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Prologue:


A long time ago, before any of us were born, there was a kingdom. Inside of this kingdom, there were cities, and each city had a king. The king ruled over the city and the people, and nobody in the kingdom was an enemy. The kings were all allies, and they lived in peace for many years and centuries. King Murlot on the east side of the kingdom, declared that his city should build another city for the king to rule. King Sarium, on the far west side, disagreed. King Sarium thought that all of the kings should only rule one city at a time.

This made King Murlot furious, and sent a battalion of warships across the raging seas of Lake Eurig. The attack surprised King Sarium’s city and they were not prepared to fight. Only the few guards that guarded the front gate were prepared, but they did not last long. 

King Sarium’s city, named the Palace of Peace, was under heavy attacks that whole year, and when no attacks were going on, both of the kings were preparing for the next fight. 

King Murlot’s city, named the Trulin of Truth, was a very wealthy and carefree city. Sins were committed daily, and religion that once was there to keep order, was diminished. 

King Murlot became corrupted in evil and sought to destroy any person that stepped foot in his land. The citizens were also the same way, and became bloodthirsty people. 

King Murlot built the city that his enemy, King Sarium, had denied him building. 

The city was built over two cliffs. The valley that was created by these two cliffs was named the Valley of Death, because, as one of King Murlot’s builders learned the hard way, if you fell down into the valley, you would never come out alive. 

The city was made entirely with dark, faded black bricks that almost looked blue. The town’s people that used to live in the Trulin of Truth now migrated down into Oosengoth, the newly built city. Only a few people remained in the Trulin of Truth, which didn’t anger King Murlot one bit. He preferred the quiet and serenity of peacefulness. 

The wars between the east and west kings grew larger, and King Sarium, the west king, wanted to know why his great friend, King Huma, the king of the south, wasn’t using his powerful sorcery to stop this war that was destroying the Palace of Peace. King Huma was a sorcerer, and had powerful magic. King Huma didn’t rule a city, and all that the king had was a castle, where he created potions and spells, and an army that resided in the castle. The last that King Sarium had heard from his dear friend was when Kind Huma had found his lost grandson, but the king of the west never heard what the grandson’s name was. 

Finally, after desperate calls of help, King Huma marched into war with King Murlot in Oosengoth. King Sarium never found out the results of the war, but was glad that King Murlot never sent another battalion of swordsmen after him. 

In the wild forests of the kingdom, there lived a man. Shawn Snow Sr. lived in a quiet home in the forest and never had any contentions with other cities, mainly because he was a hermit who never talked to anyone but his son. Shawn Snow Jr. loved his father, and one day, many years before the battles began, found out that his father was a magician. 

“No,” his old father told him, “I am not a magician. I am a sorcerer.”

Just like King Huma, there was another sorcerer who lived about the land. 

Shawn Snow Jr. wanted to be special like his father, but he couldn’t find any source of magic, or sorcery, in his life. His father was also determined that he found some sort of magic in him, and decided to use his “magic” to make his son have the powers. 

At night, a year before the wars began, Shawn Snow created a power.

It wasn’t at all like what he had wanted, but found out that this “power” could do almost anything! Shawn Snow Sr. called it the Power of Light. 


Suddenly, new doors were opened and Shawn Snow Sr. (using the Power of Light) taught his son to use sorcery, and Shawn Snow Jr. wanted other children his age to also learn it. His father, at first, disagreed, but in time, he said yes. 


A camp was opened where the father and son taught other children how to use powers. 


“You are my super-kid,” Shawn Snow Sr. said to his son. “Never let anyone tell you otherwise.”


Shawn Snow Sr. and his son lived much, much longer than anyone else. Sorcerers do not age as quickly as normal, human blood and so, they can live a lot longer than any human being. 


But, like all life, you have to die, and Shawn Snow Sr. passed away, and left his son in charge of the camp. 


“You are my super-kid. Never let anyone tell you otherwise.”

Part one:

S.K.T.

Chapter One


“It’s too hot!” said an eleven-year-old boy. His thirteen-year-old brother nodded his head in agreement. “Yeah, if it is too hot, then we don’t have to go to camp this year, right, Zach?”


Zach, the youngest out of the three brothers didn’t say anything. “Mom, are you sure that I have to go…I mean, I’m only nine!”


Mrs. Peterson nodded, “Zach, you are old enough to be without your mother for a few weeks. And c’mon boys, cheer up! It is only a couple of weeks!”


Jared, the eleven year old, said, “Yeah, well, it is too hot! I don’t wanna spend a week in this kinda heat!”


Mrs. Peterson breathed through her nose, and shook her head. “Race, Jared, and Zach, c’mon, just do it. Do it for me.”


Race sighed and knew that any point in arguing further would only end up in fighting. He opened the car door and stepped out onto the hot, dirt road. He was followed out by Zach, and then Jared. 


Race turned around curtly and waved to his mother, who said to them, “Come around here and give me a hug and a kiss.”


Her three children obeyed and went around in front of the blue minivan to give their old mother a last kiss goodbye. 


“Well, just know that I love you, and don’t get in trouble.” When she said those last five words, she was looking at Race and Jared. She spoke sternly.


“You understand?” 


The three boys nodded. After that, Race shook his long, blonde hair out of his face, doing a little hair flip, as Jared liked to tease him about. Mrs. Peterson was always fussing about how she wanted Race to get a haircut, and look more presentable, like Jared. 


Jared also had blonde hair, but he couldn’t stand it in his eyes, like his brother enjoyed. He spiked his hair up with gel, or just let it lay flat. 


Zach, well, Zach really had no hair to do anything with. Zach had buzzed his hair short the last week, so there was not much he could do about it. 


Race’s stature was like most thirteen-year-olds. He was tall, but still a little chunky from family heritage. He was a rock star, or so he thought. He hung his pants down baggy and tight fitting shirts. Black was his favorite color. He wore it just about every day.


Jared couldn’t be anything similar to his older brother. Jared was unusually tall, geeky looking from his big glasses, and at the moment had braces on his teeth. You could say that he was the perfect nerd of the family, and in most cases, was. 


Zachary, a little nine-year-older was still trying hard to get past his obnoxious little kid figure. Zach was still hyper and a big baby when it came to competition. Race and Jared would play Zach in a game of baseball, and he would cry whenever he struck out or something like that. 


But, in the past few weeks, it has seemed like Zach has matured. He was getting noticeably taller, and unlike his two older brothers, he was super skinny. 


“S.K.T…I wonder what that means,” Jared muttered.


“Huh?” Race asked. Jared pointed up into the sky, and Race turned his head and looked. There was a big, tall gate that towered about all of the trees. At the top of the huge, brown gate, there were the letters, in bold red dye: S.K.T.


“Hm, I guess it is the initials of the founder or something…” Race replied.


“That’s what I thought,” Jared said. 


“Goodbye, Mom!” Zach yelled from behind them. 


The two older brothers waved at their mother as she drove down the dirt road. Other cars were parked along the dirt road, saying their last words to their children who had to suffer two long weeks in this intense heat. 


“This must be like the hottest day that Utah has ever seen!” Jared said as he wiped the sweat off of his head, after Mrs. Peterson had driven off. 


They found an empty patch of shaded, provided by a large tree, almost as tall as the gate that said S.K.T.


Most of the other children around them were either sitting or lying down, trying to get away from the heat. Most of them looked bored, and some looked like they wanted to go home, including the Peterson boys. 


Race pulled out his Ipod and started to listen to his “rock star” music. Jared snorted, knowing that Race had been told not to bring it, but yet, he still did. Jared knew that Race would be tripping head over heels to listen to his music by the end of the two weeks. 


Jared leaned on the tree, but it was too hot, so he lay down on his back.  

It wasn’t as comfortable as the couch in his room back at home, but it will make do. 


Zach got up from his behind to walk around the little area that everyone was waiting behind to get into the camp. Zach knew, from his brother’s information, that camps usually just let you stroll right in as soon as you get there, but this time, they made you wait in the sweltering hot sun. Zach tried to see if anyone was talking about what S.K.T. meant, but nobody did. Zach suddenly felt a small breeze pass through his hair, and relaxed. 


I wonder what this camp will let us do…I hope it has a huge lake that I can swim in whenever I want. That would be awesome…

“Hey, um, does anyone know if there is a lake here,” Zach suddenly asked. A boy, about two years older than Zach looked up. 

“It depends.”

“It depends on what?” Zach asked. 

“It depends on what you get.” After the boy said that, he closed his eyes 

and lay back down. 


Zach was puzzled. “It depends on what you get? What does that mean?” Zach asked the boy. 


The boy didn’t answer. 


Zach shook his head and walked back to his sweaty brothers. Race nodded to him and said, “Sit down, you are gonna get dehydrated.”


Jared then remembered that he had stuck a water bottle in his pocket, and with ease, pulled it out. He took a sip, and decided that it was too hot to drink refreshingly. 


He grimaced and dumped it out. Race flinched at the sudden wetness, but then put his hand the puddle. He decided to enjoy it while it was still there. 


Jared layed back down once more and put his hands above his head. Awww…It feels so good to stretch…what’s this?


Jared felt a soft stick in his hands, and pulled it back. He examined it with awe. The stick was carved at one end, and pointed at the other. It reminded Jared of a wand that he had seen in movies. The “wand” was light brown and smooth. On the pointed half of the wand, there were letters, painted in a dull red ink: Randavois Evena

 
“Randavois Evena…what does that mean? Is it a name?” Jared asked himself out loud. 


Race looked at Jared and then at the wand. “What’s that?” he asked.


“I don’t know…I just found it.” Jared answered.


“What does it say,” Race said when he looked closer.


“Randavois Evena. Do you know what is means?”


“You’re the nerd, you should know!” Race exclaimed. “Let me see it.”


Jared gave it to Race and he looked at it closely. “It looks like a wand or something…” his voice trailed off. 


“I have no clue… here,” he gave it back to Jared. His brother returned it and Jared put it in his pocket. 


“Ahhhh! When are they gonna let us in! I’m gonna die!” Race shouted. A couple of girls looked over at Race when he yelled and giggled. Race blushed and smiled back. They laughed even harder.


“Your such a player,” Jared whispered to Race. “I know,” was his reply. 


“WELCOME! WELCOME TO S.K.T.!” a voice boomed out from nowhere. It startled the kids, and aroused their attention. 


“Finally,” Race muttered.


“PLEASE STAND UP AND GET IN A SINGLE FILE LINE BEHIND THE GATE!” the voice boomed. 


Jared wondered where the speakers where, or if not, where the horribly loud announcer was. 


Anyway, the children did as they were told and the Peterson’s got in line, partly towards the front of the line. Everyone was silent. A bird flew away. A frog ribbetted. 

 Finally, after was seemed like hours, the S.K.T. gate slowly creaked 

open. Jared fidgeted to try and see what the camp layout was like, but a fat kid stood in front of him, blocking the view. 


Suddenly, the first few kids in line gasped and backed up. The line started to move backwards, as eyes widened. The excitement in the air suddenly turned to horror, and a few girls started to scream. The fat kid that stood in front of Jared stepped on his foot, and send Jared falling to the ground, which Jared landed on Race, and Race fell backward, and soon it was like dominoes. The last part of the line was all trying to stand back up when the gate had finally reached the full opening. 


Race uttered a small gasp. “Uh! Whoa! It’s a—It’s a---it’s a tornado!”


Indeed it was. Small twisters, that should have been flailing around like real twisters should, were standing perfectly still, and made no sudden movements towards the open gate. 


“Welcome to S.K.T. Summer Camp!” A man yelled out, but no one heard over the horrifying screams that were occurring. 


“Do not—Do not scream ladies and gentlemen, these swirls will do absolutely nothing to harm you, whatsoever. Just follow me, and I will explain everything!” the man in the front of the line was saying, but few children trusted him. 


The Peterson’s couldn’t see the man, and so they didn’t understand why everyone had suddenly decided to walk towards the tornadoes; but when they scooted up closer, they saw a man wearing a green cape, black clothes. They weren’t normal, every day clothes, they were oddly…odd. 


In Jared’s perspective, they looked like wizard’s clothes, with the cloak and everything. 


“Keep moving along, yes, yes, just keep moving along,” the man ushered the children inside the camp’s walls. 


Jared was utterly fascinated at the twisters, while his two other brothers were utterly scared. They grabbed Jared and pulled him away from the swirly things. The line continued to move forward, and Jared saw over the fat kid that there was another man leading the way. 


“This is amazing!” Jared told Zach.


“Yeah, uh, really amazing!” Zach said, sarcastically. 


Jared turned toward Race. His face was red, and Jared could tell that he was very uncomfortable around these…these things. 


Jared looked once again past the fat kid and saw that the man leading the trembling line of kids into a building. 


“Where are we going? I just wanna get away from these twisters!” Race cried out. 


“It’s fine,” a girl that was right behind Race said calmly. “It wont hurt you. Once you get in they won’t be there anymore.”


“In? In where? The building?” Jared asked the girl. The girl shook her dirty blonde hair and said, “I am not supposed to tell…sorry.”


Jared sighed and kept walking. When they reached the building, the three boys walked through glass doors, and were led into an auditorium. The kids were all finding seats amongst themselves, and the Petersons chose to sit in the fifth row back, directly in the middle. 


Zach looked around the room and said, “What is up with this camp? I mean, from the outside, this building looked tiny, but now that we are inside, it is huge!”


Jared looked around and agreed. That thought had not yet dawned upon him. The auditorium was indeed huge. There was the main floor, and then a balcony. Jared wondered how many children could be housed up in this camp. While he looked around, Jared only saw about a hundred or so kids. Why was the auditorium so big? Jared also noticed that the air was breezy, and he wondered how a building could have a breeze.


After everyone was settled into a seat, the stage lit up, and a curtain hung over it. Suddenly, it swooshed open and there, in the lights were four arm chairs. In between the chairs, with two on the left and two on the right, a man began to talk. Race recognized the man as the one that was trying to talk when the gate had opened. 


“As I have said before, welcome to S.K.T. Summer Camp! I am the camp director, Shawn Snow, and I am very excited to have you guys stay at my camp for the next couple of weeks. Now, for those who have already been to this camp, I will now ask you to leave and join the rest of the early-comers. You will not have to sit through another session like you did last year, or the year before that. C’mon, lets go!”


Shawn Snow waved at the audience and some people got up and left. One of them was the girl with the dirty blonde hair. 


“Okay, now that we first-years are here, I need to tell you a secret. Now, this secret is the most powerful secret yet to be revealed. So listen closely:


Everyone here is unique.”


Jared sighed. It’s not like we are in Special Ed or something, come on dude, we all know that we are different!

Shawn Snow continued, “You are all different, and many of you are the same. But just remember this: You are my super-kid. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”


Zach got a chill and it crawled up his back. Somewhere, he had heard that saying, but he couldn’t place it. 


“This power comes with a huge responsibility.” Shawn Snow continued.


“Come on, we are not Spider-Man!” Jared muttered under his breath. 


“You each have special powers within you.”


Jared looked up at Shawn Snow, along with many others. The whole room was quiet. 


“All of you have been hand-picked to reside in my camp. I know this because I chose every single one of you. I recognized the special power that only comes from a real hero,” Shawn paused as to let that thought sink in, “I chose you to become my army.”


Suddenly there was commotion in the room and kids spoke up, “WHAT? Where is the war?”


Shawn suddenly whipped out a stick from underneath this cloak. It looked vaguely familiar to Jared. Jared’s hand reached down to his pocket and felt the wand that he had picked up earlier. 


“Holy crap…” Jared muttered. 


Suddenly, with a wave of Shawn’s wand, the room fell deadly silence. 


“I know, I know that this is very hard to understand, but just hear my out!” Shawn Snow continued, “My father taught me about…about…about magic! And now I am passing it down from me to you! Please! Stop talking and hear me out!


“A long time ago, my father was a sorcerer. He helped me find my true powers and along with it, he created the Power of Light.”


Race shivered. Was it cold in here or just him?


“This power had affected many others during that time, and every single one of you has an ancestor who has been through this camp and has trained here. 


“You! Alex Carson! Your great-great-grandfather Nicholas Carson came through here in 1874. He died shortly after that, right?” Shawn asked.


“How do you know my great-great-granddaddy?” a girl in the front row asked him. “There is no, possible answer!”


“Only,” Shawn muttered powerfully, “if I knew him personally! Right? Right!” 


“All of you here tonight will be given—no, wait, all of you here tonight already have a power! If you asked, I could name each one of your powers, because your ancestors will have the same power! You see, many, many years ago, the Power of Light was stolen and evil unleashed its fullest extent. The Power found their masters and hid a part of it within their human master. All of you have a part of that power inside of your blood.”


“Now…well, now that we have that through, you will all learn of your powers and duties tomorrow morning, right after breakfast. Now, let’s get some official camp duties done…


“My camp counselors: Avery Kinsley, Evan O’ Riley, McKenzie Sanders, and last, but not least, Alice Suzan.”

  
As Shawn said each of the counselor’s names, he pointed to them. They were sitting in the chairs right behind Shawn. 


All of the counselors were wearing dull brown clothes, the camp’s clothes. They looked excited for some reason, and Even O’ Riley, a man wearing a purple hat was fidgeting in his seat.


Shawn Snow continued to talk but Race paid no further attention while Shawn went over the basic rules. Race daydreamed about his power, and what it was. He hoped that he could have like, laser vision, yeah, that would be cool. Race looked over at Jared who was staring attentively at Shawn. How can he find this guy fun to listen to? I mean, he is monotone!
 
