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Chapter One.


Departure.


Fairwind gazed in wonder at the shifting constellations. Her mind connected with her mother’s, ‘It’s beautiful, Mother,’ her eyes reflecting the heavens, as the host of ghost-like figures sped through the void. 


‘The universe is beauty abound, my dear child,’ replied Lady Oberinia.


‘Look at all those stars, Father.’


‘They are suns,’ said Lord Farinor.


‘Suns, you mean real warmth-giving suns?’


‘Yes, and they will have planets like ours,’ said her mother.


‘But there are so many. Which one will be ours?’


Her father said, ‘Xenifir will decide, for that is where she is taking us now.’


Their surroundings changed and they circled a brilliant white sun and halted before a green and blue orb.


Oberinia pointed. ‘There it is. It looks just like ours.’


As they closed in and orbited the planet, they saw one complete land mass with its polar caps.


Fairwind clasped her hands together. ‘The land is fruitful, no desert wastes, but part of it is solid ice.’


Farinor smiled at her. ‘It’s the sea; it has frozen over for the winter and is broken in places. Look, there are hundreds of rivers and many lakes and mountains and forests.’


Their surroundings changed once again and they breathed air once more.


Fairwind gazed at the surrounding greenery. “Where are we now?”


Oberinia placed a hand on her shoulder. “In a forest through which a river flows, the right place for River-elves, and the forest welcomes us, can you feel it?” 


All three listened to the planet’s spirits. 


Fairwind breathed in deeply, her senses tingling with the fragrances of flowers in bloom, and exhaled with a sigh. “The inhabitants, mortals, call this place Alberland,” said Oberinia, “and the planet is named Grantor, meaning life, or living.”


“It reminds me of Herinor, our own planet,” said Fairwind and a tear ran down her cheek as she followed her parents walking on soft green grass to the fringe.


“Herinor is dying, my child, the sun is dying, and that is why we left.”


They reached their objective and looked out over the land. On their left a river ran out of the forest and onwards across a rolling, grassy plain. Dark mountains rose in the distance and a Fairwind said, “Look, do my eyes deceive me or is that a castle?”


“Yes,” said Farinor, his eyes intense, “Castle Gorbil is its name, but it is empty, it is a ruin.”


Oberinia said, “It is centuries old and I sense no life within.”


Fairwind asked “Are we all here, all the elves?”


Oberinia’s eyes glistened as she said, “No, the other clans have gone where their rune stone took them.”


“What about our unicorns and pixies, are they here too?” she asked, turning back to the depths, her eyes searching.


Farinor grinned. “Yes,” he said, “and all the wildlife from our forest on Herinor.”


“And the fish?” she asked.


“Yes, of course,” said Oberinia, “every living thing from our lake, the birds in the trees and the bees -.”


Fairwind pulled up her skirt as she ran off saying, “Then I must find the river or stream or lake…”


Farinor called out to her in vain, “Fairwind.”


Oberinia smiled and said quietly, “Let her go, she can survive much better than we.”


“But she’s only a child, she’s barely into puberty,” he said, his eyes wide.


“She’ll be eleven on the morrow,” she said and laid a hand on his shoulder.


He nodded and looked to the ground. “And her powers are already ten times greater than ours.”


“So, you noticed it too.”


“Yes, I felt her strength as we combined ours with Xenifir for our flight,” he said.


“She’ll make a strong queen one day.”


“And a mother too,” he added.


“Come, we must begin building our homes in the trees,” she said. “They are quite tall aren’t they?”


*


For her people, Xenifir had chosen a virgin forest that climbed half-way up a green mountain from whose base, in a small clearing, sprung a crystal fountain, at the bottom of which Xenifir was concealed by in invisibility. The fountain flowed into a stream that moved on to become a river as other streams from the mountain joined it, some after falling from emerald cliffs, others by flowing out of the mountain’s fissures or grottos where pixies dwelled. The river formed a lake in the middle of the forest where the creatures of the water lived. The fish, and mussels and sweet water crabs fed the animals of the forest, and the elves too, and the river meandered on and on and on towards the horizon and into the sea.


The elves built their homes amongst the highest branches of the giants of the forest, trees so tall that they touched the passing clouds. And they lived and prospered in peace, caring for the forest animals when they were injured, and feeding them until they could fend for themselves, be it a tiny field mouse, a fierce wolf or a giant bear.




Chapter Two.


Five years on.


The wind stirred the uppermost branches; Oberinia woke up from a deep sleep. She looked at her husband standing at the open window as he gazed out over the tree tops


‘Did you sense it too?’ She asked


‘Yes, it is he.” He answered.


‘And she.’


“Yes.’


Oberinia’s heart hardened. Gorlac the last of the Hydrian wizard clan, the flying sorcerers, had arrived, obviously by the same method as the elves, and that being by the power of the mind.


Oberinia and Farinor descended after breaking their fast and called the elves to council. This took place in the clearing dominated by the crystal fountain.


Farinor opened the meeting. “Why we are gathered here you all know. Gorlac and his sister Therbok have arrived. We assume they will take abode in the old castle in the mountains.”


Galinoras, one of the youngest elves said, “They will enslave the mortals, they always do.”


Gantorinia, one of the experienced female archers said, “We should destroy them as soon as we can.”


Oberinia said, “He will have brought his goblin army with him.”


Brandor, a warrior veteran said, “The more the merrier, my arrows still fly true.”


Galinoras stood up. “He will send them here to snoop around,” he said, “in search of Xenifir.”


The whole gathering started discussing how they would deal with any goblin intruders, quietly at first, after which the level of noise rose so high that one found it almost impossible to discern anything at all.


