
Prologue 

“Before any of us were created and swam the oceans, and before man and even the elves walked the 
surface, there was a time of nothing,” the mermaid Raella explained to her granddaughter as they sat on 
rocks jutting out of the water near a small, uninhabited island in the sea.  At the age of 10, Serah was old 
enough now to hear the story that all mermaids passed on to their children, and since her mother had 
died prematurely due to an illness, the task was left to Raella.  “But there was one being in existence, 
and he began to create the world we live in and all of the rest of the universe.  Then he created all the 
creatures in the sea and on land, and the first people he made were the elves of Maruun.” 

“Why did he do that?” the inquisitive young mermaid asked as she brushed some hair out of her eyes. 

“I don’t know.  The elves might, if they haven’t forgotten him.  Maybe he was lonely, or perhaps just 
bored.” 

“Does he have a name?” 

Raella nodded to the child.  “Yes, his name is Elar.”  She flipped the fins of her bright blue scaled tail 
against the water.  To those of the surface, she could be mistaken for Serah’s mother, since mermaids 
physical aging would stop between the ages of twenty and thirty.  While their lives would last for up to 
200 years like a human’s, they remained forever young in their appearance. 

“Have you ever met Elar?”  Serah pushed off of her rock with her hands and swam closer to her 
grandmother, treading the water and waiting intently for an answer. 

“No, dear one, no one has seen him for a very long time.  But he is always watching over us.”  Raella 
smiled.  “Now I will continue with the forgotten history of the elves.” 

***** 

Duren Kalen, the leader of the elves, walked through the streets of the great city his people had created.  
The city had been named Jeul, and it had been decided by Duren and his council that this city would be 
the main city linking the other elven cities together into a great kingdom.  The elves had grown much 
since their primitive infancy, learning how to live in harmony with the world around them.  Since their 
creation by Elar, they learned how to make tools, how to hunt, and how to farm.  They had taken these 
early skills and expanded them greatly, learning more advance methods for everything.  They had built 
homes and communities and had now made many towns and cities.  Elar, pleased with their growth, 
gave the elves the gift of magic.  He also put Duren in charge of the elves thousands of years ago. 

The people lived in peace, though there was occasionally an incident which needed the council’s 
attention.  Sometimes it was as simple as solving arguments between neighbors.  The worse crime 
committed was theft, and the council was quick to judge and sentence those who deserved it.  After 
serving their time, no criminal was ever a repeat offender.  The systems they had in place worked, and 
everyone did their part to live harmoniously. 

Duren turned to look at the center of the city, where a great castle was being built.  A king had not yet 
been appointed for the kingdom, but Duren was confident that when the time came, Elar would come to 
the city and appoint the right ruler.  After a king was crowned, the council would remain to help serve 
the people as they always had and to guide the king to the best decisions.  He had more important things 



to think about today, though.  As soon as he had finished his rounds checking around the city, he could 
get back home to his wife.  She was due any day now, and it would be the first child they had together. 

As he turned the corner by one of the buildings into an alleyway, suddenly a woman appeared in front of 
him.  “Velan!” he said, surprised.  “You frightened me.  Is there some trouble for the council to take care 
of?” 

“No, this is nothing that needs the council’s attention,” she answered.  “But Shala is very upset.” 

His quizzical expression at her response quickly contorted into pain as a woman who had snuck behind 
him drove a knife into his back.  Duren turned around as he fell, then looked up at her face.  
“Why…why?” he asked, losing blood quickly. 

“You chose Jera over me,” she said coldly, “Also, I know Elar will make you king.  I would have been 
happy to rule at your side, but since that won’t happen now, I’ve had to make other arrangements to 
take power.  The council will back me, so when Elar does come, we’ll tell him of your accident and they 
will suggest to him that I become the ruler of Jeul.” 

“You’re wasting your breath,” came the voice of a man, Mar, who was behind Velan.  “He’s dead.”  Velan 
turned to Mar and wrapped her arms around her husband.  She wasn’t ready to see a man die. 

Shala looked down at Duren’s corpse.  “Oh. I…”  She looked into the open, empty eyes of the man she 
once loved.  Shock began to come over her in the realization that she had committed the first murder.   
She almost regretted her action, but her heart had become filled with hate and jealousy watching 
Duren’s wife grow larger with child all these months.  There was no room left in Shala for remorse. 

“We need to go,” Mar said, “We should leave the body.  When it’s discovered we, as the council, can 
place the blame on someone else.  We are trusted above all.” 

“Very well.  I’ll see you two tomorrow at the meeting.” 

After the three left, another man walked into the alley and picked the body up, carrying it away. 

***** 

“Has anyone heard anyone mention finding Duren?” Shala asked the other eleven members of the 
council.  There was no answer. 

Mar stood from his chair at the square table.  “Jera hasn’t even shown any concern about his 
disappearance last night.” 