Race closed his eyes and pictured his laser vision. He could cut through solid steel and look at girls….


No, wait a minute, if I could see girls without clothes that would be x-ray vision. Yeah, I think I like x-ray vision better.


Suddenly, Race heard commotion throughout the room. He opened his eyes and realized that Shawn had dismissed the camp. He got up from his seat and followed Jared out of the room. 


Near the door, the line got crowded, and Zach noticed that the campers were signing up for cabins. When the three boys drew closer to the signup sheet, Jared grabbed the pen that was dangling from the sheet, and scribbled

Petersons on the cabin V-4. 


“Hey! We get our own cabin all to our selves!” Jared exclaimed. “Hurry, lets get to our cabin…Find V-4.”


The three boys exited the building and saw that it was dark. The sun had gone down and the moon was full. They ran past a row of cabins that were from A-1 through A-6.


“Wow, there must be a ton of cabins in this camp.” Race whispered. 

Race looked behind him and saw those twister things, still whirling perfectly still. 


“Those are creepy…” Race muttered. 


Jared looked back also and muttered to his brother, “Didn’t you listen? Shawn told us that they are buildings. We just can’t see them yet because we don’t have our powers. Once we get them tomorrow morning, we will be able to see them. He said that they are the buildings which we are to train our powers in.”


Jared ran out of breath and started to walk. His brothers slowed down with him. 


“What cabins are we at?” Jared asked. 


“We are in the…yeah, the H’s.” Zach replied. 


“Oh, come on! How many cabins are in this flipping camp?”


“Well, there are 26 letters in the alphabet, and to each letter there are six cabins. Do twenty-six times six.” Race answered. 


“I’m too tired to think right now, lets just find V-4.”


When they finally arrived in the V section, they walked up the dirt path and found the cabin that had the number and letter: V-4.


Race pushed open the door and stepped inside. The cabin was nice and cozy, but not very large at all. It had a couch to the right of the door, backed up against the wall, and on the left wall there was a toilet and a sink, (“Not much privacy…” Jared murmured), and in the middle of the room were two bunk beds. Race cried, “I get top!” and Jared followed suit. 

Zach frowned and said, “Well, I don’t want bottom! And who is gonna sleep on the other bottom bed?”

“Who cares? I mean, well, we get this whole cabin to ourselves!” Jared cried as he jumped up onto the top bunk of the left bed. 

“This is awesome! I am not kidding!” Race said, looking around at the cabin. 

“So, what are we supposed to do tonight? Just sleep?”

Jared nodded and looked over to the door. There was a piece of paper that was tacked to it. Jared jumped off of the bed to read it. He read it aloud:
“TOMORROW’S SCHEDULE

1. Breakfast 7:30 am

2. Power of Light Ceremony 9:00 am

3. Tour of the Camp 11: am

4. Lunch 12:00 pm

5. Power Training until 8:00 pm

6. Dinner 8:30 pm

7. Free time until 11:00”

“I wonder what power I will get...” Race said dreamily. Zach nodded. 

“I have always wanted to fly,” Jared muttered. 


“That would be awesome! I have never thought about flying!” Race exclaimed. “What about you, Zach?”


Zach gave the thought careful consideration, and then replied, “I want to run as fast as Flash.”


His two older brothers laughed. “Well, I guess we will just have to wait and find out.” Jared said. 


Race thought for a moment and then said, “Hold on, hold on…wait…I mean, we didn’t even believe that magic was real before tonight, did we?” His brothers shook their heads. “How do we know that Shawn isn’t just telling us lies? I mean, how could someone be a sorcerer? Magic isn’t even real!”


“Or is it?” a voice said. 


The three boys jumped and screamed. Just behind the left bunk bed that Jared and Zach slept on appeared a man. 


“Shawn!” Jared cried, horrified.


“How did you do that?” Zach asked amazed. 


Shawn paid no attention to Zach or Jared, but he fixed his eyes upon Race. “You don’t believe that I can produce magic?” 


“Uh…um,” Race stuttered, “Well, how did you just appear like that?”


Shawn shook his head, “Not now, I have too much to do, but believe me Race,” Jared’s eyes widened. Jared was sure that Race had never mentioned his name to Shawn. “I can do just about anything…now go to bed, all of you, it’s lights out in a few minutes.”


Jared turned to Race, and then back at Shawn, but he had disappeared once again. 

Chapter Two


Race woke up to a deafening BANG! Startled, he bolted up from his bed and screamed. Jared continued to snore, and Zachary, in the bed below Jared didn’t move. Race’s heart pounded and he finally calmed down. His breathing was short and quick, because of the huge noise that sounded like a gunshot. 


It’s probably only the wake up shot…Race thought. He sighed and whispered, “Jared…hey, Jared…c’mon you lazy kid, get up! We have to get to breakfast!”


Jared stirred for a second and then opened one eye. “Ow…turn off the lights.”


Race slowly climbed out of his bed and jumped onto the floor. He landed with a tremolo that shook the rafters. Race walked over to Zach, while Jared layed his head on his pillow, wanting more sleep. 


Race shook Zach and he awoke with a start. “Where is it?” Zach asked, apparently out of breathe.


“What? Zach, never mind, it was just a dream…we have to go to breakfast, and then the Power Ceremony. Get dressed!” Race shook Zach until he yelled, “Stop! I’m up, I’m up!”


“Jared, get out of bed! NOW!” Race yelled to Jared. Jared stirred once more and slowly climbed out of his sheets.  Race went to the toilet, which stood out in the open, with no doors or any privacy and used it. After he did, he felt empty and good…


The three boys quickly got dressed, after realizing that they only had four minutes to get down to breakfast, and ran out the cabin’s door. The air was chilly, as was most forests in the morning. Jared had forgotten to bring a sweater, but didn’t care, because when they got to the dining hall, the food took Jared’s mind off of the cold. 


The meal was made up of pancakes, Zach’s favorite breakfast ever, and syrup, fruit and milk. It wasn’t the best breakfast Jared had ever eaten, but it filled them up. 


“What’s after this?” Zach asked Jared. His brother took out the agenda that he had copied down the last night and read, “Power of Light Ceremony.”

Zach nodded and shivered. It was still cold. 


Zach looked at the other campers. They all looked hearty and ready to start the day, but Zach wasn’t accustomed to be out of bed this early, and he desired to sleep. 


“After the Ceremony, we have the tour of the camp…I hope it is lead by Shawn Snow, because I want to ask him some questions and –----”


A man who was trying to quiet everyone down so he could talk interrupted Jared. Jared recognized this man as Evan O’ Riley. The three boys quieted down so Evan, the camp counselor, could address them. 


“Alright, now, as all of you know, the Power of Light Ceremony is next, so I ask that you form a line behind me and I will lead you back the auditorium so we may proceed in starting. Come along!” Evan shouted. There was a big commotion as everyone, including the Petersons, struggled to get in line. 


Evan led them through a row of cabins marked: S, and then they turned right and walked back the way that the three boys had come the previous night. After a short walk, they reached the auditorium, and just as Zach had mentioned the night before, it did look small on the outside, but as soon as they entered, they recognized it as the huge auditorium. 


The Peterson’s settled in a seat about four rows in front of where they had sat the last night, and waited eagerly to see what was about to happen. 


More and more people came in, flooding all of the seats, including the ones on the balcony. Race was surprised that almost every seat was full by the time that the Ceremony had started. 


Everyone suddenly got quiet, like when Shawn had waved his wand the previous night. Lights, that Jared couldn’t find the source of, dimmed, and the curtain whooshed to the sides. The stage was dark, and Zach couldn’t see anyone on it. It suddenly became very warm, which comforted Jared’s freezing hands. Jared had anxious butterflies in his stomach and couldn’t wait for it to begin. Race couldn’t wait for it to end. He really didn’t want to sit through a couple hours of a boring monotone ---


“Thank you for coming here tonight,” the lights on the stage flashed on and Shawn Snow walked out onto the stage. He was greeted by applause by the audience, and he said, “OK, let’s begin the Ceremony of the Power of Light.”


The applause continued and the lights dimmed out on the stage. When everyone was quiet, a woman walked out on the stage, and a spotlight lit her up. 


“Shawn Snow Sr. was a sorcerer. He practiced the Dark Arts of sorcery for many years until he had his one and only child, Shawn Snow Jr.” The woman turned out to be the camp counselor, McKenzie Sanders. She was dressed in a flowing robe, and a black, pointed hat. From Zach’s point of view, she looked like a witch. 


“Shawn Snow Sr. loved his child more than anything in the world, and grew anxious for his son also to learn the magical properties of sorcery. On Shawn Snow Jr.’s twelfth birthday, his father grew very angry with him for not being able to produce the simplest of spells. Shawn Snow Sr. was desperate for his son to perform magic, that he used his powers to create another power. At first, no one knew of this power’s magical properties, but after a few years, Shawn Snow Sr. knew that he had created the most substantial piece of sorcery ever to be created! He had created the Power of Light!” After McKenzie had made and end of saying this in an ominous tone of voice, another curtain that was being used on the stage was lifted up very, very slowly. The audience tried to get a better view of what was hidden behind the curtain and when it was revealed completely, the audience sat there in shock.


The curtain had hidden an orb. The orb was crystal clear, except for the middle of the circular orb. Two strokes of color formed an X in the middle of it. One line was blue, the other, red. The orb gleamed as the spotlight shined upon it, and the audience stared in awe. There was something about it that just seemed…beautiful and magnificent. 


“This, my fellow friends, is the Power of Light.” The camp counselor said, breaking the silence. “Look at its beauty…”


The audience stared in awe for the next minute, until another camp counselor came and stood upon the stage, taking McKenzie’s place. This counselor was Evan. 


“For many years, this Power brought life and hope to Shawn Snow Sr.’s son. He had the ability to cast difficult spells, learn how to brew potions, and even learned some Dark Witchcraft. But, as most of us know, the Power was stolen.  


“ Shawn Snow Sr. decided that he should open a camp to the youth and have them have the ability also to have the Powers. So he did! He made small portions of the Power find it’s way into one of your ancestors. When he passed away, he gave it to his son, and gave him the responsibility to manage this camp and make sure that every child that comes into this camp will have a better understanding at how they are to fight evil. None of you here are normal anymore, nor will you ever be. You have been chosen to fight the evil of the world, and bring it back to justice.”


Once again, the counselor moved out of the way so the last counselor could end the speech.


Alice Suzan spoke, “You have become Shawn’s Army. All of us must unite together and use our powers for good. Many of us will be tempted with the wrong things in life, but now you have the powers to stop it. Now, at the end of the ceremony, I introduce you to the sorcerer who we all belong to now: Shawn Snow Jr.”


There was tremendous applause from the audience and Shawn Snow appeared by magic in the front of the stage. There was more applause for his trick. When at last they had settled down Shawn said, “I bet that you are all anxious to see what your power is. Remember, your ancestor had the same one, so prize it and praise it.”


Shawn whipped out his wand and muttered something under his breath: Ansioneon Varraka Talon Mau.


Race gasped as he was suddenly whipped back into his seat. Some kind of a force was pulling him back so he couldn’t move and he tried to scream, but no sound came out. Wind blew through his hair and he squirmed, but nothing happened. His eyes were rolling around their sockets and at last, Race could see again. 


The sight was utterly amazing! Race widened his eyes and tried to take in as much as he could. He was in an arena of some sort, but the walls on either side of him were huge! They must have been at least two hundred feet high. On the very top of the wall was a picture engraved into the cement walls. As Race looked closer, he saw that they were the Power of Light.


“ATTENTION! Hey, over here! Please look over here!” a voice cried out, and Race jerked his head toward the noise. The voice was one of a woman, one of the counselors, but Race had forgotten her name. 


“Well, this is the room that you will be using to train your powers in, so I will let you discover it for the first time. Now, I need everyone one’s participation or else you will be stuck…uh…well…never mind…just do as I say!” the counselor instructed. 


“Think of a dream or a thought when you have been up in the air,” after she had said this, Race’s heart jumped almost out of his throat, “and just let that thought fill you! Go ahead, and try it. Remember to close your eyes tight!”


Race closed his eyes and tried to remember a dream that he had had recently…c’mon Race, think…then suddenly, Race remembered a thought that he had had during the introduction the night before. He pictured that he was flying, way high in the sky. 


Race smiled, remembering how he pictured the breeze would flow through his hair…


Suddenly, Race felt very tingly inside and he gasped in surprise as he felt his feet lift off from the ground. His eyes flew open and he let out a scream; he was more than a foot above the ground!  He broke his concentration and he fell to the ground, and landed on his hands and knees. 


Race, for the first time, noticed that there were kids behind him, and they were just as surprised as he was, but Race could not find his brothers…


“Keep trying! Don’t give up, this flying will take a bit to get used to!” The counselor’s accent reminded Race of someone familiar…but he couldn’t remember who it was…He buried his eyebrows in puzzlement, but then gave up on the idea. It was probably someone not important.


He closed his eyes and thought of his daydream the night before and before he knew it, he was above the ground again, and had that same tingly feeling. This time he did not fall, but tried to push himself off of the wall that he was standing next to, and as soon as Race’s feet touched the cement wall, he was blasted forward, father and farther up in the air. He panicked, not knowing how to get down. He turned his body backward, facing the teacher and the students, who were all looking jealously at him. Race tried to wave his arms, thinking that if he did, he might be able to get another push off, but nothing happened. What do I do? What do I do? I’m gonna go farther and farther up until I die! I need to go down!

And just like that, Race started flying downward, to the ground. He gasped and turned back around, and felt like he was falling. I need to go up! Again, out of pure amazement, he switched around his flying position and started to fly back up. He sighed and tried to control his thoughts, directing him back to the class. He stretched out his arms and thought, “Turn around, and go back to the class.”

Nothing happened. Race started to sweat, realizing that his mind wasn’t controlling his movements anymore. He thought, “I need to go back down, now!” and once again, he turned right around and headed back downward. I need to turn slightly up. Race turned slightly up. 


Race knew that they had to be direct thoughts, not something like, go back to the class. 


Race very, very slowly, floated back down to the applauding children, led by the counselor. 


“Very, very good! I can’t wait to have you in my training sessions. I know that you will be absolutely splendid!” the counselor cried out to Race, as he touched his feet down on the ground. Race beamed as the class continued to cheer, and wanted to know how he did it. 


“Uh, well, I really don’t know…” Race started to say, but the teacher interrupted, “There is no real, specific way to learn how to fly. It all depends on the mind that controls it. Now, Race, how did you fly? Was it by pointing your hands in the right direction.”


It struck Race odd that the teacher knew his name, because he was sure that he had never said it to her. Shawn knew it… and now she did? What did all of this mean?


“Um, well, I just sorta said in my mind, ‘I need to go right, or left, or up or down.’ It just kind of obeyed me.”


All the while that Race was saying this, the teacher was nodding, and she said, “A very common way to fly, as most of you will discover. The two main ways to fly is to point your self in your direction, and all that you think of is how fast you want to fly. In Race’s case, he has to use his brain for everything: directions and speed. But I am very sure that he will be successful in my class. I look forward to having you.”


Race nodded and went to the group of kids, who were high-fiving Race, or patting him on the back. He heard some, “Good job’s” and some, “Well done’s.”


He felt really proud of himself. 


Zach couldn’t see a thing! All he heard in the dark was his own breathing. He had been running, blindly in the dark, searching for his brothers, which he was positive were in the same room as himself. Why would Shawn do this to me? And why aren’t my brothers answering me?


Zach was terrified of the dark. He felt like he was alone. 


“RACE! JARED! ANSWER ME!” Zach roared. Zach felt his was blindly through the darkness, and he couldn’t even see his hands an inch away from his face. He was in complete darkness. 


“RACE! JARED! ANSWER –-’’ 


Suddenly, there was a roar in the darkness. Zach screamed and ran away from the sound, but as soon as he ran, there was a roar again, and it was right in front of the youngest brother. Zach gasped and fell to the ground. There were footsteps coming toward him, but Zach couldn’t figure out what it was. He quickly got up and ran farther back from where he had began from. Another terrifying roar erupted, just in Zach’s right ear. He stopped, gazing at the surrounding darkness, trying to find out what it was –--


Suddenly, he saw something out of the corner of his eye. Zach stopped breathing, to see if he could hear anything. But everything was silent. Zach turned to where he had seen it. Two red eyes were burning like coals in a furnace were staring at him. Zach gasped, but he couldn’t run. He hated it, because it reminded him of when he was in a dream and he couldn’t run away from the monster that was about to kill him. Zach felt that this situation was terrifyingly similar. 


And then it breathed. As Zach listened to it, for it only lasted less than a second, but it was a quick, deep breath. Zach felt like he was paralyzed to the bottom of his feet and he couldn’t move even if his life depended on it, which it most likely did right now. 


The monster breathed again, sending chills through Zach’s spine. Then, suddenly, there were more footsteps, and this time, it was heading directly for Zach. 


The footsteps made loud, PAT, PAT, PAT, PAT, until it was a couple of feet away from the boy himself. The red eyes glared in silence at him, until Zach, out of pure fright, collapsed onto the floor. There was a huge roar, the loudest of them all, and Zach closed his eyes and cried, “No! No! No, no, no! NO!”


The monster must have lifted its feet up in the air, because it came crashing down on both sides of Zach. The monster roared again, sending something wet into Zach’s hair, but he could not move. The monster’s eyes lit up again, into the bright, red, devilish eyes. Zach couldn’t breath. The shock of the monster was taking away his breath, and at last, Zach felt some muscles in his right hand open up, and without knowing what he was doing, Zachary felt a sudden tingling in his hand as he swiped his fist at the monster’s red eyes. The impact was hard, and as soon as Zach had hit the monster’s face, it closed its eyes and roared, leaving Zach in pitch black. 


