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PROLOGUE
May I be as strong as the oak, but as supple as the willow.
May I be as changing as the winds, but as timely as the rains.
May I be as relentless as the sun, but shifting like the progression
of Saysuhns.
And may I find myself to be:
As constant as the evergreen, yet changing like the passage of
night and Dee.
- Kerathi Flower-Enchanter’s Mantra
 Faestivul of Coming Heat – Dee One of Five, 769 A.E. 
There could have been no better of a Dee for the birthing of a God
whose mother’s realm was the element of fire, a heat that came from
the world’s loins. From the home of the Gods she came, hurtling
through the sky, her fiery hair stretching behind her like a comet’s
tail. A Goddess fell to the world of mortals.
Greveth grimaced in pain; her stomach contorted as each massive
contraction became to come in greater frequency, only now
approaching a point where they were piled one after another.
As the pain grew to the point where it was barely tolerable even for a
Goddess, her flight across the sky over the Broken Crown grew more
erratic. She could barely keep her eyes open against the pain, and
with the harsh winds of the physical world’s highest reaches tearing
at her with gale forces, gusts that would rend a man into pieces, it
was hard to concentrate on her target where her son would be born:
The Eye of Tulis. Despite her worries, she would miss neither her
target nor the perfect time to arrive. Forces greater than the Dark
Pair or even the Pantheon of Gods themselves had taken over.
Nature and the world were working now, and the world was the work
of the Creator himself.
Across the world, people looked up at the startling omen they were
seeing, an omen about which there was bound to be speculation. In
Elegius, the reigning Empress Sanura II thought of it as a signal to
retake her lands and seize control of her destiny, crushing the
Aurean opposition in Cenalium and Aetheline. Of course, Sef, as her
ever-present and always encouraging shadow, echoed this
sentiment. In the broken and war-torn lands to the north, the
surviving Kerathi of the Westlichreich took this as a signal to
redouble their efforts against the invaders, while the Kerathi in the
Östlichreich, ever more circumspect than their brethren, took it as a
sign to renew their defenses, for the final battle would surely be
coming soon. In the lands of the Aynglicans, Sagira was already
planning how to use the event to their benefit, while Makan listened
quietly, unsure of why he felt so disquieted and afraid. While she

11

PERENNIALS
planned, Aynglican scientists, mystics, and leaders contemplated
what such an event meant for them, and few thought of the streak of
fire across the heavens as an omen of anything good, especially with
the possibility of war with the Aureans looming over them. As for the
Aureans, two of them, more than any others, considered what the
sign meant. Corydon and Iago both felt a trill of doubt accompanied
by a sudden lack of surety, and both revised their plans accordingly.
On Rummas, there were no doomsayers and proclaimers of the
coming end. The most sensitive among their people, those who were
most in touch with the world and their Gods, knew what was
happening. Under their lead, the city broke out into the biggest
throng citizens of any age had ever seen in Rummas’ long history.
Their God was coming. Yet if the Rumani were so elated by this
coming – at least until the waters around their isles began to churn
and boil with the upheaval of lost lands starting to resurface as
prophesied – the Muerans and their cousins in Far Muera were very
ill at ease. The waters rocked and great waves sprouted up as a
result of the unsettling of the land beneath the waters to the north.
Most telling of all was that Mount Loakea on the island of Kunoeha
began to smoke and rumble like a stomach greatly upset. Many
throughout the Mueran territories fled, even those among the
Landbound, many of which took to boats for the first time in Yarres.
Uleaut trackers and hunters on the ice floes of the far south, the
unmapped regions that are Waykes distant from the lands of the
Broken Crown, paused to look at the hints of fire in the sky to the
lands they had forsaken many Decayarres before. They couldn’t help
but wonder what would become of their fellow hunter who had left
with the group of foreigners that they had adopted into their hunting
group. They could not have known that at that very moment, in the
far northeast of the Broken Crown within the ruins of ancient
Ka’Shann, Tuari and Rolf stood over their convulsing body of their
Rumani companion. Only Nishan, whose eyes were full of rubycolored blood, truly knew what was happening.
Bedros and his three companions, nearly finished in their crossing
from Mehitte to Zaraig, stopped in mid stride. A communion of minds
opened with the two agitated herds on either end of the Broken
Crown, but could not be maintained, so unsettled were the minds of
the shamans. All they shared were the fears of cattle, with eyes
rolling to expose their whites, froth building at the corners of the
mouth around gnashing teeth, and the need to stampede in any
direction whatsoever.
