


Once upon a time, long, long ago in a universe parallel to planet earth, a child was born to proud parents Queen Esmeralda and Prince Olaf.  There was good reason to celebrate Zella’s arrival as births were a rarity in the Kingdom of Castlegate.  Zella was a particularly beautiful infant with white silky skin, glossy black curling hair and piercing green eyes.  Princess Zella was born into a life of great privilege.

The Royal family lived in a sprawling castle perched high on top of Mount Margate.  Towers and turrets loomed above the Faie Forest surrounding the castle and its grounds.  The castle itself overlooked Lake Verona and the verdant valley below scattered with whitewashed farm cottages, free range goat herds, gardens, orchards and woodlands.  The climate was near perfect and the pasture lands permanently green and lush.  On the lower shore of Lake Verona sat the quaint and bustling village of Yarrin where Tudor style homes, stacked closely together, lined the narrow winding streets leading into the town square.  The tiny Kingdom of Castlegate was totally encompassed by a sheer and lofty stone wall complete with moat and drawbridge.  An enchanted translucent dome covered the entirety of the Kingdom; this had been created by the Castlegate Coven when it first settled in the area, by force, many hundreds of years prior.  The Queen’s subjects lived a fruitful life and worked together harmoniously, well mostly, within the confines of this great fortification so that they were completely self-sufficient.

As Zella’s parents were a witch and a wizard, both of Royal descent, it was a given that she would be born a supernatural being.  Under no circumstances can those that are born as normal beings ever become witches or wizards but they are accepted into the Coven and treated with equal respect.  A potential witch or wizard cannot be recognized as such until after their twelfth birthday when traits, unique to witches and wizards, begin to emerge.  This includes such things as exceptional hearing and sense of smell but most notably is the appearance of an extra toe on each foot, possibly better described as a small claw.  Those who fail to develop these characteristics become known as watchlings, and those who do, witchlings.  A witchling is released from parental control at nineteen years of age, at which time she or he is free to travel and explore alternative lifestyles, with an emphasis on life in the parallel universe above.  For a witchling to become a fully-fledged witch or wizard it is mandatory they spend time with human beings.  This ruling was introduced in times gone by to ensure that witchlings could make an informed decision regarding their future; becoming a witch or wizard is a lifetime commitment from which there is no release.  Witchlings are required to return home before their twenty-first birthday.  Most return within the stipulated time-frame, some never leave in the first place and a few are never heard of again … 

The Kingdom of Castlegate is surrounded by a number of hostile territories, all having tried at some point in time to wage war against a kingdom akin to an oasis in the desert; conditions in outlying territories were extremely harsh, fresh water was scarce, temperatures soared in summer and plummeted below freezing point in winter.  Any of these provinces would have willingly swapped their locale for the fertile valley currently occupied by the Castlegate Coven.  For that reason the entire perimeter of Castlegate was guarded around the clock and thankfully, up until now, none of the neighbouring clans of elves, goblins, trolls and other such unearthly creatures had been able to break through the Kingdom’s protective barriers.  Strange as it may seem, fairies and sprites happily cohabitated with the witches.  They were exceedingly grateful to live in what they perceived to be a very safe environment and in return they were not only hard-working but willingly supplied the Castlegate Coven with Fairy Dust, a highly prized commodity when it comes to matters of magic and one that can only be created by a fairy or sprite.  They also took their turn in guarding the extremities of the Kingdom and when required reassuringly lit up the night sky with luminous fairy dust.

Zella commenced her education at four years of age in the Village School.  She was an outstanding student, excelling in the subjects of alchemy and biology.  Her powers began to develop well before her twelfth birthday, as young as five in fact, teachers were amazed at her progress.  However Zella was a loner and failed to befriend any of her classmates.  A beady eyed raven with shiny puce-coloured plumage and a black cat with intense blue eyes, wearing a collar studded with precious jewels, were her constant companions, they were named simply, Raven and Cat, respectively. 

Zella is a beautiful but wilful child, not as wicked as some, but there is a dark side to her psyche, which she struggles to contain when highly irritated.  It is worth noting that it is unacceptable for a witch to demonstrate negative emotion towards her own kind.  At the tender age of five Zella’s first fit of bona fide rage occurred in the school playground.  Fellow pupils teased her relentlessly, believing her to be a spoiled brat, and gave her no credit for her superior intelligence.  Zella acknowledged that her “Royal” blood had given her some advantages over her peers but no-one has worked or studied as hard as she.  On this particular day, the teasing proved to be too much; she trembled uncontrollably as her rage built to an intensity she had never experienced before.  Zella’s eyes blazed and red, gold and silver sparks cascaded from her fingertips.  The entire group of children levitated above Zella’s head and dangled precariously in the air until such time that her temper subsided and her witchcraft dissipated.  The children fell back to earth in a babbling, tumbled heap.

Teachers ran to the rescue of their visibly shaken students, some with minor injuries, but hesitated to scold Princess Zella, choosing instead to refer the issue to her parents, who insisted that the episode never be spoken of again.  Zella’s achievement, if you could call it that, was viewed as an out of the ordinary skill for a mature witch, let alone for a five year old.  Queen Esmeralda and Prince Olaf reluctantly decided that Zella must be educated in seclusion from her peers, at least for the time being.  Princess Sofia, Zella’s beloved and judicious grandmother, is appointed as her governess.  Zella does not see this as punishment though as firstly, she is especially fond of her maternal grandmother and secondly, it is a dream come true for her to be tutored privately.  Her parents worry about what appears to be a lack of conscience on Zella’s behalf.  She must learn right from wrong and when it is acceptable to use her powers. 

Zella is permitted to return to the village school when she turns eight, despite having flourished under the tutelage of her grandmother.  The students resent her return, they distrust the aloof Zella, which is understandable.  There is one exception though, Mortella, a particularly nasty little individual.  She cannot resist poking fun at the fair princess and in time, once again, Zella loses control of her temper.  Mortella is tossed high into the air and slammed backwards into a stone wall.  She drops to the ground pale-faced and breathless with cracked ribs and severe bruising to follow.  It is some time before she recovers completely; she will never cross Zella again.  After this incident Zella is forced to undergo the remainder of her education in complete isolation from her peers.  Her father assists Princess Sofia this time round.  His lessons take place in Faie Forest.  He attempts to teach Zella how to communicate with the animals of the forest, which he does so well, but the animals are wary of Zella.  She does not have the kind and caring disposition of her father.  He has more success teaching Zella about the flora of the forest than the fauna but she does at least learn to identify all of the forest’s creatures, right down to the tiniest of insects.  Prince Olaf tries to instill in Zella a respect for the natural order of things.  These expeditions into the Forest become the highlight of Zella’s education.  She loves her father, his patience and dedication to her education and his company. 

