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           Breath rushed from my lips in quick, short gasps, turning to mist in the frosty air. I’d successfully foiled the
Ice Witch’s plans, and she was determined to capture me. As I ran full tilt through the snow-covered pine forest, I
heard a long, bone-chilling howl from close behind. The fear it inspired pushed me to go even faster.
            I broke through the line of trees into a small clearing. Pouring on more speed, I had almost reached the
opposite edge when I tripped on a rock, sending myself straight into a snowdrift. Ignoring the fresh pain in my palms,
I struggled to my feet, already knowing it was too late. Sure enough, I found myself surrounded by the Ice Witch’s
minions, the Guard-hounds.
            Guard-hounds resembled wolves that stood on two feet. Covered by a thick, shaggy, silver coat, they were
well protected from the cold. Their fangs and curving claws, as well as their heightened senses, made them fierce
warriors. And they were extremely loyal to their mistress. 
            This all meant that there was no way I could fight or outrun them. One stepped forward, its hungry eyes
meeting mine. It was General Wulf, leader of the Guard-hounds. He gave a bark, an order. I felt a sharp pain in the
back of my head as one of them clubbed me. I tumbled backwards as my vision faded to black.
            I woke hours later, my head a muddled mess. I cracked my eyes open, finding a world that looked much
like my head, and saw a flutter, an edge of blueish-white fabric. As soon as I realized what I had just seen, I sat up
and shook my head to clear it. I had to have all my wits about me if I was going to speak with her.
            The Ice Witch had been a young girl when she first found the jewels, barely in womanhood. Her village had
initially shunned her when she returned with her new unearthly power, but they had quickly been pushed into
submission. Now she was middle-aged and controlled the entire kingdom.
            “I see you failed in your attempt at rebellion,” sneered the Ice Witch.
            “No, Mother, I did not,” I replied, “I destroyed the jewels.”
            “Do not speak to me in that tone, boy!” she thundered. Then she paused for a moment, smoothing her
skirts. In a restrained voice, the Ice Witch continued. “No matter what you did, it can be reversed. All that is lost
can be found.”
            “Have you forgotten who I am, Mother?” I said in an equally level tone. “You did not call me by my name.”
            “You are no son of mine. You do not deserve the name which I gave you! And you have no right to lecture
me.”
            “How is what you’ve done not wrong?” I asked, all efforts to keep a calm voice gone. “No matter what
power those jewels promised you, nothing is worth so much death. Don’t you-”
            “Stop!” The Ice Witch turned away. “I will hear no more from this child. Get him out of my sight. Maybe he
will reconsider his point of view after some time in the dungeon.”
            The waiting Guard-Hounds grabbed my arms. I allowed them to drag me out of the throne room, and all the
while, I could feel the cold gaze of the Ice Witch on the back of my neck.
            The door to my cell clanged closed, leaving me locked in the icy room. And when I say icy, I mean that the
walls, floor, and ceiling of the cell were made of perma-ice. The cold made me shiver, but I couldn’t make any
attempt to escape yet. So, I sat down against the wall to wait.
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            It had been a while since the Guard-hounds tossed me in the cell, and it wasn’t getting any warmer. I’d
waited until the prison had quieted down, but now I stood up and walked to the bars. Placing my hand on them, I



closed my eyes and remembered what I learned from the book. Within minutes, I could feel the ice melt into a
stream of water that traveled down my arm. Shaking it to get the water off, I stepped from the cell and quickly
located the stairs.
            I bounded up them as fast as I could, shoving open the door at the top and bursting into a hallway full of icy
tapestries. It was empty, full of a feeling of loneliness and, of course, cold.
             I took a deep breath and ran all the way to the throne room. When I arrived, loud voices were echoing
from the room, so I tucked myself into the corner next to the door. Listening intently, I recognized the voices of the
Ice Witch, General Wulf, and The Librarian.
