Seven

Allake and Silphan 

A

llake crouched into the long and very wet grass, hiding his slender form from the group that was tromping along only a few leagues ahead of him.  Once settled, the elf prepared his bow and arrows then began counting the beasts, called Tallicks, which were marching in a line in front of him.  Ten…eleven….  Twelve, one of which was a Lith at the rear, barking out orders to the Tallicks that it was in command of.  Allake watch as the Lith finally called a break for their noon meal, or what was left of it after they had been munching on the march.  He watched as the Tallicks and the Lith bit savagely into the red, uncooked meat, trying not to feel nauseated.  About halfway through their meal, Allake decided it was time.


The elf stood, making his form, draped in a concealing clock visible, but hard to see through the damp fog.  One of the Tallicks suddenly fell face first into the ground; an arrow buried deep into its eye.  The Tallicks started at the sudden fall of their companion and franticly searched their surrounding area with their eyes as two more fell dead to the ground in a matter of seconds.  The Lith immediately stood, looking around and cursing in his native language.  It didn’t take Lith long to find Allake standing in the openness of the field.  It also made the elf even easier to spot seeing as he was also yelling in Tallickish, “Die, Tallicks!  Die for your crimes to my race, Tallicks!  Die by the hand of Allake the Tallick slayer!”


Allake was quite proud of his title.  Grateful town’s people gave it to him after he slew a band of Tallicks that had been killing farm animals and people for food and destroying farms and homes.  It was what humans would consider his job.  All elves had a self appointed job and some got money for it, while other’s didn’t.  The main reason an elf had any job, more like hobby, was that they needed something to do, a purpose.  And elves would do much to become widely known, but not Allake, who’s nature was to keep to his secretive an mysterious self.  He didn’t know why he liked to be secretive, he just did.  He felt secure when people didn’t know much about him except his title and it made his hobby all the more fun.  Most elves switched “hobbies” every one to two hundred years, but Allake had been slaying Tallicks and the necromancers who created them for most of his life, occasionally helping his as well as other species with some type of villain or another they couldn’t handle.  Allake also was one of the elves the Elven-King called on when he needed help from someone with fighting skills.


Allake waved his arms around a few times before the Tallicks charged and the elf got one more shoot in before he pivoted and ran.  Allake easily keep ahead of the chasing Tallicks while heading in the general direction of the trap.  He looked over his shoulder to make sure they were still following and lagged a little in order for them to catch up a bit when he saw how far behind they were.  Allake scanned the area ahead with his thoughts until he found Silphan, his partner, closest friend, and love’s, mind and presence.  Allake adjusted his course to intercept the spot were the half-elf waited, hidden by the long grass and the fog.


“Seven!” he shouted to the waiting Silphan as he passed the ambush spot.  “Wi’ a Lith!”


Allake ran a few leagues passed the site where Silphan was before he whirled around, bow and arrow ready.


Silphan burst out of hiding and cut two of the big and hairy animals, which faintly resembled humans, down with his twin blades before they had a chance to draw their own weapons.  As he engaged a third he witnessed two more fall, Allake’s arrows protruding from various vital places, then a third eventually fall when Allake attacked it with his long-knife.  Silphan quickly defeated the remaining two only to find his self facing the Lith.


The Lith was taller than the brut Tallicks as well as broader and more muscular with no hair whatsoever on his entire armored body.  Silphan attacked without hesitation.  Each thrust by one was always blocked by the other.  Silphan switched his fighting style to that of his father’s side, the elves, and tried to use his speed and agility to best his foe but the Lith responded by throwing in all his weight into the blows.  The length, weight, and width of the Lith’s broadsword countered even Silphan’s edge of using two swords at once.  Silphan had met his match.  Suddenly the Lith got a kick out and Silphan’s left sword flew to the ground, leaving the half-elf off balance and opening his right shoulder, which quickly received a deep cut for his mistake.  Now, with Silphan’s handicaps, the Lith quickly disarmed him all together and as the result of another swift kick had Silphan on the ground with his breath knocked out.  Silphan’s eyes widened and fear gripped him as the Lith raised his sword to finish him off but suddenly stopped in mid-action.  He watched with fascination as the tip of Allake’s long-knife bloomed out of the Lith’s chest like a type of red coated, morbid flower and he barely scampered out of the way before the huge body fell to the ground where he had been with a soft sigh.