It is a misnomer that witches have to have a broomstick in order to fly.  Rather a witch learns to place a enduring spell on a broomstick so that energy is conserved, the broomstick taking care of the physical side of things.  Prince Olaf doesn’t like enchanted broomsticks, he finds them to be cantankerous and unreliable, he is much more content flying solo.  Zella watches him glide gracefully around the woods with envy and tries desperately to imitate him, unsuccessfully initially, but Zella is flying, and flying well, before she turns twelve year old.  This is unheard of in the history of Castlegate.  Previously no witch had flown before their 19th year, with or without a broomstick.  Prince Olaf insists that his daughter keep her newfound talent a secret as he believes there could be repercussions from those who will unfairly judge her, out of fear or jealousy, or both.  His love for his daughter is profound and he will do anything within his power to protect her. 

Princess Sofia finds herself stretched to the limit in her capacity to teach Zella.  On occasion their roles are reversed, Zella becomes the teacher and Sofia the pupil.  In her spare time Zella takes to exploring the forests and fields, with and without Prince Olaf, but always with Raven and Cat by her side.  She collects and catalogues all of the plants she discovers.  Her study within her private chambers in the castle is overflowing with journals, books, herbs, flowers, fungi, foliage, bones, spiders and their webs, dead animals and birds preserved in murky solutions and other miscellaneous objects of value to a witch.  After dinner with her family Zella usually retires to her chambers and spends her evenings alone experimenting, writing, labelling, categorising, crushing and preparing ingredients for storage.  Now and then she surreptitiously practises using a wand she has stolen from her great-grandmother’s vast collection.  The wand would certainly be confiscated if she was discovered using it before she reached her late teens. 

From time to time in any given year witches celebrate numerous anniversaries, including the winter and summer solstice and spring and autumn equinox.  Zella is permitted to participate in these events, primarily as a representative of the Royal Family, but unbeknown to the subjects of Castlegate this is on the condition she accepts a chaperone, her grandmother does not leave her side.

Partaking in celebrations is the one time when Zella truly enjoys her role as a princess.  The entire Royal Family dress in their finest robes of soft velvet, some black, some red and some purple but all adorned with precious stones and jewels and witches hats are replaced with either a crown or a tiara.  The mode of dress of each Royal indicates their rank in the monarchy.  On these particular occasions witches and wizards, junior and senior, are permitted to use magic in a light-hearted way.  Queen Esmeralda and King Olaf are strict but fair rulers who instil the ideals of self discipline and honesty within the Coven. 

It was during one of these special gatherings that the Kingdom was attacked by a band of ferocious goblins from the nearby Kingdom of Hogsfeet.  For some years, unbeknown to the Castlegate Coven, the Goblins had been breeding up a flock of wyverns. The wyverns were presumed extinct following a bloody and brutal battle between the Goblins and a band of marauding Demons nearly twenty years prior.  The Goblins were pure evil personified and the wyverns were ugly scaly creatures with jaws overflowing with brown rotting teeth and snotty spittle.  Their barbed tails could flick in a split-second to wrap tightly around their prey.  Of greater relevance the wyverns were equipped to fly which significantly enhanced the prospects of the Goblins in battle.

Security had been downsized on this particular night of festivities to allow as many as possible to partake in a celebration of utmost importance to the Coven.  The Hogsfeet Goblins were aware of this when developing their plan of attack.  With a bountiful number of wyverns now at their disposal bombardment of the overhead protective shield was relentless.  Celebratory merrymaking ceased abruptly when the blood curdling shrieks of the Goblins filtered down through the dome to the revellers below.  The giant unfurled talons of the wyverns pummelled the external barrier’s surface until small cracks emerged and crept and shattered haphazardly in a crazed pattern across the surface.  The Queen and Prince Olaf immediately stepped up to the dais in the middle of the town square to confront the enemy head-on. Their wands fizzed and sparked emitting a palpable source of energy.  The enemy was stunned and froze midair but this was merely temporary, moments later the wyverns were back again, clawing away at the enchanted roof.  All available wands pointed skyward but the Goblins persistence was paying off, they were slowly but surely fighting off the witches unified sorcery.  In due course one of the Wyverns broke through the barrier and hurtled towards the ground at breakneck speed.

It was at this point that Zella, compelled by intuition only, pulled her wand from its hiding place in the folds in her gown and aimed it directly at the lone pair of invaders, a grotesque and evil looking Goblin astride a vicious, slimy, wyvern.  A witch can achieve most magical feats with or without a wand, but a wand significantly intensifies the strength of any sorcery.  A deafening bang is followed by a hot, sizzling mixture of red, gold and silver flashes spurting from Zella’s wand.  The gushing stream of dazzling light hits the intended target.  The death of the Goblin and the Wyvern is instantaneous.

Zella then raises her head towards the heavens above.  She aims her wand at the creatures circling in a frenzied bunch overhead and unleashes her fury one more time.  nThe beasts are driven away, writhing in pain and the roofs breach is reversed.  The villagers, together with the fairies and sprites, cheer Zella with much enthusiasm. They have just witnessed an exceptional event undertaken by an extraordinary witch.

The Queen addresses the crowd gathered below in the town square.  The citizens of Castlegate fully appreciate how fortunate they were; without Zella’s intervention the battle could have easily been lost.  Queen Esmeralda begins her speech by referring to this night as one that will go down in Castegate’s history.  She beckons Zella to her side.  Zella’s body quivers to a standstill.  So many unanswered questions swirl through her mind, where did this super strength and violence come from and why this feeling of immense exhilaration.  Esmeralda explains “this is a momentous event for us all.  You have witnessed Zella’s supreme power tonight.  Most are aware of the prophecy that predicted the most powerful witch of all time would appear during the current decade.  ”She goes on to say “the Royal Family has been suspicious of Zella’s destiny for a number of years but up until tonight could not be certain that she was in fact the prophesied witch.”  The crowd cheers with gusto in response to the Queen’s speech.  Following this bittersweet night of terror and revelation, life returns pretty much to normal.  The Castlegate boundaries are still guarded but a sense of calmness pervades the Kingdom, as never before.

