on a gigantic flat rock surrounded by mountain peaks covered in ice. The last time anyone from Stabor had sat on this rock was hundreds of years ago. The huge flat rock was used as a greeting place for anyone who was not from his country of Stabor. Yet today he was going to meet a serving maid from the neighbouring country of Iteria. He had just received disturbing news warning him that no flying men should attempt to land in Iteria and, especially, not in the capital Maru. That the message had been conveyed to some of his warriors by Maisie the personal servant of Princess Alicia was even more puzzling as they were quite friendly allies.

‘Had some of his warriors done something so bad that all of the flying men were now banned from Iteria?’

‘No, bad behaviour couldn't be the problem. His warriors were far too disciplined for that and they had a genuine affection for all the inhabitants of Iteria.’ 

It had been less than a year ago when he and his flying men had helped defeat an evil magician named Count Orloff who had been seeking to invade Iteria. Princess Alicia, John Lewis, the Chosen One, and Count Russo and he had worked closely together for a number of months and were more like friends than allies.

‘The situation was very puzzling!’

Soon enough there were specks on the horizon that grew larger and larger as two of his warriors came into view carrying in a basket chair the servant, Maisie. As they hovered, Oristo strode forward and undid the leather straps.

‘Hold my hands,’ he commanded, ‘You may feel a little dizzy after riding in a harness.’

Oristo guided Maisie over to the large rock, let her sit down and then sat down beside her. She was still trembling and so Oristo waited patiently for her to speak.

‘My Lord,’ she said at last, ‘I have some grave news.’

‘Princess Alicia is a prisoner and all of her bloodline have been ensorcelled by the Zesharyn ambassadors.’

‘My mistress told me to tell you the Zesharyns captured the envoy sent over to Zeshary to prepare for a trade agreement. Then the Zesharyns tortured him to death and using his blood made up a spell. As soon as the ambassadors entered the Great Hall this morning, they cast two spells. The first protected Princess Alicia from being under the second spell and the second spell ensorcelled everyone in the kingdom who had royal blood. They reversed the spell put on my mistress and told her she had to appear normal to the people and her army and that my mistress had to obey them, or else they would kill everyone who had royal blood.’

‘The Zesharyns have also forced her to wear a special jewel which can tell the ambassadors in which direction she is headed and they have people near her all the time.’

‘My mistress was afraid my lord, if they captured any of your people, they could torture them and perhaps use their blood to ensorcel you too. That’s why she warned you first.’

‘And my mistress instructed me to tell you they are so powerful that only a magician such as the Chosen One would be able to work out a way to defeat them.’

‘But my mistress has a plan and wants me to talk to you about it.’

‘Go ahead,’ encouraged Oristo.

‘Tomorrow is the day of the hunt.’

Maisie took out a map from her sleeve and passed the parchment to Oristo.

‘Princess Alicia has marked where she will be at the beginning of the hunt. She wants your men to shoot the Zesharyn Ambassador in the leg as a distraction and my mistress will run to the place marked here and your men can bring her here to you.’

‘Will you do it?’ pleaded Maisie.

He reached out and touched her hand reassuringly, ‘Of course I will.’

‘We can’t send you back either Maisie, or you may be tortured too, so for now you will be the guest of my wife until tomorrow.’

Never in the history of Stabor had someone from the outside world visited their hidden city. His wife was in for a big surprise.

The Royal Feast

This State dinner was probably the best organised dinner ever. After Alicia’s previous interventions, Baroness Rivolvi had left nothing to chance. She acknowledged with a petite curtsey the complements paid to her when Alicia did her usual inspection, but Baroness Rivolvi had no knowledge of what Alicia had done in the kitchen before checking out the Great Hall.

As per the instructions of the Zesharyns, she ordered the band of magicians be served the best food, not only at the State Dinner but also at all meals.

Now Alicia was at the same table as them. They all wore long black gowns embroidered with stars and round pointy turbans. With their darker skin, little goatee beards and thin moustaches, the Zesharyns stood out as quite different. Most of the time they wore haughty expressions, but she did see them smile when they realised, they had the best food and special drinking jugs.

Alicia in turn kept a neutral expression on her face. It wouldn’t do to let them know how their captive princess had had her own little triumph.

It was so unreal sitting with her family and her nobles listening to them talk about the Hunt and the picnic tomorrow knowing they were nearly all ensorcelled.

‘Your Majesty,’ asked Joram with an oily smile, ‘Ambassador Hassam has asked if he might go along to the Hunt as an observer. Would that be all right?’