Silphan looked up into Allake’s grinning face and muttered darkly, “Where do you get your sense of timing from anyway.”


Allake’s grin widened and he held out a hand.  Silphan grabbed the offered hand and pulled himself up into a sitting position, not sure he was ready to stand just yet.  Allake’s grin flickered then faded as he saw the blood running down Silphan’s left arm.


Allake crouched at Silphan’s side and looked into his eyes, relaying his concern and asking permission without words, as usual.  Silphan nodded and Allake began investigating Silphan’s wounds.  Allake only spoke if necessary, totally unlike the blabbering Silphan, and usually conveyed what he would say with gestures, meaningful looks, and expressions if you could see his face.  But, because of Silphan’s wishes, the elf always tried to use his voice more when they were alone and never hid his face under the hood of his cape when he was only in Silphan’s company like he did when they were in a place with more than zero people.  To hide his discomfort when Allake was younger, the elf had always tried to hide his face when in the constricting towns that were, to an elf, much overpopulated.  And now, centuries later, it had become a habit.  A habit so set in that he now felt very uncomfortable with out his hood up around people who were not close friends.  Silphan never quite understood that because he didn't have the strong yearning to always be surrounded by nature instead of people.  Not that he didn't enjoy being away from civilization with Allake, because he did enjoy it, but he was also comfortable in a village with many people.  Maybe a half-breed or two to see so you felt you weren't always alone.  

The elf and Silphan had been close friends for a little over hundred and fifty years before they became lovers for the next forty-seven to the present.  Elves chose who they attached themselves to very carefully because of how long lived they were and how they all lived in the same area.  Having someone who caused you pain within your sight and reach for centuries was not desired.  And for all the time they had been together, Silphan still didn’t know as much about Allake as the elf knew about him.


“I shall heal you.”  Allake’s accented voice brought him out of his thoughts and he noticed that there was blood on Allake also.


“No, your hurt, you have blood on you,” Silphan protested.  

“Aye,” Allake agreed.  “I have blood on me.  ‘Tis your blood.  Now I will heal you.”


“No, Allake,” Silphan protested again.  Allake was a Magician and it would cost him much, if not all, of his reserved energy to heal Silphan and Silphan told him just that.  “Can in not wait until we reach the town that hired us to kill the Tallicks?”


Allake shook his head.  “I believe it should be done now.   ‘Tis deep and you’re loosening blood.  Ah shall rest a bit after and then we shall go.”


Silphan began to protest again but was cut off by Allake’s quieting motion.  Allake put his hands on his hips and said sternly, “I will not have die of blood loss on me, Silphan.”  He raised his eyebrow in silent question.


Silphan let out an exaggerated sigh and reluctantly nodded.  Allake reached up to touch his face, turning the required touching of fingertips to temples into a loving caress.  Silphan got out a smirk before Allake’s eyes unfocused.  Silphan felt his shoulder knitting together and healing as well as some other nicks and bruises he had gotten in the fight.  Allake’s eyes focused again and he looked at Silphan long enough to smile before his eyes rolled back then shut and he collapsed.  Silphan had been ready, having received the same treatment in the past, and caught the elf in order to lay him down gently along the grass, putting Allake's head in his lap.  Silphan settled down to wait and glanced at his shoulder.  All that was left of his injury was a rapidly fading red scar.  He rotated it slightly and felt no pain.  Very nice.