The entire Royal Family meet with Zella the following day to discuss the implications of her predestination; her allegiance to the Castlegate Coven is taken for granted.  Zella is uncomfortable with what she perceives to be a huge burden of responsibility.  Her increasing prowess in the field of witchcraft excites her on one hand but on the other she resents the aspect of notoriety, she has no wish to be centre stage.  Zella continues her education with enthusiasm and dedication under the tutelage of her grandmother and father.  The villagers are no longer offended by Zella’s cool and distant manner, she is now seen as a divine being and the heroine of Castlegate.  She continues to spend her spare time in Faie Forest accompanied by her staunch companions Raven and Cat.

Time passes pleasantly enough for Zella.  Soon she will turn nineteen and be permitted to take leave of absence from her homeland for up to two years.  Zella’s family try desperately to persuade her to stay, for obvious reasons, but this is a mandatory law which leaves Zella free to make her own decision.  No amount of pressure is going to dissuade Zella, she decides to leave the day after her nineteenth birthday.  Dressed in a simple black velveteen dress with a matching full length cape, black also with purple paisley silk lining, she slings a number of enchanted leather pouches, all with a designated purpose, across her shoulder and places a dagger in a holster on her waistband.  Lastly she dons black and white striped tights and purple button up boots but no hat.

The proverbial hat associated with witches since time immemorial cannot be worn by a witchling until they are officially recognised as a witch or wizard.  Zella was granted an exemption from this ruling based on the fact that she had proven beyond reasonable doubt to be a capable and powerful witch, more powerful in fact than her mother, the Queen, plus her loyalty to the Crown was authenticated when she brazenly confronted and defeated the Hogsfeet Goblins.  Zella was ready for adventure and was not prepared to forego her freedom.  In her capacity as Queen, Esmeralda granted Zella the status of Senior Witch before her departure but forbade her to wear a hat in the upper world for fear it would draw unwanted attention.  Once Zella arrives at her destination it is essential that she keep her identity and powers secret from humankind.  Zella’s parents spoke of her paternal great-grandmother who was burnt at the stake in the human dimension simply for identifying as a witch and it was highly suspected that others may have met with the same fate. 

Princess Zella is happy to comply with her mother’s request not to wear a witches hat.  A less astute witch would rely more on their hat, to draw on magical formulas and spells with confidence and haste from a personalised “memory bank”, stored in a vapour suspended in a magical vacuum beneath their pointed hat.  Zella had no such need.  (Hence the old adage “to keep something under one’s hat … “)

Zella looked forward to her freedom with excited anticipation.  She has no second thoughts about leaving Castlegate behind, or her family for that matter, with two exceptions, her father and her grandmother.  She may or may not return, who knows, she is only interested in determining what is best for herself, whether it be here or in the world above.  The Royals gather to bid Zella farewell, the villagers having said their goodbyes a day prior at Zella’s 19th birthday celebration, when Queen Esmerelda presented Zella with her first “offical” wand, a symbol of her freedom.  No one had dared to take the illegally obtained wand from Zella that she first used publicly in her battle with the Hogsfeet Goblins.

Although Zella has been trained thoroughly in the art of teleportation to date she has only teleported from one place to another within the confines of Castlegate.  Zella positioned herself in front of her family with Raven on one shoulder and Cat on the other.  She closed her eyes firmly and with a colossal effort willed herself into a deep trancelike state, all the while chanting haunting lyrics ….  her body slowly but surely vaporised and shimmered away into nothingness.  A short while later the trio emerged from the enchanted portal created by Zella, slightly shaken, but otherwise fine.

Zella finds herself on the outskirts of a small village, namely Little Oxley.  She soon finds lodgings in the attic of a modest home and draws payment for rent in advance from the pouch dedicated to finances.  Her needs are simple, however she misses her journals and books and vast stockpile of ingredients gathered over her short lifetime …  left behind in her quarters at the Royal Castle.  But mostly she misses her cauldron so it’s off to the market to try and locate one but it appears humans have no need of such an item. She does eventually stumble upon a selection of cooking pots and purchases the largest one she can find.  Zella, taking care to hide from prying eyes, points her wand, chants a basic spell and hey presto she has her very own cauldron.  Mrs. Todd, her landlady, gives Zella permission to create a fireplace in her otherwise unused yard where Zella brews her staple diet, a nutritious tea, made from ingredients she gathers from the nearby woodlands.  Contrary to popular belief a witches diet is vegetarian and includes such things as nuts, bulbs, vegetables and fruits, fresh and dried.  When available a witch may choose to eat eggs or milk.  Zella prepares simple meals in her cramped quarters which houses a small bed, a table and a chair, a wash stand with a cracked and faded mirror and basic crockery and cooking utensils.   

As she wanders around the streets and markets Zella observes the villagers, from the very young to the elderly and infirm.  She soon realises how different she, together with Raven and Cat, must appear to the villagers.  She observes many new practices, strange to her mind, and sees a horse and a dog for the first time.  Sweet treats are another completely new experience, as is bread and butter.  There is a pecking order in place within the township but Zella can’t help but notice what seems to be the absence of a nominal leader per se.  In time Zella learns of a King who rules from afar.  

It is not long before Zella turns once again to her favourite pastime of making powders and lotions and potions, from healthy tonics and teas to medicines for treating specific ailments and then there are mixtures for simple spells; a love potion or perhaps a simple confidence booster.  Raven and Crow help Zella to gather what ingredients she can from the nearby forest, known as Wauchope Woods.  She purchases ceramic pots from the local market and commences to brew a range of products.  Zella had grown quite fond of Mrs. Todd, a short, thickset middle-aged woman, with long greying hair pulled up into a bedraggled bun.  Mrs. Todd wore voluminous skirts and blouses over which, without fail, she donned a freshly laundered floral apron.  Mrs. Todd accepted Zella and her differentness as well as Raven and Cat, who returned in kind her affection for them.  This was decidedly out of character for Raven and Cat.  Unbeknown to Zella, Mrs. Todd’s grandmother was a witchling who had chosen to stay in Little Oxley after falling in love with her grandfather, a local farmer.  Eliza Todd spent a great deal of time during her childhood on her grandparents property and grew to especially love her grandmother.  Eliza observed many similarities between Zella and her and although she was unaware of her grandmother’s true identity she knew she was different.  When Mrs. Todd complained about her painful arthritis, Zella brewed a therapeutic concoction to treat her complaint.  Her swollen joints returned to normal within a matter of days.  As you would expect, news of Zella’s success quickly spread around the village.  Pretty soon Zella was running a small but thriving business treating the ailments of Little Oxley’s citizens.  She is deliriously happy in this role and continues to experiment and ultimately improve her range of elixirs and powders.  She records formulas and outcomes in journals, stored under her bed for the time being, as her room in Eliza Todd’s attic is becoming quite overcrowded.