            The Librarian was tasked with serving the rulers of the kingdom of Faroe, sharing her vast knowledge with
them. She knew everything about the kingdom’s history and much more. Unfortunately for the old lady, the current
ruler was the Ice Witch. The Librarian considered the Ice Witch’s reign a blemish on the kingdom but was smart
enough not to say that when she was in the room.
            “I want you to tell me how exactly the boy destroyed the jewels and where!” the Ice Witch yelled at The
Librarian. “Surely one of your precious books will tell you that!”
“This information is too rare to be found in my library, Your Young Highness,” wheezed The Librarian.
“Well, where is it if not in a book?”
“Ahhhhhh, Your Fledgling Majesty, not everything is found in a book. Sometimes you have to look up here,” creaked
The Librarian, knocking a fist on her skull.
“Don’t disrespect me! Tell me what you know!” yelled the Ice Witch, looming over the hunched Librarian.
“Very well.” The Librarian closed her eyes. “To destroy jewels of ice, one would have to cast them into the heart of
their opposite.”
“Their opposite?” muttered the Ice Witch, looking to the heavens as if for guidance. “The opposite of ice is fire. Fire
that moves like water instead of sitting like an ice cube. The volcano!” she suddenly exclaimed, “That brat has
thrown my necklace into the Nui volcano!” She wheeled on The Librarian. “But how do I get it back?”
“You’ve had that necklace for a long time, my Budding Queen. It is as close to belonging to you as it ever could be.
You go to the volcano and call it to you. No volcano can truly destroy something that powerful.”
“I shall prepare a pack of Guard-hounds to go with you at once,” growled General Wulf. This was normal, as all
Guard-hounds favored their barking language to Faroen.
“We leave immediately,” said the Ice Witch as she swept from the throne room, forcing me to dive behind a huge
vase to avoid the swinging door.
I watched the three of them until they rounded the corner, then pulled myself out from between the vase and the wall
and followed not far behind. The Ice Witch could not get her hands on those jewels again!
As the Ice Witch stepped into the passage leading to the pegasi stables, I remembered something I had left in the
palace when I ran away. Turning quickly, I sprinted silently through the halls and up to my room. Opening the drawer
and pulling out the false bottom, I grabbed the book I found there.
It was given to me by The Librarian, and it held all the secrets of the Ice Witch’s necklace, including how to destroy
it. The Librarian had lied before when she said that information wasn’t in a book. She couldn’t rebel against the
leader of the kingdom, but she had promised when the time was right she would join me.
Quickly taking one last look at my childhood home, I ran back to the stables and saddled a pegasus. Taking to the
sky, I settled in for a long flight.
 

3
                        The pegasus and I finally touched down near Nui volcano. The ride had taken longer than I
expected. The Ice Witch had a head start, so there was no time to lose. Quickly, I tied the pegasus’s halter to a
tree. I couldn’t have it tramping after me.
            I wanted to run to catch up with the Ice Witch’s party, but I had to be stealthy. I stayed off the trail.
Moving as quietly as I could, I trotted through the ankle-deep snow that covered everything. Eventually I came
across a trail of large, four-toed prints, the tracks of a Guard-hound. 
Stepping over them, I ran through the trees. All need to be stealthy was gone. If I was close enough to come across
the fresh prints of a Guard-hound, then I needed to move fast, or they would find me.
            Finally, I arrived at the volcano. A few Guard-hounds were patrolling the base; General Wulf stood
watching at the top. Farther along, near the ring of the caldera, were the Ice Witch and The Librarian. The Ice
Witch’s eyes were closed and her hand was extended over the volcano. I had to stop her from summoning the
necklace.
            I waited until one patrolling Guard-hound had passed and another was still a ways away, then charged up
the volcano. General Wulf let out a bark of warning but was too far away to stop me. I just needed to grab the Ice
Witch’s hand and pull it away from the volcano. After that…well, I didn’t know what to do after that, but I had to



do something.
