The scarecrow jumped down from its resting place on the high peeks of Urgath Mountains, extending its full wingspan and allowing the strong winds to carry him forward. He flow above the treetops which marked the end of the ancient elven home of the Starflower clan. The heavy smoke that earlier this week poured out of the forest had now dimnished to barely noticed. The scarecrow let the winds steer him towards the human settlement of Ariana, above its good smelling taverns and their small cottages.

The young elf was resting in the hammock watching a scarecrow pass by overhead. ’This aint right…’ he said to nobody in particular.

His elven friend who stood nearby chopping wood heard him, and put down the axe. Rohan made a loud sigh and started for the hammock to explain this, once again. The elf heard him, and quickly said ’Oh, no, uncle. I know why we have to be on the run. I was talking about this competition. Instead of lying here and doing nothing, I should be training, as all the other humans are doing right now. Yes, I know. You have told me already. My parents gave me a very good teacher while we still lived in our beloved home in the Urgath Forest. But it isn’t fair, is it?” Rohan made a slight twitch No, it isn’t fair. You should not even be in this competition…
’We really need the price money, Tyro, and then get further away from our home, away from the brutal savages that…’ killed your whole family; he didn’t have the guts to complete what he was about to say. ’As for your laziness’ he didn’t have the time to finish his sentence before Tyro sighed, and fully understood him. He got up from the hammock and stretched his whole body and muscles and got started on the wood. Tyro had done this kind of laboring before, he easily hefted the axe in both his hands and chopped down on three wood pieces stapled on each other, in one swing.

Rohan was one of the guards of the Starflower clan, and had freely taken the responsibilty of Tyro, making sure he reached adulthood and to keep him away from avenging his family. As a guard he knew many things about pain, but not all pain could be ignored. Each time he looked at Tyro he crumpled inside. Oh, Tyro, your life hasn’t even begun yet…
They arrived at the town center exact on time. The wizard up on the plateau had just begun read aloud the competiotioners, making sure everyone had arrived. ‘I am all sour after that chopping, its your fault if I fail this competition’ Tyro growled…

Rohan turned at this, and smiled. ‘I have full faith in you, my boy. You will win this competition, I am sure of that.”

   “How can you be so sure? These are highly respected adept wizards. They have been trained since birth for this.”

Rohan simply returned a smile. Because we are cheating, my friend, you are not really allowed to be here. He didn’t like to keep secrets from his friend, only friend. But sometimes it was necessary. You are not ready yet, still to young.
‘To young for what uncle?’ Tyro asked, looking at Rohan. He was so deep in thought he hadn’t noticed he said that last part aloud.

‘Oh, nothing my boy. My mind was wandering, that’s all.’ Even with 150 years behind you, you are to young.
The wizard on the plateau had not listed all the partiticipants, including Tyro of Urgath Forest. They all gathered on the large plain grassland behind the town, where different obstacles had been raised. This was a contest between mages; wizards and sorcerers.

Hector who Tyro had met earlier was first out to try his powers on the first obstacle. His long brown cloak fluttering in the wind, he stood firmly before the log that protruted up from the ground. The mission was to, in any way, get the log out of the ground.

Tyro stood a few feets back, looking at Hector. I know you Hector, you will use your mind, and you will fail. That log requires more than a telekinetic punch to move. Rohan was watching Tyro, and in spite of himself, he was smiling.

Hector was accessing the arcane forces to bring forth power to life the log from its place with telekinetic powers. Before he was done, he were sweating and time was soon up. Hector knew this was coming, this was his third time he failed at this test. The other wizards were not all doing as bad. Most of them succeeded the first obstacle, some using tactic, others using pure strenght of power.

Tyro favored the latter of the two. When it was finally his turn, he stationed himself before the uprised log, his red shining cloak fluttering in the wind, showing some of his elven-made clothes. I will show them strenght. And so he grabbed the log with both his hands, and drew on the arcane forces and pushed it out his arms, folding the magic around his arms, his hands, and the log. He placed on of his foots in front of the other for better balance, and closed his eyes. His hard labor as a child was really helping him now; he tensed, tightened his muscles and forcefully lifted the log out of the ground and helt it high above his head, smiling of triumph.
Adam stepped forth. ‘I thought elves were generally weaker than us humans’ he said, while eying Tyro.

   ‘Yes, generally you are right Adam. But there are exceptions for us all, right?’ he responded. I will beat you at the last test, Adam.
The competition continued, obstacle after obstacle they fought against each other, to be the victorius. There were now three mages left for the last test. A test were they would each summon one creature of their own choice, and the leader would judge the winner based on rarity and control of the summoned creature. Adam, Alexia, and Tyro. They would all start at the same time, to summon a creature and maintain control of it. Adam started with conjuring a mountain wolf, which he slowly took control of, and maintained it for the duration. Alexia was good with magic, but not as good at focusing, and she knew that. This would be her hardest test. She needed to summon something unique but still weak minded enough to maintain control over it. She finally decided upon summoning an eagle, that sure would impress everybody. True enough, she summoned an eagle and the crowd gasped. But it was short lived, for the eagle started to attack its summoner. This overwhelmed Alexia to a point, before she could inspire some calmness into the scared eagle.

‘Phue, that was close,’ she sighed. Tyro 

bah! Summoned an small earth elemental and ruled their asses!

.