Some of the townsfolk are wary of Zella’s practices though, especially those who view her as a threat to their existing businesses and set out to ruin her reputation by spreading ugly rumours.  This hurts Princess Zella’s feelings.  She yearns for a location where she can practice her craft in peace and solitude.  It is with these thoughts uppermost in her mind that one particular afternoon, an afternoon of brilliant sunshine, gentle breezes and bird song, Zella strays beyond her normal route along the pathways skirting Wauchope Woods.  Beyond the giant oaks edging the woods she strolls into a knee deep, rippling sea of red, yellow and green.  Brilliant blue butterflies and bright yellow dragonfly look-alikes hover over a multitude of wildflower blooms.  On the other side of the field a brook of crystal clear water ripples gently over a bed of polished, time-worn stones.  Green-black reeds border the brook and water lilies creep across the surface of the flowing water.  Zella breathes in the freshest of air and marvels at the never ending beauty of Wauchope Woods.  She removes her buttoned-up boots and tights and paddles leisurely upstream through the cool refreshing water, pushing weeping willow branches away from her face as the stream narrows.  Eventually the path through the water becomes impenetrable and Zella steps from the water, boots and tights in hand, and finds herself on the edge of an elevated knoll.  Zella gasps. In front of her is a delightful little two-story cottage, picture-book perfect with smoke wisping from a multi-coloured stone chimney.  A variety of well-kept gardens run around the perimeter of the cottage and hens and goats are yarded nearby.  The grassy meadow is encircled by more oak trees, covered in delicate summer foliage. The tree branches teem with a multitude of birds and smaller woodland creatures seeking shelter and sustenance.  The air is redolent with heady aromas.  Zella exclaims out loud “it’s perfect”.  

Her curiosity piqued Zella follows a winding trail to the front door of the cottage.  She raps the heavy brass knocker several times but it soon becomes apparent there is no one at home.  Lace curtains softly billowing from an open window tempt Zella to explore further, she tiptoes through the garden and peers inside.  A fire is burning brightly in the grate of a large stone fireplace with high-backed armchairs positioned either side and a blackened kettle and pot sit on the hearth.  Vases of flowers are placed on occasional tables and a large red and white patterned rug is spread across a cobblestone floor.  Soft candle light emanates from a trio of gleaming silver candelabras sitting on the mantelpiece, melting wax drips downwards to form miniature stalactites.  Zella  is completely seduced by the ambience of the room she sees in front of her.  The chill of the night air settles on her back, the day has passed so quickly.  In keeping with her parents advice Zella has not flown since her arrival in Little Oxley, however she decides that it is safe to do so now under the cover of darkness.  Up until today Zella had been extremely cautious when resorting to the use of magic.  Gossip in the village has confirmed her parents sage advice; there was a genuine fear of her kind in this place.  Zella glides silently and gracefully upwards into the heavens with Raven and Cat perched on her shoulders, an impressive silhouette against the pink and gold sunset.  The return trip is quick, she walks into Mrs. Todd’s moonlit yard with plans to return to the cottage the very next day.

On the following day Zella reaches the cottage around noon.  She taps on the front door and is greatly relieved to hear footsteps heading her way.  Moments later a figure appears in the doorway.  Good morning fair lady and what can I do for you”, enquires Iain.  Zella stammers “I am here to buy your house.”  Iain chuckles in amusement “I’m afraid it’s not for sale Miss?”  “Zella …. just Zella.”

Up until this point in her life Zella had never experienced a lack of confidence but neither had she experienced sexual attraction before and this tall and handsome man literally took her breath away.   (Zella had had a rather formal introduction to the “birds and the bees”; it could be said that by alienating herself from her peers she had missed out on schoolgirl gossip about love and romance.)  “Name your price”.   “Hmm … I need to think about this more, at least overnight.  Come for lunch tomorrow at midday and we can discuss the matter further.”  In an effort to escape her embarrassment and flushing cheeks Zella agrees to return tomorrow and then flees with Raven and Cat close to her heels.

Zella returned the next day at twelve noon as agreed.  She dresses simply in a mauve and gold brocade fitted skirt with a white linen shirt and purple tie.  She had discarded her cape and extraneous paraphernalia.  Her hair hung loosely to her waistline.  Before leaving her lodgings she took a rare look at her reflection.  Zella was a lot of things but she was not vain, although on the day in question she did pinch her cheeks in an effort to add a little colour to her creamy white complexion.  Her wand was carefully hidden in a deep pocket concealed in her skirt.  Zella looked stunningly beautiful.

The heavy oak door of the cottage creaked open before Zella has an opportunity to knock.  Iain introduces himself as Iain Jarek Hasler, who just happens to be the nephew of Eliza Todd.  He shows her into his kitchen where a small table has been set for two with elegant china and silverware, a lace tablecloth and a bunch of freshly picked wildflowers carefully arranged in a crystal vase.  Zella was accustomed to a more flamboyant dinner service back home in the Royal household where heavy silver platters, plates, cutlery and wine goblets, encrusted with precious jewels, were the norm.  Chandeliers in the Royal dining room dropped from ceilings draped in rare silks and solid wooden furniture was ornately carved and chairs cushioned in plush crimson fabric trimmed with gold braiding and tassels.  Colourful rugs with intricate patterns were scattered across gleaming wooden floors.   Royal portraits and priceless artworks adorned walls covered in black and white flocked wallpaper.  Precious artefacts were displayed in gilded rosewood cabinets and included such items as antique wands and jewellery.  Waiters carried out their duties in an impeccable manner.  So this was a completely new experience for Zella, Iain presented her with a new outlook on the finer things in life and it appealed, for all intents and purposes Zella appeared to be developing a more gentle persona.
 
Iain served a goats cheese, pine nut and green herb salad with a honey mustard dressing for the first course; this was followed by a dessert of peaches and clotted cream.  “Heavenly”, Zella thinks.  At the end of the meal Iain invites her to join him by the fireside with a cup of spiced tea.  Zella doesn’t trust herself to speak out loud, this man has her heart fluttering and her pulse racing.  Iain breaks the silence and tension between them with comments flattering the loyalty of Raven and Cat.  The couple chat with ease for the remainder of the afternoon.  Raven has settled himself on the back of Zella’s armchair and Cat is snuggled by her feet, both listening intently to the conversation, or so it would seem.  Iain talks about his life in the woods, away from the townsfolk.  Like Zella he is an introvert who prefers a quiet and private way of life. Time passes quickly, too quickly for Zella.  Around sunset Iain decides that he should see Zella safely home.  Little does he realise that Zella presents more danger to him than anyone or anything out there in the woods.  After he has seen Zella safely to his aunt’s front door, he turns back to say “come again tomorrow and I will give you my final answer regarding your offer to buy my property”.