Unaware of her impact on the peoples below, Greveth continued to
wrestle the winds. In her very pregnant state, she wasn’t the least bit
aerodynamic. Her breasts had swollen with her belly in this late
stage of pregnancy, and her face flushed hot despite the freezing
winds cocooning her in her descent. A few times she was thrashed
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about, perhaps by the efforts of the Dark Pair or by simple updrafts
and jet streams whose paths she intersected. Still she plummeted,
not the least bit worried about her landing. The earth and the fire
within it were hers, and they would reach out to embrace her, not pull
her down to her death or dash her body upon the land.
Uman shifted within his earthen womb of magma, a surfacing
motion that was the first of many horrifically painful moves he would
cause his mother before he breached the world itself to be released.
Greveth cried out, shutting her eyes against the agony. She was in
freefall for several Saycunds, unable to do anything, not even
breathe. When her eyes opened again and she righted her course, it
occurred to her how alone she was in this. Even her siblings, who
she could feel somewhere behind her, following her down to the
world, could not help her. In their long memories, the Gods had no
record of a God being born of another. They had just been made.
They had been. There was no birth, just the beginning of existence.
Birth was an alien concept to divinities, even if their subjects
frequently underwent the procedure.
“My son!” She howled, suffering as he pushed once more toward
the surface from the depths of the earth where the Ox-Men of long
ago had imprisoned his fetal being.
The world grew closer and sharper in view. She could make out the
details of the Broken Crown, covered in its Aurean pestilence to the
north and west – Maletos’ mismanagement in physical form. She
looked instead upon her mountains, the great but broken ring. Many
of them shook with her arrival, but none so much as in the southeast,
where the greatest volcano in the world trembled and smoked like a
child in a tantrum. As she fixed her eyes on the confluence of the
islands at the southern tip of Greveth’s Mercy, the island the people
had named for her, she got her first good look at the Eye of Tulis,
named for her younger brother. Within the confines of those rocky
isles, those waters churned and swirled until they were nothing more
than a vortex of whitish froth and foam splashing several Mayters
high.
As best she could, she jackknifed toward the Eye, stretching her
arms out in front of her. With her hair twirling about her in the bitter
winds, she pierced through Aaren’s element toward her land. She did
not have long to wait. It was almost as if the land was reaching out to
her, earnestly desiring and needing to have her more quickly. Like
two powerful magnets of opposing poles, they accelerated toward
each other, speeding up as they grew nearer to one another.
Then she hit the ground, and the whole world shuddered.
Walls cracked in dozens of cities, a few poorly constructed
buildings fell in Rihyas, houses built on stilts in the Mueran Belt
teetered and fell over, dust rose on the grasslands of the Amber
Plains, cups of water and wine upset on their breakfast tables in
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Aynglica, celebrators stumbled on Rummas, and lakes that had been
still like glass, where men fished in the morning light, suddenly had
ripples racing across them. Greveth struck on the roundish island on
the southern side of the Eye, but the effects of the impact were felt
even on the Forsaken Islands to the west of the Crooked Ridge, in
Ka’Shann where Anthea still slept, and in the caves where Chione
and Dacian explored the tunnels on the island to the west of
Maethlin.
Greveth had struck the ground with the force of a bomb, and yet
she was unharmed. Around her, the black rock steamed and glowed
where it had melted into glass, though there were places where the
glass still lay in molten pools, having not yet solidified. Ten thousand
gulls and fishing birds had just winged aloft to flee the isle and the
islets around her, squawking and fleeing for their lives. For several
Kilomes around her impact, fish floated to the surface, stunned by
the shockwave caused by her crash. Many were sucked into the
vortex of waters within the Eye of Tulis, where they sparkled red,
green, silver, and gold in the twirl of waves.
Lying on her back with her knees bent, her stomach seized
suddenly as if someone had punched her in a downward motion in
an attempt to move the God, who was within her in spirit, yet within
the world physically, toward her birth canal. She bit through her lip,
and shook her head back and forth, gasping to breathe. Her blood
sizzled on the searing heat of the stone beneath her. A Goddess’
blood had not graced the land in recent memory, and she could not
have known its immediate effects, even if the Ox-Men on Lesser
Aynglica trembled and some threw themselves from the land to
drown in the waters off its coasts.
