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What Once Was Lost Shall Never Be Found

“To the forest, | go.

To the forest, 1 go, | go.
Sleep with the trees;
Sleep in the calm, gentle breeze.
Dance with the deer.
Dance along the seas.
Nothing to fear;
Nothing to fear.

To the forest, | go.

To the forest, 1 go, 1 go.”

“To the forest, | go...”she continues to sing while cradling herself in her bed. While
softly humming the same tune, she closes her eyes and falls to sleep.

“Ruvanna... Ruvanna... sweet, Ruvanna, where are you? Why aren’t you here? Come to
me, Ruvanna. We need to be together. You saw what those elves had done to me. Come to
mother,” she hears her mother’s voice calling her. However, her mother has been dead for a year
and a fortnight.

“Mama? Mama, | am here. It’s your Ruvanna. Where have you gone? Why did you leave
me, Mama? | remember that day when the elves took you away. When will we be together? |
don’t want to die yet. Mama?!?!” She begins to shed tears down her soft cheeks.

“l am not gone. | am merely away. Away... but not forever. Soon, you will be here with
me. Do not forget me. You will see. The elves will call for you. The elves know you are here. Do
not be afraid. You will see,” her mother’s voice slowly fades away.

She gasps and suddenly awakes, crying and squealing.

“Maaaaaaaaaaaammmmmmmmmmmmaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa”

No answer. Still in shock, Ruvanna springs out of bed and flees outside to her stable to
find her pony, Chestnut. Chestnut is her tawny brown pony with white patches and a diamond
nose. Ruvanna received her as a gift from her father when she was very small, and they have
been inseparable since then. Chestnut is six years old, and Ruvanna is twelve.

She reaches the stable post-haste and panting.



“Chestnut? Chestnut, you’re okay, right?”

The pony softly whinnies and nuzzles Ruvanna’s pale, tear-soaked face.

“Oh, Chestnut... Mama came to me in another dream. That’s the fourth time this week,
and it’s only High Hump Day. I think she’s calling for me. She needs her baby. What should |
do, Chestnut? | miss her. I miss her ever so much. | wish she did not die. Stupid, evil
elves...They killed her. I hate being part of them. Why do they need me? Maybe we should try to
find her. But isn’t she gone? Gone forever? She said she’s not but | saw her buried into the
ground. Her spirit must live on, I--1 guess. | do not understand. I cannot understand this. This is
all too much for me. Do you understand, Chestnut?”

Chestnut looks confused and sighs.

“l should probably just try to go back to bed. Mama is starting to haunt me, and | do not
know to handle that. I shall try to talk to father about this. I do not wish to bring him anymore
burden though. You sleep well ‘nessnutt,” okay? Night, night,” she slowly trudges back to her
room and goes back to sleep.

The next morning, Ruvanna’s father, Morgan asks her at breakfast if she slept well. She
gently nodded her head. She has not told him about any of the dreams she’s been having about
her mother. Her father is a very strong man. Since Nadiael (wife, Ruvanna’s mother) left him for
another world, he has been still as cheery as possible. You would rarely see Morgan without a
smile on his face, but everyone knew that sometimes it was more sincere than others.

“You seem worried, dear,” Morgan said to Ruvanna while passing some fresh fruit
towards her. “Is there something that I can help you with?”

“It’s mama. She’s coming to my in my dreams. Has she ever visited you? Am | missing
something?”

“Well you see, Ruvanna, your mother was very powerful with dreams. She can influence
the mind through a dream. All of the elves in her town had this power. Heh, that’s even how she
got through to me. She sought me out, and | totally fell for her. She may want something from
you or you, yourself. You will just have to wait and see,” her father calmly explained while
shaking his cup of tea. He fears that something evil will come out of this. He knew of his wife’s
power through dreams, but never thought that it would be affecting his daughter.