As the council continued to talk about the events of the previous night and a few began to question if 
they’d made the right decision to get rid of Duren, Velan’s mind began to race about what had 
happened.  If Duren had survived, then that would be awful for the council.  Despite their power and the 
supporters they had set up throughout the cities for the takeover, Duren would have more support from 
the entirety of the elves than they would.  The entire council would lose that fight, and all be imprisoned.  
Or would Duren seek retribution and kill them all? 

“Are you alright?” Mar asked.  “Velan?” 

“What?  Yes, I’m fine.” 



“I had called your name several times and you weren’t responding.  You look like you might be getting 
sick.” 

“I’m just worried.” 

As Mar reached down to comfort her where she sat beside him, his attention, and the attention of 
everyone, was drawn to the doorway.  Elar had come and they all felt his presence when he appeared.  
He appeared to them the way he always had, looking much like the elves themselves, with short dark 
hair and pointed ears, and his clothing was similar to their fashion.  He wore a white tunic that hung 
loosely over gray pants.  A black rope belt was tied across the tunic at his waist, and over his clothing he 
wore a gray cloak.  Unlike the elves, his feet were bare, as they always were.  All of the council who were 
still seated stood, and all of them bowed together in respect.  Their creator walked to the empty chair at 
the table that was always left open for him if he should visit and removed his cloak, draping it over the 
back of the chair before he sat down. 

“Elar,” Cal, one of the more voluminous elves said, “you honor us with your presence today.” 

“You haven’t been with us in nearly four months,” Shala added.  “We have missed you.” 

Elar looked into Shala’s eyes and a sense of dread filled her.  “I am always in your presence.  How could 
you forget?”  Velan and Mar looked to each other as silence overcame the room.  Sadness came upon 
Elar’s face as he looked over each and every one of the elves seated before him at the council table.  
“How could you all forget that I am always with you, and I know what you are doing?  I’ve been making 
plans throughout the rest of Maruun, and across the oceans to other lands, and in places you will never 
know, but wherever I was, I was also here.  You could not hide from me what you had planned, and what 
you have done.” 

The council stood, and Elar stood in response, pointing to the door.  Shala’s eyes widened in terror at the 
sight of Duren as he walked into the room and made his way to Elar’s side.  Velan fell back into her chair 
in shock and slumped down.  Others in the room showed surprise at Duren’s appearance, and others 
tried to act is if it wasn’t out of the ordinary 

“Duren, you’ve finally made it!” Cal said with a forced smile. 

“Do not attempt to lie,” Elar pointed at Cal and said harshly.  “All of you are guilty, each of you!  Duren 
has faithfully led you all as I asked of him.  He has never done any less and often has done more.  He was 
a friend to you all, and yet you let Shala poison all of you against him.  In her lust for power, she wormed 
her way into all of your hearts and minds, convincing you she should be the ruler of Jeul.” 

“If you know all of this, then you know we have one more plan,” Shala said.  The council members had 
moved across the room from Elar and Duren.  “Now!” Shala exclaimed as she reached out to the elves 
beside her and they all joined their magic together, sending a large blast of energy towards Elar.  It was 
a fruitless effort, as the energy washed over Elar and Duren, touching neither. 

“Enough.”  With that word, spoken in a hushed, saddened tone, all of the council froze in place as if 
made of stone, though they could all still see and hear.  “You all knew that I was going to appoint a king 
or queen soon, but you were wrong in your assumption.  Duren has led for so long, and I was going to 
give him rest.  The ruler of the kingdom could have been any of you, but when your evil intentions first 
began to surface, I knew that couldn’t be.  You will not get to stay in Jeul or in this world at all.  Where I 



send you now, you will have to make your own path.”  As he finished speaking, the council vanished from 
sight. 

“Where are they?” Duren asked. 

“I’ve sent them, and their conspirators in Jeul and the other cities who weren’t on the council, to another 
plane of existence where only they will live.  What they do now is up to them.” 

“Will you still know what they are doing?  Can they find a way back?” 

“Yes, Duren, I will know, and they may find a way.  After I’ve finished my work in the rest of the world, I 
will leave it up to you and the others yet to come to take care of things.  This is my charge to you.” 

“I don’t want to be king.” 

Elar sat back in his chair and Duren sat beside him.  “I know, and you won’t be king, but I need you to 
keep leading the elves.  I have given life to you again for a short time.  You have 20 years.  In that time, I 
need you to teach your son everything I’ve shown you and that you’ve learned, and show him how to 
lead the people well.  After those years, I will return and will announce him as the first king of Jeul, and 
your family line will rule the kingdom as long as it exists.  After he is made king, I will take you with me.  
You will not have to die again.” 

“Will I have other children before you take me away?” 

Elar smiled.  “That is up to you and Jera.  Cherish the time you have left with her.”  Elar stood and put his 
cloak back on and Duren looked up at him.  “There is something else, very important, you need to know.  
While I was away, I created men and women in the north and the south.  They are not elves, but are 
called humans.  Their lives will not last as long as an elf’s, but they have the capacity to build great 
kingdoms and are intelligent.  They look slightly different from elves and do not have the magic you all 
have.  You should send some trusted people to check on them from time to time and report back, but 
don’t interfere with their advancement.  If any of them come here to Jeul, welcome them.  Tell your son if 
they have not found Jeul within 200 years, then he should send a group from Jeul to the humans of the 
north and a group to the humans of the south to make contact.” 