 This is my last chance to get out…


Zach heaved when he got up, and made a run for it, but was suddenly knocked back down, and his nose stung like crazy. He grabbed it, and cried out in agony. The red eyes appeared right in front of him again, and this time, Zach made a fist and threw it at the demon. 


This time, the impact was tremendous! The monster yelped out in pain, and Zach saw the eyes get smaller and smaller away from him, as if he had punched the demon right out of his way. Zach felt his right hand in the darkness, but couldn’t find any place that it was hurt, or bleeding, or bruised. Zach sat there in wonder and awe, when something grabbed Zach’s shoulder.


He jumped and spun around, only to find blinding light, and a man was standing there, and he pulled his hand back, and put it in his pocket. 


“Great! You warded off the demon! You should be awarded a prize! You have been the fastest this year to ward it off, and that is really saying something! Congrats!” The man said, so fast that Zach could not understand what was going on. 


“Wait… what? What just happened?” Zach sputtered out, but he remembered his painful nose, and put his hand over it, trying to aid it. 


“You just went through a test, so we know exactly where to place you when you do your lessons! That demon was a beginner level, and just so you are aware, not all of your lessons will be with demons! In fact, there are only about twenty lessons with demons…anyway, welcome! I see that you have discovered your power.”


“No! No, I haven’t! What is it?” Zach cried out, and pain rushed through his nose. 


“You have Super-Human Strength! That is why, when you punched the demon, it flew across the training room! Great job! People usually do it accidentally! You did great!” the man said. 


As Zach studied the man, he found out that he was the camp counselor, Evan. 


Evan lent Zach a hand, and when Zach was up from the ground, Evan pulled out a stick. The man waved it, and that moment, the pain had disappeared. 


“Wait! I know what that is! That is a wand!” Zach cried. 


Evan nodded, and said, “Yes, but there is time for that later. You have to go on the tour of the camp with me!”


“Zach, I want you to close you eyes for a moment, OK?” Evan said as he held his wand up to Zach’s face. Zach felt suddenly dizzy and when he opened his eyes to see what was going on, he was back in the auditorium at S.K.T.


Zach continued to feel dizzy, and he turned to where his brothers were sitting, on the left and right side of him. Race was sitting there, but there was something wrong. Yes, there was something wrong with his eyes. Zach gasped and turned to Jared, who looked like he was about to have a fit. 


“ZACH? Oh my—I can’t believe it! You’re not dead!” Jared cried. “I thought that everyone had been killed…or something! Oh, Zach! I cannot believe it!”


“Whoa…what do you mean? I just came from seeing my power. Didn’t you?” Zach questioned, and he wasn’t sure what Jared was talking about.


“No! No, I didn’t see anything! All I saw was you guys, all of you in this room, like being pushed back into your seats…it was…horrifying. I had thought that Shawn had killed you all… your eyes were like…gone!” Jared started to cry, not knowing what to do. 


“What are you talking about?” 


Zach spun around, to see Race, his eyes normal, and he was staring at Jared.


“Just…just leave me alone. OK?” Jared cried as tears streamed down his cheeks. “Your pupils…they were gone…it was only the white part of the eye left, and I was scared. I didn’t know what to do!”


Zach turned and faced Race, and they didn’t speak for a minute. “What was your power?” Zach asked quietly.


Race smiled and with great enthusiasm replied, “Flying! You?”


“Well, I never even knew what it was until the very end when Evan came and picked me up. I have Super-Human Strength!” Zach cried out, excited. 


“Jared? What was your power?” Race asked.


Jared turned away from his brothers and didn’t answer. Race looked at Zach, about to ask why Jared was like that. Zach whispered what Jared had told him and after, Race said to Jared, “Jared, um…well, Shawn hand picked each of us to be here. I’m sure that there was just a misunderstanding –”


“No there wasn’t! I’m sure about it! Shawn waved his little wand and everyone saw their power but me!” Jared said through his tears. 


“Welcome back! Now, what you have just witnessed,” Shawn started to speak up at the front of the stage, “is your power. Many of you have the same power, but it all just depended on what your ancestor had. I hope that you will enjoy finding out what your ancestor had, if you have multiple kids in you family. At least one of you will have that power, if not more, but I have never known two siblings to have the same power. 


“Now that you have discovered your power, you are able to use it outside of camp, but I advise you: Do not attempt it. If other children learn of your powers, they will seek and find this camp, wanting the power. I say again, all of you are handpicked to come here. I don’t want some unimportant children lurking around my camp, trying to get in! 


“Only use you powers if you must have no other choice. These powers are sacred, and so is the Power that brought you the powers. Use them wisely and do not under any circumstances, tell your parents. They will ask you what you have done at this camp, and just tell them the usual stuff, and I will have a paper that you will have to memorize before you go home, telling them what you have done. This camp is special, and secret and I want to keep it special and secret. Adults will only bombard me with ridicules questions. Just don’t tell anyone, and don’t use it unless you have to.” Shawn made and end to what he had been saying, and the last thing he said before they were dismissed to go on the tour of the camp, was, “Welcome to S.K.T.! Welcome to Super-Kids in Training!”

Chapter Three


The tour of the camp wasn’t that interesting to Jared. All he wanted was to go home, because he didn’t know what his power was, or if he even had a power. Jared looked at the ground the entire tour and only looked up when Evan mentioned that the building behind him was “never to be entered unless agreed to by Shawn Snow”. 


The building wasn’t large, but Jared thought, just like the auditorium, it was probably huge on the inside. There were windows, but they were all shaded black, so he couldn’t see inside. 


Evan walked up to the door and tried to pull it open, but nothing happened. He explained that the doors were always locked unless Shawn unlocks them, and the glass was shatter resistant. He demonstrated by pounding his fists into the glass, but nothing happened. 


“This building,” Evan said, “is where the Power of Light is kept, and for security reasons, this is the only door in and out, and only Shawn can open it, with his magic. Let’s move on!”


Jared stared longingly at it. He wanted to go inside and talk to Shawn, and tell him that he was going home because he didn’t have a power…


After lunch, which was made up of hamburgers and hot dogs, Race and Zach were talking to Jared outside of the dining hall. 


“Jared, you have to go and tell Shawn! I mean, Power Training is next, and you don’t have a power! You have to go and talk to him!” Race said to his younger brother. 


“But, what if…what if I am not supposed to have powers! What if I am just here by an accident?” Jared cried out.


Zach shook his head and told Jared, “Just go and see Shawn. It is the only thing that you can do right now.”


Jared was out ruled. Jared hesitated, and then snapped, “Fine, have it your way, but if I’m not supposed to be here, then I’m going home and never coming back!” 


The middle Peterson turned around and marched off, to talk to one of the camp counselors that was eating at a table full of rowdy kids. Race and Zach watched their brother get directions, and then when the counselor turned back to his food, Jared glared at his brothers, and stormed off, away from the dining hall. 


“Stupid, little, idiotic, little, --’’ Jared couldn’t even say what he wanted to say, because he didn’t know who he hated worse: his brothers or Shawn. The camp counselor had given him instructions to where Shawn might be. He had said that he just had to bang on the glass door five times, and knock three times, and Shawn would know that someone needed to talk to him. 


Jared repeated what the counselor had said, so he didn’t forget it, “Bang five, knock three…bang five, knock three…bang three, knock five…OK I think that I got it…”


Jared approached the “forbidden building” and he went up to it and banged three times, and knocked five. No answer, or any type of movement that he could hear. He tried to look in to see if Shawn was inside, but the windows were too dark. 


“Come on! Open up!” 


Jared banged five times, and knocked three, and suddenly, the glass door swung open, and he gasped. Am I supposed to go in? Or do I just stay out here? Jared decided to go in, or why else would the door open?


When he stepped inside, he gazed around in silence. He almost laughed at how much he had been right when he had said that the building looked small on the outside, but big on the inside. This building must have been at least three stories high, and at the back of the building on the first floor, was stairs. The stairs curved up, going around the building, and leading to all of the doors, which, from Jared’s point of view, led into other rooms. Jared looked behind him, and he could see outside, just as though the windows were not tinted at all. 


Suddenly, Jared heard footsteps, right above his head. Jared walked a little farther forward, and looked up. He saw Shawn Snow, dressed in his odd cloak and clothing, rushing down the stairs, screaming, “DON’T TOUCH ANYTHING!” Jared was a little taken aback from his abrupt greeting. Jared put his hands behind his back and watched Shawn come down the stairs. 


When Shawn was on the first floor, he looked directly into Jared’s eyes and yelled, “What? What do you want you silly boy?”


Jared was stunned, but knew that he had to reply, so he answered, “Um, uh, sir, well, at the Ceremony today, when everyone saw his or her power…I, uh, didn’t really, well, see anything.”


As soon as Jared said that, Shawn’s face lit up and he smiled hugely. “Oh, my dear boy! Do you know what that means?” Shawn sputtered out. 


“Um, well, I think it means that I don’t have a power.”


“You are so wrong, my dear boy! You didn’t see anything, because you are the Gifted!”


Jared paused. He didn’t know what Shawn had just told him. “The…the Gifted, sir? What is that?” Shawn smiled again and said, “Follow me! I need to talk to you! Golly! I thought that you would never show up!”


Shawn led Jared up the stairs, and past where the camp director had just come out of the door, and up more. 


“Well, I should have known that another Gifted was going to come, because the last one died a couple months ago…Well, anyway, I am truly, honestly, glad that you showed up!” Shawn said, happily. 


“And, sir,” Jared told Shawn, “I also wanted to show you something.”

Shawn stopped where he was and turned around. “Yes? What is it?”


Jared put his hand in his pocket and pulled out the wand that Jared had been wondering about. 


Shawn, the instant he saw the wand, let out a terrifying scream. “Boy! Boy, put that away! Oh, no…this is very wrong…very wrong…PUT IT AWAY, BOY!”


Jared widened his eyes in amazement. “It’s a wand, isn’t it? Can it make magic?”


“No! No, no, no! Put it away, NOW!” Shawn roared. Jared put it back in his pocket, and took a few steps down. Shawn looked like he had just seen Death in the eye. His face was white, his cheeks drawn. “What is your name?” Shawn said quietly. 


“Jared.”


“Well, let me tell you, Jared, you must be very glad that you are the Gifted, or I don’t know what I would do with you…Come up here! Follow me!” Shawn turned back around and climbed up the last, remaining steps. They were now at the very top of the building, and Shawn entered at the first door that they passed. 


Inside of the room were a desk and two chairs. Jared noticed that there was papers scattered across the room. 


“Sit,” Shawn commanded, and Jared sat in the closest chair. Shawn looked through the papers on his desk, and found what he wanted. 


“OK, Jared, what is your last name?”


“Peterson.”


Shawn scribbled something on the paper with a pen he had found. 


“Height?”


“Uh, I don’t know…5’3?”


Again, he wrote something down. 


“Weight?”


Jared blushed. “Uh, last time I checked it was 114…”


“Eye color?” 


“Green.”


Shawn sighed and looked up at Jared, and wrote some last remaining facts about him down on the paper. “Well, Jared, do you want the good news or the bad news?”


Jared shook his head and said, “The bad news.”


Shawn clicked his tongue and replied, “Well, Jared, to make a long story short, you are cursed.”


Jared couldn’t breath. “Wha--- What do you mean c-c-cursed?” Shawn looked at him in the eye and said, pointing to Jared’s pocket, “That wand that you are holding, belonged to my great-great grandfather. This man…He was…utterly evil. He killed anyone who crossed his path, and when he was finally killed, he put a curse on that wand, saying that anyone who touched the wand…would be cursed for eternity.”


Jared didn’t breath. “What do you mean?” Tears came to the eleven year old boy’s eyes. “Jared…He will be hunting you down.” 


Tears gushed out of the boy’s eyes, rolling down his cheeks, and splashing down onto his crossed hands. “Who? Who is He?” 


Shawn Snow didn’t reply. He seemed highly interested in the pen he was holding. 


“What I want to know is: Where did you find it?”


“I-I found it! I found it just where we lined up to get into this camp! Just around a cluster of trees!” Jared exclaimed, still crying in fright. 


Shawn yelped. Jared jumped at this sudden movement. “H-Here? You found it here?”


Jared slowly nodded. 


“NO! You can’t have! I cast it out of my life! I threw it away in England! Oh my—It is trying to return to me!”


Shawn let out a moan, and he collapsed on his desk, leaving the frightened boy sitting in the chair, hollering out tears. Jared wiped his eyes, and too afraid to stay in that room, he burst out down the stairs.


I am being hunted! I am being hunted! I am going to be killed!!


Jared put his foot down, but he put it down on the edge of a stair, and he fell to the steps, rolling down, horribly fast. He couldn’t even see! He felt his body aching, telling his body to stop falling, but he couldn’t defy gravity. Jared tumbled down the huge staircase, hitting his head and rolling head over heels. He crashed into the banister, about on the second floor, and the banister completely broke off, sending Jared flying to the first floor, a twenty-foot drop! 


Jared looked back up and tried to grab onto the banister with both hands, but only his right hand was able to grip it. His left hand couldn’t reach. 


Jared regained his senses, now that he wasn’t spinning upside-down, and heard a big CRASH! He looked down and he saw that light was flashing through the tinted windows. Another CRASH! and he knew that there was a thunderstorm outside.

“Sha—Sha—” Jared tried to say, but he was too terrified to scream for help. Suddenly, Jared heard a door open below him. He looked down, tears streaming out of his eyes, and gasped. 


A man, in a black hood and cloak was standing, just in front of the door. Jared wondered why the man was perfectly dry, because it was raining outside. Jared couldn’t see the man’s face, because it was covered in the shadow of the hood, and he slowly, looked up at the dangling boy. 


The man’s face was still covered in darkness, leaving an eerie feeling in the room. 


“Sha—SHAWN!” Jared screamed, as he looked back up to see if the man had finally noticed that Jared was screaming for help. Jared once more tried to grab onto the banister, but just as he had grabbed it with his left hand, Jared felt something hot on his neck. 


Jared slowly turned around, and screamed. He saw that the cloaked man had left his position at the door, and was now inches away from the boy. At last, Jared looked at his face, and when he did, Jared let go of the banister, thinking: I’m gonna die, I’m gonna die! He’s gonna kill me!


Right as Jared let go, he heard Shawn come down the stairs, and then saw a bright, yellow light. After that, he shut his eyes and waited for the pains of crashing down onto the floor overcome him. 


It never did. 


“Leave me alone…Go away! Go away!” Jared mumbled slowly. He rolled around on something soft and warm, and then he shot up, from his lying position, and screamed, “GO AWAY!” Jared held the cursed wand pointing in front of him, firmly in the boy’s hand. 


There was no one else in the room. 


Jared slowly exhaled and looked down. He was in bed in his cabin and when he looked at his bed, he saw that there was an envelope on his comforter. He grabbed it and ripped it open, thinking that he had just had a terrible dream. 


Jared looked at the ripped open envelope, and then looked around his room. His brothers were not present, and Jared didn’t know why they weren’t. Jared was convinced that it was the middle of the night, and the second day of camp hadn’t even begun yet. They were still to have the Power of Life Ceremony, and Jared would receive a power, not some made-up Gifted power like he dreamed he would have got. 


Jared looked back at the envelope and pulled out a piece of paper inside of it. He unfolded it and read:


Jared,



What happened tonight was real, and I have to make sure that you understand what just happened. That man tried to kill you!


Jared’s heart stopped. “What?” he said sharply. “That—that was just a dream!” He read on farther:


I cannot be sure who exactly that man was, but I am pretty sure that his name was Quadrena Huma. You most likely think that that name is familiar, and we need to discuss it, face to face. As soon as you read this letter, run to my building that we were at tonight, and DO NOT STOP RUNNING UNTIL YOU GET HERE! I don’t know if my spell was powerful enough to shun the man, so run and keep running! Don’t look back, and get here as fast as you can!








Shawn 


Jared paused. No, this can’t be happening! That was just a dream! I am positive of it! He put the letter to the side and looked out of his window. A man stared back at him. The man had a cracked face, and was wearing a black hood. He looked perfectly dry, and was smiling. 


Without thinking, Jared screamed and jumped off of his top bunk bed, and collapsed on the floor. His ankle throbbed in pain. Jared screamed again when he looked back at the window. 


The man was gone. 


The boy held his left foot in his hands as tears came to his eyes again. “Why? Why me?!” Jared yelled to no one. He breathed in and out heavily, trying to keep in the tears. With a huge effort, he pulled himself up and limped to the door. He swung it open and was terrified when there was a sudden, BOOM!


It was still raining, and apparently, the thunder and lightning storm was still going on, so Jared was getting drenched just standing there, too frightened to get out of the rain. He remembered Shawn’s advice not to stop running and not to look back, and Jared took off running, despite of his hurting ankle. 


Jared wanted to look back, to see if the man was chasing after him, but heeded Shawn’s words. With his hurting ankle, he didn’t run as fast as he would with a good one, but he continued on in this fashion. 


Fear grew over him as he past the J cabins and was pushed down by something. His arms flailed around him as he tried to regain his balance, and he stole a quick peek from behind him. 


The thunder boomed and lightning flashed, but there was no man chasing him. His heart gladly accepted the moment to rest from its laboring. Jared sighed, still nervous, and he turned back around, and there was the man with the cracked face, standing about four inches away from the boy. 


Jared screamed as he fell back over on his butt. He covered his face with his arms as he felt the man closing in on him. 

