Nandor gripped the smooth varnish of the pull-down ladder leading into the attic. Above, a dark opening
 lured him to put his foot on the bottom rung. “Grandpa! Do you need a hand up there?”

A sharp clicking noise came from the hole, and a light appeared in the opening
. Nandor scurried up the ladder and pushed himself to a kneeling position on the rough wooden floor. Holding a freshly lit candle, Grandpa stood before him near a circular window on the far side of the attic
. The candle’s soft glow revealed piles upon piles of crates and old pieces of wooden furniture. As Grandpa stepped closer, the fringes of his white hair turned an orangey hue
. Above, darkness engulfed the peak of the ceiling, too high for the candlelight to reach
. 

Grandpa
 beamed. “Welcome to the adventurous world of stories.” His eyes glinted as he repositioned a chair and then placed the candle on a crate. He sat and motioned for Nandor to join him.

Nandor chuckled and kept his head low to avoid the darkness above. He made his way to a chair near his grandfather where a small maple box sat. He gingerly picked up the glossy hardwood box and fiddled with its intricate silver clasp.

Grandpa waved his arms. “There’s
 a lot of cobwebs up here. I’ve had a few run-ins with spiders
. Ugh. Nasty blighters they can be.” He got up from his chair and stomped his foot heavily. “Ah, there’s one less of the little buggers.”

Nandor smiled
 and tried to refocus on the box. 

“Spiders can get big you know,” Grandpa said. “Only if you let them of course. It takes a very long time. Only the oldest ones can get big.” He wiped his hands on his pants. 

“What’s the largest spider you’ve seen Grandpa?” The box’s clasp clicked.
“Wonderful! It looks like you’ve found my box.” Grandpa sat once again. “Look inside!”

Nandor opened the box. His fingers brushed against a purple velvet cloth on the inside. He gently unravelled
 it, revealing a small golden ring thatthat  seemed to glow slightly in the candlelight; or was it? The more he stared at it, the more it seemed to be surrounded by a aurora of silver luminescence. He set a finger close
 and breathed deeply, “It looks magical.”

“That’s because it is!” Grandpa replied. 

Nandor laughed. Grandpa was always cooking up fantastical stories of giant spiders, and giants, and giant quests, but magic? This was new. “A magical ring you say
.” Nandor picked up the ring. It was cool to the touch. “Where did you get it?”

“Ah, I’m glad you asked.” Grandpa’s smile was massive but suddenly grew calm
, and then he became serious. “This story is about the time one of our ancestors was about to start fighting in the great Essenus War.”

Nandor leaned back in his chair to relax; this was going to be good. 

Grandpa rubbed his hands together. “Where should we begin? Ah, yes, at the beginning!” 

Eldin’s parents walked side by side along the forest trail. Richard, the father, carried a small clay pot which held a glowing plant, while Lauren carried a small grey cot which held a growing baby. Eldin was this baby and his parents were walking through the red hued maples and tall white birch trees toward the sacred mountain forge. 

You may ask me what this glowing plant Richard held was all about. It is very important, but you will find out about it later. For now, all you need to know is that the plant is sacred and is known as Essenus. It was a gift to humanity ages ago. 

The descending sun shimmered ahead to the right of the pathway. It threatened to eclipse behind the mountain ahead. Richard leaned over to his wife, “We will have to quicken our pace to reach the forge by nightfall.”

As they hustled along, the pair made sure to keep their legs bent to avoid disturbing either the plant or the child. The pair exited the forest just as the sun clipped the horizon. Before them was a tall hill, with a dark path that led to the entrance to the forge. Richard whispered something to the Essenus plant and stroked it’s thick stem. He ran his finger along the stem to one of the plant’s large broadleaves. It had a total of three large leaves. As he did this the plant’s white glow increased tremendously, revealing the aforementioned pathway. Little baby Eldin squealed with one of those cute happy baby sounds that nobody can describe in words. Lauren laughed and cuddled the child. 

“It looks like the Essenus has brought him joy,” said Richard. “That is a good sign. His heart is already filling with loyalty and love.” 

They moved forward along the pathway; to the right was a deep valley, and to the left lay large craggily rocks. In the middle, they walked on a clean pathway wide enough for two horses to walk
 side by side. 

“Do you think the forge-master will be awake still?” Lauren asked. The muffled noise of the rhythmic beat of a hammer on metal began.

Richard laughed. “The priest told us that arriving with the descended sun is best, but we mustn’t keep him waiting.”

They reached the entrance, which was the size of a standard doorframe without the door. Warm air blew from the interior and mingled with the cooler evening air. 

Richard looked at his wife holding little Eldin who chirped happily and raised his hands toward the warm air. The family stepped inside together. 
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