“How do they look different?” 

“Their ears are not pointed, but are rounded here.”  Elar traced along his ear to show where the human 
ear differed.  “Other than that, they are the same physically.” 

“A rounded ear?  That’s so strange.” 

Elar laughed.  “There are so many things to come that you will find strange.  One day you will see them 
all.  Thank you for the work you’ve done, I know you will continue to do as I’ve asked.  Now, you may 
want to rush home.  Your son will be born very soon.” 

Duren stood in surprise and bowed quickly before rushing out of the door to be with his wife.  Elar 
vanished and the candles in the room blew out. 

***** 



Sera thought on what her grandmother had just told her before responding.  “Elar put the elves in 
charge of the future of Maruun.  And after he made the elves he made the humans.  When did Elar 
make us?” 

Raella smiled.  “After he made the humans, he made more elves west of Jeul.  Then he made the 
mermaids in the oceans east of Maruun before coming here and making the mermaids we descended 
from.” 

“Why don’t we have men like the elves and the humans?” 

Raella frowned.  “There were mermen once.  But one of the mermen, Mikal, began to see the banished 
elves of Jeul in his dreams, and they corrupted him and showed him how to summon them back into this 
world.  When he did, it was Shala, now calling herself Sha’lura, who came through.  Although she was 
powerful, she was ignorant of how the summoning would work, and learned that the summoning 
symbol kept her trapped from moving freely in our world.  Mikal, in a moment of clarity, refused to 
break the seal and help her to escape.  Before he sent her back, she was able to place a curse on him all 
on all the other mermen of the seas.” 

It seemed like such a sad tale, and Sera could feel the pain of her ancestors in it.  “What did she do to 
the men?” 

“Her curse made the men only produce female offspring with their mates.”  Raella took a moment and 
then continued.  “When they realized this was happening, the men and women knew that our race 
would be doomed when the men died out.  But thankfully, their cries were heard.  The mermen and 
mermaids of every ocean were drawn to the surface where a man sat upon a raft floating on the water.  
This was the first time our clan ever saw the mermaids from throughout the world and saw how 
different, and how similar, we are.  They would come to find out that there were different humans and 
different elves as well.” 

“Who was the man on the raft?” Sera asked impatiently. 

“The man said his name was Duren.” 

“The elf!  This was still before his twenty years had passed?” 

“No,” Raella laughed.  “A thousand years had passed since he had left with Elar.” 

Sera’s eyes were wide with disbelief.  “Then how did he come?” 

“He was sent back by Elar to help the mermaids.  He told them that he could not reverse the curse that 
had been placed on them by Sha’lura, but he was sent to give us a gift that would keep the mermaids 
from dying out.”  Raella pushed off of her rock into the water and swam to the island, pulling up onto 
the beach.  Sera watched as her grandmother concentrated and transformed her fins into legs to walk 
with.  She stood and smiled at her granddaughter.  “We were given a bit of magic within us so that we 
could find men of the surface to mate with.” 

Sera swam over and pulled herself onto the beach, too.  She had lain on the beach before, but never 
grew legs!  “How do I do that?” she asked excitedly. 

“I will teach you how, and teach you how to walk properly.  One day, when you are old enough and if 
you desire, you may go to the surface to find a mate as well.  Most mermaids return to us in the ocean 



once they have mated.  Some decide to stay, but that will be your choice to make.  However, mankind, 
human and elf, do not know of our existence and we prefer to keep ourselves hidden.  You should never 
tell anyone on the surface what you truly are.” 

***** 

 Sera smiled at the memory.  Her grandmother had such a hard time teaching her, but she 
succeeded, and Sera could still use the ability, though she had only used it before in practice.  She sat 
naked at a small fire she had started for warmth.  Her body was dry, but she was still waiting for the 
dress Raella had given her for this trip to dry off.  It was too bad they had no way to store it and keep it 
dry underwater.  She wasn’t entirely honest with her grandmother about why she had decided to come 
here.  Raella had asked her if it was to find a man, and Sera said yes.  It wasn’t really a lie. 

 She wasn’t far from where Zeyn had been kidnapped three months ago.  She had followed them 
all the way across the ocean.  The men had taken him to the land where she first met him.  She would 
have gone to see Maria first about the abduction if she knew the pirates were going to be taking him so 
far away.  Hopefully, Maria would know why they had taken Zeyn there, if she could find her.  The best 
place to start was going to be in the town.  This would be the first time she ever even been to any town, 
let alone anywhere far on the surface.  Once she found Maria and Zeyn’s friends she could lead them all 
to go save him and bring him back home.  And then maybe she would have a talk with him about 
something that had been on her mind. 

 