Silphan looked down at the sleeping elf in his arms and wished he had the same abilities as Allake so he could return the healing, or any other favor in the future.  The only magic Silphan had was his telekinetic powers he inherited form his elven father. Moving objects with his mind and teleporting objects from on place to another were the extent of his powers.  The only things he had inherited from his mother was a roundness to his pointed ears, dirty blonde hair instead of silvery blonde or golden blonde, and the easily set off emotions of a human.  Elves had emotions, but it took a lot to get them to feel them and most of the time elves were very calm and very patient.  Silphan, being a half-breed, had very little of the elven calm and he sometimes wondered how Allake put up with him.  At least he had his father’s blue-green eyes, facial features, height, and slim build, which made him resemble the elven more than the humans, but it was still obvious to anyone who looked close that he was a half-breed with not-so-prominent ears and not-quite-pure blond hair.  He sincerely thanked the goddess many times that he hadn’t ended up with the facial and body hair of the humans; he surely would have been an outcast to the elves if that had happened. He frequently wished he was completely elven and would complain about it to Allake, who would respond with something irrelevant like Silphan not being the same person.  Allake didn’t know; he was a pure breed elf and completely excepted in the elven society, were Silphan wasn’t completely accepted into either human or elven.  Most half-breeds chose to live with the humans, seeing as they were a lot more accepting with other races, but Silphan had chosen the elves.  He was glad of the choice, he wouldn’t have met Allake otherwise.


Silphan tucked Allake’s sliver-blonde hair behind one of the elves pointed ears and began idly tracing around the outside of Allake’s right ear.  The ear was one of an elf’s most sensitive spots.  I could either cause an elf much pain or much pleasure.  If you wanted to inflict excruciating pain, the ears was one spot to do so, which was why the elven kind were very protective of them.  Especially around other species that were curious about pointed ears.


Allake stirred slightly then opened his aqua eyes to meet Silphan’s blue-green and smiled gently.


“How are you feeling?” Silphan asked.  Allake shrugged, rotated his wrist and frowned slightly.  Silphan sighed in exasperation that Allake wasn’t in a talking mood.  “Are you still tired?” he persisted, his tone slightly annoyed.


Allake gave him an amused smile before he decided he’d better speak.  “Aye,” he answered, “But I will make it to that town if we start moving now.  As long as you do what you usually do, I shall be able to stay awake.”


“What do I usually do?” Silphan inquired suspiciously.


Allake grinned and made a puppet out of his hand.  He started to move it in a talking gesture, a rapidly talking gesture, then Allake rolled his eyes and shook his head in amazement at the continuously talking hand puppet.


“All right!  I get the point!”  Silphan was mildly insulted.  He really didn’t talk that much, it was just that Allake barely spoke at all and because of that, it seemed Silphan talked a lot.


Allake punched him lightly on the shoulder.  “I am teasing you, Silphan.”


“You are stating the obvious, Allake.”


Allake gave him another amused smile and tried to get to his feet only to sit back down hard when his head spun.  Silphan instantly got up and helped the elf to his feet, steadying him until he got his balance.  Once Allake was securely grounded, Silphan moved to collect his swords and after wiping them off the best he could, promising them a more thorough clean later, he sheathed them in their proper places on his back, not noticing Allake studying his side, then bandaging it while Silphan wasn’t looking.  Moving over to the Lith’s body, he removed Allake’s knife, cleaned it, and then handed it back to the elf where it disappeared into his cape.  As soon as he finished helping collect Allake’s arrows, they headed back the way they had came, Allake a little wobbly and Silphan keeping a protective eye on him.


“Are you going to be all right?” Silphan asked dubiously when Allake suddenly clutched his side.


Allake nodded, saying with a bit of breathlessness, “My side just hurts from walking while I’m tired.”  Silphan took the explanation at face value.


As they reached the road, Allake pulled his hood over his head, sufficiently hiding his face.  Silphan was about to protest, but decided to let the elf have his way this once.  They continued toward the town, Silphan doing most of the talking and Allake mostly responding in his own special and non-vocal way.  When they were about three candlemarks from the town, a new thought came to Silphan.  “I meant to tell you a story I heard about how Aurand was born.  I don’t know if it is true or not, but it made me la—”


“’Bout what his parents were discussing at the time?” Allake asked.


Silphan started.  “Yes.  Who told you?”  He knew it was a pretty recent story on the elven-king and that it was very unlikely that Allake had heard it before he had a chance to tell it.


“No one,” Allake answered simply, finally returning to modern day dialect.  “I was there.  I wondered when that story would finally get out.”


Silphan stopped in his tracks.  “You were—”  He couldn’t believe what he had just heard.  The Elven-King Aurand was almost two thousand years old and finding an elf that old out of the safety of the World Between was very rare.  Sure, the oldest living elf was six thousand and three hundred years, but usually when an elf reached around one to three thousand years, they were tired of the rush in the Outer World and retreated into the quiet, and quite boring, Between.  Allake had just implied that he was older than the king.  Silphan had always assumed that Allake was around his own three hundred and sixteen years.  Since elves never really aged, you saw their age in the way they acted.  Silphan knew Allake was older than he, but just how much older?