Chapter four


“Jared?” a voice cried out in the darkness, accompanied by footsteps. Jared didn’t dare to open his eyes, and just waited for the man to make his final move to finish off the terrified boy. 


“What are you doing to him? Leave him alone!” the same voice shouted out. Jared felt the cracked face man turn to look at the caller. At last, he opened his right eye to see what was going on. Race stood about ten feet from where the crouching man and Jared were. Zach stood a couple feet away from where Race stood, looking just as terrified as Jared. The cloaked man looked back at Jared, growled at him, and then disappeared. 


“Jared!” Race cried as he ran over to his fallen brother. “Who was that?

“What was that?” 


Jared was too scared to even think at that moment, and he just sat there, shivering from head to toe. “It—it—it was…a…” He never finished his sentence because he suddenly shot up from the ground and started running to the building that he was to meet the camp director, Shawn, in. 


“Jared! WAIT!” Zach cried out, and all him and Race went chasing after Jared. 


“Don’t look back…keep running…don’t look back…keep running.” Jared repeated these words over and over in his head until he came to the cabins marked A. 


He suddenly stopped, and his brothers, who were out of breath, caught up to him. Jared put his hand in his pocket and pulled out Shawn’s great-great grandfather’s wand. He glared at it.


This is the wand that cursed me for eternity. This is the wand that will damn to be hunted. This is the wand that will kill me! Why shouldn’t I just destroy it now, and not be hunted anymore? Tell me why—


Jared’s anger built up in his heart and he took the cursed wand in both hands and tried to break it in half; like he would with a couple of ordinary sticks. 


The wand never snapped. Jared hit it on his knee, but still, it remained in tact. Jared roared as he did all he could to break the stick in half, but nothing worked. 


“Break—you—stupid—wand!”


“Shawn!” Zach cried. Jared looked up from the wand and saw that Shawn was running as fast as he could toward the three brothers. 


“Jared! It is no use, you can’t break it. Do not tire yourself anymore! C’mon, all three of you! We have to run, now! I fear that he is back!”


Jared couldn’t hold it in any longer. “HE IS YOU STUPID MAN! HE JUST TRIED TO KILL ME, IF YOU HAVEN’T ALREADY NOTICED! HE IS BACK, AND HE IS IN THIS VERY CAMP! TAKE THIS STUPID WAND AND DESTROY IT, BEFORE I KILL SOMEONE!”


“Jared! Calm down!” Race shouted over his brother’s roaring. “Jared! Listen to your brother and follow me! We have to go now!” Shawn cried, and after he said that, he quickly turned around and started to run back to the building. Race and Zach followed him, but Jared stayed where he was. He still had anger bottled up within him, but he had no one to take it out on. He turned around and fell down to the ground. 


The cloaked man was behind him, and Jared screamed, and he picked himself up and followed his brothers and Shawn.


This time, Shawn did not take them to the very top of the staircase, but to the fourth to last door until the top. He hurriedly unlocked the door, using his wand, and ushered them inside, closed the door, and locked it again. 


They found themselves in another office room, this time a little more roomy than the one that Jared and Shawn used last time. Instead of chairs behind the desk, there was a nice, soft, black couch. “Take a seat,” Shawn pointed to the couch, and the three boys did. Jared was still holding the wand. 


“Jared, I need to know for certain: has anyone else, besides you, touched the wand?” Shawn asked Jared. 


“I have.” Race said quietly, after a moment’s pause. Shawn stared at Race for a moment, as if wanting him to tell more, but Race didn’t. 


“Anyone else? Zach? Have you?”


“I don’t even know what that wand is…I’ve never seen it before in my life!” Zach replied. 


“Good, the less, the better. Now, Race, I have already told Jared this, but that wand is cursed…” Shawn told Race about the wand, and how it came to be cursed, and how Race now was. 


After he had told Race that, Race didn’t move. He looked down at the floor, and put his hands up to his face. 


“So, is that man that was after Jared…was that your grandfather?” Race asked quietly. 


“No, no, that wasn’t. My great-great-grandfather died many, many years ago.”


“I know, but I mean, could he have come up from the dead? Like being resurrected?” Race questioned. 


“There is no possible way to come back from the dead, even in the most advanced Dark Magik.” Shawn looked down at his desk, which was a nice mahogany wood. 


“Is there any way to destroy this wand, and maybe lift the curse?” Jared asked slowly, making sure that he said everything correct. Shawn frowned, and very slowly shook his head. “No, I am afraid not. Once a curse is set, it can’t be removed until it is fulfilled, or in your cases, until you are…dead.”


“But I’m not cursed, right? Because I never touched the wand?” Zach muttered. Shawn looked at Zach and said, “Right. You are not cursed, as long as you have not come in contact with the wand.” Zach looked halfway cheerful after that. 


Jared was filled with dread. He had come to this camp to be cursed. He had come to this camp to die…


“Is there a way that I can destroy this wand? So that no one else can touch it?” Jared asked. 


“Yes…and no…You see, I don’t know everything about Dark Magik. I only know sorcery and a little Black Magik, but that is all. I only started to learn about Dark Magik when my father passed away.” Shawn replied. 


“What is the difference? I mean, what is sorcery, and Dark and Black Magik? What’s is the difference?” Race asked loudly.


Shawn answered, “Sorcery is the practice of magic without using wands, or any other instrument to perform the magic. As you have probably noticed, I use a wand, and when I do, I use Black Magik. Sorcery is the most complicated form of magic known to man, with the exception of Dark Magik. 


“Dark Magik is used only by the Magicaneer who wanted to use his soul to save his own, mortal life.” Shawn added the next sentence because Race seemed lost, “A Magicaneer is just one who uses magic. Anyway, as I was saying, when my great-great grandfather cursed this wand, he destroyed part of his soul. And by destroying the part of his soul, he added another couple of years onto his mortal life. That is why not many Magicaneers practice this form of magic. It is used only by the most cruel, and evil Magicaneers out there, my great-great grandfather being one of them. 


“Black Magik is not as difficult to use. It requires a wand, and verbal spells, where as the other forms, such as Dark Magik and Sorcery requires non-verbal phrases. Black Magik is, I personally think, is wrongly named because there is nothing dark about it at all. Black Magik is just normal, everyday spells, such as Ansioneon Varraka Talon Mau, which is ancient language for, ‘let all see power.’ You see, Black Magik is nothing more than simple spells, or phrases of the ancient language.”


There was a moment’s pause before Jared asked, “So, who was that man? That man that is going to…uh, kill us?” He shook in fright. 


“I believe that that man was Quadrena Huma.”


“Isn’t he that man that stole the Power of Light?” Zach asked. Shawn nodded, and then stated, “This is difficult to explain…I just told you that people can’t come back from the dead, right?”


The three boys nodded. 


“Well, Quadrena died a long time ago, in a war, in the ancient city of Oosengoth. Oh, this is hard to explain! Well, I think that my great-great grandfather made a deal with Quadrena to cooperate with the curse, and that Quadrena would come back from the dead to hunt whoever touched the wand.”


No one talked for a few minutes. “You were saying that there maybe was a way of destroying this wand? You never made it clear.” Jared asked. 


Shawn didn’t make any rushed attempt to answer Jared. After another long pause he stated, “Well, I am not sure, but there could be a way to destroy it. I have said that I am not fully equipped with Dark Magik. It is not something that I have really ever wanted to mess around with.”


“But there could be a way?” Jared asked. Shawn nodded. “But I am not the one that would be able to destroy it. I am sorry that I can’t have been any more help…”


“What did you say my power was? You said it was like, the Gifted?” Jared changed the subject. 


Shawn’s eyes lit up and cried, “Ah! Yes! Your power!” 


Race and Zach sighed, glad that they weren’t talking about anything evil anymore. 


“What is the Gifted?” Jared asked Shawn.


“The Gifted is when a person receives every power that the Power of Light has to offer. If you are the Gifted, you control every power that you could possibly imagine! I am glad that you are a natural Gifted, because it would be really hard to make you become a Gifted!” Shawn exclaimed. 


“What do you mean?”


“Because you are cursed, I would really have no other choice than force upon you the powers of the Gifted. Anyway, there is only one Gifted upon the earth at a time, and because the last Gifted died in a car accident, you have become the new Gifted.”


Jared smiled. I am one of a kind. I am very special. “So, I mean, how am I supposed to use a power? My brothers just came back from Power Training, and I never even saw my power! I don’t even know how to use it!” Jared exclaimed. 


Shawn nodded and said, “Yes, you are right. There is no Training Station for the Gifted, so you will learn how to use your powers with me! I am your new teacher! Together, we will cover every Gift that the Power of Light has bestowed on you. But, make sure that you realize, being a Gifted is not all fun and games. It requires a lot more mental work, and even more physical work. This is the hardest, and most intense power out there. But I believe, that, with my help, we can nail everything!” 


Shawn suddenly leaped up and scurried to a window behind Shawn’s desk. The three boys were dubious to what was happening. Shawn whipped out his wand and muttered, “Enemi Visiolous.” Shawn stared out of the window and said, “He is just behind your cabin. He is waiting.”


Zach’s heart sank. “W—waiting? Is he waiting for us?”


Shawn’s reply was, “Obviously.” He continued to scan the area, and then said, “I will put up another Shunning spell, and this time, I think it’ll be more powerful. Advicous!” Shawn pointed his wand outside and then looked back out the window. “He’s gone. I don’t think that he’ll be coming back any time soon, but, considering the circumstances, I think that it will be better if you just make a run back to you cabin. Once you get there, I will put a number of protective charms around your cabin, so that no one can get near it. You will be quite safe tonight.”


He turned back to the Petersons. “Sleep good tonight, and after breakfast, Jared, come back here and we will start your training as the Gifted.” He looked at Race and Zach. “Be careful in all that you do, and whenever you need me, I will be here.” 


Race once again woke up to the deafening BANG! of the gunshot, supposedly waking up the camp. He looked at his alarm clock, and it read: 7:32. He grunted and slipped out of his bed to take a morning pee. 


Jared stirred around in his bed, and finally got up, and pulled on a clean T-shirt, and shorts. He walked to the cabin door and pulled the agenda for the day off of it. 


“Whadda we have today? Breakfast at seven forty-five, and—” Jared read, pausing and stared blankly at the paper. “What does this mean? It says, ‘Funeral’.”


Jared looked at Race, who was slipping into some clothes. Zach was still asleep. “Funeral? Why would they want us to go to a funeral? Who died?” Race asked. 


Jared suddenly gasped, and whispered, “What if Shawn’s Shunning spell didn’t work? What if he killed someone?” Race and Jared stared at each other, and then Jared ran through the door, followed closely by his brother. Zach was still asleep. 


The two older brothers ran towards Shawn’s building. When they got there, they pounded on the tinted windows, but nothing happened. “Shawn! Shawn! We need you!” Jared cried out, but no one came to the door. 


“Hey! Get away from there!” a woman called, behind the two brothers. Race looked back to see one of the girl counselors rushing toward them. “We need to ask Shawn something!” Jared cried out to her. 


“You guys, there was a…terrible accident last night. We came in through the doors this morning and found…” she stopped, mid-sentence. Jared stared at her, wanting her to go on. 


“We found him lying on the floor, in a puddle of blood. He was dead.”

Jared didn’t move. He didn’t quite understand what she had just said, “Well, I don’t care! I just need to get up to go and see Shawn!” He turned back to the door and started to pound on it again, but then stopped and fell to the ground, shaking. 


“Shawn is dead. I am sorry, and we all are! The whole staff is mourning right now. His funeral is in an hour. Now, if you will excuse me, I have to go and attend some…matters,” the counselor was crying as she walked away from the two dazed boys. 


“He’s…dead?” Race asked. He snuffled and shook his head. “No! He can’t die! He is the only one that can help us! He is the only one that can destroy the wand!” Jared cried out, sobbing. “He was going to teach me how to use my powers…” Race fell to his knees to comfort his brother, and heard Zach yelling, “Race? Jared? Where are you?” Race rubbed his crying brother’s back as Jared continued to sob. 


Zach spotted them and ran over to where they were on the ground. “What? What is wrong?”


“Shawn is dead, Zach. They found his body this morning.” Race said. Zach froze. “What?!” 


Race turned his head away from Zach and looked down at the ground. It was still a little wet from the rainstorm last night. 


“Quadrena killed him.” Jared said suddenly. “I think that Quadrena overheard what we were talking about last night, and how Shawn thought he knew a way to destroy the wand, so he killed off our only resource. It is the only possible answer to this mystery!”


“Or Shawn could have thrown himself from the top floor. You never know…suicide is very common.” Race put in.


“Race! How could you even think that?”


Race blushed and didn’t know what to say. “It’s just a possibility!”

The Petersons cried throughout the whole funeral, not remembering a thing that was said at it. Shawn was there only hope, and now there was nothing that anyone could do to bring him back. Race and Jared would continue to be hunted, and Zach would be the only safe kid. And Trevor. Jared thought. Trevor was their little two-year-old brother. Trevor had a different father than the older brothers. Race, Jared and Zach’s father had left them and their mother the night that Zach was born. They didn’t ever see their father, because he was rarely ever home. All he did was pay the bills, and whenever their mother and father were home at the same time, they were fighting. It was no surprise that their father left when he did, tired of supporting an unloving family. 

When at last, the funeral was over, Evan, the camp counselor, stood up before the crowd of children and adults alike, and said, “Because of this death, the camp will be closed for the remained of the year, and will hope to be opened next year for you all to come back.” There was a definite sorrow in his voice. 

“What? Closing the camp! It’s only the third day out of fourteen!” Race shouted. Evan muttered something that they couldn’t hear because most everyone was on their feet, yelling about how they were supposed to be here two weeks, and how they had paid good money for it. Evan backed away, but was joined by the other counselors, trying to calm everyone down. 

Jared was pain stricken. “I’m never going to learn how to use my power. I have never even used a power yet…” He was jealous of his brothers, which had a full day training their powers. Jared had none. And Shawn had said that he would have made me a Gifted anyway, considering the circumstances. Maybe not an ordinary power could overcome this curse. But, now, I don’t even have an ordinary power, because I don’t know how to use it!

Jared wiped the remaining tears out of his eyes and stood up. His other brothers followed suit, and they slowly walked back to their cabins, going to pack all of their belongings. 

Race knew that their mother would be furious with them and the camp for closing on the third day. Race knew that someone would have to tell her that they had been given magical powers, and that a guy who was trying to kill him and Jared, had killed their camp director. Oh, Race knew from the start that it would be fun to explain what had happened.  

Part two:

The cursed

One year later

Chapter five


Life as a fifth grader was tough of Jared. He was suddenly sucked up from the little kid land and into the much harder, stricter studies of fifth grade. His teacher, Mrs. Daemon, made it no easier. Her strict attitude and personality made it quite clear that no one was to mess with her. Her class wondered why she was a Mrs. and not a Ms. They wondered how, and what kind of a man would marry such a witch. 


At lunch breaks, the class would openly make fun of her, and about the way that she combed her thick, black hair. The way that she held her face made it always seem like she was glaring at you, and most of the time, she was. The class would call her Mrs. Demon, because she sure had the qualities of one!


Mrs. Demon passed back the test scores of last week’s Mathematics test. Jared knew that he had done quite well on it, because he had been studying for the past week, but when she handed out his paper, there was a big, fat, stupid, ugly, little D. 


He angrily muttered, “Stupid Demon,” as she passed by him. She didn’t hear anything. Now all of his hopes of going camping with his friend, John, were shattered. His mother had made it quite clear that he could not go on the camping trip if he didn’t pass the test. A D didn’t meet her expectations, and the lowest that she would accept was a B-. 


He saw Mrs. Demon give out a paper to Lucy, and he saw Lucy give an angry expression at the grade. Mrs. Demon smirked rudely, and Jared, not knowing why he did, felt like he wanted to burn a hole right through her butt!


He focused on the tiny buttock, and thought as hard as he could that he wanted to burn something, and felt the familiar tingly sensation, and suddenly, red beams shot out of his eyes and burned a hole right in Mrs. Demon’s left buttocks pocket. She yelped in pain and grabbed her butt, and Jared burst out laughing, along with his fellow classmates. Jared’s laser beams disappeared, and once they did, he laughed even harder. Mrs. Demon was blushing, which added somewhat of color into her pale, blank cheeks. Jared didn’t even try to guess if it were only those cheeks that were blushing on her. 

When Jared came home that day, he felt really proud of what he had accomplished. Even though that shooting laser beams out of his eyes was really simple, controlling his anger was harder. Somehow, the powers that the Gifted gave him came according to his mood. He had really disliked Mrs. Demon right then, so he did the only thing that he thought of: shooting a laser beam at her butt. 


Right after the bus dropped him off at the stop, Jared waited until it turned the corner at Maple Street and 445th Drive. When it was out of sight, he turned into a wood that surrounded his neighborhood, and started to run. He again, for the second time that day, felt the tingly sensation, and he started to run even faster. This was only one of the few powers that he got to control himself. Super Speed was one of the first powers that he learned how to use. When the Peterson’s got home from S.K.T., Jared knew that there were some powers that he could use, because his brothers could use them also. Jared could fly next to Race, and punch and kick like no other with Zach. 


Learning the powers that he didn’t know existed came through in his mood. He once had been so angry at Race that he sent his brother flying across the room with water that had magically squirted out of his hand. Jared learned to control his powers by controlling his emotions. 


He built up power and force in the ones that he could use, and tried to learn about the other powers that he had never used before. 


And, luckily for Race and Jared, there had been no sign of the cracked face man, Quadrena Huma.


