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Chapter 1

Gone Fishing

        itting on a small canvas stool on the riverbank, Aggie       
held her fishing rod in both hands. It was the first time her 
dad had trusted her to go fishing on her own. Until now, it 
had always been the two of them, always together. Aggie 
had pleaded with her dad and this time he’d given way. 

The reeds that lined the bank on the far side of the 
river quivered in the cool morning breeze. As Aggie sat, 
she dug deep into her thoughts looking for an image of her 
mother. She had died a long time ago when Aggie was 
only three. Seven years of living just with her dad meant 
that her memories of her mother were fading. Please don’t 
let me forget her, she thought, and felt a warm tear roll 
down her cheek. 

On her 10th birthday, her dad had given her a bracelet 
that belonged to her mother. Until then her wrist had been 
too small and he was afraid she might lose it. Her mother 
had always worn an identical bracelet but had another 
made to give to her daughter. The bracelet was precious, 
her father had said, and was all that was left of her. Aggie 
could never understand why her dad had never kept any 
photos of her mother and so all that was left were Aggie’s 
memories and the bracelet she now wore every day. 

Glancing down at the silver bracelet, she reminded 
herself of its strange and delicate beauty. A silver tendril 
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wound round her wrist, completing the circle with two 
leaves and a simple silver flower from which three small 
gemstones cascaded like coloured dewdrops; one purple, 
one claret and the third, a milky white, each one smaller 
than the next. 

Suddenly, Aggie felt a powerful, sharp tug on the end 
of the line. She was pulled to her feet as the force dragged 
her closer to the water’s edge, her feet slipping along the 
muddy bank. She gasped from shock as she hit the icy 
river water but didn’t have time to scream. Then she was 
under the water. River weed tangled through her limbs, 
dragging her further and further down, deeper and deeper. 
Where was the river bed? I’m drowning, she thought. 
Darkness and cold surrounded her. She closed her eyes.

When she opened them again, she found herself lying 
on a bed of straw in a gloomy cave. A small fire was 
burning a short distance away and the smell of the smoke 

tickled her nose. For a few 
moments she watched the 
flames as they licked around 
the glowing logs. And then she 
noticed it. Rather oddly, a 
trout stood next to the fire. 
Aggie rubbed her eyes in 
disbelief.
A trout? she thought. But trout 
don’t stand!
As she watched, the trout 
seemed to shed its skin and a 
thousand silvery scales flew 
like sparks up to the roof of 
the cave where they sizzled 
against the rock and became 
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small star-like lamps. Where before there had been a trout, 
now stood a strange small man. 

He was a little shorter than Aggie, dressed from head 
to toe in bright green, his pointy ears sticking out beneath 
spiky blond hair. Aggie had seen pictures of elves in some 
story books she’d had since she was a small child and this 
little man looked just like one. All that was missing was 
the pointy hat. She thought she had to be dreaming; she 
knew he couldn’t be real and had stopped believing in the 
tooth fairy when a boy called Alex in her class had told her 
it was a load of rubbish that babies believed in. She didn’t 
want to be called a baby so had put thoughts of such things 
right out of her mind.

“Who...oo...oo are y...ooo..uu?” Aggie quivered.
“Garallil, at your service!” 
The elf smiled and bowed politely. As he held out his 

right hand to one side, a shiny silver platter appeared on 
top of it. Aggie couldn’t help thinking how he looked like 
some kind of undersized waiter! 

“I am so pleased that I found you, Agnil! Now you 
can fulfil your destiny and help us get our world back to 
normal!” He held out his free hand to pull her up from the 
ground. 

Aggie’s mind was in a whirl! How did this being 
know her name? Her father was the only person who ever 
called her Agnil and only when he was telling her off. The 
last time had been the previous week when she’d  
stubbornly refused to do the washing up. 

Aggie hesitated and tried to stand on her own, but her 
legs felt stiff and her chest felt as if someone had been 
sitting on it. Eventually, she let the elf help her up despite 
being unconvinced that he’d be able to, as he was so small. 
Garallil, however, lifted her to her feet effortlessly.
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Chapter 2

On the Road

   hat do you mean by our world? This isn’t my world! 
We don’t have elves where I come from!”

“But this is Aberrian, where your mother comes 
from!” replied Garallil. “The Princess Estil, being the 
curious sort, wanted to travel and broaden her horizons. 
She wanted to see new worlds and ended up on Earth.”

“Earth isn’t a new world. It’s been there for ages!”
“New to her, is what I mean! She met your father, fell 

in love, decided to stay there with him and then you were 
born.”

Garallil looked deep into Aggie’s eyes and lowered 
his voice as if almost afraid to speak.

“Vedron, an evil wizard from the Dark Realm, wanted 
to gain power over the whole of Aberrian and spread the 
darkness of his own realm. He couldn’t bear anyone to be 
happy, to laugh or to show love. The elf kingdom is a 
colourful, happy place and that just made him feel weak 
and ill while greyness and misery made him strong.”

