The teacher looked at a pale teenaged girl in a front row seat and said, “How about you, Lizard?”

“I want to go to Lloyd’s Institute for Young Wizards when it comes time to go to collage.” Liz said. The class clown started the chuckles that engulfed the room. The teacher somehow managed to stay straight faced.

“Class, settle down.  Now, Lizard, how do you plan to get there and pay for your education?” 

“Where there is a will, there is a way, and I will find that way”

The teacher raised her eyebrow, and gaffed at her quote of the Wizards’ standard. “Everyone went? Good. Open your wizard manuals. The first one to find me the spell to make green light gets ten extra credit points.” Liz looked around at her laughing classmates before raising her hand. “Yes.”

“Fellow light, fellow light. 

Don’t be yellow light, yellow light.

Green is bright and very right.”

The teacher blinked and marked ten plus next to Liz’s name. The students silenced when the heard Liz say the right answer and saw the unopened manual on her desk. Liz lowered her eyes and flushed. She never liked speaking up in her class of buffoons. 

+++++

Liz muttered the spell that she had said earlier in class. Her will spread over her skin, causing goose bumps to appear on her hands, and collected in her upturned palm. A steady, bright green flame appeared an inch away from her palm.

Looking at it for a bit, she fed the day’s embarrassment and anger into it. The flame spurted up, flickered at her nose, and then settled down to its previous state. She swiveled her head about, but luckily not many dared the old park in any light, especially no light, like it was then.

“Pretty good for a Poorlenoer,” said a high-pitched voice. Liz looked again, but saw nobody. “You seem smart, guess where I am.” Upon realizing where the man must be, Liz looked up. A gawky, thin man draped in the mantels of wizardly leaned on an almost horizontal tree branch. Crumpled and dirty, his pointed hat fell down to the waist. “You found me.”

“He slipped down to the ground and shook the mysterious lady’s hand, giving it a soft kiss. Then he uttered, ‘Sweet lady, I am Lydro Machinit, and you?’”

“Huh?” said Liz as Lydro did what he narrated right before. 

“‘Once upon a time, in a kingdom far away, lived I who wanted to be a writer, but then the craft called me and I was forced to comply with their wishes. Now, I am forced to narrate but my own life.’ said the crazy old man.” 

Lydro stared in to Liz’s eyes, cupped his hands against his chest, and stepped back wards. A green flame, a lot like Liz’s, appeared over his hands. 

“Y…you are a Master Wizard, a nospeak!”  Stuttered Liz. Her eyes stayed fixed on the flame. “But, Why are you here? You should be in some castle with servants feeding you grapes. Not in the most rundown and haunted park of the poorest city in Yearld.”

 Narrating each action, he extinguished the flame, stepped forward, and nearly touched noses with Liz. “And then the Master Wizard said, ‘I am here to teach you.” A smile curved his lips, “to be a Master Wizard.”

Now, either four people review, or I am not posting chapter 2.                  