There was a flare of pain through the center of her being, a tearing
in her middle as Uman’s hand breached his captive womb within the
world. At the center of the vortex, through tears that choked her
vision, she could see a golden hand reaching out. Crying in joy and
simple anguish from what she was enduring, she pushed again, as
birth requires. Uman used his free hand to widen the hole in the
world, rending it open until he could fit both hands through. The act
was instinctual. He did not know that he was tearing his mother open
even as he was breaching the cage that the Ox-Men had fashioned
around a splinter of the Creator so long ago. They had hoped it
would never become a God as it was now.
Greveth convulsed, all of her muscles straining to be tense at once.
Her face was drawn until cords stood out like ropes on her neck and
shoulders, and her fingers and toes curled like claws. Her toenails
and fingernails cracked and tore as she fought to free this child from
her womb. She pushed again. Uman stretched the world open
farther, pushing it aside to allow his head and shoulders to escape its
captivity. It was then that Greveth first saw her son’s face, and she

14

PERENNIALS
loved him in that very moment. It was a mother’s love, the same love
a craftsman feels for something he has made, and also the love
someone feels for a thing of beauty. Even without seeing all of him, it
was clear that Uman was breathtakingly perfect. With the next few
pushes, Uman cleared his chest, his hips, and then his legs from the
earth. It was nearly complete, and he was almost completely free –
all but his left foot.
Tulis and Marceaupo arrived at that moment, crashing into the
vortex of the Eye with a pair of staggering blows, that, if not
individually equal to the crash Greveth had made alone, might have
equaled it when taken as a combined effort. Uman staggered,
bending backward at an unnatural angle, with his left foot still
trapped in the womb of the earth. A terrible cracking sound went up
as his ankle shattered. While Greveth wailed helplessly, wanting to
help her son but too incapacitated to do anything, the three of them
struggled and thrashed about, the God of the Inner Seas and the
Goddess of the Outer Seas fighting the God of Dreams.
Uman was cut and wounded sorely several times, for he was but a
fledgling God to their full God and Goddess statures; he was half of
the world and half of a Goddess, a creature unlike another that had
ever been born. Blue, green, and white, Tulis and Marceaupo were
as shifting as the waves they jealously governed. They swirled
around like two weights on the end of a single string, whipping the
waters within the Eye to a speed that could tear flesh from bones.
They were fierce and terrible protecting their elder sister, but Uman
was worse.
From his prone position, with his left foot still anchored within the
womb, he grabbed these torrential waves in his great hands. The
waves tore at his skin, burning it and biting at it even as he grasped
blindly. Then, his hands found purchase on the necks of his two
attackers, and he squeezed. The pair of water deities struggled
against his grasp, pulling until his arms nearly jerked free of his
shoulders, but still he held. Abruptly, the waves stopped roaring
about him, and his attackers went limp. They were defeated. With
great effort, he stood upon his one good leg. When he was upright,
he turned toward the east, and heaved Tulis and Marceaupo, one
after another, far into the Outer Seas. The brief battle was over, and
yet it had been powerful and terrible. Waves had ground away at
stone, nearby mountaintops had broken, and a victor had been
declared. It was a match unlike any seen since the beginning times,
back when the Lost Ones walked the world in flesh and battled
against their enemies, who would become the Pantheon.
Then, Uman cast a look toward his mother, who flared brightly like
the sun in his eyes. He loved her in that moment. It was not the love
of a child for his mother, but rather the love of someone who sees
something he must have, something he will cherish more than life
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itself. Reaching down into the center of the Eye of Tulis, he pried his
foot from the womb, careful of his broken ankle. He didn’t know if it
would heal. He didn’t know many things, not yet.
Greveth gave up a mighty cry as the last bit of her son was finally
free of the earth’s womb. With a flash of light and a deafening burst
of air that calmed the Eye of Tulis for the first time since its creation,
her stomach flattened like a deflating balloon. She lay unmoving,
unable to move. She was mortally wounded. The tear within her
being was too great, a tear mirrored by the rip opening right then
along the fault lines that were under the Mueran Belt.
Limping, Uman pulled himself up onto the rock his mother lay dying
upon. The stone was still hot to even his touch, but his skin remained
unseared, even as he knelt beside her.
“Mother.” He said, his first word.
Greveth blinked away the tears and swallowed the blood from her
bleeding lips. Her eyes slowly came to focus on her offspring. Uman
was clearly already an adult, of greater stature and size than her,
and she had just birthed him. “I never believed in you until recently.”