“So what did he do?”
Garallil held the silver platter in front of him now, 

and images of what he was describing flashed across it as 
he spoke.

“Vedron found Princess Estil, kidnapped her and 
imprisoned her in his lair to get hold of her magic bracelet. 
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With that in his possession, part of the kingdom, on the 
other side of the River Aspel, turned dark and grey under 
his spell.”

Aggie watched in wonder as the image on the platter 
now showed a city with all the colour drained from it.

“He stole all the colours and has hidden them away. 
The streets of the city run with an oozing, stinking mud. 
Nobody smiles nor laughs any more. Even the forests by 
Aspelious are now silent; all the birds have left.”

The final image was her mother, sitting and weeping 
in a dungeon.

“This can’t be true!” protested Aggie. “My mother 
died when I was three years old!”

“It is true, Agnil. Your father would not have known 
where your mother had gone and told you she had died 
because he couldn’t find her. He knew she couldn’t be 
dead because elves are immortal.”

“Immortal?”
“It means we live for ever. Vedron is determined to 

capture your grandparents, King Ailil and Queen Eduril, to 
complete the set of three bracelets,” warned Garallil. 
“They wear the other two and while they still have them 
there will still be colour in the world.”

“I don’t understand how you think I can help,” Aggie 
muttered, still not convinced that she wasn’t dreaming. 
“Besides, there are four bracelets, not three. Look!” and 
she held out her hand to show him the bracelet from her 
mother.

“In that case, young one, you are in great danger! 
However, you’re also the only one who can help us! As a 
half-mortal you are the only person who could kill Vedron; 
the only one who can touch the crystal dagger that will kill 
Vedron,” Garallil continued. “Please say you’ll help us!”
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Aggie didn’t know quite what to do. How could a ten-
year-old girl defeat an evil wizard? She’d only just been 
allowed out fishing on her own, let alone go on such a 
dangerous quest! Garallil could see the hesitation in her 
eyes.

“If you kill Vedron, you will be with your mother 
again...”

How could she ask to go home without the chance of 
seeing her mother? She had to try to help, but her mind 
was in such a muddle!

“So where do we have to go?”
“Follow me!” exclaimed Garallil, “but turn off the 

lights on the way out!”
Aggie was puzzled at first until she noticed a large 

old-fashioned looking brass light-switch at the mouth of 
the cave. She flicked it to the ‘Off’ position. Behind her, a 
thousand tiny star-like lamps turned once again into silvery 
scales and drifted like feathers to the floor.

The bright daylight outside dazzled her for a moment, 
but as her eyes became accustomed to the light, she stood 
for a moment to take in the beauty of her surroundings. 

To her left, a huge forest grew, and it was clearly 
autumn here, because in the dappled sunlight, millions of 
leaves had already fallen while some still clung to the 
branches, giving the whole forest a golden glow. The sky 
was the deepest velvety blue she had ever seen, and there 
were not one, but two, huge yellow suns above her! In the 
distance, to her right, in complete contrast, she saw a dark 
murky river flowing, and beyond it, silhouetted against a  
dirty grey sky, a city of tall spires towering over squat 
buildings.

Garallil saw her looking at it. 
“Aspelious,” he said, “but we won’t be going there 
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just yet. Vedron’s lair lies there but we mustn’t go there 
unprepared. First we must collect the crystal dagger from 
your grandparents.”

Waiting ahead of her was an old, red, wooden cart 
attached to a team of six large creatures that looked like 
green dogs. As Aggie drew closer, she noticed that instead 
of paws, they had hooves like horses! Garallil jumped onto 
the cart in one leap.

“Climb aboard, Agnil, we have a long journey ahead 
to the castle!”

Aggie climbed up the rickety side of the cart, bits of 
soft rotten wood breaking off in her hand.

“Are you sure this old cart will get us there safely?”
“Of course it will! I’ve had it for two and a half 

centuries, and it’s never let me down yet!”
Aggie didn’t feel the least bit confident about it not 
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letting them down in the very near future, but sat down 
next to Garallil on the wooden bench at the front. Garallil 
took up the reins and gently encouraged the green dogs to 
move.

They turned towards the left and soon were speeding 
through the forest beneath a canopy of branches along a 
bumpy, rutted track. The old wooden wheels of the cart 
bounced off the stones and the edges of the ruts so that 
when they reached the other side of the forest and started 
along a much smoother grassy path, Aggie was mightily 
relieved!

The landscape was much more open here and they 
had moved from autumn to summer, with fields of 
sunflowers on either side of them, their faces turned to 
either one of the two suns. The edges of the paths were 
lined with tiny, daisy-like, electric-blue flowers which 
scented the warm air around them, making Aggie feel 
rather drowsy.
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