“The day the oracle spoke of is at hand Leith” came Bylis’s soft voice.  “The time of change will come soon, I can feel it in my ears.”  Leith hated Bylis always talking about the sensitivity of his ears, and it had always bothered him that his were more human-like than that of his elven half-brother, still Bylis was usually right about things.

“What of Elhan?” Leith inquired back at his brother.  “We have not seen him for days.”


“I fear that his spiritquest was not successful.  He was foolish to think that a mythal could possibly exist in that forsaken-goblin-infested-joke-of-a-forest.  He was seasoned, but there are things out there more dangerous than goblins.  Tolar will protect him, or not as fate would have it.”


The air was cold, and the breeze blowing across the rocks and ice made it bite into flesh like a dagger.  Leith and Bylis remained hidden in the rock outcropping of the pass that they had chosen for its vantage point and ease of decent.  It seemed like weeks that they had camped here with little other than the magical blankets the clan had given them to keep warm, but in reality it had only been a few days.  Time, even for elves passes slowly when nothing is happening.  Neither fully understood why the Elder had told them to watch this particular part of the pass, and stranger still, they were not to interact or attack anyone, even the white elves, unless of course they had no choice.  Leith and Bylis had discussed those orders in great detail and come to the conclusion that the choice would be left to Tolar, and if it was his will that they encounter whites here, they would of course teach them in the ways of Tolar.


Bylis had taken the time together to get to know his half brother, he had no fondness for him and had always disliked the ‘non-pure’ but then when he found out that he was part of a family that had such a disgrace among them, he had changed his ways a little.  Still he enjoyed poking fun at Leith’s human qualities, a practice he knew bothered Leith, but he figured that was the least of what someone who was not true blooded deserved.  Still he wore the mark of the Spedel flower, a true blessing by Tolar, and a signal of the ability to affect certain random events.  Most of those marked became clerics, but Bylis was glad that his brother had chosen to become a Stalker instead.  It was a small consolation for having a ‘non-pure’ in the family.


Bylis’ was snapped back to reality by the sharp prick of his brother’s sword, Leith motioned him to be quiet and stay low.  


Coming through the pass below was a set of humans, Xan, Bylis thought they were called.  Deadly fighters, but their arrogance in their thoughts of controlling the randomness of existence annoyed him.  These humans appeared to be wearing some sort of marks of identification that were unknown to Bylis, though he had not paid much attention to human ‘rank’ to his knowledge the only human blooded creature that had ever worn the Spedel flower was his brother.  Secretly Bylis wished that the group going through the pass had been ‘whites,’ then he would have cause for action and a little exercise.


As the last of the two-dozen men were nearly out of sight, Bylis spotted something.  The last soldier removed his helmet to reveal, of all things, a perfect set of pointed ears!  Bylis was nearly to his feet when his powerful brothers hand caught him and kept him down in the rocks; two more xan-dressed creatures were following the group—a rear guard it seemed.  Leith managed to keep his half-brother quiet until they too passed.


After a brief discussion, they decided that Bylis would follow the group and see what they were up to (promising not to engage them if they turned out to be whites) while Leith would return to the clan and inform the Elder.