Zella’s spends a sleepless night, tossing and turning as she mulls over the day’s chain of events.  She finally comes to terms with the fact that she will not be able to buy Iain’s property …. it appears that in this world there are some things that money simply cannot buy.  Of course Zella could have resorted to using magic to get her own way but much to her own surprise and confusion she decides against taking this stance.  Just as the bright light of dawn seeps into the attic through slatted shutters, Zella settles on a compromise.  Perhaps she could purchase a small pocket of Iain’s land and build a cottage of her own.  Her needs are minimal.  Sleeping quarters with a bathroom, a reception come sitting room alongside her dispensary and work area and a kitchen and dining zone.  In her very own home, with ample storage and work-space, Zella’s ability to focus on alchemy and witchcraft would be so much more achievable.  She longed for her independence to do as she pleased, to be accountable to no one, and the appeal of this new world in that respect was growing rapidly.

Zella begins the day feeling especially optimistic; she is looking forward to the possibility of vacating her cramped quarters in Mrs. Todd’s attic and taking up residence in the woods, at one with Mother Nature.  Today she wears a full-length dress of cream and black brocade, flecked with silver and tosses her money pouch over her shoulder.  Sensing her intense enthusiasm, Raven and Cat race along the well-trodden path leading to Wauchope Woods.  Raven ducks and weaves through overhead branches and foliage whilst Cat leaps and bobs through the undergrowth, both circling back to Zella’s side when they stray too far ahead.

The intrepid threesome arrive at their destination an hour early but this does not appear to bother their host.  Today Iain serves Zella freshly baked bread with home-made butter and a side of soft yellow honeycomb.  Further flavours for Zella to savour.  Dessert is fresh wild berries with a dollop of yogurt.  Cheese and cream are provided for Raven and Cat.  Neither bread nor yoghurt and cheese are eaten in Castlegate.  When Zella and Iain have finished their lunch and are settled once again by the fireside, Zella jumps in ahead of Iain and raises her alternative option for moving into the forest.

Iain agrees with Zella’s proposition without hesitation, keeping to himself that he had pretty much devised the same plan.  What’s more Iain agrees to build the new cottage.  A contract is signed and Zella makes the necessary payment with silver coins drawn from her money pouch.  Iain has heard of Zella’s success treating diseases and disorders in Little Oxley, and beyond so it would now seem.  With this in mind, he sees this as a good opportunity to sell his produce direct to the public from his door, thereby eliminating the need to pack and transport his goods to market every other day.

Construction of the cottage begins the very next day.  Zella visits the site daily but only after she has finished consulting and treating her growing queue of patients.  It is during this period that Iain has glimpses into Zella’s true identity … her thumb is just a bit too “green”, his livestock are wary of her and there she is boiling up some weird brews in a cauldron over an open fireplace in the meadow.  Although highly tempted at times, Zella never goes barefoot in front of Iain as she knows that her tiny talons, albeit inconspicuous, are a dead giveaway as to her true identity.  

While Iain works on the building site Zella watches him furtively.  He strips to the waist in the warm afternoon sun revealing a body rippling with muscles.  She fantasises running her hands over his tanned and toned body.

In an effort to please, Zella makes a massive effort to help with chores on the little farm and happily collects eggs, honeycomb, well-water and garden produce.  This is an remarkable undertaking on Princess Zella’s behalf when considering her prior life in Castlegate.  Iain takes time off from building to make cheese, yogurt and bread and milk the goat herd.  Zella observes these activities keenly so that in time she can help here as well, however she observes the milking from a safe distance as she is fully aware that the farm animals mistrust her.  Each evening Zella delivers two baskets laden with Iain’s produce to Mrs. Todd, who is happy to sell this on her nephew’s behalf on her existing stall at the village market, where she sells preserves, baked goods, sauces and spices. 

Life in the grassy meadow in Wauchope Woods proves to be hugely gratifying for Zella. She chats with Iain endlessly at the end of their working day and in a few short weeks they get to know each other really well.  Zella begins to drop subtle hints about her life in Castlegate and is surprised at Iain’s nonplussed response to her strange tales and this encourages her to expand her stories.  She overlooks Queen Esmeralda’s warnings regarding discussing her true identity with mortal beings when it comes to Iain.

Zella blissfully chooses furniture, furnishings and accessories for her new home from local artisans. These items are a far cry from the elaborate decor of her family home.  Zella selects fabrics in subtle colours, colours taken from Nature.  Her furniture is sensible and comfortable.  Finally the day arrives for Zella to move in.  She packs up her meagre personal belongings in the attic room, intending to return for her dispensary items another day, but she finds her eagerness overwhelming and breaks the rules and flies to her new dwelling in daylight.  She drops softly to the ground just short of the meadow and walks the remainder of the way.  Zella does not realise that Iain has watched her descent, however, this is not such an out of the ordinary sight for him as he witnessed his great-grandmother fly when he was a young child.  He already knew Zella was different in an extreme way ….  Zella certainly was different, an enigma, one who could turn from lightness to darkness in a split second.
 
It turns out to be a relatively hectic day for Zella with various tradespeople delivering their wares.  Zella makes up her bed with her new pale green linen.  With the help of her wand she adds forest scenes to her beige scatter cushions as well as to her crockery before she stacks it into her kitchen dresser.  Her settee and chairs in the reception come living room receive similar treatment, but this time the decoration is an assortment of wildflowers.  Soft furnishings are plain but elegant. Princess Zella feels extremely satisfied with what she has created by herself, for herself.

Iain arrives on her doorstep towards the end of the day with a bunch of lavender and wild roses and an invitation to dine with him later that evening.  Zella takes great care readying herself for her date.  She dresses in a slinky emerald green gown that clings tightly to her body; this is an outfit intended to bedazzle.  One pop of her wand and her fingernails are an iridescent green colour and her eye shadow painted to match.  Another pop and her lips are a satiny black.  Silver jewellery matches her silver slippers.  Iain greets Zella at his door and ushers her into his sitting-room. Candles, interspersed with vases of flowers, perfumed and flickering, crowd the mantelpiece and side tables.  Zella looks at Iain lustfully.  It suddenly dawns upon her that she loves this man more than anything on this earth.  He walks towards her holding a flute of elderberry wine.  Zella reaches for the flute, Iain moves another step closer …  Zella gasps as Iain takes her in his arms and the wine glass shatters on the cobblestone floor beneath her feet.  She is overcome by passion and melts into his embrace.