            So I surged up the slope and caught hold of her arm. And when I did, she turned toward me and met my
eyes. We stared at each other for a moment. Then her face split in a slow smile. In her hand were the jewels,
steaming from their time in the volcano.
            The Ice Witch pulled her arm from my grasp and gave a long cackle.
“Stay back!” she yelled to her forces. “I will deal with him myself.”
            Planting her hand firmly on my chest, she shoved me downhill. I hit the rocky ground halfway down the
incline, skidding painfully. When I looked up, I saw the Ice Witch standing at the crest, haloed by a fiery light.
            “You are weak!” she shouted at me. “Not worthy to be my successor. You are not my son. I reject you. I
reject your name. May it never cross my lips.”
Then she sent a huge, swirling wind towards me, full of snowflakes. It yanked me up from where I lay and sent me
crashing through the treetops for miles. It threw me to the ground and whisked away as suddenly as it had come.
Through a haze of pain I looked up and saw a blast of purple light from the direction of the volcano. Then I slipped
out of consciousness.
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            I woke, light beginning to return to the sky. Much time had passed since I fought the Ice Witch. She was
certainly gone now. I looked hopelessly in the direction of Nui and was surprised to see that same purple light that I
had before. It made a huge dome over the volcano, trapping even the smoke inside. It might be trapping the Ice
Witch, too.
            I pushed myself up from the ground, gritting my teeth against the pain in my...well, everything. Grabbing at
my pack, I desperately pulled out the book. There had to be something I could do to get rid of the jewels
permanently. But I came to the last page of the book, with nothing to show for it. My shoulders slumped as I
fingered the last page. Then, the paper shifted under my fingers.
            The last two pages were stuck together! Carefully I pulled them apart and read the revealed words. It read,
‘A relic can be summoned by its latest wielder. So, the only way to permanently destroy a relic of the elements is to
destroy the most recent user in the same way.’ The world seemed to fade away, and my blood ran cold. To end
this...I needed to kill my mother.
            I had worked too hard for this to end now. I would find another way. And step one was to find out what
was going on at Nui. Ignoring the ache in my muscles, I started to run towards the volcano.
            I arrived, breathing hard from the long run, and my jaw dropped in astonishment. The purple dome encircled
the volcano, with the Ice Witch at the top. All around her were sleeping Guard-hounds, including General Wulf. She
was shooting a flurry of ice crystals at the barrier. Outside the dome was The Librarian, who appeared to be
creating it.
            She was glowing the same color as the dome, sweating as she expended effort to keep the Ice Witch
contained. Spotting me, she let out a sigh of relief.
            “About time!” The Librarian grunted. “You know what you have to do.”
            “But...I can’t.”
            She looked at me with pity. “I’m sorry, kid. I didn’t want to pick you, but no one else could do it. I believe
in you. Remember, this isn’t your mother. Not anymore. Not once she turned to evil in order to heal her heart after
the loss of your father. But...you’ve touched those jewels, you know that even a few seconds with them strains a
person's willpower to their limit. She’s...already gone.”
            Forcing myself not to cry, I nodded. I started to run. I passed right through the shield, moving through it
like it was water. The Ice Witch was so focused on the old woman she didn’t see me coming until it was too late.
            Somehow that was worse. The look of utter surprise, followed by anger. And then when I pushed her over
the side, jewels still in her hand, she looked so betrayed as she disappeared into the lava.
            I collapsed to the ground, sobbing. The Librarian had already disappeared. She had sent the Guard-hounds
back to their native land, a hundred leagues to the north. All around me things were changing. The snow from the Ice
Witch’s eternal winter was melting away. Everything the Ice Witch had done was gone. Along with her.
            A final chilly breeze ruffled my hair. Then a voice in the wind spoke. My mother’s voice. The one I
remembered from a better time, before the necklace had fully taken over and frozen her heart.
            “Sparrow…” It whispered. “Sparrow...I love you. Never forget that.”
            I stood up, wiping my eyes. It was good to hear my mother speak my name again. “I won’t, Mother. And I
won’t forget you.”