When Jared got home, he opened the door and ran normally to his room. He shut his bedroom door and looked around. His room was one of the smallest in the house, but Jared didn’t care. He never used it very much. He only came in here to sleep and hide from Race when he was in a bad mood. Jared threw himself down on his bed and was proud of him for burning a hole in his teacher’s butt. 


She had it coming…

Jared reached into his headboard and grabbed his favorite book. He had found it in the local library, all dusty and unused. It appealed to Jared when he read the cover: The Gifted’s Guide.

 
Jared couldn’t believe his eyes! A book about being a Gifted? While he was at the library, he opened it to a random page and found pages upon pages on different theories and ways to master each power. Jared had checked out the book and never returned it. The library never tried to get it back. 


The book was written by a man named Kawel Sidon. Jared tried to look up on the Internet anything that he could about the author, but he could find nothing. Well, Kawel really knew his stuff!

The author never really told if his power was the Gifted, but Jared really thought so, because, who else could have known about being a Gifted, if you aren’t one?


Jared opened up to page 124: Telekinetic Theories. He read:


Telekinetic powers were first layed upon the Lord of Kalgram; a king honored above all kings in that time era. The Lord of Kalgram first discovered that he had the power when he was asked to bring a candle to his old, dying mother. With his outstretched hand, the object suddenly lifted up, giving the Lord of Kalgram a fright, but later, he found out that he had one of the most difficult powers to master. 


Oh great, another difficult one…


Telekinetic power is based on physics. For instance, if you grabbed a round, smooth object and lifted it up to a 75-degree angle, you would be putting 1.3 pounds of pressure upon the object. This is just the simple theory, because this is lifting the object using your hands. Telekinetic is the force of being used to do something without being touched, or lifting by any solid force. 


The theories went on and on until Jared finally closed the book and set it aside. He wondered what Race was doing. Last he had heard Race had a girlfriend. The three brothers were not as close as they had been a year ago. They didn’t hang out like little brothers anymore, because each one of them was different, and they were still trying to master their own needs. 


Jared searched the house, and found a note written by his mother that said that she had taken Race, Zach and Trevor, Jared’s youngest brother, out shopping, and wouldn’t be home for another couple of hours. Finally! I can just sit back and watch T.V…


Suddenly, Jared heard a door slam shut. He froze, knowing that he was alone. Or at least, supposed to be alone. Who could it be? Jared stared down the stairs, knowing that that is where the noise had come from. It maybe even have come from Jared’s own room. But who would want to be in his room?


Jared suddenly tensioned. Maybe someone was…looking for him. But who? Jared didn’t even have to think about answering: Quadrena Huma. 


Jared’s heart started to pound against his chest; he was sure that it was loud enough that he would be caught. He shivered, trying not to think about the night that Shawn Snow had been killed. Or how horrible the man’s face was. It was all dry and cracked up, scars running across his face and cheeks—


Another door slammed and Jared listened carefully, at the stairs. Yes, there was certainly someone down there, but Jared didn’t want to go and look. He knew what happened in those scary movies. The heroes go down and act stupid, as if they don’t know what was going on. But I do! I know what is going on! 

Jared didn’t really know what to do. He couldn’t call the police, because Quadrena was a sorcerer. How was he supposed to explain when the man left at the noise of the sirens? He couldn’t call his brothers; they would be too far away from the house to get back in time. Without knowing what to do, Jared did the only thing he could do. 


He took a step down stairs. 


His breathing came in quick, small gasps as he tried to calm his heart. He knew what he would find down there. He knew that it was the only thing that he could do. He knew that he would come face to face with Quadrena Huma. His blood pulse quickened. Jared stopped, halfway down the long staircase. Had he heard footsteps? He listened harder. Only silence. He took two more steps down, trying to make no noise at all. All of the lights were out. All of the doors were closed. 


Jared shivered. He knew that he had not closed the door to his room when he had walked out of it. There was someone in his room!


Jared, without knowing why he did, suddenly roared and bounded down the hallway, hoping that the noise would scare off the man. He pounded on the doors, and made as much noise as possible. He knew that it was the only way to calm his nerves. He had to make as much noise as possible. 


When he came to his door, he pushed it open and charged into the room. He roared again as he frantically searched the room. 


There was no one in it. Only Jared, who was still making as much noise as possible. He stomped around the room, throwing open his closet doors, hoping to find a concealed man, but found only his shirts on hangers. 


He ran back to the door and slammed it shut, so no one could get in. Then he started to cry as he threw himself on his bed. His head landed on something hard. “Ow!” he cried. 


Jared looked up and gasped. On his pillow was a book. Jared had never seen this book before. It was bound in leather, and Jared flipped open the page, and the title read: The Profound Beginner to Dark Magik. 

Jared gasped. His head shot up to where he put his Gifted book. 


It was gone. 


He leaped up and grabbed one of the drawers of his dresser. He pulled and frantically searched it, and when he put his hand on the wand, he sighed. He pulled it out. It still had the letters Randavois Evena, written in the red ink. 


Jared remembered the time that he had tried to conjure up some magic, but failed. He knew that for Black Magik, you needed to say something. Shawn had said that it was a few words in the ancient language. But who would know of such words? 


Jared couldn’t remember some of the simple spells Shawn had preformed up at camp, and so he had nothing to do with the wand. Only to destroy it, but he had no idea how. 


About five months ago, the Peterson family had gone on a family camping trip, and Jared took the wand. Secretly, he threw it into a river and never saw it again. 


When he came home, the wand was laying on his bed, just as the book, The Profound Beginner to Dark Magik had been. The wand knew that Jared was trying to get rid of it, and it never went away.  


Jared opened the book, The Profound Beginner to Dark Magik and read the introduction:


Black Magik is one of the most powerful magic that Magicaneers uses today, in our own society. It is commonly misplaced with sorcery, because both kinds of the magic are used in the same way, except that Black Magik is more commonly known as the Devil’s Magik. Many of the witches and wizards who used Black Magik, or Sorcery, frown upon the use of Dark Magik because of its beautiful, yet terrifying rituals. I personally believe that Dark Magik is the only suitable magic to use because it becomes a part of you. The technique of using these kinds of magic is explained more detailed on page 34. 


The introduction finished and Jared felt horrible inside. “The Devil’s Magik? What kind of horrible stuff is in this book?”


Jared flipped to a random page and saw a picture of a man. Next to him was an arrow pointing to another figure. To Jared, it looked strangely like a vampire.


One of the most common uses, but most hard to produce, would have to be the transformation of a human into the dead. When Magicaneers agree to the oath of the Dead (found on page 213) and they cast the right spell, their mortal bodies become immortal, and their soul is completely destroyed. 


This is most commonly used on dying people, and people who would rather not pass on, but yet, it is still the most precious above all Black Magik. As I have said, this spell completely destroys their entire soul, so it is not recommended unless you are willing to live forever and never produce magic again. One of the most famous vampires is Kawel Sidon. 


Jared stopped reading. Where had he heard that name? He knew it from somewhere…but where?


Suddenly Jared gasped. He remembered that Kawel Sidon was the author of The Gifted’s Guide.

Kawel Sidon was using Dark Magik. He was also a Gifted. Was that the ultimate enemy? Jared’s heart stopped beating. He finally understood it all. Shawn had said that there was no possible way to come back from the dead. What if Quadrena Huma never died? What if Quadrena Huma transfigured himself into the dead, and is still living. The book said that he would be immortal. But then, that led to another question. 


Quadrena Huma disappeared that night that Shawn died. After he was chasing Jared, right after Race and Zach had saved his life…he had disappeared. That had to be magic! 


Jared couldn’t figure it out. If Quadrena Huma was dead, but immortally dead, then how come he could produce magic? 


Jared read on:


After Kawel Sidon’s reign of terror as king in the Palace of Peace, he became the legendary ‘arch nemesis’ of Quadren Huma, Quadrena Huma’s grandchild. Because of the battle in Oosengoth, Quadren took his grandfather’s place as King of the South, after he found out of his grandfather’s death. 


“What?” Jared asked out loud. Quadrena Huma died? That means that that person that was hunting Race and Jared wasn’t Quadrena. But…what if Quadrena used the Turn-Into-A-Dead-Guy spell before he died? 


Jared looked back at the top of the page and turned to page 213, the oath of the Dead. Jared poured over all of the signs and words that the Magicaneer had to perform before becoming immortally dead. Jared figured that it would take too long to cast before Quadrena was killed in battle. 


Jared concluded that the man that was hunting them wasn’t Quadrena. There was no way that it could be him. 


But then who was it?

Chapter six


Jared heard the slamming of doors outside of his house and knew that his brothers were home. He knew that he would tell them what he had figured out as soon as he could. 


Jared flew out the door and ran upstairs to meet them. When they came through the front door he cried, “C’mon! I’ve got to show you guys something! It’s about You-Know-Who!”


Race’s mouth hung open. “What is it?”


Zach didn’t say anything.


“Just follow me!” Jared shouted as he ran back down stairs. His brothers followed. Jared led them to his room and sat on his bed, waiting for Race and Zach to come in. 


“What is it? Answer me!” Race cried as the flung himself in Jared’s desk chair. Zach remained standing. 


“OK, the man that--” Jared was cut off buy his youngest brother entering Jared’s room. Trevor was three years old and he had a really rough looking face. Jared sighed and ignored Trevor. 


“Alright, that man that is hunting us, Quadrena Huma, isn’t really Quadrena Huma!” Jared blurted out. 


Race and Zach didn’t say anything. “Huh?” Trevor said, too young to understand what was going on.

 
“Trevor shut up!” Jared said. 


“What do you mean? I mean, how do you know?” Zach muttered. 


“Look…” Jared showed them the book that he found, The Profound Beginner to Dark Magik, and he talked about what Shawn had said about coming back from the dead. Race nodded the entire time. 


After he was done explaining things, Race said, “Then who is he?” There was a silence and then Jared said, “I have no clue.”


“I think I do.” Zach said very quietly. Race turned his head to his brother and Jared’s eyes widened. “Who is he?”


“Well, uh, I don’t know his name, but,” Zach muttered, “I know him. I just do. I don’t know how I do, but I just remember him from somewhere.”


Zach looked up at Race. “Don’t you remember him? We have both seen him before. I just don’t remember when. I remember that we were with him. Just you and me. Just the three of us.” 


Jared didn’t know what to say. He was stunned that Zach was telling them this. 


“It was just…It was just…” Suddenly Zach gasped and he clutched his knee. “No way! It can’t be!” 


“What? What is it, Zach?” Jared cried. 


“That man…I remember now! That man…oh my gosh! I can’t believe it! How could we, all, not have known? That man…he’s our father!” Zach yelled out. 


Jared was horror struck.


“Our dad? We barely even saw him. He was always away getting drunk or something. And that wouldn’t make sense because Jared said that…oh gosh, this is confusing…it just can’t be Dad.” Race said. 


“Zach, you don’t know what time period all of this stuff happened in. Shawn Snow has lived for like ever, just because he is a sorcerer. They live a long time. I mean a really long time! Zach, this stuff happened in like the medieval ages!” Jared cried out. 


Zach shook his head and yelled back out, “You said yourself that a person could live forever! With that Dark Magik thingy! You said that if they did the oath of the Dead, they could never die! What if Dad did that? If he is hunting you then he is a bad guy! Only the bad guys do Dark Magik! Dad could live forever!”


Jared shook his head, refusing to believe it, but deep in his heart, he knew that it could be a possibility. Their father had left the night that Zach had been born, so Zach couldn’t remember their father. Jared rarely ever saw him. He was never home. He only saw him on occasions, like when he came home after a fight at the bar or something like that. Now that Jared thought about it, that cloaked man that Jared saw at camp did look a little bit like their father…


“No! No, that is out of the question! Even being the horrible father that he was…I mean is, we can’t accuse him for being some psychopath raving lunatic trying to kill Race and I.” Jared cried out. Zach sighed and looked down. 


“All we know is that he can’t find us. He hasn’t turned up for a whole year!” Jared said to his brothers. Trevor had left the room during the argument and the three boys didn’t know where he wandered off to, nonetheless, cared. 


  Race and Zach nodded at Jared’s statement. It was true that the man had not shown up for the past year, giving them a huge relief. Jared had saw the cracked face man about five times the same night that night that Shawn was killed, and they had never seen him since. 


“But, no matter what happens, just remember you guys,” Race muttered, looking at his brothers, “we will always be here for each other. Shawn even told Jared that life wasn’t going to be easy anymore. We have to make precautions and be ready to fight when the time comes. Jared, you’re the Gifted so you have to learn to master your power. Zach, your amazing punching abilities will come in handy, believe me. Keep practicing on any kid that makes fun of you.”


Zach beamed.


“And for me,” Race said defiantly, “I need to control my thoughts so that I will be able to fly with ease. I know that we can overcome this curse that we have, Jared. I just know it. And if we stick together as friends, we can accomplish anything!”


After Race’s heroic speech, the Peterson family had dinner. 


“Pass the corn, please Mom.” Jared said. The corn was passed to the end of the table where Jared sat. He scooped a spoonful into his plate. After that, he just stared at the plate. 


“Is something wrong, Jared?” their mother asked. Jared shook his head and very slowly raised it. Ms. Peterson gasped. “What is wrong? Jared! What is wrong?”


Jared had tears streaming down over his cheeks. His brothers were stunned. “Jared! Answer me! Where does it hurt?” Ms. Peterson leaped up from her chair, sending it crashing to the floor. She ran over to the other end of the table to comfort her crying child. 


“What is it?” she asked. 


Race and Zach looked at each, frowning and shrugging. At last, Jared spoke up. 


“I…I-I just w-wanted to kn-know something.”


“What? What do you want to know?”


There was a long pause. “Where is Dad? Who is Dad?” 


Race and Zach gulped. They knew that their mother didn’t like to talk about him. He was off limits. They looked up at their mother. 


She stood up and walked firmly back to her chair, picked it up and set it upright. Then she sat down and folder her arms. She sniffled and wiped her eyes. 


“He, uh…they just today came and told m-me, while you were at school today. Uh, um, you see,” their mother started to bawl. The three boys didn’t know what to do. Jared started to cry once more, and then Zach had tears come to his eyes. Race covered his face with his hands. 


“They told me that he d-died in a c-car crash last night.”


The shock took over and every Peterson at that table started to cry, including the little three year old, Trevor, and he didn’t even know why he was. He just wanted to fit in. 


“So, he is really…so he is d-dead?” Jared muttered. Very slowly, their mother nodded her head. 


“They found his body floating in the river, just south of here.” Their mother suddenly spoke a little stronger. “He had crashed into a tree that send him and his truck into the river.”


Race wiped his eyes and looked for a tissue to blow his nose. Zach just let all of it pour onto his plate. Jared suddenly and abruptly stood up and said to his three brothers, “Well, I guess that that means that we are safe…for now.” Jared curtly turned around and marched downstairs into his room. His brothers understood what he had said, but his mother stared, puzzled, at Jared’s descending body. 


“What? You’re safe? What does that mean?” She never got an answer. The two other boys got up from their seats and left their mother sitting at the table alone with Trevor. 


“No cry mommy!” Trevor said. Ms. Peterson smiled and left the table, picking up Trevor on her way to her room. 


Jared left the door open to his room so his brothers would know to come in. Jared had the only bedroom on the bottom floor. The other rooms were just a second kitchen and a bathroom. They never used the second kitchen, and Jared really liked to have his own bathroom. 


He stopped crying as soon as Zach entered his room, closely followed by Race. “That’s…that’s horrible what happened to Dad, I mean, he was killed!” Race exclaimed. Jared nodded. 


“But I don’t think that he is dead.” Jared replied. 


“WHAT?! Not dead? How could he not be dead?” Zach cried out. 


“You even said it, Zach. What if Dad really did take the oath of the Dead? Then he couldn’t have been killed in the accident!” Jared said. 


“Yes, but…but…” Zach didn’t know what to say. 


“You can believe that Dad is dead, but I don’t. I believe that he is still out there.”


“Why?”


“Why would someone sneak into our house and put this book on my bed?” Jared pointed to A Profound Beginner to Dark Magik.


“You, just before dinner didn’t even believe that Dad even took the oath! And know you are saying that he is not dead? What if Dad put the book on your bed before he died?”


Jared shook his head. “No, because Mom said that Dad died last night. I found this book today. Dad can’t be dead. He must be trying to tell me something!”



“What?” Zach said sharply. “He is trying to kill you two!”


“What if he’s not? What if he is trying to protect us from the guy who is gonna kill us?” Jared snapped at Zach. 


“What if? So what? What if doesn’t get us any closer to answering any questions! I’m going to bed!” Race yelled and walked out of Jared’s room, slamming the door on the way out. 


Zach stood up, sneered at Jared and followed suit. Jared sighed and layed on his bed. He suddenly reached up to grab The Profound Beginner to Dark Magik and started to read, trying to find out what his father was trying to tell him. 


Jared woke up the next morning, and noticed that he still had his glasses on, and was holding the book he was reading the night before. He shook his head and looked at the time. 


“Oh, crap! I’m going to be late for school!” 


Jared hurriedly threw on a shirt and pants and grabbed a granola bar. He unwrapped it and shoved it in his mouth, grabbing his backpack and cursing himself for not finishing his homework. Mrs. Demon would be furious!


Jared was tardy for the fourth time that week. When he entered his classroom, he saw Mrs. Demon look up with her devilish eyes and said in the most horrifying voice Jared had ever heard, “Jared! Come out here right this instant! We will be having a little chat with the principal about your attendance!”