Zella never did discover what was on the menu for dinner that night.  At dawn she wakes to find herself wrapped in Iain’s arms.  She reaches for his face and gently pulls it towards hers.  Their kiss is intense and heartfelt.  A light breeze floats through an open window and brushes gently over their nakedness.  They smile and laugh together and talk of breakfast.  Iain and Zella become practically inseparable from this day onwards.  Zella’s business in its new setting continues to thrive and Iain’s produce sells out, without the inconvenience of travelling to town.  Raven and Cat are delighted with their new living arrangements.

However one very pleasant afternoon when Iain and Zella are relaxing on the porch of Zella’s cottage, following the conclusion of business for the day, Zella is alerted by an all too familiar smell, Goblins !  Three to be exact.  They have teleported from the Kingdom of Hogsfeet hell-bent on achieving one thing and one thing only, that being to eliminate Zella and Zella knows this.  She stands to attention.  Her eyes flash red and her body trembles as she concentrates with all her might.  A violent current pulses through her body and erupts through her fingertips in the form of a stream of dazzling lightning bolts.  The Goblins vanish in an instant but remain very much alive.  Zella has chosen to teleport the gruesome trio back to Hogsfeet to report to their leader, she screeches loudly “do not tangle with me, ever again!”

Following this unworldly incident Zella has no choice but to offer an explanation to Iain.  Iain’s suspicions regarding Zella’s true identity were all but confirmed.  There were too many coincidences when he compared Zella to his great-grandmother, Irena Hasler.  As it turned out Iain was aware that Irena came to the village of Little Oxley from a mysterious location and that she was in fact a witch.  However his family had strictly forbidden him to speak of his great-grandmother’s background and he had never done so until this time.  He discussed his beloved great-grandmother, with Zella who was dumbfounded upon hearing Iain’s revelation.  Despite this awareness Iain had sorely underestimated Zella’s capabilities and was visibly shaken when she eradicated the Goblins in such a fierce manner.  He struggled further with the idea that such vile creatures came from Zella’s homeland.  What sort of place could this be and what impact did it have on Zella?  Besides flying, he had never witnessed his great-grandmother do anything more than simple magic with her wand, he had no idea whatsoever that she and Zella had teleported via a mystical portal from a parallel dimension.  Iain felt immensely threatened by this new knowledge.  More than anything he wondered if Zella, a princess afterall, was simply amusing herself momentarily.  Zella reassures Iain that this is not so and declares that she loves no one more.  Zella cannot imagine a life without him.  She decides to return home immediately to advise her parents of her decision to marry Iain and devote her life to him in Wauchope Woods. 

Zella gathers up a few essential items, together with Cat and Raven.  For the first time in her life, Zella experiences true sadness.  She clings tightly to Iain, tears mingle as their faces press together, one last passionate kiss and Zella wrenches herself from Iain’s firm grasp.  She prepares herself to teleport back to Castlegate.  Iain watches as her shimmering body vaporises and disappears from sight.  He feels nothing but emptiness.  Iain first saw Zella, from a safe distance, the day she peered into his living room window.  He was stunned by her exquisite beauty.  He walked hesitatingly towards his cottage, he was frighted he would scare her away, like a skittish deer.  As he walked towards Zella he was temporarily blinded by the dazzling glare of the sinking sun.  When his vision readjusted she was gone.  For a moment or two Iain thought maybe Zella was a figment of his imagination but in his heart of hearts he knew he would see her again and when this happened he would do everything within his power to keep her near.

Queen Esmeralda and Prince Olaf are thrilled to have Zella return home so much earlier than anticipated.  Zella’s extended family gather to celebrate her return. At the end of an intense day all round, Zella finally gets the opportunity to talk to her mother alone, in her private living quarters, but before Zella has a chance to speak her mind, her mother falls into a violent rage, so extreme that the walls around her vibrate and unsecured objects swirl haphazardly overhead.   Esmeralda was unable to tune in to her daughter’s subconscious mind until she was totally isolated from all others and their thoughts.  The skill to read minds, was one unique to Queen Esmeralda.  

Esmeralda is horrified to learn that Princess Zella has formed an intimate relationship with a mere mortal.  She reminds Zella of her duty as next in line to the throne.  Although she was afforded the right to a probationary term like all witches of her age, there was a tacit agreement that Zella would return to her land of birth, as a mature and wiser witch, and with her unique powers protect the Kingdom of Castlegate from any further attempts of invasion, or if necessary, lead Castlegate into battle.  Zella is stunned by her mother’s anger but more so by the fact that she is aware of her relationship with Iain.  Esmeralda could have possibly teleported to Little Oxley to spy on her but interaction with the probationary witches is strictly forbidden and she knows with certainty that her mother would never break the laws of the Coven. Zella opens her mouth to protest but Esmeralda’s roar drowns out Zella’s stuttering voice.  The sixth sense of a very wise and experienced Queen visualises a seed, a germinated seed  ….  Zella has committed the ultimate transgression, she is pregnant with the child of a human.  Zella is completely surprised at her mother’s revelation as she had not considered this possibility, but she welcomes the idea instantly and is filled with joy.  However her happiness is short lived when it slowly dawns upon her that she has unwittingly placed herself in a truly compromising position.  Zella will not be able to teleport back to Little Oxley as it would be too risky for her unborn child.  She would more likely than not miscarry.  She is trapped here in Castlegate until her child is born.  Zella begs her mother to send a message to Iain to explain her predicament but her mother refuses.

Grief stricken Zella immediately moves back into her designated living quarters within the Royal castle.  The midwife who will care for her throughout pregnancy and delivery is the only individual Zella allows into her chambers, but then nobody else attempts to see her.  Zella is hugely relieved to find that her vast dispensary remains intact.  She has no real desire to eat but knows she must for the sake of her unborn child.  She brews healthy teas and accepts a tray left at her door daily with a selection of nuts, greens, dried fruit and a jug of goat’s milk. 

Zella occupies herself through the day by writing heartfelt letters to Iain which proves to be somewhat therapeutic for her.   She also continues with her ongoing interest in alchemy and witchcraft.  Her knowledge in this branch of witchcraft grows exponentially.