Allake had stopped also and was looking curiously at Silphan, his eyes shinning out from the darkness of the cape’s hood.


“Allake, just how old are you?” Silphan managed to ask.


Silphan could barely see the tired grin beneath Allake’s hood.  “‘Fraid I be t’ ol’ for ye, young lad?” he teased.


“No, Allake.  But seriously, how old are you?”


Allake sighed and answered a quiet, “One thousand and ninety-six.”


Silphan nearly fainted.  “One thousand and ninety-six!” he yelled.  Allake winced and reached up to sooth his assaulted ears.  “Dammit Allake, how did you fail to tell me you were eight hundred years my elder!”


“Does age really concern you so?” Allake asked calmly, trying to figure the reason for his emotional chosen’s loud outburst.


“You’re almost two thousand years old!”


“Yes,” Allake said slowly, not sure what Silphan getting at.  Silphan gave Allake an incredulous stare, then crossed his arms over his chest and glared angrily at the elf.  “What are you so agitated about?” the elf inquired.


“You never told me!” Silphan shouted.


Allake ran a tired hand over his face.  Whatever this issue was about, he did not want to deal with it now in the weakened state he was in.  He usually enjoyed witnessing Silphan’s little emotional escapades but was not in the mood for them now.


“How old did you think I was?” he asked politely.


“I thought you were at the most two hundred years older.”  Silphan looked at Allake as though he had never seen the elf before in his life.  “You know how old I am, why didn’t you tell me?”


“Don’t blame me for you not knowing, you never asked,” Allake said in his own defense.  Silphan growled savagely at him.


Allake’s eyes widened at the animal sound his chosen made.  He was completely confused now.  Age difference was something humans and especially fairies worried about.  Not the very long-lived elves.  Age was irrelevant.


Allake held out his hands imploringly.  “Silphan, what is the matter?  Have your feelings changed for me because you now know my age?”


“No,” Silphan got out between clenched teeth.  “It’s to late for that.  But I never would have chosen to mate with you if I had known how old you really are!”


Those words hit Allake like a blow to his gut.  He knew how careful elves, even half-breeds, were with choosing.  He had been very careful about letting Silphan close to him and was now attached to the half-elven.  The bond between them had stabled and become strong.  If Silphan left him, both would suffer emotional unbalance for the rest of their long lives.

“You would not have chosen me?” Allake, his voice still elven calm, but he was shaking inside.

“No!  But it’s too late now, isn’t it?  I can’t change that now.”  

Silphan had actually sounded regretful that he couldn’t change his choice to choose Allake.  He had sounded as though he really wanted to change the fact that he had chosen Allake.  Silphan had just said the most hurtful thing an elf could say to his chosen.  Allake was already injured and loosing, not much, but some blood and on his last dregs of energy from the healing spell, all he could do to stay awake to keep moving and actually understand Silphan’s words, but now his usually calm emotions were raging with hurt, confusing, and anger.  His body couldn’t handle the mental and physical overload and he collapsed to the road as blackness took over.


Silphan stared in horror as Allake swayed, then fell to the ground before he could make a move to catch him.  Silphan rushed to the fallen elf’s side as guilt filled him.


“Allake?”  Silphan pulled Allake into a half-sitting position, supporting the elf’s back with his hand.  “Allake?” Silphan repeated when he got no response the first time.  Silphan pulled Allake’s hood from his face and his eyes widened.


Allake’s eyes were darkly circled and his face was almost white.  Silphan realized Allake had pulled his hood up so Silphan wouldn’t see just how tired and badly off the healing spell had put him.  Silphan’s guilt multiplied.  Of all the times he had brought up an argument was when Allake was in no shape to deal with Silphan’s human emotions.


Silphan willed himself to calm down and decided he was going to have to carry Allake back to the town, though he knew he would never make it there before nightfall.  He pulled the hood back over Allake’s head, knowing the elf wouldn’t appreciate it if he was carried into town with his face uncovered, and lifted the slight form, grateful Allake was light when he felt something wet under his fingertips.  He pulled Allake’s cloak back and saw the blood soaked bandage through the slash in Allake’s tunic.  Silphan cursed.