Ruvanna decided that the day will come when she will search to find the answers to her

awkward dreams. She is not zealous enough and capable yet, though, she thinks about her



mother and her death daily. She thinks her father is right, but she does not know what her mother
really wants from her. She will know in her heart that this day will be different. Her eyes will be
opened and seeing a new world. There shall be a sign.
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Morgan, Nadiael, and Ruvanna lived in a small cottage outside of the town of Wolfintin.
Morgan, a human, grew up in Wolfintin, and when he married the elf, Nadiael Norovir, he
decided to build a cottage outside of town because she loved the forest. This means that their
Ruvanna was a half-elf, which works out to her benefit because she is respected by both races.
Ruvanna means “dream forest” in elven, and her mother thought it was very befitting for her
daughter. Ruvanna did look more like her mother, more elven and she even took her mother’s
last name. She had a soft, blue-green eyes, and pale white skin. Her hair turned from a mixture of
reds and blonds in the sunlight, and looked brown in dim light. She was short, but her lean body
was stronger than to what meets the eye, at least the human eye.

Nadiael has been of the druidic type, which means she full-heartedly worshipped the
forest. She praised the goddess, Moriavena, who controlled nature, death, and fertility.
Unfortunately, she was slain by elves from her hometown of Killarnia, which was northeast of
Wolfintin. Those elves were not fond of Nadiael marrying a human and leaving home, so they
slaughtered and burnt her as a sacrifice to Moriavena. The goddess’ response to this sacrifice was
a dreadful storm, for she did not seem to be so pleased. The elves scurried away in fear, and did
not think twice to come back to that part of the forest.

Little Ruvanna of only eleven, was just so happened to be lingering in the area of the
woods where the sacrificial ceremony was taking place, playing with the flowers nearby. She
heard the chanting of the elves and saw one dark, hooded elf take a small sword from under his
cloak. Ruvanna walked over to one of the trees closer and ducked down to listen and be silent.
He called out to Moriavena in a raspy voice, and while further incanting slowly began to shred
Nadiael’s dress from the nave of the neck down to her waist. Ruvanna was terrified while
witnessing this horrible act being inflicted upon her mother. The elf scoffed and with the twist of
his wrist thrusted the sword into her stomach and lashed up with a quick lunge to Nadiael’s
throat. With one last, malicious call, the elf trailed a dazzling torch of fire down over Nadiael’s
destroyed body as the fire and blood became one shine of crimson. The elves all chanted loudly

in a cynical, yet graceful tone. They began to walk away from the fire still calling to Moriavena,



seeking her approval. The skies darkened to a dark gray and lightning thrashed through the
clouds. Their work here was finished for now. Devastated and barely able to see, Ruvanna rode
home on Chestnut trying to console herself but still was bursting with tears. When she told her
father what happened, he ran outside and fell to his knees, screaming.

“Nadiael...why my wife? Why my love, my life? | am a horrible person. This cannot be.
Nooooo00o0...”

“Daddy....let me take you to the evil place. Mommy might still be there. | want mommy
back,” Ruvanna ran over and wrapped her arms around her father.

He tried going back to the area where Nadiael was burned and torn apart. Ruvanna
showed the way, but the darkness delayed them some time. When they reached there, nothing
was left. It was like nothing even transpired there. Morgan and Ruvanna hugged and sobbed at
that moment for the rest of the night. They eventually went back home, and did not sleep for the
next few days. Time passed by, and life was quiet in the small cottage outside of Wolfintin. The
bond between Morgan and his Ruvanna intertwined tighter each day.

Morgan lived a simple life. He was a stone mason for the town, and was exceptionally
good at what he did. He taught Ruvanna how to work with stone, and gave her a beautiful tiny,
alabaster tea set when she was five. She still uses it on a daily basis.

Throughout her little one’s life, Nadiael taught Ruvanna her druidic ways. Ruvanna
learned how to speak to animals, and she was in the practice of shape-shifting when her mother
died. Shape-shifting is the power to transform, “shift,” into a different animal. It is rumored
conversely, that only the most impressive druids can assume the qualities of a plant. Sadly, with
the loss of her mother, her lessons were terminated insufficiently early. The magical capability
within Ruvanna grew stronger everyday, and soon enough she did not need her mother’s
assistance anymore. Eventually, she was able to speak to or transform into any animal she has
ever encountered. Some say that Ruvanna has become more powerful than her mother. Day after
day, Ruvanna remembered a song that her mother used to sing to her:

On the wings of a bird, she will fly, she will fly,
On the winds of tomorrow, she will ride, she will ride,
On the sands of time, she will slide, she will slide,

But never on life of a lie, she will die, she will die.