She pretended a frosty smile, ‘Yes, Ambassador Hassam coming to the Hunt would be a splendid idea. We do of course start just before dawn.’

‘Seneschal, see to it an extra horse is provided for the Ambassador.’

Joram nodded. He thought he was sending Ambassador Hassam to keep an eye on her. Little did he know this was exactly what Alicia had planned.

‘See how he likes an arrow in his leg,’ Alicia thought to herself, ‘and how well he is at explaining how she managed to escape.’

The Hunting Ground

If Alicia thought Ambassador Hassam might have an as uncomfortable horse ride as John had, she was sadly mistaken. The ambassador was a superb rider, insisting on an oversize stallion and showing off his riding skills.

She has chosen her riding habit most carefully, wearing a mixture of brown and green, with brown riding boots and a rounded balaclava so only her nose and eyes were showing. 

‘Surely this would help her escape in the forest more easily?’

The ride to the Hunt seemed to take forever and Alicia knew she was totally reliant on Maisie and Oristo for her plan to work. She consoled herself that even if something did go wrong, she would be easily found because of the direction stone now hung around her neck. The Zesharyns could hardly kill her for trying to escape as they needed her to fool the Iterian army and her people so everything seemed normal.

Once they ridden to the usual clearing and everyone had dismounted, Alicia sought out her two personal guards, who were also ensorcelled that first afternoon. The Zesharyn thought they were clever, but Alicia knew she could use the blind obedience in the ensorscelling spell to her advantage again, just as she had done when she asked her guards to take the barrel of dirty water to the kitchen

‘The Ambassadors have requested you show Ambassador Hassam the spears and axes we are going to use against the wild boars,’ and pointed to the weapon bearers who were standing in the opposite direction to which she was going to run.

As soon as they turned their backs, Alicia walked quietly behind a sizable tree and then another and another until everyone was out of sight.

At last, she heard a yelp of pain as undoubtedly Ambassador Hassam now had an arrow sticking out of his leg.

‘The plan was working!’

She ran as fast as she could, feeling her lungs burning, until she ran into the arms of one of two of Oristo’s winged men.

‘You are safe now your Majesty,’ said the huge man. ‘Let me strap you into this chair and we’ll be off.’

‘What about the ring?’ Alicia cried. 

‘The Zesharyns will know where I am.’

The winged man pointed over to a tree which had a wild pig tied to it. 

‘Once we strap you into your harness your Majesty, you can give me the ring and I’ll tie it to the pig and release it.’

‘Oristo learnt a bit about planning too,’ Alicia thought to herself and almost had a little laugh when she thought of all the huntsmen chasing a wild pig through the forest.​
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Realm of the Dragon
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Winged man

The Guardian

THE WINGED MEN AND their precious cargo flew low over the forest for several minutes and then down a steep wooded valley, still skimming the tree tops. The wind streamed into her face and eyes. It was exhilarating and in spite of her grave situation Alicia was enjoying it immensely. As they flew, she noticed one strong hand held her chair and the other held a small wooden whistle to their lips. It was clear the flying men were communicating, but she could hear nothing. 

Suddenly they rose swiftly into a black cloud which had appeared ahead and Alicia found out those fluffy clouds were actually damp and cold and she was glad of her hunting apparel. Almost as quickly they were out of the clouds into a clear blue sky and she could see snowy Alps in the distance.

The mountains grew bigger and bigger and Alicia could see at this height, there were no trees on the sharp mountain sides which were topped with snow. Remnants of snow lay glistening in the tall valleys and they now dipped down to a plateau in the middle of which was a gigantic flat rock. As they neared, Alicia could see a figure waiting and at last she recognised Oristo of Stabor.

‘Welcome your Majesty’ he called out as he hurried forward to undo the straps keeping her safely in the chair.

He waved away the two flying men, who had not actually landed but just hovered enough to let her dismount.

Oristo beckoned for her to sit on the rock and he did too so he was facing her.

‘Your servant brought me some disturbing news,’ he said quietly. ‘How have you been?’

‘Very angry,’ she replied grimly.

‘Thank you for rescuing me. It is hard to believe this business only started yesterday morning.’

Then Alicia told him everything that had happened and got a wry smile from him when she explained about the foul water.

‘I can see why you sent me a message not to go near Iteria,’ he exclaimed. ‘They are far more powerful wizards than anyone in Iteria or Maderia. We have never experienced magic like this before.’

‘Not even 400 years ago when the Chosen One saved Iteria?’ asked Alicia.

‘Mmm, it was different in those times. He was Iterian.’
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