All inhabitants of the Royal Castle routinely retire to their bedrooms at midnight.  Zella uses this opportunity to leave her quarters with Raven and Crow without fear of being intercepted by anyone.  She flies down to the garden below and walks amongst the shrubs and flower beds to collect fresh chamomile, camellia leaves and other  herbs for her tea making.  The night air is crisp and the sky above the Kingdom’s dome overflows with glittering stars and a bright flaxen coloured full moon.  On such a night there is no need for fairy dust, a soft mellow light covers the Kingdom of Castlegate.

Most nights Zella follows one of the numerous trails leading away from the castle into Faie Forest where she spends at least an hour or two wandering with Raven and Crow.  The woods are dark and brooding; the trees and undergrowth, scurrying animals and birds in flight are merely silhouettes against a pale night sky.  In daylight the forests trees can be seen to be entwined with a prolific invasion of ivy, and beautiful, brightly coloured lilies and bromeliads.  Springs percolate and overflow into small ponds full of life, home to frogs, fish and other strange amphibians.  Birds on long legs wade through aquatic plants, some with gigantic flower heads and even larger bright red stamens.  A creek winds it’s way around the forest floor passing beneath a collection of charming stone bridges.  Miniature Waterfalls cascade at intervals in the creek rushing over boulders smothered in a kaleidoscope of ferns, mosses, lichens and an endless variety of miniature orchids.  Tiny winged critters can be seen jumping in and out of the water.  This is where the fairies of Castlegate live, just as folklore frequently reports, amongst the fungi and algae clinging to rocks and low overhanging tree boughs.  Their weeny homes, contained inside the large red speckled mushrooms growing along the creek banks, are extravagant in every sense of the word, but as one can easily imagine, they are minuscule in comparison to the homes of the Castlegate Coven.  This is Zella’s happy-place, she loves the Faie Forest, perhaps even more than Wauchope Woods. 

Meanwhile back in Wauchope Woods Iain waits impatiently for Zella’s return.  He becomes dejected and his confidence wanes.  “What if Zella has changed her mind and has decided to remain in Castlegate, but then maybe she has missed the mark and teleported further away than usual from Little Oxley, but this could be easily rectified, being the person she is.  Perhaps her parents have prevented her return”, so many thoughts to process.

In spite of her underlying grief of vast proportion the months pass by reasonably quickly for Zella.   She enjoys the miracle of pregnancy and six months later she gives birth to a baby boy.  Zella is smitten, he is the spitting image of his father, with olive skin, dark curly hair and large brown eyes.  Zella names him Jarek Iain Hasler, but all is not as it should be.  Jarek’s birth was difficult and Zella’s recovery is slow.  For the moment she is too weak to consider returning to Little Oxley.  The outcome of a birth from a mix of a supernatural and human parent, usually proves to be detrimental to the mother and this appears to be the case for Zella who grows increasingly sickly.  Zella has no visitors whatsoever and has to admit that this has disappointed her more than she anticipated.

Three weeks after the birth of Jarek, Esmeralda storms unannounced into Zella’s chambers and snatches her grandson from his cradle.  Zella is still far too frail to argue, besides she believed her mother would fall in love with her grandson at first sight, just as she did, but no!  Esmeralda blames the infant for Zella’s current demise and wants nothing to do with him, conceived unnaturally, according to her and the laws of Castlegate. The Queen teleports to Little Oxley with Jarek strapped to her back in a haversack.  It doesn’t take her long to discover where Iain lives and she heads off into Wauchope Woods following directions given by trusting villagers.

She finds a heavy-hearted Iain sitting on his porch.  He jumps to attention when he first sees Esmeralda, a rare beauty, exceptionally tall in stature, milky white skin, ruby lips and jet black hair.  For a split second he believes it is Zella.  His heart sinks when he realises it is not but Esmeralda needs no introduction, she has to be Zella’s mother.  She unpacks Jarek from his haversack and pushes the squirming infant against Iain’s chest.  Esmeralda’s explanation is succinct, “you are the father of this child, named Jarek Iain Hasler by his mother Princess Zella who has chosen to remain in Castlegate with her family, where the presence of a halfling is forbidden.”  Iain stares blankly at Esmeralda, too shocked to respond. “How can this be”, he thinks.  Esmeralda makes a quick but dramatic exit, an ear-splitting shriek precedes a series of blinding flashes and a smoky haze fills the vacuum left by her departing body.
 
Zella is inconsolable.  Her relationship with her mother has never been ideal but she sees this as the ultimate betrayal, how could she dispose of her own grandson so easily.  A halfling is not forbidden to live in Castlegate although life there would unquestionably be difficult for such a being, not that Zella is aware that Queen Esmeralda has lied to Iain about this.

Raven and Cat fuss around the bedside of their mistress very much concerned for her well-being.  Milk leaks from Zella’s swollen breasts, she yearns intensely for her baby to suckle and take nourishment from her body.  The midwife doses Zella with  an elixar to dry up her breast milk.  A couple of day’s later, just as predicted by Esmeralda, Zella begins to feel better, that is physically, but not mentally.  In a couple of day’s time she gets up for the first time since the birth of her son.  Zella is angry beyond words.  Initially she lacks the strength to cast the simplest of spells, even with the aid of her wand, but bit by bit Zella regains her health and her witching prowess.  By the time she returns to her former self her frustration and anger are at boiling point.  From the balcony of her upstairs apartment Zella wreaks havoc, with no remorse, on the village below.  All types of merchandise and produce are swept from the village market stalls to join a whirlpool of cauldrons, firewood, water-barrels and broomsticks hurtling around the village.  Window panes are smashed, tiles fly from rooftops and the villagers scramble to escape the maelstrom.  Finally Zella’s vexation subsides but then the village is bombarded with hundreds of objects thudding back to earth. 

Esmeralda and Olaf visit her shortly after she retreats from her balcony.  Truth be known they were both wary of her and after Esmeralda’s initial response to Zella’s situation they had chosen to stay away from their daughter during her confinement.  Quite possibly Zella would not have seen them anyway but her parents did not want to provoke their extremely powerful and volatile daughter.  The Queen pleaded with 
Zella to forget Jarek, who, as a halfling, would struggle to lead a normal life in either world.  Esmeralda states emphatically that Jarek will never be permitted to reside in Castlegate.  Esmeralda soon realises that her pleas are falling on deaf ears, Zella will do as she pleases.  Prince Olaf is silent throughout the conversation.  Zella is decidedly disappointed that her father is kowtowing to her mother, yet again, as she feels her father would at least listen to her side of the argument and what’s more deep down she believes her father would have accepted his grandson as just that.  Prince Olaf was very much Queen Esmeralda’s subordinate, in a world where the maternal lineage is far superior to the paternal.  Esmeralda saw her duty as first and foremost to the monarchy, family came a poor second.