Her mother would always sing to her while playing a mandolin and sitting under a
weeping willow tree. This would calm Ruvanna, often putting her to sleep because of the
tranquility of the song. Songs were very important to druids and Nadiael, and so, Ruvanna
developed a beautiful voice like her mother’s. Songs were used to calm animals or people, and to
enlighten the spirits of the one singing. The druids used a lot of their power and magic through
song, whether voice or instrument. It would allow them to express themselves and share their
abilities with others in a soothing way.

Along with animals, Ruvanna mastered working with plants, herbalism. She learned how
to make many medicines and edible dishes out of any safe plant. She also became skilled at
growing any garden and producing many plants from small seeds. She could also use the plants
to protect her by entangling them around an enemy. This kind of magic was more of an art
through the mind than through the hand. Not everyone possessed this potential, and Ruvanna was
exceptionally blessed with it.

T T T T T T S S S S S T T N

Seven years since her mother’s death, Ruvanna is now eighteen years old. She woke up
earlier than usual one, foggy morning and went out to Chestnut’s stable, where Chestnut was
waiting hungrily for her.

“Today’s the big day, ‘nessnutt,”” said Ruvanna while feeding Chestnut an apple and
stroking her soft mane.

“Are you ready? | know that I am. Something just feels different about today. I’m not
sure what it is, exactly, but the peculiarity of it all intrigues me. | heard a raven caw four times
this morning. | have not seen, nor heard a raven in years. Hmm...in about seven years to be
exact. Mother...mother’s favorite bird was a raven. This is odd, but definitely a sign. It is time
to figure out what really happened to mother.”

She began packing traveling items onto her pony, such as a bedroll, food, cooking
equipment, her favorite stone tea set, a couple knives, extra clothes and cloaks, winter clothes,
etc. Chestnut did not look too happy with the entire burden on her dainty back, so she huffed and
puffed as she dug her left hoof into the ground in a kicking motion. As Ruvanna continued
packing, she started to sing a song of encouragement for Chestnut:

Path by path,
Road by road,



You will be there where | go.
Day by day,
Night by night,
You will never be out of my sight.
Laugh by laugh,
Pain by pain,
You and I will never go astray.

Even though her song was soothing, Chestnut was still aggravated by the load she has to
now carry. Ruvanna sensed this because she knew what Chestnut was always thinking, and being
able to speak to animals allows her to bond even closer to her.

“Oh Chestnut, | know it may seem like a lot, but what happens if we get stuck
somewhere and cannot return home right away?”

The pony just snorted and bowed her head. She still felt that the pile was too much.

The sun was at about high noon, and Ruvanna finally finished loading the pony, and got
onto Chestnut’s back. They set out northeast in the forest back to the spot when her mother was
slain.

“Chestnut, do you remember the way to the evil place? The place where mama was
destroyed? | sure do. | remember the whole thing as if it were yesterday. Perhaps we will find
clues there?”

Chestnut began to gallop through the forest as if some instinct took over where she had to
go. Yet, she suddenly remembered the heavy load that she was bearing on her back which caused
her to stumble and slowed to a canter. The closer they arrived to the slaughter-site, the darker it
seemed to get. The sky resembled the same dark gray as she recalled the day her mother was
killed.

“This is not right. It is the middle of the day. Why are the skies turning gray like this? |
am scared. This has never happened before, at least not anytime recently. It is familiar. There’s
not lightning this time, so maybe it is coincidence. Chestnut, should we go back home? No... we
must go on. The darkness must be a sign. A sign that what happened here was wrong. | must find
out. I must...” She lit a lantern from her pony pack to assist her with the dark aura around her.