Jared froze. No! Not the principal! She is worse than Mrs. Demon!


His teacher grabbed him by the arm and dragged him back to the main office. Jared had huge stomach problems the moment he stepped into the office. 


“We need to have a little chat with Mrs. Hollings.” Mrs. Demon told the principal’s assistant. The assistant too seemed a little afraid of the very short, but crude teacher and said, “Uh, y-yes! Just s-step through this door to her office!”


Mrs. Demon dug her fingernails into Jared’s arm as she pulled him through to Mrs. Hollings’s office.


The principal was wearing a tight fitting blue suit with a tie. It made her look like a lawyer. She was on the phone with someone but when she saw Mrs. Demon’s eyes, she quickly turned away and said, “Um, I’ll have to call you back. Yes, yes, good-bye!”


Then she spun her spinning chair around, her smile gone. She stared straight at Jared with a stare that was almost as worse as Mrs. Demon’s. Almost. 


“This boy has been tardy twenty-six times this month! I think that it is ridiculous of his parents to allow him to be late almost every single day!” she uttered these last three words with forcefulness. Mrs. Hollings nodded her stupid little head with every word that the angry teacher cried out. 


Finally, when Mrs. Demon had stopped shouting about how poor Jared’s behavior was in class, Mrs. Hollings stood up and asked Jared what his phone number was. 



Why should I tell a fat lady like you? Jared hesitantly told him his phone number and the principal dialed it. She put it on speakerphone. It rang for five times and then a deep male voice said, “What is it?”


Jared gasped. He recognized that voice from so long ago. 


“Ahem, Mr. Peterson?”


“It is he.”


“Your son, Jared Peterson has been tardy, how many times Mrs. Daemon?”


“Twenty-six!”


“Yes, twenty-six times this month! It is absurd that such a parent would let their child—”


“Excuse me, but it sounds like you think that I do not raise my children well.” Jared’s father said in his deep, manly voice. 


“Well, that is precisely what I am saying!”


“Don’t you EVER say that again, do you hear me? Is my son in the room with you?”


“Ahem, yes he is!”


“Get him out right now! I don’t want him to hear this!”


“What? He is to be exp—”


“Does it look—I mean sound like I care? Get him out now!”


Jared’s father’s voice roared over the electronic speakerphone, making it break into static. 


Jared slowly edged toward the door. “You know the way out, Jared.” Mrs. Hollings said to him. Jared didn’t hesitate. He threw open the door and ran away from the door. He sat in a leather seat, about fifteen feet away. He could still hear the adult’s raised voices. 


“Fine! Does it sound like I care? Expel him, but mark my words, it’ll be the last thing you and your stupid staff will ever do!”


“Mr. Peterson, calm down!”


“Why should I? What has life ever given me? Only grief and a little of this!”


Suddenly, Jared couldn’t hear any more. The adult’s voices were really quiet and low, and Jared got frustrated. He walked up to the door in time to catch a few last words, “Lacomoto Suvim!”
     
Suddenly, Jared gasped. He had read that phrase somewhere in his A Gifted’s Guide. It was a cursing spell, invented by some guy who wanted to show his enemy real pain. It was the use of Black Magik. 


Jared heard screams of terror and agony as he listened behind the door. It sounded like a torture room. Jared tried to open the door as the principal’s assistant screamed and helped Jared. The door was locked. 


They both pounded, listening to Mrs. Hollings and Mrs. Demon’s screams. Jared pounded his body against the door, and at last, the door burst open. 


The two ladies in the room were looking terrified. When they saw Jared, the principal straightened her suit and pulled out a paper, breathing in short, ragged breaths. 


“What happened?” the assistant demanded. 


“Nothing…nothing out of the ordinary…” Mrs. Hollings said. Mrs. Demon stood still, glaring at Jared. 


“But you were just cursed! My father!” Jared suddenly shouted. 


Then it all came to him. 


His father wasn’t dead! He was at the Peterson’s home! He wasn’t dead! And he knew magic! That meant that he might be able to teach Race, Jared and Zach something to protect themselves from their hunter. Jared knew that he was right all along!


“Mr. Jared Peterson, you are hereby expelled from Southern Flats Elementary School. If you will just sign here, your…father will be here shortly to pick you up.” Mrs. Hollings said to Jared, handing him a paper and a pen, pointing to a line where he had to sign. 


“What? I’m expelled for being tardy?” Jared hollered. “This is an outrage!”


“Your father thought differently! Now sign and get out of my school!”


Jared couldn’t believe all that had happened in the last half an hour. He had found out that his father was a Magicaneer, and he had been expelled from school. He had learned that his father was alive and would be able to teach his sons how to protect themselves, and maybe how to use their powers better. Jared knew that because he was back, their life would change drastically. 


Oh, how right he was. 


Jared waited in a chair for his father to arrive. Jared wasn’t scared at all because he was expelled. He was actually really enjoying his day. In his lap were his backpack, his lunch that he had packed because he didn’t have any lunch money, and a hope that his father would teach him something useful. 


He stared outside, waiting for his father’s big, red truck to pull up to the school. He waited and waited and waited and waited. 


Five minutes passed and it seemed like an eternity to Jared. Mrs. Demon was still talking to Mrs. Hollings and the assistant was fussing on the phone to what seemed like her husband. 


Jared looked back outside and saw a big, red truck outside. Jared’s heart froze. He was here! He was here!


Jared ran outside, waiting to tell his dad everything that had happened ever since he had left his family. Jared flung his backpack over his shoulder and his lunch box was held in his right hand as he pulled the big door open. He smiled and jumped into the truck. Then he looked at his father.


Jared screamed so loud that he fell out of the truck. He had not shut the door and Jared fell to the hot gravel that made up the road. He let go of his lunch box and scrambled to get up and run. 


Jared’s father leaned over and grabbed Jared by the shirt. Jared screamed even louder, trying to attract attention. No one saw.


His father pulled him into the truck and Jared did all he could to break the firm hand that held onto him. He couldn’t. 


Jared looked into his father’s face again. He recognized it at once. It was the hooded man. It was the cracked face man. Jared’s father shut and locked every door and then pushed on the gas, Jared still screaming to get out. 


Jared heard muffles from the back of the truck and looked back. 


Race and Zach were in the back seats, with duct tape covering their mouths and it was wrapped around their hands. 


The three boys had just been kidnapped. 

Chapter seven


The truck suddenly stopped on the road and the cracked face man grabbed a roll of duct tape. Jared screamed and tried to open the door, but it was locked. He pulled up on the slider that would unlock it, but it wouldn’t budge. 


Jared felt the tape rolling around his ankles and he kicked, hitting the cracked face man’s hands. He didn’t say anything. Jared continued to scream. Jared kicked some more, but it was useless. His feet were stuck together. Jared knew that he couldn’t do anything as his hands were tied up, and then a strip of the tape covered his mouth. He breathed slowly through is nose; taking his last few breaths before he knew that he would die. 


Jared thought that nothing made sense anymore. His father was a Magicaneer who agreed to take Randavois Evena’s curse to hunt down a kill whoever came in contact with the wand. Randavois Evena was Shawn Snow’s great-great grandfather, and considering that Shawn lived to be over two thousand years old, his grandfather must have lived a long, long time before that. And that meant that Jared’s father must have been alive that long. Shawn’s father died of old age, and so if the three boys’ father knew Randavois Evena, he would have to be older than Shawn Snow Jr. No one could live that long unless they took the oath of the Dead. Jared’s father was dead. He was immortally dead, but still dead. 


Jared tried to say something, but it all came out muffled. The tape blocked any words from coming out. He trembled and tried to look at his two tied up brothers in the back seat, but he couldn’t see them. The tape prevented too much moving. 


Zach sat in the middle seat, with Race on his right. When Zach had been in class just a half an hour ago, the intercom in the room clicked on and said that Zach was to check out at the main office. As soon as he had left the building, the cracked face man grabbed him and locked him up in the truck, and taped him shut. He had been forced to watch Race struggle to get out, but he never did. Race was thrown in the back of the truck with Zach, and then they tried to warn Jared not to come any closer, but it didn’t work. 


As the cracked face man drove farther away from the school, Zach started to cry. He was going to be killed by his father. The father that had left Zach so long ago, the night he was born. This man was evil and Zach hated him. 


That thought gave him a sudden boost of strength. I just wish I could be strong enough to break out of this tape! Suddenly, Zach gasped, or at least tried to. He had just realized that he did have the strength to break out. He had Super Human Strength! 


Zach thought about how hard he wanted to break out of the tape, and then felt a warm, tingly sensation around his body. Race’s eyes widened as he saw Zach’s body start to glow. Zach had learned that whenever someone used their powers, their body glowed. 


Suddenly, Zach ripped his arms apart and ripped the tape off of his face. “Arrgh!” he roared, ripping Race’s tape off. Then Zach hit his father with a fist and his father was pushed up to the steering wheel. Zach grabbed his father and threw him against the driver’s window. It shattered and Mr. Peterson jerked the steering wheel to the left, and the car swerved suddenly and Zach lost his balance. He fell to the bottom of the truck as Race screamed, “Watch out, Jared!”


After that, Zach didn’t know what was happening. He felt the truck hit something with a huge impact, and then he felt water pouring on him. He stood up and tried to take a deep breath. He looked out of the windows and saw that the truck was in a river! Water flowed through the shattered window and Jared was trying to open his door, but it was locked. Race was trying to stand up to get to the front of the truck, while water was still pouring into it. Air was running out, and Zach knew that they only had a limited time to get out, or die. 


Their father was lying face down in the water, not moving. Zach feared he was dead. 


“Urmm! Armg!” Jared shouted, pointing to the tape on his mouth. Race tore it off and suddenly, the car lurched sideways, so that the driver’s side of the car was now facing the sky, and the passenger side, where the three boys were trying to get out of the sinking truck, was facing the bottom of the river. 


Race was thrown back into the water, gasping for air. He looked upwards, to the sky, and saw that it was going farther and farther away. The truck was sinking fast, into the river!


Race dived back into the water and grabbed Jared. He pulled him up, but then he slid out of his hands. Race shouted in annoyance and dived back again. This time, he saw that the passenger door was open, and Jared and Zach were swimming out of it. Race swam back up towards the driver’s door and took one more breath, and then the truck was totally submerged. The cracked face man was nowhere to be seen. 


Race dived back to the passenger’s door, but panicked when he saw that the truck was on the bed of the river. The door had shut and now Race was trapped inside the submerged vehicle. 


He opened his mouth, and water flowed into it. Out of sheer panic and dread, he swam back up to the driver’s door, hoping to be able to pull himself through the shattered window, just as the truck roller over through the water once more. It was now upside-down and Race swam to the shattered window. It was big enough for him to fit through, but then he realized, he couldn’t breath. 


He opened his mouth again, and more water came through. All of Race’s air was gone. He couldn’t go any farther. He was going to die in the truck. Race closed his eyes and waited for his death, just as someone plunged into the water, trying to find him. 


Zach was hysterical. “Where is he? Where is he? Where did he go? Is he going to come back?” He was shaking and Jared tried to hug him, but Zach pushed Jared away. 


They were both soaking wet. Zach had kicked the door open, using his powers, and they had both swam up to the other side of the river that they had been in. The road was just across from them, and they had no idea where they were. 


It was just pure, sheer luck that there had been a boy watching them the whole time. As soon as Jared and Zach pulled themselves out of the river, he came running towards them, crying, “Are you OK?” Jared was shivering as he told the boy about his other brother, still down there. The boy had dived into the water, and had not come out. It had been at least thirty seconds now—


Then a head came up from the water. The boy was swimming awkwardly towards the bank of the river. He was carrying something.


“RACE!” Jared and Zach roared as they saw that the boy was dragging Race with one arm through the water. The two brothers raced out into the waters, taking Race from the boy, and laid him down on the sandy ground. Race wasn’t breathing. 


“Anyone here know CPR?” Jared asked, looking at the boy. He shook his head and Jared moaned. “Do you know where the nearest hospital is?”


“The closest one is a few miles away I guess…” the boy replied. 


Jared looked at Zach. “I’m gonna have to fly and carry him.”


“Wait a minute! You said your going to fly? Are you a Super-Kid?” the boy asked, amazed. 


“I—yes, I am, but I can’t talk right now! I have to get him to the hospital!” Jared cried. 


“Quadren won’t let you.” The boy said.


“What?!”

`
“It’s a long story…Quadren put a curse that from this point on,” the boy muttered, pointing from the river to into a forest that was behind the river, on the opposite side from the road, “to into the forests. Just until you reach the cave. Then you will be able to use powers. He has also made it impossible to go across the river once more without being killed. You see, he is a sorcerer.” 

Chapter eight

“He’s a what?” Jared asked the boy. 


“A sorcerer. He uses Sorcery and Dark Magik. Quadren is like the most powerful sorcerer alive! I have been trapped here ever since I was dumb enough to cross this stupid river!” the boy explained.


“If I go back across,” he said, “I will never come out alive.”


Fear grew over Jared. So many things had happened that day, one right after another. First, he was expelled, then he was kidnapped, and then he almost died in a car crash, and now he will never be able to cross the river again! How much worse could the day get?


“What is your name?” Zach asked the boy, kneeling down by Race, who had just now started to very slowly breathe. 


“My name is Jeff. Jeff Rasmussen. What are your names?”


Jared and Zach told him their names and told Jeff what happened to Race and with the car crash in the river. 


“OK, but you told me that you are Super-Kids? I am a Super-Kid also!” Jeff cried. 


Zach was shocked. He had never seen another Super-Kid since the summer camp, a year ago. 


“What’s your power?” Zach asked Jeff.


“I’m the Gifted.” Jeff replied. 


Jared froze. “The Gifted? What? How? I mean, Shawn told me that there can only be one Gifted at a time!”


Jeff laughed and said, “Yes, well, I’m the one Gifted!”


Jared shook his head, “No! You can’t be! I am! Shawn told me that I am! I am the Gifted!”


Suddenly, Zach yelped. 


“What?” Jared asked. Zach slowly pointed to a bush behind Jeff and Jared. Something was moving. 


“Stand still!” Jeff whispered. 


“What is it?”


“Just shut up and stand still!”


The three boys stood as quiet as they could and didn’t move. Race was still on the ground. 


Zach heard something move again in the bush. Maybe it is just a rabbit or something…

And then, a huge, gray object leaped out from behind the bushes and landed about five feet away from the four boys. 


It was a wolf.


Jared and Zach backed away, looking horrified. Jeff stood where he was. Jeff’s lips were moving, forming words, but they couldn’t hear what he was saying. 


The wolf stood still, breathing heavily. It was gray, and it had a long snout. Its fur was ruffled in spots, and Jared noticed that there was blood dripping from its mouth. 


Its not hungry…it just ate! Jared didn’t know anything about wolves, and so he didn’t know if they ate continuously. Jared shuddered. He saw Race move. The wolf noticed and suddenly growled and with surprising speed, ran towards Jeff. 


Jeff screamed as he bounded off to his left, avoiding a narrow miss from the wolf. He stumbled over a large, overgrown plant and tripped. Jared gasped as he saw the wolf charging again at Jeff, and the poor kid couldn’t get up. Jared knew what he had to do and ran towards the wolf and Jeff. Zach cried out to him, but Jared didn’t care. He needed answers from Jeff. 


With a huge effort, Jared kicked the wolf in its stomach, as it was just about to take a chunk out of Jeff’s neck. The wolf whimpered and glared at Jared. He saw the blood and foam around its mouth. 


It’s rabid!

  Jared took another kick at it, but the wolf did something unpredictable. The wolf caught Jared’s leg in its mouth, and Jared felt the burn of its teeth, ripping through his skin. 


“Arrgh!!” Jared cried. “Zach!” Jared fell to the ground while the wolf started to chew on his leg. 


Zach, the last standing boy, didn’t know what to do. He knew that he should help his brother before he was killed, and he knew that he had to help Jeff get up before he too became a feast. 


But Zach couldn’t do anything. His legs wouldn’t allow him to move. 


“Zach!” a voice cried behind Zach, “help Jared!”


Zach turned around to find Race, trying to get up, but his arms collapsed him. Zach gazed fearfully at Jared, and then ran towards him. 


The wolf noticed Zach’s advance and stopped chewing on the twelve-year-old’s leg. It looked up at the boy as Jeff pulled himself up and started to run away. It was only Zach and the wolf now. If only I could use my powers! 


All of the sudden, Zach felt the warm and tingly sensation of using his powers. He couldn’t believe it! Had not Jeff told them that their powers were useless in this area? What he lying?


Zach didn’t have time to think. He lunged himself at the wolf, and he hit him with a closed fist. The wolf was sent flying back to the trees and hit one. It fell limply to the ground. 


“Zach! Help Jared!” Race called again. Zach ran over to Jared, whose legs were badly bleeding. Jared was crying loudly, so that everyone could hear his pain. 


“Owwwwwwww! Help me! Help me! I’m gonna die!” Jared screamed. 


“Jared! Jared! JARED!” Zach called out to his brother. Jared fell silent.


“For some reason, I was able to use my powers! Maybe you can use your powers!” Zach said. 


Jared didn’t do anything. He continued to whimper in pain. 


“C’mon, Jared! Use your powers!”


Jared was silent for a moment, and then his body began to glow. Jared saw the blood and felt the pain go away. He had learned to use his healing powers a couple of months after he had learned how to run faster. 


Jared sighed. He looked at his torn up pants. The blood was gone. The pain was gone. He smiled and stood up, knowing that everything was all right. He looked around and saw his two brothers, but Jeff was gone.


