Chapter ten

  It was Farren’s watch, about an hour before dawn. He sat watching up watching the woods while tending the fire. He kept it low enough to be able to see off into the distance. The moons had finally broken through the clouds. His broken nose was throbbing painfully and his eyes had blackened. He could feel the place where his lips had been split open between his front teeth, it was swollen. Unable to bare the pain any longer he silently decided, “Just this once.”

  He closed his left hand tightly around his crystal; pendant. He placed his right hand over his nose. Farren closed his eyes and concentrated on healing himself. After a few minutes of nothingness, the crystal emitted an eerie green light. The light grew steadily bigger and brighter until it had enveloped Farren’s head and chest.

  Neither Aaron nor Leigh was completely asleep and this new light stirred them both. Aaron lie motionless in his bedroll carefully watching the event. Leigh sat up beside him and stared at Farren.

  At first she was too afraid to speak. Quietly she asked, “Farren?”

  Farren released the crystal and the light instantly disappeared. He moved his hands away from his face. His broken nose, black eyes, and split lip had completely healed! He looked over his shoulder at Leigh and bade, “Come here.”

  She stood up and went to him. She kneeled down beside him and  took his face in her hands. She studied him in awe. “How did you….” She breathed.

  “My crystal has majic healing powers. I don’t know how or why. It was my fathers. Here, let me look at you.”  

  Leigh dropped her hands to her sides and let Farren turn her head this way and that. Long scratches ran down both sides of her neck. Her lips were sliced in two places and she was bruised. Her attacker had left his marks. “Can you fix it?” she asked.

  “Yes. Don’t worry, it won’t hurt.” He held the crystal in his left hand and placed his right hand on her throat. The greenish light came up again.

  Leigh could feel a tingling sensation in her wounds. In a moment he brought his hand up and touched her lips with his fingertips, then he brushed over her bruises. Farren released the crystal and the light was gone again. His hand lingered on her face for a moment, then he brought them down and folded them in his lap.

  Leigh touched the skin where she had been scratched. They were gone. She licked her lips to find they had been healed as well.

 Farren took the opportunity to gaze into her eyes. Emotions stirred strongly within him sitting so close to her. At this moment he felt as if he could tell her anything and that she would understand. He wanted so much to wrap her in his embrace and bury his face in her hair…Instead, he sighed, “I don’t know. Maybe you wouldn’t have believed a simple farmer such as myself could posses such a mystical thing. By right it is mine as it was my fathers. I only came to discover its powers a short time ago. No one else knew…until now.”

  The two sat staring into each others eyes. Leigh too was beginning to feel emotions welling up inside of her. She was ever so tempted to put her lips to his, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Then she felt a familiar feeling. They were being watched. She turned to see Aaron propped up on an elbow looking at them. She was unsure why, but nonetheless she felt embarrassed. “Aaron, how long have you been awake?”

  He sat up and stretched his arms out. “Long enough to know what he’s capable of doing,” he replied. Aaron had his own set of ideas about this little phenomenon of Farren's. “Tell me again,” he directed at Farren, “how did your father die?”

  Farren was a little confused. “I really don’t know. I was never told all that much and I was not in a position to ask.”

  “But the body was not returned to your family for the funeral pyre?”

  “No, it wasn’t.”

  Aaron nodded. “I have heard of these things although they are most rare. I have heard of a blending of the races a millennium ago. Your powers come not from a charm, but from within your own self. My guess would be that your father has a majist somewhere in his bloodline. When a majist dies, the body  fades into oblivion leaving no trace. Perhaps that is why you never recovered the remains.”

  Farren was completely stunned. The very idea that he may have majist heritage shook his mind. “I…I don’t know,” he stammered. “Mother never said anything about it.’

  “She probably doesn’t know,” Aaron explained. “If I were you I would let this little secret go no further than we three. Your heritage…your healing abilities could be why you were chosen for this quest.”

  Farren contemplated Aaron’s words. He realized the elf could be right on all counts. “Yes, no further then us,” he mumbled lost in dreamy thought.

  Leigh looked at Farren. She could see he was lost in the workings of his own mind. She still felt like she had been caught about to do something, she moved back to her bedroll. She looked at Aaron. He sat watching her calmly. The men’s conversation was something she did not quite understand. “What now?” was the best she could manage.

  Aaron’s eyes never left her face as he spoke to her. “We should have some tea and ride on. I intend to rid ourselves of this damnedable forrest as soon as I can.” Then, almost as if he were reading her emotions, sensing Leigh’s unease, he added, “This place holds too many dangerous secrets.”

  They traveled on at first light and made good time for the better part of the day. Conversation was minimal. They were obviously still thinking about the mornings events and the fight for their lives the day before. They did not stop to eat or rest until well after mid day.

  The place where Aaron stopped them was an enormous clearing void of brush. A small stream meandered through. He hoped the serene spot would help to calm their nerves. He also wanted to rest and water the horses as well as top off their canteens.

  The animals drank from the shallow stream and grazed off the ankle high grass in the clearing. Aaron walked off up stream a few yards and filled the canteens.

  Leigh went to Farren’s side. He was gazing off into the distance. “Are you all right?”

  He said nothing for a moment, then turned on her. “Have you ever killed anyone before? Before yesterday I mean.”

 “No,” she replied, eyes wide.

  “I have put animals out of their misery before when they were too sick or old or injured beyond help,” Farren babbled. “I suppose grunts like that are no better than animals. But what am I? Am I just another grunt? Does the possibility of majist lineage give me some special right?”

  “I don’t know,” she sighed.

  He was visibly dismayed. Farren looked at Leigh with anger in his eyes. “Well, why the fuck not?” he hissed. “I need to be alone.” With that he turned and stormed off. She watched him go, stunned silent, until he was of sight. 

  Aaron returned and offered Leigh a canteen of water. “What’s wrong with him?”

  She took a drink of the fresh, cold water. “I think he’s still upset about yesterday. I think we all are.”

  “Leigh, it was either us or them. We had no choice but to destroy them. I will not allow you to fall into the hands of such scum. Have you any idea what they would have done to you? It disgusts me just to think about it.”

  Leigh could sense Aaron’s protectiveness of her, but she thought she could almost feel something else behind it. Something more then quests and crystals. Some emotional driving force. She starred at him, he stared back. She tried to get into his mind, but she could not. It was like he was deliberately concealing his thoughts and feelings from her. “What is it Aaron?”

  His composure did not change. “What do you mean?”

  “Something about you…The way you act sometimes. There’s something going on with you.”

  “Oh really? I would have thought that there’s something going on between you and Farren.”

  Leigh was taken aback by his blunt accusation. Quickly she composed herself and responded, “I have no idea what you’re talking about. What business is it of yours anyway? What’s the matter Aaron, jealous?”

  Aaron continued to smile coyly at Leigh. “Maybe.”

  This surprised her. Leigh raised a brow. “Well then , maybe we should have a little talk.”

