Prologue

As the wind blew I watched terror spread across the faces of the innocent.  The tempestuous wind assaulted the city like a plague – spreading fear, causing chaos and leaving death in its wake.  My body trembled at the sight, yet my mind was calm.  Some stood transfixed, hanging on my every instruction.  Others fled in a panic only to die in the arms of the storm.  I commanded all the simples around me to be still and to form a perfect circle.  I, in the middle, threw my arms up to the heavens, let the wind wrap around me and caress my body.  I delved deep down to the center of my being until nothing registered – not the wind, the screaming simples nor the rain that began its dance.  The tingling began.  Slowly, slowly it made its way from the center of my body and out to my extremities.  When it finally reached my fingertips, I wailed in ecstasy – the banshee released.  Then, it was under my command.  The wind that had been wreaking havoc was now directly centered on my body – I was the eye of the storm.  The simples gaped in wondrous fascination.  Terror had turned to confusion and curiosity.  With a flick of my wrist and the utterance of a syllable, the rain stopped and the tornado reversed its cyclic motion – shot straight upwards and disappeared into the sky.  The simples continued to stare, but now it was at me.  I realized much to my dismay that I had a new problem.  I had revealed myself…


“Her journal was found in a small village one hundred miles north of Starbridge.  No other trace of her could be determined.  She continues to taunt us with her existence.  This woman needs to be found and eradicated.”  The elf finished, exasperated.

“Sir, she is the last of her kind left, not hard to find because of their remarkability…”

“So, where is she then?  And why haven’t we found her if that is really the case?  And she can reproduce you know.  If she has children with a human or a half-breed than there is a good probability that the child would be exactly like her.  They would repopulate this continent and this world.  Don’t be such and idiot Martel.”

“My apologies sir, we are still confident we have her trail and it shouldn’t be much longer now…”

“Shut up Martel and get out of my face.  Leave me, now!”

“Yes, Lord Bane, as you wish.” Martel stated softly, bowing, as he left the room.  

Muttering and cursing to himself, Bane paced the room tirelessly.  He picked up the journal again, caressing it’s delicate pages.  His slanted green eyes narrowed at it suspiciously as if it was a lover hiding a secret, a secret he could extract using delicacy.  The words the woman wrote were eloquent, and left no doubt in his mind that she was indeed alive and well, just very clever not to be caught.

“Almost as irritating as those Melnibonne, those half-dragons.  This girl will not best me; I shall have the magic.  I shall restore the glory to the elven people.”