She murmured weakly. “You seemed like nothing more than a
desirable impossibility, an unlikely eventuality… a dream.”
“Dreams are my domain,” he replied, gently brushing aside some of
the tangles of fiery red hair that surrounded her like a rumpled
parachute, “but even in the most pleasant dreams you need
someone beside you to share them.”
“Would that I could, my son, but I am dying.”
“You need only dream it, and I can achieve it. I can restore you to
be beside me, as…” He trailed off.
“As a partner?” Greveth asked hopefully, dreaming that it might be
so, that she could stand beside this perfect man she had helped
shape and forge in the loins of her earth.
He picked her up then and began restoring her, making her whole,
as she had never been before. He made her not what she had been,
but what she was in the dreams she had of the two of them together,
and of the things they might do. And in that restoration came
changes in the lay of the lands of the world, which were connected to
her body. Seas boiled, lands shifted, and mountains began to rise or
fall as giant plates of land moved. Some of the changes would take
time, but some began almost instantly.
Around the world, time started to move again. Everyone that had
paused to think upon what the fire in the sky and the subsequent
quakes meant had started to move and act again. Some had altered
their plans, had been inspired, or had decided to ignore what they
had seen, but all were changed in some fashion.
The world would never be the same.
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CHAPTER 124
The Marked One will be among the first to know of the arrival of the
one foretold, even while the sky spirit slumbers in preparation for her
great onslaught…
- Excerpt from Dorjan the Seer’s ‘The Destiny of the Forgotten’
 Faestivul of Coming Heat – Dee Two of Five, 769 A.E. 
Nishan sat up stiffly. The blood still hadn’t faded completely from
his eyes, leaving them colored somewhat amber, partway between
their original gold and the crimson stain they had taken in response
to Uman’s coming. He’d seen it all, entirely from his God’s
perspective – Greveth’s painful birthing, the attack of the water
deities and their subsequent defeat, and Greveth’s mortal wounding.
Somewhere at the greatest extent of his senses, like a tickling of the
hairs on the back of his hands, he felt the lands heaving in the far
south.
As Dorjan had prophesied, the coming of Uman would mean a
change for the Rumani people. The Rumani had waited so long for
these things that Nishan did not feel comfortable being witness to all
that would come in the Dees ahead. He wondered what he had done
to deserve to see these events within his lifetime when so many
before him had not been able to.
“You alright?” Rolf inquired, actually mildly worried, which was
telling for the usually gruff Kerathi. They weren’t exactly the best of
friends, the two of them.
“I’ll live.”
“Good enough.” And it really was enough. Rolf wasn’t one to worry
about details when it came to Nishan.
“How long was I out?” Nishan asked, twisting at the hips to stretch
muscles sore from being prone and in one position too long. He did
not stand yet. He wasn’t feeling up to it.
Rolf shrugged, not even looking in Nishan’s direction when he
answered, “About a Dee, plus or minus an Ouer. I’ve not been
watching the sun.”
“And Tuari?” Nishan was only asking out of courtesy, not of any real
concern. The Uleaut boy had proved himself more than adequately
able to care for himself on several occasions. It was just a social
nicety to distract his mind from what was occurring to the south.
“He’s hunting, rather adeptly too, I might add. It seems that even
skills honed on sheets of ice can translate to the wilds of the north.
The boy brings home a good deal of food, enough for the three of
us..”
There was no accusation in his words, but Nishan felt the unsaid
barb, which was that someone had to stay to guard not only Anthea,
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but also him, since he had been unable to fend for himself while
incapacitated. Therefore, Tuari was hunting alone to feed the three
of them, and Rolf was watching, at least for this shift.
Not knowing what else to say, Nishan replied, “Hunting is hunting,
wherever it might occur.”
Rolf peered sideways at Nishan then, interrupting his watch of the
silken green cocoon of fibrous leaves that held Anthea within its
midst. “Are you truly okay? Your eyes are thousands of Kilomes
away, and your mind is wherever they are looking. It’s about that
comet, right? You know what it was, don’t you?”
“It was a sign, Rolf. Things are coming to a head. It will only get
more complicated from here out, more dangerous. Everything is
accelerating toward an end.”
“I, too, took it to be a sign, but a sign for what I am not yet certain. It
was bloody and fiery, and that seems to portend that ill things were
nearing. Would that Anthea was ready to emerge and lead us out of
these ruins before those things arrive.” Rolf rubbed his beard and
cast a dark look around the place, mostly mounds of rubble with
bracken or wild grasses growing over them. What towers had been
standing before they had arrived certainly were not after Anthea’s
destructive attack on the creatures that had been assaulting them.