“You stubborn, foolish, self-sacrificing, idiot of an elf!  Why can’t you just tell me these things?”  Silphan started back down the road.  “No.  By Roe, Allake, you just have to be a big, brave, and sacrifice yourself for your chosen!  Umph!”


Silphan had barely started down he road again before he heard horses coming from behind him.  He hurried to the side of the road and hide himself and Allake in some bushes.  Two riders came into view with a small form walking beside the horses and Silphan’s sharp ears could hear their dialect.


“He was just up there,” a female voice said in a strange accent.


“I do not see him,” another female voice said.  The voice was familiar somehow, but Silphan couldn’t quite place it.


“Well, he was there and was carrying something,” the first voice said.


Silphan watched as they came closer and his sharp elven sight could make out their features.  He recognized the one walking as a female hierastan!  He hadn’t seen one of their species for at least a hundred years.  He wondered what one was doing away from its clan.  Then he looked at the riders and saw that they were elves.  No wonder he recognized their voices.  Every elf knew the names and features of the others in their species.  You didn’t live so long without running into the other few who were as long lived as yourself.  It was Collin and his chosen Elody.


Now that he had recognized the two, he knew it would be safe to ask them for help.  He carefully picked up the still form of Allake and steeped into full view.


As he had predicted, the elves recognized him right away and let the hierastan know Silphan was a “friend.”


Silphan walk towards them as they did the same towards him.  “Collin, Elody,” he greeted hurriedly.


“Silphan,” they both said with barely held contempt looking curiously at the body he was holding.  Neither had high regards for half-breeds but he didn’t worry about that.  If they wouldn’t help for his sake, they would for Allake’s


“I need your help,” he said bluntly, barely noticing that the hierastan had left for some reason.  He laid down his precious cargo gently on the road and knelt down beside the body, motioning for Elody and Collin to dismount and look.  The two elves reluctantly complied and came to stand over Allake’s body.  Silphan pulled back the hood so they could recognize their fellow elf.


“Allake!” Elody exclaimed, bending down to find what was wrong.  “All his energy is gone and he is injured,” she summed up.  She turned an accusing stare on Silphan.  “What did you do to him, half-breed.”


“What is going on?” asked a new voice before Silphan could think of any type of reply.  Silphan looked up in time to see a human woman followed by an armored man dismount from her horse and bend down next to Elody.  Silphan automatically prevented her, a stranger, from touching Allake.


“Back down, Silphan,” Elody chided sharply.  “She can help.”


Silphan studied the women, his sharp eyes quickly noticing the slit pupils and the sliver markings on her wrist.  She was a sorceress!   And judging from her leather and weapons, a fighter also.  He let down his guard and allowed her see Allake.


“I am Colavaer,” she said to Silphan.  Colavaer glanced at Elody.  “You know each other?”


“This is Silphan, a half-breed,” Collin said motioning at Silphan.  Silphan rolled his eyes.  He would have to mention that his genetic status was not pure.  “This is his chosen Allake.  All elves know each other.”


Colavaer nodded.  “I have heard of you.  Almost everyone has.  You hunt Tallicks and Liths, plus the occasional murderers and marauders.  You do very good work, a lot of people are alive and safe because of you.”

“Thank you,” Silphan said graciously.  “I have heard of you also, princess.”

Colavaer smiled slightly and nodded her head in acknowledgement.  “What happened to Allake?” she asked as she touched the elf’s temples with her fingers.


“What are you doing?” Silphan asked franticly, making as if to stop her until the strong hand of the man with her caught and held his wrist.


“Don’t worry, I’m healing him and giving him back some of his energy.  That is what you wanted right?”  She waited for his cautious nod.  “Let him go, please, Damon.”  The man gave one more warning squeeze before releasing Silphan.  “Now what happened?”


Silphan hesitated then decided he had better tell her.  “We were hunting Tallicks for that town, that way,” he pointed down the road.  “I got hurt during the fight and he healed me.  He must have gotten hurt also, but he hid the fact from me.”