“Race!” Jared had finally noticed that Race was awake. He ran over to him and kneeled beside him. 


“What happened? I thought that I had—drowned!” Race paused, taking deep breaths. He winced and grabbed his side, his face all screwed up in pain. “Ah! My ribs! I think one is broken!”


Jared hesitated, but the pulled up Race’s shirt. He gasped. 


“What is it? What do you see?” Race said through grinded teeth. 


“Your stomach…it is like…gross!” Jared said, looking at the huge bruise that covered Race’s entire left side of his stomach. “That accident looks like it did more than it looked like.”


Jared poked the bruise and Race yelled, “Don’t! That hurts really bad!”


“Race, I am going to have to fly you to the hospital!” Jared exclaimed. “Zach, I am not that good of a flyer, so I will come back for you, OK? You shouldn’t have any troubles, with you powers. Just stay here!”


Zach nodded, and looked back at Race. “You will be all right, Race. I know it.”


Jared stood up and looked around. “Where did Jeff go? Well it doesn’t matter, because he lied. He said that we couldn’t use our powers.”


“Hey! Jared! I have an idea!” Zach said, “Why don’t you use your powers on Race to heal him, just like you did for you?”


“Well, I did that that one time on Trevor, you remember? He fell off the slide and hurt his nose. I tried to mend it, but I couldn’t transfer the power. It only works for me.”


“Just take me to the stupid hospital, Jared!” Race suddenly shouted. Jared flinched, and picked Race up. 


“I’ll be right back, Zach. Remember, just stay here! OK?” Jared asked Zach. 


Zach nodded and he saw Jared’s body start to glow. “Bye!” he yelled. 


Jared nodded towards Zach and thought, I need to turn around. Jared spun around with great difficult because Race was heavy, but managed to turn around. Then he followed the road that they had come here from as he gave his mind directions. 


It was very difficult carrying Race, and he kept slipping out of Jared’s grip. When Jared caught him again, Race would angrily shout stuff at him. “I am such a better flyer than you!” he shouted once. 


Jared ignored him, because he knew that criticism wouldn’t help him now. He kept all thoughts and directions to go to the nearest hospital. He feared that his brother had broken one of his ribs, or maybe two. He just hoped that Zach would stay where he had told him to stay. He knew that Zach liked to explore, but if he did this time, Jared would kill him! 


Jared didn’t think that it would look odd for the people below him to see a kid flying a hundred feet in the air, holding on to another kid. Whenever Jared looked down, he saw people staring at him. He didn’t think anything was out of place. 


Jared realized that he was flying above his hometown. He suddenly felt really tired. Race was weighing him down too much. He didn’t think that he could hold on any longer. 


“Race! I know it may be difficult, but you need to use your power! I can’t hold on--–”


Suddenly, Race slipped once again out of Jared’s hands, but he didn’t realize it until he looked down. He gasped and plunged toward the earth, trying to catch his brother. When Race’s head faced Jared, he realized that his eyes were closed. 


“Oh, please don’t be dead!”


Jared dived lower and reached out his hands. He caught Race’s shirt in his hands, and he pulled up. He looked down to grab Race’s hand and found out that Race had slipped out of his shirt!


Jared shook his head and dived lower again for the shirtless Race. “RACE!” He cried. 



They were about ten feet from the ground when Jared made his final swipe to grab his brother. Jared made contact with Race’s skin, and Jared used his Super Strength to pull Race back up to Jared’s stomach, so he could hold on to him better. 


Suddenly, Jared started to descend to the ground, because of Race’s additional weight to him. It was fine though, because Jared had slowed down a lot when he had grabbed Race to save him. 


Jared walked Race to the hospital, silently cursing everyone who just stood around, marveling that the two boys just flew to the ground. Jared wished that at least someone would help him carry his brother to the hospital!


Right as Jared turned onto the street that the hospital was on, some called out, “Do you need a ride?”


Jared flew back with ease, knowing that Race was going to be taken care of. They had taken a ride to the hospital and the doctors said that Race needed some rest and treatments, and should be good to go by that evening. They said that Race had only cracked one of his ribs, but it would heal in a matter of weeks. 


The people gasped and pointed at Jared as he lifted himself off of the ground again and flew into the afternoon air. 


Jared knew that he would be able to carry Zach easily because he was skinny, and Race wasn’t. And Jared knew that he would be easier because Jared knew that Race wasn’t going to be seriously injured. 


Jared flew towards the river. Then a thought came to him. Where was Dad?


He had not seen him since the crash. Had he fallen out the window? Was he floating down the river, just like Mom had said? Wait, how did Mom know that he was floating down the river? He never was in a car crash until today. How did she know that he was down the river? Where is Zach? How could have she known unless she saw the future? Haha, that would be cool…my mom the future telling lady! Where is Zach?

Jared paused. He was now just above where the truck was submerged underwater. Zach wasn’t anywhere to be seen. 


“ZACH! WHERE ARE YOU? I TOLD YOU TO STAY PUT!” Jared roared. But no matter what he did, Zach was nowhere to be seen. 

Chapter nine


Jared, bright red in the face flew and pounded on the ground, on the other side of the river. He knew that this was where the wolf had attacked them because of a blood mark on a tree that the wolf had been thrown to. The body was gone. 


Jared also wondered where Jeff had gone. Why had he just disappeared? He had answers that Jared needed! Why did he go away in their time of need?


He was furious at Jeff and his lost brother, Zach. And then it hit him. 


Lost brother. Zach was lost. He was in that forest that began about ten feet away from the river. He was lost. Jared couldn’t ever find him again. Zach was lost. 


No! He can’t be lost! He just can’t! Jared walked over to the edge of the forest, peering between the trees and he called out, “Zach! ZACH!”


No answer. 


“ZACH! ZACHARY! ZACHARY, ANSWER ME!” Jared roared. Only the birds that were frightened by the sudden yelling moved. Zach never came. Fear of never finding his brother again pinned him to the ground. If he went in the forest, he might never find his way out…


I have powers! I can use them! Jared was suddenly confident in his mission. He would find Zach, no matter what happened. He would not leave the forest until he had Zach in his hands. 


Jared stepped into the forest, and began feeling terrified. 


Each step led him nowhere. The forest was simply huge; too much ground to cover in the blazing hot sun. Jared thought it would take years to find his brother. The sun irritated him, most of all, because his neck would start to burn, and he would have to find shade and find water, which wasn’t that hard to find, because there was a little stream that ran through the river. He soon became smart enough to follow the stream, so that way he will have unlimited water. 


He knew that flying wouldn’t be useful because he didn’t have very well reaction time, and when he told himself to go a certain direction, he stayed in that direction until he told himself otherwise. Race had told him that he had been the same way. It would be very difficult to fly in these trees, so he gave up on the idea. 


He also thought about his Speed power, but then thought of two reasons why he shouldn’t: first is that he could only run in short bursts, only covering about a quarter of a mile at a time, second, he might not see Zach. 


So Jared just stuck to plain, old walking. 


There were surprisingly little animals in the forest. Jared had thought that there would have been squirrels and chipmunks scattering around his feet, but he didn’t see one little, hairy, crawling creature. He occasionally saw a bird or two, but nothing else. No deer, bear or any other forest creature. He also noticed that there were not many insects. He wondered why. 


Jared stepped up onto a log and then down from it. He was getting really tired from walking and knew that he needed to rest, but then the urge for finding his brother grew stronger, and he continued on. 


And then he came to the lake. 


As soon as he stepped out into the clearing, he knew that he had just found heaven. There were trees full of berries, there was a pear tree, and an orange tree, although the orange tree’s oranges weren’t ripe, it still looked like a feast. Jared’s hunger overwhelmed him as he raced toward the pears. 


Jared didn’t really like pears, but on this day, in this heat, and on this empty stomach, anything sounded lovely. 


He grabbed a pear and bit into it. The juices exploded in his mouth, making him take another bite, and then another. The pear ran down his chin as he kept taking bites of the wonderful fruit. 


He finished it too quickly, and grabbed another one. Just as he was going to bite it, he felt a rumbling under his feet. He took the pear away from his mouth and the rumbling grew more intense, and louder. Frightened, Jared backed away. 


What is happening?


The rumbling shook the ground and Jared crouched to it and grabbed on to some grass to keep from toppling over. It grew louder, and louder, and the ground shook faster and faster. And then it happened. 


The earth exploded from beneath Jared, and he was lifted up into the air. He gasped, as he was going higher and higher. He was sitting on something that had just been underground!


The thing lowered itself, and Jared stood up, ready to jump off, but something hit him square in the shoulder, and he flew off of the thing and landing on the ground. 


He didn’t move. The fall had been at least ten feet easily, but the fall was not what worried Jared. It was that this thing could have killed him, and it could have gotten to Zach first. 


Something slashed at the ground, making a whipping sound. Jared rolled over, now looking up into the sky, but he couldn’t even make out the sun from the sky because dust and dirt was flying everywhere, hitting Jared like stones. What is this thing?

Jared stood up, making sure that the monster thing was well away from him, and ran back into the forest, away from the lake. As he was running, the rumbling started again, and once more, the monster type thing broke up from the earth and started slashing with, what looked like to Jared, green whips. Jared dodged the ambush and then felt the tingly sensation. He jumped up into the air and flew up to the sky, still covered by dirt and dust, debris, and junk. Jared pushed himself through it, and then he came out on the sunny side. He looked down and looked at his attacker. 


He didn’t believe his eyes. Well, he couldn’t because he had no idea what it was. The body of the thing was gray, and everywhere that he could see, there were the green whips slashing the ground and the air, searching for Jared. Suddenly, one of the whips came up towards Jared and grabbed his foot. It acted to quick for Jared even to realize that he had been grabbed, and he was pulled back to the earth, going at a much too fast speed. The whip held on to his foot as he was dragged across the branches of trees and then with one final whip, it let go and Jared plummeted to the ground. 


He landed with a backbreaking SNAP! and he cried out, “Ugh!” He got the air knocked out of him, and he couldn’t breath. The whip thing struck him on the stomach, making him bend over to grab it, and another whip came and whipped his back. 


“Enough!” he whispered, barely able to breath. The whip kept coming back, hitting Jared across his sunburned neck and back, until he finally had the brains to roll to the side. The whip struck down once more, and it thudded on the ground. It had missed Jared by inches, but he just wanted to get out of the whip’s path. The whip whipped again and it struck a branch. It took a hold of the branch and twisted it, and it broke in its grasp.


Suddenly, Jared heard the rumbling again, and he saw that the huge, gray monster was rolling towards him! With much pain and effort, he pulled himself up and ran to the side of the rolling monster. He ducked down as another whip cut clean through the tree he was standing at, and then ran away from it. It didn’t follow, and just kept rolling down the hill, back the way to the river. Jared ran back to the lake, hoping to seek refuge, if even for a moment. 


When he got there, he threw himself in the water, giving him a ton of relief, knowing that he had outsmarted the huge beast. 


What was that thing?

“Ugh…. I’m so tired!” Jared complained. 


“Are you all right?” 


Jared took his face out of the water and saw Jeff, running towards him. Jared stood up to meet Jeff and then yelled, “Where have you been?”


“That wolf! When he attacked, I ran away! I don’t want to be held captive!” Jeff cried. 


“What? Held captive?”


“Yeah!” Jeff said, holding his arm as if it hurt badly, “That wolf was Quadren’s son!”


“What?!”


“OK, we have to sit down or something so I can explain who they are! And where are your brothers? I haven’t seen you for a long time!” Jeff explained. 


Jared hurriedly explained what happened to Race, and what happened to Zach. 


“Oh, great! That isn’t going to be fun getting him back!” Jeff said sarcastically. “Quill most likely took him!”


“Quill? What is that? Is that what that monster was back there?” Jared asked.


“What? Oh, no! Quill is Quadren’s son! That vine ball doesn’t have a name. Quadren created him to try and kill whoever invades their land. By the way, that reminds me, we have to get out of here before it comes back! This lake is theirs, and we don’t want to be seen by them!” Jeff stood up and ran into the forest. Jared followed.


When they found a new place to talk, Jared said, “Start from the beginning. How did you get here?”


Jeff took a deep breath and the plunged into his story, “OK, well, one day, like a month ago, I went fishing in that river that you crashed into. Well, I had always heard that a crazy man owned the forest, so I decided, ‘Hey, why not?’ and I went into the forest. Well, I found out about the vine ball the same way you did: under attack. I knew that the monster must have been guarding something, so I went to check it out. Well, you have probably already seen it, but I found the cave.”


Jared shook his head. “No, I haven’t seen a cave in here yet.”


Jeff nodded and said, “Yeah, well you will probably see it pretty soon because that is where Quadren lives. Quill most likely took Zach there if he found him. Anyway, as I was saying, I went into the cave and found Quill. He led me to his father and Quadren gave me a choice. He said that Quill could kill me, or I would have to work for him. Well guess what I chose?


“I began work the very next day. Quadren wanted me to put these weird purple vials all around this forest, and I did.”


Jared interrupted, “So Quill is Quadren’s father?”


“No! It is vice versa! Oh, and I forgot…oh did I already mention it to you? Well if I did, listen to it again. Quill and Quadren are sorcerers. They deal with the worst kind of magic, called…uh…um…”


“Dark Magik. Shawn Snow Jr. told me all about it.” Jared completed for Jeff. 


“You knew Shawn personally? That’s awesome! I never did!”


“Well, get back to the story because there is like a million questions I have for you.” Jared said. 


Jeff nodded and went on, “So, um, yeah, Quadren forced Quill when he was young to become an evil sorcerer, you could say, and Quill never wanted to. He has always hated his father more than anything, and Quadren has even admitted that he loved his powers more than his son. Hey! And that might help! The only way for a sorcerer to die (if they have put on an oath of the Dead) is to give up their most prized possession! And, oh yeah, the oath of the dead –”


“Yeah, I know what it is,” Jared muttered. 


Jeff gaped at Jared. “So what don’t you know?”


“I don’t know why we both have the Gifted power. Maybe you can tell me that.”


“Oh, uh, yeah well, I was just trying to make a good impression for you. I am not really a Gifted. I just said I was.”


Now everything made perfect sense to Jared now. He was still the one and only Gifted. 


“OK, now I don’t really care about the history of these two sorcerers, all I want is to get my brother back. Can you help me?”


“Oh, uh, yeah! Of course!” Jeff agreed. 


“Great! Now, where is this cave.”


“You won’t be getting any closer to it!” said an angry cold voice. Jared spun around and saw a boy standing on a rock, about ten feet away from where they were. 


“Q-Quill!” Jeff muttered, horrified. 


“Shut up, Jeff. It was a wonder why my father never let me kill you in the first place. Oh, how I would have loved to dig my fangs into your throat…” Quill never finished his sentence because he was too busy thinking about killing Jeff. 


Jared looked at the boy. He couldn’t have been any more than fifteen, and he had jet-black hair, untidy on the top of his head. Quill was wearing all black clothes, except his cape, which he wore over his shoulders. It was green. 


But the thing that really scared Jared was Quill’s lips. They were bright red, as if he had just drank blood. It terrified him. 


“Jared!” Jeff whispered, “Run!” 


Jeff took off, and Jared spun around and tried to run, but was suddenly stopped, as if he had just run into a barrier.


“This is an odd day. We are used to only receiving visitors once every year, but two in one day! It is amazing! Oh, well it doesn’t matter now, does it? We can always use the extra blood.”


Jared flinched. I need to use my powers! I need to use my powers!


He didn’t feel the tingly sensation. He was trapped with a blood-drinking sorcerer who wanted to kill him. The only thing that Jared found comforting was that he knew where Zach was. Now the only thing that he worried about was how he was going to escape death once more. 

Chapter ten


Quill stared at Jared for seem liked the longest time without moving. Jared was tense, waiting for Quill to curse him or something. He just wanted his death to be quick and painless. 


“Did you know that kid?” Quill asked, suddenly. His voice creped Jared out and he jumped. 


“Uh…n-no! I mean…y—no!” Jared replied, not knowing if it was good knowing Jeff or not. 


“Liar. I hate liars! Why does everyone lie to me? Why can’t they just tell the truth?” Quill lifted his hands in the air and suddenly a blast of blue light soared out of the tips of his fingers. The blue light blasted into Jared’s chest and he was sent flying to the ground. 


“Hm… pathetic! You can’t even defend yourself from my almighty sorcery! Ha! I laugh in your face!” Quill boasted. 


Jared didn’t care how big of a selfish loser Quill was; all he cared about was running away and getting Zach. He slowly got to his feet, and faced Quill. 


“Well, I guess that it is just too bad that you will have to die. I am getting really thirsty!” Quill said, licking his teeth and his bloodstained lips. 


  Jared took the moment that Quill was not paying attention to him, and turned around. His body glowed and he used his Speed power. 


He ran faster than he would have ever dared to in the forest. He passed trees, jumped over rocks, stumbled over vines, and then right as he neared a thicket of trees, froze. 


“Haha! I laugh at your feeble attempts to escape death! You can’t outrun me in my own forest!” Quill said. He was surprisingly close to Jared. Jared was frozen in midair, only one foot still on the ground. He couldn’t even blink. 


“I like your type,” Quill went on, “of blood! Hahahahhahah! I think that your type would be better if you were terrified. So just let me do you a little favor.” 


He stopped talking and some bushes rustled. Jared couldn’t see what was happening because he was still frozen. His mind was whizzing so loud, he could swear the Quill would hear. He didn’t know how he would get out of this dilemma. 