“Ka’Shann is not a place that sets a man’s heart at ease. Not when
we arrived, and not now. I will never love this land.”
Nishan listened carefully, trying to hear Anthea’s heart. Before, it
had been an easy thing to do; her heart had been the drum that had
been timing the pace of his life ever since he’d met her. Yet, within
her cocoon, he could only faintly hear the lub-dub of her heart
pulsating in time with the pulses of the glowing auras that permeated
the silken leaves of her cocoon.
The cocoon itself grew several Mayters high now, perhaps five
Mayters at the apex of the enormous leaves. The woven stalk of
roots upon which it grew was as big around as a grown man’s thigh,
and the leaves were rubbery and tough despite their delicate
appearance. The ground around Anthea’s chrysalis was blooming
with a hundred colors of lichens, mosses, and miniscule flowerets.
The greening effect spread each Dee, pushing several Mayters in
each direction, an expanding circle that spoke of the growing power
of the one within.
“She is not ready to emerge yet.” Nishan declared at length.
“How can you say that for certain? Do you know she will not jump
out just Mynettes from now?”
“I am not entirely certain, but I would bet much on the fact that she
will not.”
Rolf grunted and gave Anthea silhouette within the leaves another
look. “When would you, in your esteemed judgment, surmise that
she would deign to emerge from her sweet slumber?”
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“Give her a few more Dees, a Wayke perhaps. Who can say in
these Dees though, when anything can or will happen?”
“Are we to pull her out, or will she come out on her own, like a
butterfly?”
Nishan shrugged. Rolf’s guess was as good as his, and he didn’t
feel like offering any opinion on the subject.
“What is it that has you so flustered? What is it you are not telling
me? That comet laid you out, frothing at the mouth and speaking in
words neither Tuari nor I could understand. Now, you shrug at me
and speak in half-veiled truths and vagaries.”
Nishan frowned at the mention of having spoken Rumman, his
people’s secret language, in front of the outsiders. He ignored it, but
it wasn’t easy to do. He leaned forward, drawing his legs up to his
chest and wrapping his arms around his knees. If the two of them
understood nothing of what he had said, it was for the better, for he
did not recall a single word that he had said in those moments.
Lacking the energy to be evasive any longer, he told the truth. “It was
Uman, Rolf. My God was born.”
Rolf blinked and instinctively gripped the heavy rifle that leaned
upon the rock pile beside their camp. ‘Rifle’ was an exaggerated
simplification of what the gun was, for it was a miniature cannon that
could be wielded by his hands alone, a Chaveaoux-inspired weapon
that shot faith with devastating effects. It made him feel comfort in
uncertain times, and Gods being born qualified as uncertain times.
“Your God? Uman was supposed to be a myth.”
“Myths are based on seeds of truth, and our God was a seed in the
bowels of the world, born just recently within the Eye of Tulis to
Greveth, whose isle we now rest upon. The roots of this very isle
reach to that turbulent circle where Gods fought, Gods wept, and a
new God was born.”
Nishan’s companion sat quietly for several Mynettes, trying to wrap
his mind around a God being born. The stories and legends of the
Kerathi speak little of the beginnings of the world, starting instead
with the creation of the Kerathi. The legends spoke of the fight of
Comrain and Cainel, over the hand of Greveth, whose fiery tears
mixed with the blood of the two Gods to form Egil. They spoke then
of Egil and Elin, the first Kerathi man and the woman he made from
the bones of his kills. Of the beginnings of the Gods, what could
possibly be said? They are eternal, and he had always assumed
they had always just been. For a God to be born, that put them more
in the realm of being mortal, which was frightening.
“How is it that a God is born? Would that not make him mortal? For
being born seems to indicate that he might die somedee in the
distant future as well.”
Nishan touched his wrists together and closed his eyes, bowing his
head slightly. When he opened his eyes again, he answered Rolf as
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best he could, “Uman is mysterious. He is unique. I can offer you no
better insight than that.”
Rolf nodded in understanding. Deities were difficult to understand in
the simplest of situations, and this was most definitely not one of
those. “We live in strange times, you and I, Rumani – times when my
people fail and your God is born.” He remarked wistfully.
Nishan smiled grimly. “I couldn’t agree more.”