As soon as her parents depart her company Zella prepares to teleport back to Little Oxley.  She alerts Raven and Cat who stand with her as she slowly transcends into a trance like state, softly murmuring incantations all the while.  Zella enters her portal, whirling downwards through a funnel of darkness and light.  She emerges into the world of mankind in Wauchope Woods not far from her cottage, her home.  She flies to Iain’s door and knocks loudly and impatiently.  She hears Jarek crying and leans forward to lift the latch but the door creaks open before she has a chance to do so.  She is greeted by a young and pretty girl cradling her son in her arms. 

Zella is outraged and instantly consumed with jealousy.  She snatches her son from the stranger’s grasp.  Her body tenses, she hisses and growls like a deranged animal.  A dazzling stream of fiery, sparkling particles enters the body of the stranger, her death is instantaneous.  Zella falls to her knees wailing uncontrollably, she pulls her son tightly to her chest, he squirms and cries.  “How could he do this to us, replace me so quickly … “

Moments later Iain appears from the woods behind his cottage.  He runs towards Zella but as he strides across the meadow he catches sight of the lifeless body at her feet.  He shoves Zella and Jarek to one side and kneels to lift the body of the young girl into his arms and begins to sob.  Zella’s jealousy grows more intense.  “Does this girl mean more to Iain than she does?”  Iain tears Jarek away from Zella.  She screams at Iain hysterically asking for an explanation “how could you forget me so quickly, how could you doubt that I would return to you?”  Iain meets her gaze with a look of pure hatred.  “You have just murdered my sister, our son’s godmother.”  Zella reaches for Iain but he pushes her away.  She begs for forgiveness but Iain is not interested.  “I will never forgive you for taking the life of my dearest sister … you are a heartless monster … you are never to set foot in Wauchope Woods again and under no circumstances are you to have anything to do with Jarek.”

Overcome by guilt, Zella flees into Wauchope Woods, her head spinning with frantic thoughts.  She could take Jarek by force but where would they go, certainly not back to Castlegate, besides Zella had no desire to agitate Iain any further.  Zella is grief-stricken, she has never experienced such pain.  She wanders aimlessly along one of the many tracks crisscrossing Wauchope Woods until the pathway runs beneath scrambling vegetation and peters out.  Zella stumbles from the path into the dense undergrowth, her clothes and bare arms snagging on prickly brambles.  The forest thickens considerably from hereon-in, gigantic oak trees towering above the forest floor block the sunlight; Zella trudges onwards in semi darkness.  A colony of bats fly around her, a screeching black cloud of menace.  Giant moths land in her tangled hair attracted by the dim light now radiating from her wand.  Her misery is all consuming.

Some days later, having failed to eat or sleep, Zella emerges from the forest covered in grime, her gown tattered and torn and her body lacerated and bleeding.  Ironically she finds herself back where her journey began a few days earlier.  Her cottage had been boarded up, by Iain no doubt, but with a flick of her wand she gains entry. There is a certain degree of comfort for Zella being here in the home she created for herself, and Iain as it turned out.  She lays on her bed and falls into a deep, deep sleep and doesn’t wake until the following day.  With a mug of herbal tea warming her chilled hands Zella sits at her kitchen table to contemplate her future.  After much deliberation she decides that her only choice is to return to Castlegate where she will be accepted by her parents without her son.  Zella reluctantly reminds herself that by way of her heritage she is duty bound to the Castlegate Coven.  She comes to the conclusion that she is being punished for her extreme disloyalty.  As the prophesied witch with the power to control the Lower World she was prepared to leave Castlegate in an exceedingly vulnerable position when the Hogsfeet Goblins attacked again, as they inevitably would.  The Goblins, now with a herd of wyverns at their disposal, could prove to be the biggest challenge for the Coven since its settlement in Castlegate, but of greater priority for Zella was Jarek’s welfare.  Her presence in his world could ultimately threaten his safety as well as Iain’s.  They would both be better off without her in their lives.

Before Zella leaves for Castlegate she casts a spell over her cottage to ensure it is disturbed by no one, with one exception, Jarek, if he is ever so inclined.  Zella writes a lengthy letter to her son and weighs it down with a heavy gold amulet that she takes from around her neck. She writes of her love for him and explains with honesty why she left him behind in Wauchope Woods.  Time only will tell if Jarek inherits his mother’s supernatural powers but it is distinctly possible because of his bloodline.  Zella watches as her spell begins to work.  Thick ropey vines, leaves and tendrils stretch, crackle and slither across the cottage.  Within minutes it has completely disappeared beneath a tangled web of greenery.  Zella walks away reassured that her home is now impenetrable.  If she cannot have the pleasure of living here then no one else can. 

With her work in Wauchope Woods now complete Zella freshens herself and returns to the Kingdom of Castlegate with a heavy, heavy heart.  With Zella’s realisation that she must accept her moral obligation to the Castlegate Coven she becomes a model citizen and member of the Royal family.  Her passionate obsession with alchemy and witchcraft continues to dominate her way of life and in time she becomes chief adviser on such matters.  However despite Zella’s apparent about-face her allegiance remained first and foremost to Jarek and Iain.  When Jarek was an infant she secretly visited Wauchope Woods late at night and plucked her sleeping son gently from his crib.  Zella would rock him tenderly and hum ancient lullabies until the early hours of the morning.  Jarek would smile at her whenever he woke.  Zella would brush past Iain as she departed.  She was tempted to use witchcraft to soften his approach towards her but Zella realised that there would be no chance of reconciliation if Iain were ever to guess what she had done. 

When Jarek is older, Zella learns to crossover to her son’s world in such a way as to remain invisible to humankind and is exceedingly comforted by her certainty that her son is aware of her presence.  She lives in hope that somewhere in the future Iain might forgive her for her erroneous ways and that they may be reunited as a family.  Zella can never bring Jarek to Castlegate as long as her parents are alive …. but that could change when she becomes Queen.  Esmeralda and Olaf push Zella to marry and provide them with another heir. She reminds her parents that they already have a second heir, Jarek, their grandson.
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