Farinor rose and held up his hands for silence. “If the worst comes to the worst, if they invade the forest, armed and after our blood then we will react. Gorlac may not want all-out war, but if he persists as he did in the past then I will lead you.” 


His comments were greeted with enthusiasm and meeting adjourned.


Oberinia said to him as they walked through the forest. “I believe there will be war, we have not fought the goblins for centuries, we almost wiped them out once, and then Gorlac came along and revived their hatred for us.” 


He moved closer and said, “Our daughter favours Aribor, son of Kaldiror and Galinthia and he seems to be attracted to her.”


“Do I know him, when did they meet?”


“Yesterday evening, as we watched the sun go down, he rode by on his steed, Randolfo, and her eyes followed him as his gaze met hers; did you not notice.”


“Not really, I was in your embrace and watching the two moons, as one descended and the other rose.”


“They are both of the age were passion easily rises,” he said


She eyed him and grinned. “Then we had better be careful they do not meet alone.”


“I know that look,” he said as he pulled her to him.


She gazed into his eyes. “And you body tells me you wish prove your eternal desire for me.”


“You want proof then?”


Her eyes lit up, “Yes, please.”




Chapter Three.


Fairwind.


I knew of my mother and father’s fears of that wicked man and horrible woman. I also knew these necromancers had their own domains once more, but was not sure where ‘she’ was hiding. They would begin to prey on the mortals without mercy. In my waking dreams I could see through Therbok’s eyes when she transformed; she was a changeling who could fly as a bird or slither like a snake, but only for a short period, as it drained much of her life-force to do so.


Gorlac didn’t need to change, he could levitate, which meant he could fly like a bird, but for that he needed a whole lot of life force, which he too took from the humans, changing them into mindless, fearless zombies.


On our home planet, Herinor, my parents had been urged over the years, as leaders of our clan, to take action against Gorlac and his sister due to their constant invasion of our forest. They would send goblin patrols in the hope of finding us, believing we had some magic that give them longevity, something that was given to us by nature. We sent any goblins packing with visions of rabid wolves and slavering bears and huge bone-crushing snakes and fire breathing lizards.


But their invasions became unbearable, as we elves love the quiet of the forest and not the stink of noisy Goblins pervading our senses. It had been the same with the other Elvin clans, the river elves, the mountain elves, the valley elves, the sea elves. They left our dying planet clan by clan, and before long ours was the only one left and when we left it was with a heavy heart. The goblins were a disturbance then, nothing more, but the warlock and the witch knew how elves loved the forest and its tranquillity and would start anew when they found out where we were. 


We ate what the forest and the river, which I had named Floraxia, provided. The only flesh we ate was fish, which we had to catch, and with goblins marching along the river banks this was nigh on impossible.


Why didn’t we kill these goblins you may ask? Because we were peace-loving creatures and not war-mongers, that’s why. We kept our presence secret by hiding, but, there were limits and to my mind Gorlac and Therbok had passed theirs. Not only that, in the last elven and goblin war where the elves killed thousands and thousands of goblins, it took almost a year to burn all the stinking carcases; a goblin smelled bad enough when alive, but when it died it gave off a putrid gas that tainted the air for days.


But, to my mind they had to go, there was no room on this planet for goblins and their master and mistress, not on my planet. It was up to me to rid us of these pests for once an for all, so I decided to plant a seed and I planted it in the mind of two mortals. They were cavorting in the lake where I usually bathed and chased the fish. I sensed the mark of Therbok in their minds as they had been singled out by her and would soon fall under her hypnotic spell. The two were pairing on the river bank, so I waited until they finished. As they lay in the shade locked in love and each other’s embrace I entered their minds and allowed them to see me. I appeared to them in their dream state; they saw me dancing on the lake’s surface, as naked as the day I was born, my skin sparkling; plus I’d added a pair of gossamer wings. They looked on, open-mouthed and I approached them, walking on the water’s surface. “Hello,” I said, “What are your names?”


The girl said. “My name is Mary.”


The youth said, “My name is Tom.”


“My name is Fairwind,” I said, “I am princess of the elves here in this enchanted forest.”


“You live here in the forest amongst the fierce wolves and other creatures?” asked the girl.


“Yes, but the creatures don’t bother me as I am magical, I am immortal.”


They sat there open-mouthed and I continued, “Today is my birthday,” I lied, “and I can grant you both a wish.”


Their expressions changed to one of joy as I asked, “How would you like to become immortal?”


The girl clapped her hands. “Oh, yes please,” she squealed, and she looked at her companion who nodded vigorously.


I stepped forward and laid my hand upon their heads and said, “So be it,” and left them fast asleep. I explored their minds further and entered into their memories. They had fallen into Therbok’s clutches while walking in the woods not far from where they lived, which was north-east of here, high up on the mountain plains, where eternal winter reigned. They had lost their way in the woods one wintry day and came upon a brightly-painted cottage.


After knocking on the door they were confronted by a little old lady, Therbok, the witch, and that was the end of them. She fed them, gave them shelter from the bitter cold and they became her servants, providing her with a little life-force now and then just to keep her powers alive for she had plans, and one of them was to infiltrate tour forest and find out where the rune-stone was hidden in order to steal it. This was perfect for me.


After a while they woke up and both of them started to tell the other about their dream. This is where I made my appearance before them, fully-clothed this time, still wearing wings, and waved to them as I melted into the undergrowth. With any luck Therbok would believe this flimsy story mainly because she wanted to believe it. I knew what I was doing was wrong, as although I was immortal in one sense, I was not immune to death, a knife, a spear or an arrow could end my life just as quickly as anybody else’s. I’d set a trap and I was the bait.
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