The sky was charcoal and navy when they reached the exact spot where Nadiael was

burned. The clouds darkened and rolled over the area where she was, blocking out most of the



sunlight. The clearing was not that difficult to find because it looked as if nothing has grown
there since the sacrificial death had happened. The land was dead and dry, and the trees swayed
away from the direction of the ceremonial circle. The only thing that was left was a faint
shimmer in the dirt reflecting from her tiny lantern. Ruvanna dismounted Chestnut and went over
to the shimmer in the earth.

“What could this be?” she said all confounded and leaned down to the ground.

“Oh Chestnut, look at this!” she picked up a small ring that was covered in dirt and began
to examine it closely. She then realized that it was her mother’s wedding ring, and she did so,
tears started to roll down her cheek.

“Mama... | miss you. | wish you were here.”

She placed the ring on her finger on her right hand and stood up. She then, fell back to
her knees and dug her fingers into the earth. As she was drawing circles with her fingers she
began to incant a spell to transform into a hawk:

“Flicker, flying, fighting, higher, turns me into a bird with wings of fire. Feather, falling,
freely, hiding, away in the skies, nothing binding.”

When she was done, all that was left was a beautiful rust colored hawk in mid-flight in
the sky. There was just enough light that she could see ahead on top of the trees. Chestnut was
reared onto her hind legs and snorted loudly due to fear, but then she realized that it was her
master flying above her.

“I do not know, but possibly there is something important | can see up here better than
looking through the trees.”

As she gazed with her piercing eyes, she saw a small town just ahead about a mile from
where Chestnut and she were currently. She flew ahead for a lake’s length to get a more in-depth
look at the town without being noticed. Ruvanna called back to Chestnut to advance and follow
her. The pony started running after her, and stopped when she saw Ruvanna drift down from the
sky and land right in front of her. Ruvanna changed back into her normal shape, and leaped on
Chestnut’s back.

“Well Chestnut, we are here. This must be Killarnia. If we die, we die together. No
turning back from here. The answer is at our fingertips, err...hooves too. Let’s go.”

Slowly, Ruvanna and Chestnut move towards the city. They saw a huge cast-iron fence

that was about as tall as two stacked ponies and with rusty, sharp spikes at every tip. It looked



like the entrance of a cemetery, than an elven city. The town did not look inviting at all, and it
showed on Ruvanna and Chestnut’s face that they were afraid.

Before they even made it to the gate, a small, hooded figure, robed in a dusty gray cloak,
came to meet them.

“You must be...Ruvanna,” said the hooded thing in a raspy, dark voice. “Follow me. We
have been waiting quite some time for you. We knew you were in the woods that day. You saw
the skies. We allowed you to decide when the time shall come for your fate and the skies and the
raven were your key. This way...”

The person, elf presumably, walked gradually back to the gate and re-opened it. Ruvanna,
still on Chestnut, pursued the elf cautiously.

“Who are you? How do you know my name? Where are you taking me? What is my
fate?” Ruvanna hastily asked questions while following through the gate. As she passed through,
it slammed harshly behind her. As she was walking, she seemed to recall the appearance of this
elf. Yes! It was the same exact elf that she saw so many years ago killing her mother! That hood,
that dark hood that covered his face, and his hands that held the sword the cut her were the
images running through Ruvanna’s mind. The adrenaline pumped through her veins, but she still
was rather hesitant as she advanced after the dark elf.

“No need to ask. You will see. Time will tell. You will see. Oh, my name is Kreienen. |
am an elf of this town. That is not important. You will answer to Moriavena. She will explain.
She will cease this vile will of yours. | am surprised your mother did not explain to you already.
She wanted you here. She wanted you to be with her in the after-life. Moriavena and Nadiael
wished for it. Keep following.”

Ruvanna still looked concerned and pondered why her mother wanted her dead as she
followed Kreienen through the town. Everything was dark. It was still the afternoon. The gray
slated houses seemed to loom over her and Chestnut, even though there were small. No lights
were on in the residencies. At the end of the path, there was a huge building made of a gorgeous
blue-tinted stone. Ruvanna recognized it from stone that her father has worked with before.
Kreienen was taking her straight to it. The mansion was built of a dark blue stone with slim
windows. The design in the stone looked vaguely familiar to her father’s work with the smooth

etchings and sharp edges. Obviously, it must have been the home of the nobles of the town. As
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they reached the mansion, Kreienen stopped at an altar outside the front of the building and
began to speak in that dreadful, raspy voice again.