“That would explain the energy loss and the wound, but there is something more.  Continue.”  The sorceress now had her eyes closed and Silphan saw Allake’s color returning.


“He rested a while after he healed me.  Later he collapsed on the road.”  Silphan didn’t think she needed to know about the argument.


Colavaer opened her eyes and looked searchingly into Silphan’s.  “He will need to rest.  It is still a good ways away from the town.  We will camp here.”


“Thank you, my chosen and I are in your debt,” Silphan said absently, his attention on the sleeping Allake.


Colavaer nodded.  “Yes, you are.  A debt I might ask you to pay.”  Silphan looked up sharply to see Colavaer walking away from him to help with setting camp.


The sun had just faded and Silphan sat away from the campfire, leaning up against a tree, watching from a distance as Allake slowly sat up, pulling his hood over his face as he did so.  Elody went to his side and gave him a bowl of stew they had eaten for dinner.  Silphan could hear them murmuring to each other, Allake no doubt wondering what had happened and Elody explaining.  Silphan watched as Allake looked at his surroundings and said something to Elody.  Elody looked in Silphan’s direction, though he knew she could barely see him in the shadows, leaning against a tree.  Allake followed her gaze and Silphan knew he could see him as well, though also barely.  Allake cocked his head in silent question at Silphan; Silphan turned his head away.

Silphan knew Allake wanted him over with him, but the half-elf couldn’t bring his self to face his chosen.  Guilt and confusion prevented him.  Guilt over his role in what had happened and confusion because he needed a reason he had gotten so upset over Allake’s age.  Allake would want a reason so Silphan would have to come up with one.

Silphan turned his head back as Sorceress Colavaer came up to Allake and they talked.  Colavaer seemed to be discussing something with Allake and Allake was agreeing.  Then they both looked at Silphan.  Colavaer turned back after a moment, exchanged a few more words with Allake then headed in Silphan’s direction.

Silphan tensed as Colavaer came and sat beside him.  Colavaer was someone he hadn’t figured out yet.  He sensed that she had a big purpose in this life and that he and the others in her group were a part of it.  A strange group at that.  He had never seen a group consisting of humans, elves, fairies, and hierastans.  Stranger yet was that Silphan was comfortable with them, seemed to belong.

Another strange quality to the group was that their leader, Colavaer, seemed to flicker between two personalities.  One was that of a young woman who was just discovering a new world.  Excited and young.  The other was one of a wise sorceress many years into her life.  Experienced and long-lived.  She’d say something so intelligent and wise, then turn the tables and say something innocent and ignorant. Very strange.

Silphan and Colavaer were both silent for a while until the sorceress finally spoke after a deep breath.  “My friends and I are headed to the camp site of the Amoran army,” she began, catching his eyes in hers.  “I’m sure you have heard of the war?”  She stopped until Silphan nodded.  “As I told you earlier, I have heard of yours and Allake’s skills.  It is not the elves’ fight, but we need all the help from our friends we can get.  There are already some elves helping, though the elven-king says he is neutral.  I asked Allake if he would consider joining us.  We could use people like you on our side.  He said he would, but that I also had to ask you and if you refused, so would he.  Will you?”

“What would you do if I refused?” Silphan asked.

Colavaer frowned, her eyes hardening.  “I will call in my debt, but I would rather have you join with free will.  I thought you would with or without a debt, maybe I was wrong.”

“You are right, I would,” he said quickly, not wanting the wrath of a sorceress.  “I was wondering to what extent you would go.”

Her face softened.  “Thank you.”

Another length of silence fell on them and once again Colavaer was the one to break it.

She motioned at Allake, who was still watching him.  “He is worried about you.  He didn’t say so, but you can tell,” she said quietly.  Silphan nodded.  

“Elody said something about a bond between chosen elves.  Tell me, what was she talking about?”

“It has to do with their magic,” he told her.  “The magic all elves are born with, even half-breeds,” he explained.  “It connects them somehow to a person of their choosing.  Something which makes the emotional tie stronger.” 

Colavaer hesitated, then bluntly said, “There is something you didn’t tell me, earlier.”  Silphan nodded.  “Something happened between you two, otherwise you would be over there with him.  Maybe telling me will help you solve the problem.”