And then, out of the corner of his eye, a wolf appeared. Then it all made sense. Quill was the wolf that they had defeated. If they had defeated him once, why couldn’t Jared do it now? 


Because it was Zach who did it first.


Jared always wondered what was worse: the bark or the bite. He soon found out as the wolf howled and then plunged its fangs into his side. Jared felt a sharp pain, and then fell unconscious. 


The first thing that he noticed was that he was ice cold. He shivered even before he woke up. The coldness surrounded him as he slowly, cautiously, opened one eye. 


Nothing looked familiar. Everything was dark, and cast a shadow. It was quiet, except for a movement that seemed to be to the right of Jared. 


Jared opened the other eye and saw no more than he did with his other eye. He looked around once more and noticed that he wasn’t in the forest anymore. There were no trees, just…darkness. 


Something moved again, to the left of him now. Jared raised his head no more than he needed to, in case Quill was watching him. He looked over to the noise and saw a figure, concealed by darkness. He couldn’t tell who it was. He heard the figure breathe and moved around Jared. It seemed that him and the other person were in sort of a room, and it wasn’t very large. 


When the figure passed him once more, a glimmer of light struck his face only for a moment, but that moment was long enough to tell Jared whom it was. 


“Zach!” Jared whispered. 


The figure jumped, startled by Jared’s voice. “You’re awake? Oh, Jared!”


Zach ran closer to Jared, who now was trying to stand up. The two brothers hugged; glad to be in each other’s company. 


“Where were you? I told you to stay where you were!” Jared whispered. 


“The wolf! It bit me and then I woke up here!” Zach replied. 


“I thought that you had killed the wolf! Oh, Zach, you don’t know what I have been through! I battled with a vine ball thingy, and tried to outrun Quill!” Jared told Zach. 


“Who is Quill?” 


Jared whispered to Zach what he had learned from Jeff. 


“So…where is Jeff?” Zach asked. 


“I don’t know…he ran away after he saw Quill.”


Suddenly, they heard footsteps, and Jared and Zach ducked down. They looked up, and Jared noticed that they were encaged in bars. They were in a cell. They were prisoners. 


Two bright yellow eyes flashed through their cage. It saw Zach and Jared, huddled together, looking at the eyes. They heard something snigger and then the eyes faded away. 


“You will be our dinner tomorrow night. I personally thank you for falling into our little trap this evening. I hope you enjoy your last day living!” Quill’s nasty voice muttered through the bars. Then they heard more footsteps, leading away from their cage. 


Jared felt Zach shiver. He put his hand on his brother’s arm. “It’ll be OK? OK?” Jared said. Zach didn’t reply. Jared added, “We will find a way to escape!”


“No,” Zach said, “I have been trying all day. There is no possible way to get out!”


“Ah, but you aren’t the Gifted.”


“It doesn’t matter! I couldn’t use my powers in here! I have tried a hundred times!” 


Jared fell silent. His brilliant plan came to an end. They were stuck. They were about to be eaten by cannibals. Race was still in the hospital and would not be released until that night. But he wouldn’t know where we are. Jared sighed. 


Wait! If he goes home, and Zach and I aren’t home, then he will come searching for us! And then…and then he will come to the forest and find the cave and we will be rescued! Yes! This plan will work! I just know it! 


Jared sat in the dark and waited. He heard Zach fall asleep, but he never did. He would wait until he heard Race’s voice call out to them. Yes, he was certain that he would find them. 


While Jared waited, he pondered on about Jeff. Jeff had told Jared so many lies, to saying he was a Gifted, to saying that no one could use their powers in the forest. Jared had no idea if Jeff was a part of Quill and Quadren, because it seemed that he wanted to keep them in the forest. And, he had said that you couldn’t cross the river and not be killed. Jared had done it with ease. Was he deliberately trying to keep them there? 


Suddenly Jared heard a noise behind him. He jumped and spun around. It was too dark to see anything. He knew it was time. 


His body started to glow and Jared used his X-Ray Vision. He was amazed that he could because Zach had told him that he couldn’t use powers in here…Oh, well.


Jared scanned the room, now brightly lit up. He saw cauldrons and pots, vials and potions, and in the middle of the room was a huge pit. He noticed as he looked around, that Zach had Jared’s cage was off to the far right wall. There were two doors, leading into separate directions. They both had a big red Q on them. Jared guessed that this was a place where the two sorcerers did stuff, like make potions. Shawn had told him once that Sorcerers were famous at making death potions: drink one sip and your enemy would fall over, dead. 


With Jared’s power still on, he spotted something move, over by the large pit. It looked like a boy. Jared recognized the boy’s coat. It was Jeff’s! 


“Hey!” Jared cried out, still whispering, “Hey! Jeff!” 


The boy turned around and Jared gasped. 


Race ran over in the darkness to where he saw Jared’s lit up body. 


“Jared? Are you OK? Is Zach here? We have to get out, now! Jeff did his best to get me in here, now we have to get out now!” Race cried, very loudly. 


“Shhh! Yes, Zach is here. Where is Jeff?” Jared asked, quietly.


“He…uh…um, he didn’t make it this far…” Race said, “There was an accident in his plan and uh, um…let’s just go! Get Zach up!”


Jared shoved Zach’s sleeping figure and said, “Zach! Race is here to rescue us!” Zach’s eyes flashed open and looked between all of the bars in the cell.


“Race! I knew you would come!” Zach stood up and ran over to the bars, to where Race stood behind. Race nodded and said, “How do I get you out?”


“You won’t be.”


Zach gasped and fell to the floor, and Jared backed up to the other side of the cell. A man stood directly behind Race. He was tall and lean, and he had purple robes that hung from his body. His face was old and sullen; his eyes were as black as coal. He had a purple hat that matched with his robes, and under his hat, little tuffs of hair stood out on his head. 


“It’s Quadren!” Zach squealed. 


Race screamed and ran away from the bars, using his Flying powers. He gracefully flew into the air, and looked back at a stunned Quadren. The sorcerer stared at Race for a moment and then smiled, “I should have known. A few baby Super-Kids trying to stop the Big Bad Wolf, eh?” He spoke as if he were a baby. 


“Let us out! What have we done to you?” Jared suddenly screamed. The old man slowly turned to face Jared, smiling. Jared shivered and pressed his back against the back of the cell. 


“You have disrupted our plan to take over the world, you have broken the enchantment to never use powers in this forest, and you have been born. That is what you have done.”


Zach shivered. Race floated in the air. Jared stared at the old man. “Please,” Jared muttered, “just tell us what you want us to do and let us leave!”


Quadren shook his head. “I’m afraid I can’t do that, because Quill said that you would be a wonderful dinner tomorrow night. After all, we couldn’t let you miss Quill’s graduation.”


“Quill’s – what?” Zach asked. 


“Quill has only been my apprentice, but after tomorrow night, he will be bestowed all of the magic he could ever have dreamed of. I daresay that you wouldn’t want to miss it. It is a once in a lifetime experience.”


I wish I could just break out of here! Jared tried to use his powers, to have Super Strength, but he couldn’t do it. He figured that he only could use non-offensive powers. 


Suddenly, with a crack, Quill appeared right next to Quadren. 


“So,” Quill said, “how are our prisoners?”


Quadren didn’t answer. Quill frowned. Quadren turned around and headed for one of the doors in the room. “Do what you want with them, Quill. After all, you will be getting all of your powers soon enough. Have fun with them. Just don’t kill them…yet.”


Jared shivered. Why was it so cold in here?


Quill laughed. He cupped his hands together and a tiny speck of light began to grow. The light grew larger and larger until Quill released it, and it was sent flying over towards Jared and Zach’s cell. Jared ducked, but Zach didn’t know what was going on. The ball of light hit Zach in the stomach, and he was sent flying back into the back of the cell, and then fell limply to the ground. 


Jared ran over to Zach as Race flew towards Quill, swinging fists and kicking. Quill grabbed one of Race’s feet and took it. He spun Race around and let him go, and Race flew to the floor, in the same, painful, manner as Zach. 


Jared was still tending to Zach when a huge noise exploded in their ears. Jared, who was crouching, turned his head and saw that Quill had missed whoever he was trying to curse, and it slammed into the cell. Now the cell had a huge, gaping hole in it, plenty big enough for Jared and Zach to escape from. 


“C’mon!” Jared yelled to Zach, as he picked him up. Zach’s arms and legs flailed, angrily shouting, “Put me down!”


Jared tossed Zach out of the bars and then Jared stepped out. His body started to glow, and he soon joined Race up in the air. 


“If it is a fight you want,” Race yelled down at Quill, who was shocked to see that his curse had allowed Jared and Zach to escape, “then it is a fight you’re going to get!”

Chapter eleven


“Race! No! We need to get out of here, NOW!” Jared hollered at his older brother. Race didn’t seem to notice. He was staring at Quill with a look of hatred. 


“Race! Come on!”


Suddenly, Race sped through the air with amazing speed. He rammed into Quill, and they both flew into the wall. Race cried out, “Argh! Ow!” he slumped against the wall and looked around, not believing what he saw. 


Quill was gone. He had somehow vanished into thin air. Jared was amazed, and was suddenly hit in the back by a force that knocked him to the ground. Quill was in the air, higher than everyone. The three boys huddled together to protect each other as another wave of force flowed through Quill’s fingertips. 


“MOVE! RUN!” Race yelled. The three boys scampered away from the blast impact, and the force hit the wall, and caused the whole cave to shake. Jared leaped up into the air again, beside Race, who did the same. 


“Hey! Get me!” Zach cried. “I wanna fight!”


Jared looked down and Zach, then up at Quill and Race, who started to fist fight in the air again, and then back down at his younger brother. Jared sighed and flew down, grabbed Zach between the arms, and pulled up. Now everyone was in the air. 


Zach’s body started to glow and he swung his fists so fast that they were a blur. Jared pulled him up to Quill, who dodged them easily. Then Quill swerved back to the ground, followed closely by Race. Race kicked Quill in the gut and the sorcerer apprentice yelled in pain, “Arrakine Maluis!” Jared noticed that he held a wand, pointing at Race. 


A yellow beam of light flew out of the wand and hit Race in the back, and Race started to shriek in pain. Quill swiftly turned around and pointed the wand up at the two brothers, still in the air. He yelled out the same curse, and Jared tried to dodge it, but it followed him wherever he went. He flew to the side, down low, towards the big pit, hoping that it would dissenigrate, but it never did. 


“Race! Help!” Jared shrieked. Zach was slipping from Jared’s hands, and he knew that Zach would have to be dropped sooner or later. 


The curse struck him. Jared felt as if fifty needles were sticking out of his head, and down his body. Zach obviously felt the same thing, because he was crying in pain. 


Jared put his hands to his head, as if hoping to pull out the invisible needles, and let go of Zach. He didn’t even realize it until he heard Zach calling for him. Jared, still in pain, looked down and gasped. Tears streamed off of his face as he saw his brother fall into the pit. Zach was soon covered in darkness, and Jared didn’t know how far the pit went down. 


What if it never ended until it reached the middle of the earth? Zach would surely die unless –


Jared dived down into the pit, not knowing what Race was doing to Quill. He heard signs of fighting, but no voices as he flew deeper and deeper into the darkness of the pit. 


Why couldn’t I have had a better power? I need something that will hurt Quill! Race threw fists and kicks at Quill, who threw the same back. Race always loved to be in fights like this at school, but that was just for fun. This was for real. Quill could kill him at any second with his wand. His wand! 


Race made a swipe at Quill’s pocket, where the end of the sorcerer’s wand stuck out. He was caught at the wrist and Quill yanked it back. Race cried out in pain, and he felt something snap. The sound was worse than the pain. It made a sickening CRACK and Race knew that he couldn’t fight anymore. His arm hung helplessly at his side, as Race fell to the ground, not daring to touch it. 


Quill kicked Race on the head, which hit his nose, and he felt the warm feeling of blood pouring out. He knew he was going to die. He was going to die just like Jeff had died for him. 


When Race had met Jeff, Jeff had told him that his brothers were in a cave. Race and Jeff both set out to find the cave and get the brothers back; and right as they saw the entrance of the cave, a huge vine monster thing jumped out from behind a cluster of trees and attacked. Jeff had yelled, “Run!” and Race had done so. He looked back just in time to see Jeff be hurdled to the ground, his head completely torn off. Race had run into the cave and found his brothers. 


But now Jared and Zach were gone. He had no idea where they were, because he had been so involved in fighting Quill, he had not noticed anything else. 


Race was lying on his back, defeated. “I pity you, loser.” Quill said, harshly. Quill bent over to Race and spat in his face. Race didn’t move. He just wanted to die now, instead of suffering. 


“No three boys can outwit a sorcerer. Haha! You do not even know how old I am! Well, lets just say I was born much, much earlier than you. Our blood doesn’t age as quickly as yours. I am over four hundred and thirty-nine, tomorrow. Four forty is the age where I become a man, and that is the day that I will be able to drink a sacrificed blood. I would like you to be that sacrifice. You wouldn’t object, would you? You raging coward! You would die by my hands, just like your brothers did when they went into the Legendary Monsters pit. Too bad you will never see them again.”


Quill put his foot up against Race’s throat. “You have nothing to live for.” Quill muttered, right up close to Race’s face. 


Race tried to speak, to say something, and Quill noticed. He put his foot on the floor again. 


“Y-yes I d-do…” Race said, slowly, “I-I have f-family…I have a m-m-mother, and b-brothers.”


“Not anymore you don’t. I just told you that they all died. Vendie must have ripped their heads off, one by one.”


Race pictured Jeff. He shook it out of his head. Race smiled. “N-no you haven’t.” Race pointed behind Quill. 


Quill turned his head around and gasped. 


Jared was standing right next to Zach, and Jared held a wand in his right hand. Quill felt his pocket. His wand was gone. 


“Give-it-back!” Quill roared. He didn’t attack Jared or anything because he knew that Jared had heard the Torturing spell he had preformed. 


Jared shouted, as loud as he could, “Arrakine Maluis!” The yellow beam of light shot out of Quill’s wand, and Quill fell to the floor. The curse missed him and hit the wall. 


Nothing happened for a second, and then the rumbling began again, except this time, it was not the vine ball. Quill looked up, frightened. Jared ran over to Race and helped him up. Zach was closely following Jared. 


Suddenly, they heard something big hit the ground. They turned their heads towards a big chunk of the ceiling. 


“What…what have you done?” Quill asked, his face pale. Suddenly, a door opened and Quadren stepped through. It only took him a second to realize what was going on. 


“Quill! Come, or you will be trapped! Leave them in here to die!” Quadren said as he went back through the door. Quill ran towards the door, but another piece of the ceiling, which was now earth and rock, was falling from the sky. 


“Get over here!” Jared yelled. He led them to back to the cell, where nothing would hit them. The cave continued to cave in, leaving rocks and earth blocking their path. 


“Get us out of here!” Zach screamed. “It’s alright! We have powers remember?” Race said to calm him down. There was a knot of anticipation in him. He had not finished off Quill. That would mean that they would meet again. Or would they?


The cave went down rather quickly, leaving only some remains of cauldrons and vials and stuff. Quill and Quadren were nowhere to be found. When at last, everything was cleared up, Race spotted a tiny fleck of light through all of the dirt and rocks.


 “It is the only way out! C’mon! It’s getting hard to breathe!” Race said. Jared nodded and his body started to glow. He had read that telekinetic powers were very hard to use, but he didn’t know that it would be that hard. 


He used every ounce of strength he had left to move a large section of a rock from their path, and Zach used his Super Strength to lift up large rocks and soon enough, there was a hole that they could climb out from. 


“You first, Race. I’ll fly Zach up to it.” Jared said. Zach and Race nodded and then said, “Be safe, OK?”


Jared smiled. They were safe. 

Epilogue 


There was silence. The only sound was the fire crackling in the night. All of the watchers and Participators watched in anxiety. The stars gleamed as if to say, “We are proud of you.”


At last, a hooded figure slowly crept up to the crowd. He was wearing only black and the hood covered his face in shadow. Everyone stared at him. He was going to be one of them now. He was going to be invincible. 


The hooded figure arrived at the stand. He turned to face the crowd and then slipped off his hood. Quill’s face was drawn, and was pale white. His lips were still blood red. He nodded and the crowd started to chant, “Hama Kufesta. Hama Kufesta. Hama Kufesta.”


Quill’s mouth opened and he spoke with the most solemn of voices. He spoke in the Ancient Language, the psalms of the dead. Another hooded figure walked up to the stand and placed his hands up on Quill’s head. The new hooded figure took his hood off and Quadren replaced his hands on his son’s head. 


“Drink.”


This word echoed in the forest. Five more hooded men brought up a goblet. The crowed started to chant once more. The goblet was handed to Quill and he drank of it. The blood ran down his chin and when the glass was drained, he wiped it off. 


Quadren muttered some inaudible words. The crowd fell silent. This was it. Quill, the apprentice was now Quill, the sorcerer. The black gloom fell over the crowd. At last, one more figure strode up to the stand. He remained hooded. Everyone in the crowd knew who he was. He was the legendary vampire, the most famous Gifted, and the most skilled in Dark Magik, Kawel Sidon. He had overcome the curse that was upon anyone who became dead with the oath of the Dead. Now, because he was there, Quill, the newly appointed sorcerer, was able to use magic while being undefeatable. 


At last, at the very end of the ceremony, Kawel Sidon slowly raised his hood so the audience could see his face. Shivers ran down spines as they saw his face. 


Kawel had a cracked face. His lips were blue, and the rest of his face was gray. The audience smiled. Kawel ruled the sorcerers and now, he had one more sorcerer to rule. 


Quill.

