Ashley put a great amount of effort and time into her English ’57 class. Her story kept growing and improving as the semester progressed. Working with her was something I looked forward to each week. I have no doubt Ashley with continue expanding this story into something great!

 ~ Emily Sage, Practicum Tutor ~

Some Years Previous
Prologue

Ashley Ostrowski

The midmorning sky was murky and had been growing dimmer for the past several hours, threatening of treacherous hail and freezing rain.  The sinister wind blew harshly as it tore through the younger trees, swaying their long slender trunks from side to side, while beating against the ancient boughs of others impassively.  The green limbs of the slender trees shattered as the wind pressed on sadistically, its shrill cries able to be heard throughout the fertile forest and deep valleys.  The ghastly weather foretold the haunted moments and tragedies that had taken place in a community of elves that lived in the deep valleys and lush forests of the kingdom of Gurashi, the oldest of the three elf kingdoms.  

Spared from the threatening weather by the warmth of the thick castle walls, a young elf princess sat on her four-poster bed along with her many little toys: dolls with yarn hair of many colors and small button eyes; a little, red ball; and a small book with colorful pictures and words written in the language of the elves.  She sat listening to a wise elder, whose long, straight, gray hair reflected his years of study and experience.  He said, “Do not open this until the evil has been defeated, when the time is right.  A time of peace will occur after his defeat, the time will then be right, then you may open this glass vial.”  He took the glass vial from his lap and carefully wrapped it into a deerskin cloth.  After he was confident that the package was properly concealed, he handed it to the youthful princess.

“But that is so far from now,” complained the elf princess in a shrill, whining voice as she flipped back her long, white-blonde hair and put the significant package on her colorfully painted nightstand that was carved with deep, elegant engravings.  She twirled a long lock of her silken hair around her forefinger absentmindedly as she stared at the elder, hoping in anticipation that he had changed his mind.


“Give it time, the day will arrive sooner than you imagine” the elder began in a soft, understanding voice, his green eyes glimmering patiently at the young elf just before the heavy oaken door swung open violently.

Malissia, an elf nurse with long, black hair burst into the room.  The female elf was dressed rather plainly, a navy dress that frilled near to the calves and a simple string of mother-of-pearl around her thin, swanlike neck.  The princess recognized her as the elf healer who was instructed to look after her mother.  She bowed slightly before speaking in an urgent voice.  “Excuse me, but you must come with me.  There is something you must see,” she said as she looked at the elder.  She raced out of the room, but only after she was certain that the elder was following close behind.


“Has my mother had her child?” asked the princess, her baby blue eyes dancing with joy, a rosy flush spreading to her once-peaked complexion.  She had always wanted a younger sibling and today she realized that her wish may have been granted.  “Is it a boy or a girl?”  She desperately wanted a baby sister whom she could speak with, play with and to whom she could teach the Elfish ways, but she would also settle for a baby brother, whom she would be able to teach the ways of the forest and how to defend if danger were to come.  Might her mother have twins?  The young elf hoped it would be so and thought of what a delight that would be if it were to be true.  


“Yes, she has had a boy, but that is beyond the point!  Come!” the nurse cried out hysterically.  The princess wondered why Malissia appeared so desperate.  She had always been calm and patient.  What would make Malissia as heartless as to say that having a baby brother ‘was beyond the point’? 

Malissia led the elder to a room on the second floor of the castle, past the child’s room and past her parents’ bedroom, while the young girl trailed after the adults, nearly running to keep pace with them, her wooden, thong sandals clipping against both the floor and her delicate heel.  Her bleach-white dress glided behind her, its frills and satin folds nearly becoming caught between her small feet and sandal thongs.  Malissia stopped suddenly in front of the closed door, the same door that led to the room that the elf princess knew her mother was residing.  The nurse started to open the door, but paused midway, looked back towards the child as if to warn her not to enter the room, but she had already slipped past the adults to witness the events that had unfolded only hours before.

Her mother, the elf queen, had died earlier that morning while giving childbirth.  The king stood over his dead wife and stared inquisitively at the weeping infant with bright blue eyes.  He bent over his wife and kissed her pale forehead softly, tears in his eyes.  Blinded by his pain, he was unable to see that his wife had given up her own life so that her son could survive and so that the prophecies could be fulfilled, the same prophecies that their ancestors had predicted and her daughter had confirmed; prophecies whose events had already been put into effect centuries before and whose legacy were said to reverberate millennia thereafter. 

The king had not known of the prophecies.  All he could see was his late, beloved wife on the bed and a little child crying in her stiff arms.  He did not know why she gave her life away for this little child.  The king sat at the side of the bed in silent thought, well aware that his intended actions were far from noble and were sure to leave a blemish on his reign, but he was unable to grieve any longer over the loss of his wife.  The king sat there for a long minute, grieving as he stared at his wife, all the while gripping a sword by its beautiful hilt—bound in tight silver strands, an heirloom passed through the generations.  With one quick movement the grieving stopped and there was silence throughout the room.  Even the baby stopped crying, but only for a moment.

The young girl saw her beautiful mother—her long, white hair amiss and simple yet attractive face pale and lifeless—lying dead with a small child in her arms.  Her dark-haired father also lay dead, sprawled along the floor.  She could say nothing; her voice had been caught in her throat, her eyes swelling with tears that were immediately caught on the ends of her long, dark lashes.  


She looked from the baby boy within her mother’s arms to her father, lying on the ground, a long gash penetrating his throat, a large puddle of dark blood staining the oak floor beneath his neck, and his bloody sword by his side.  Finally she worked up the courage to ask, “Is he dead?” to the elder, still looking at the baby boy.  What would she live for if she had none of her family to share her precious moments with?

“No, he is very much alive,” said the elder compassionately as he picked up the child.  The child was motionless, but his eyes stared up at her.  He had the same soft blue eyes as his mother, eyes like her own.  She reached out for the baby as the elder placed him into her arms.  His little hand reached out towards her and grabbed a fistful of air as he let out a delighted giggle.


“What is his name?” asked the young princess slowly as she looked to the pale elf nurse, pushing the horror of the deaths of her parents from her mind.  Now all that was left of her family lay in her arms.  She would protect him from the dangers of the surrounding world, whether they were bound within the tall, stone walls of Gurashi, beyond the powerful rivers that surrounded the kingdom, or even the horrors and secrets of both of their pasts, including the death of their parents.


“His name is Alexus,” answered the nurse without a second thought.  “Your mother insisted upon it.”


The elf princess, while gazing at her newborn brother, only half-listened as the two adults spoke to one another in low whispers.


“Malissia,” said the elder as he twisted his white beard between his thumb and forefinger nervously, his green eyes glinting with trepidation, “summon the others.”


Malissia said nothing, her entire body trembling and her eyes wide with fright.  She stood before the elf princess, grasping her own slender hands so tightly that they had begun to go white under the immense pressure.  She bit her lower lip and it had begun to bleed.  She ignored the droplets that formed at the corner of her dark lips and stared intensely at the scene that was unfolded before her.  “What will we do?” she asked in a small voice, more to herself than to the elder.


“Malissia,” he said more urgently in a pleading manner, “send our fastest horses to the other kingdoms.  The stars have begun to align and not to make haste would be to put the heirs of Gurashi, along with its inhabitants, in great peril.  The stones must be located.”