“Maybe.”  He tensed again.

“You are the one who needs to go to him and you need to know what to say and do.  I have a feeling you started this.”

“Yes,” he whispered, wanting to tell her, trust her, but not knowing why.  “Me and my human emotions caused him pain.”

“I’d bet you and your human emotions are what he likes and why you are friends.   And more.”

Silphan shrugged.  He looked up at Allake who was eating slowly and talking now with both Elody and Collin between bites.  “I have to apologize and he’ll want an explanation.”

“So apologize and give him an explanation,” she chuckled.  “I think you already have the problem solved.”

“I don’t have a reasonable explanation.  It’s not that simple,” he sighed.

“But you do have one?” 

Silphan looked into her glowing cat-eyes.  “Fear.”

“Fear makes you react in unreasonable ways.  I’d say that was a good explanation.”

“Not for an elf,” Silphan said, frustration in his voice.

Colavaer looked at him in confusion.  “But you are not all elven,” she pointed out.  “Dose he not know that?”

“Of course he knows that!” Silphan exclaimed.  “I’m not all elven but he is!”  He let a frustrated breath.  “Most emotions are irrelevant,” he finished weakly.

“Maybe to them,” she agreed.  “Not to you and I don’t think it is to him either.  How long have you been together as partners?”

“One hundred and eighty-three years.”

Colavaer whistled.  “One hundred and eighty-three years!  That is quite a long time to get to know one another.”

“Not for elves,” Silphan said.  “Your meaning of time is not the same to us.  Years don’t mean the same as it does for you.  To elves, years are like a human’s weeks.  In your time, we would have known each other for little over four years.”  He gave her a confused look.  “I thought it was the same for sorceresses also.”

“I guess it is, but I’m new to this sorceress thing.  I just became a full sorceress a few days ago.  I am only seventeen years.  Not old at all.  A baby compared to you.”  She looked curiously at him.  “If you don’t mind my asking, how old are you?”

“Three hundred and nineteen.  I’m considered young for an elf.”

“Interesting.  How old is Allake?”

Silphan’s shoulders slumped and he heaved a sigh.  “That,” he told her warily, “is what we were ‘discussing’ before he collapsed.”

“Oh?” Her eyes flashed with curiosity. “Why don’t you tell me what happened.”

He sat silent for a moment, wondering if he really should, then figured it couldn’t hurt.  What if she really could help?  He was still hurting Allake just by avoiding him.  “He told me how old he was, which is eight hundred years older than myself and I got scared.  I became angry with him because he hadn’t told me earlier.  I yelled at him, he was trying to understand what was wrong.  Then I said something I shouldn’t have.  Probably the most hurtful thing any elf could say to his or her chosen.”

“Which is?” she prompted when he stopped speaking.

“That I regretted the choice of choosing him.  That I wouldn’t have.”

“Did you mean those words?”

“That’s just it,” he said in a distressed voice.  “I truly don’t think I would have allowed him to become that close if I would have known his age!”

“Why?” she asked, shocked, expecting words not meant but said in the heat of the moment.

“The same reason a lot of elves don’t let other elves become close to them!  They will spend the next centuries with the other and become used to their presence as a part of their life.  A constant part of their life.  If the one dies long before the other, the other will suffer for the rest of their very, very long lives.”  He put his head in his hands and rubbed his temples.

“That is a good point,” she agreed.  “But…are you sure he didn’t think about that and had come up with a reason that he still should still be with you.  Are you sure he doesn’t see something you are missing?”

“No, I never thought about that,” he admitted.

“Then go tell him.  Apologize and tell him why you were upset.  You might be surprised at what he says back to you.”

Silphan studied her for a moment, thinking over what she had said, then took her hand and clasped it firmly.  “Thank you, Colavaer,” he said with genuine sincerity.  “You have wisdom beyond your years.”

Colavaer smiled.  “You are welcome, Silphan.”  She stood up and headed back toward the camp.  “Oh,” she paused, “Don’t let Elody and Collin bother you with their ‘half-breed’ sayings.”  She grinned.  “They’re just jealous.”

Silphan chuckled and got up. Jealous indeed! He looked at Allake and found himself being watched by the elf.  His smile faded.  Silphan took a deep breath and headed purposefully toward Allake.