“You will stay here. | must guarantee if she is prepared for you. Wait and | shall return.”
He walked into the mansion, and closed the heavy doors behind him.

Ruvanna shuddered at the words coming from the elf’s mouth, but did not make a move.
She was scared, and she did not know what to do. At that moment, her heart began pounding,
and she thought that she would make a run for it. This was her chance. These people were after
her, but they would not bother her unless she came to them. They seemed like they wanted to end
her life like her mother’s, but they were willing to let her live her own life if she chose to. Surely,
they would have come after her sooner than this if they just wanted to kill her. She did not want
to lose her life, like her mother lost hers, even if it seemed that it was her mother’s will behind all
of this. Ruvanna’s time was not now. She suddenly turned Chestnut around and began racing
back to the other side of town. When they reached the gate, it opened for them as if the city
wanted her to leave. She did not stop riding until she was back to her cottage. Chestnut was
about drained from the dashing in shock.

Chestnut’s keen instinct found its way back to her home. Panting, the pony was done for
the day. Stunned, Ruvanna led Chestnut into her stable, and walked back to her room. She laid
down in her bed and sang to herself:

Tomorrow is another day,
They are coming; they are coming.
| mustn’t run away,

They are coming; they are coming.
What should I do? What should | say?
They are coming; they are coming.
Is my fate nearing as | pray?
They are coming; they are coming.
There should be no price to pay,
They are coming; they are coming.
| need to dream this all away,

They are coming; they are coming.
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As she wafted away to sleep, she began to dream. She was about ten years old again, and
she was with her mother sitting under the weeping will tree. Her mother began to sing and play
the mandolin, just like she would always do. The sky turned that dark gray yet again, as if it was
the darkness outside Killarnia that she experienced earlier that day. When Ruvanna tilted her
head up to see her mother, she was burning and torn apart. Pitch black filled the area, and
Ruvanna could see nothing, but heard the dreadful screaming of her mother. Ruvanna woke up.

“I must go NOW!” she screamed as she raced to the stable for Chestnut. “That’s it! The
walls, the buildings....the stone...all like my father’s work. That’s why they allowed me to
leave. That has to be the reason. My father does not want to lose me now.”

She pulled herself onto Chestnut and they headed straight back to the forest, the very spot
where Nadiael was killed once more and hopefully for the final time. It was naturally dark now
for it was the middle of the night and when she looked up the only thing she could see were the
faint whiteness from clouds and stars. The only light the earth possessed was the glimmer of the
moon, and the trees soaked up most of the shine.

“Stop here, Chestnut. | need to think.”

She laid down onto the ground in the center of the circle and stared into the sky. She
closed her eyes and raised her arms up as if almost in a trance. Unexpectedly, she heard voices
calling to her.

“Ruvanna...stay away....Your death is here. Stay away. We are the stones of the
enchanted rock. We watched over you as you came here. Your father needs you. He helped build
this city. His life is not locked here, and nor is yours. Let her go. Beware the fate that lies beyond
this gate,” the voices seemed to be coming from within Killarnia. It was as if the walls were
warning her, and trying to keep her far from them.

While still in a meditating reverie, Ruvanna abruptly opened her piercing eyes, and they
glowed with an azure aura. She gazed out into the woods and inhaled deeply. The smell was
fresh, wooden, but new like after a recent rain when the air is clean. A new life was found.

“l am Ruvanna Norovir, daughter of Nadiael the elf and Morgan the human. | am the
half-breed, the one who must be destroyed according to my mother’s wishes. I shall not pay my
life to her, no, not now. | am needed in this land, this forest, but not in that place. Moriavena, |

do not worship you. You do not own me. Remember that, for I am done here.”
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She transcendently bellowed and began to stand slowly. It was now near dawn, and the
sun was coming above the horizon with a misty fog settled between the trees. She gaped into the
sunlight and got back onto her pony. She rode back home with the clear mind that she has never
had before. She has completed her task, made her choice. She is not her mother.