The others in the group watched as he approached the fire and Allake, especially Collin and Elody.  Allake’s eyes peered up at him from underneath his hood for a moment before he patted the spot beside him on his blanket.  Silphan took the invitation and sat down beside the elf.  

“How are you feeling?” he asked quietly, wishing the others around the fire would disappear so they could talk in private.

“I am fine now,” Allake answered simply.

“Can you get up and walk a short distance?” he asked hesitantly.  “I need to tell you something.”

Allake nodded slowly and held out his hand.

Colavaer watched with a small, pleased smile as Silphan stood up then reached down to help Allake to his feet.  They walked to where Silphan had been earlier and disappeared into the dark of the forest.  She invoked her night-sight that was one advantage of being a magician and saw Silphan help Allake sit up against the tree then sit beside him.  Silphan began to say something, then grimaced.  He reached over to hesitantly take the hood off of Allake’s head to reveal the elf’s calm face.

Colavaer banished her night vision spell and turned her head away, not wanting to intrude, but now she was grinning.  She thought she had done well in helping Silphan with his guilt and other emotions. She sincerely hoped her two newest companions worked their problem out.  Them being with her seemed to fill a gap in her life and seal it shut.  She found herself wanting them to be happy, even though she just met them, she felt as though she meet them a long time before.  Now that they were accompanying her, it seemed as though her group was now whole.  She wondered if the rest of the group felt it too.

Were these people and this journey her destiny, her fate maybe?  Did Destiny, mortal daughter of Reanth and Roe truly exist?  Did the five fates, Past, Present, Future, Good and Evil exist also?  She had no idea, not much was said about them and she had never thought about them.  Maybe she would ask Allake.  After all, he had been alive for almost two thousand years according to Silphan.  She couldn’t begin to imagine what knowledge the elf had stored in his mind through the centuries.

Colavaer looked up from the ground as Yanene sat down beside her, a bowl of stew in her lap.  The bowl looked huge in the hands of the small fairy and Colavaer had to force down a laugh as Yanene tried to get the large spoon into her tiny mouth.

“Here,” Colavaer said very casually and carefully, taking the spoon from Yanene.  They hadn’t spoken since she had yelled at the fairy for following her.  “Let me.”

Colavaer gazed at the spoon and made it shrink with her magic until it was Yanene’s size.  She handed it back to the fairy and received a small smile in return.  She knew that she had asked for an apology in that one act and was forgiven by Yanene’s smile.  Everything was all right between them again.

Later that night, Colavaer lay in awake in her bedroll.  Everyone looked to be asleep except for Damon who was on watch and Silphan and Allake who were still out in the forest somewhere.  She didn’t dare invoke her night-sight to look for them incase she shouldn’t see what they were doing in the forest somewhere.  Yanene lay to her immediate right, sleeping sprawled out on her stomach next to the dying fire while Damon’s empty bedroll was beside her on the left.  The hierastans also slept on their stomachs on the opposite side of the fire, Xan’s wings folded and Than’s spread out to cover his sleeping mate.  They looked right together.  Collin and Elody were at Colavaer’s and the hierastans’ feet; Elody curled into a ball and Collin on his side with his back towards his chosen.

Colavaer’s eyes shifted to the darkness as two figures finally emerged.  Allake, his hood actually off, noticed her state of awareness immediately and nodded his head at her.  Silphan, looking quite pleased, walking close to Allake’s side, followed the elf’s gaze and gave her a happy wave.  Colavaer smiled back at the two who had obviously smoothed over any problems.  She told herself to remember to ask Silphan how on the talking part had gone.  The two soundlessly settled down into their bedroll, borrowed from Elody who said she could share Collin’s until tomorrow when they reached the town and Silphan and Allake got their own from the saddlebags off their mounts they had left there while Tallick hunting.

Colavaer waited a few moments before glancing at Allake and Silphan.  They had already fallen asleep, side by side.  She sighed and stayed awake until Damon’s watch had ended and Elody’s had begun.  He looked disapprovingly at her when he saw that she was awake and she answered his frown with a sleepy smile.  Once he was settled in his bedroll beside hers, she closed her eyes and sleep easily came.
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