“In light of these new events, should we truly wait for Anthea’s
emergence before we search these ruins? The masters of those
awful beasts we fought before might be cooking up some new plan,
or a nastier creature that we cannot overcome.”
“Perhaps you’re right. However, we should wait for Tuari to return
before we go searching about. I would have you at my side when we
venture into the heart of the ruins, and Tuari’s steadfast hands
guarding Anthea while we do it.”
“If that is the plan, then you’d best get up and about, and get some
food into you, else you’ll slow me down.” Rolf observed, all business
now and no friendliness.
Nishan gave Rolf a long look and took note of the determination
and seriousness present in the Kerathi’s dark green eyes, set as
they were beneath dark brows furrowed with worry. Rolf was a good
choice to go with him. Tuari would guard Anthea well, but Rolf would
be strong enough to get him through whatever they found when they
went searching for the source of the Mulo.
“I cannot argue with that.” Nishan agreed, standing finally with a
hand from Rolf.

Tuari returned within the Ouer, while Nishan was still methodically
chewing strips of dried venison and wild hare, supplemented by a
lukewarm broth of vegetables and roots. Such food was nourishing,
but hardly fulfilling to a palate accustomed to the fine flavors and
complex tastes that a place like Rummas or even Fairport had
offered. However, Munths of traveling, not to mention eating the
repetitive diet of the Uleauts and the Nohoheleu had diminished his
desire for such things. Simple food, especially after being
unconscious, was mildly pleasant even if it was only something to
grind between molars and tear at with his incisors while he
considered what he must do next.
He had not reached any solid conclusions before the Uleaut boy
returned, but the return itself presented his mind with enough of a
stimulus to break him out of his unproductive contemplation. Nishan
felt that Tuari’s inquisitive mind kept the more calculating and
suspicious elements of his nature busy, while he and Rolf were more
apt to darken each other’s respective moods because they both
tended toward the negative. Perhaps Tuari did a poorer job than
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Anthea might have in keeping him positive, but he was a good friend
and a useful partner to have about.
“You have awoken.” Tuari observed, lowering into a squatting
position beside Rolf and Nishan, to whom he spoke.
“I’ve slept better.” Nishan replied after swallowing his food. He
offered the slightest of grins.
“I was worried, so it is good to see you have awoken. Three of us
are much better at guarding Anthea than two, especially with all that
seems to be happening.”
Nishan nodded. “I agree, but I think that you may have to watch
Anthea on your own, if just for a short while.”
Tuari’s face arranged itself into a thoughtful expression. “Oh?”
“That’s right.” Rolf said. “We’re going to search to the northeast to
look for those who controlled the Mulo. As you said, with all that
seems to be happening, we cannot sit back and wait while Anthea
finishes her beauty rest. We need to be ready to go as soon as she
hatches –” Rolf frowned at the use of the word hatch, “– or however
you want to explain her return.”
Tuari wasn’t quite convinced that he was more useful here than
with them. “I do not want to disagree, but if it is for but a short time,
would you not benefit from my presence in this search party,
especially seeing how strong their resistance was before?”
“I would not leave her unprotected, even for an Ouer, and it will
surely be more than that.” Nishan said, and from the nod Rolf gave
him, it was clear that the two were in agreement – a small wonder on
any other Dee, but something overlooked in the seriousness of the
moment.
“I see. Perhaps I could…” Tuari began to suggest, only to be
interrupted by Nishan.
“No.” A look passed between them, and Nishan knew that Tuari
was suggesting he could float his spirit on the winds, so that he
might scout ahead or follow them to see if they needed his help.
“Your place is here for now, and while I cannot make you stay, as
you are able to come and go of your own free will, I request that you
stay here and indulge me in this.”
“I understand. Now, I must tell you then, as a being of free will, that
if I hear or see nothing of you before the morning, I will feel
obligated, on account of our friendship, to follow you.” Tuari informed
them, though his eyes remained on Nishan.
Nishan’s expression softened. “A hunter could be expected to do no
less for a member of his hunting party, I suppose.”
“That is right.” Tuari agreed with a smallish grin.
“Then we should get to it,” Rolf suggested anxiously, “unless you’re
still hungry?”
Nishan stood and turned northeastward. That was answer enough.
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“He really wanted to come.” Rolf ventured, several speechless
Mynettes after they’d started into the city’s northern section.
Nishan gingerly stepped across a crumbling walkway that spanned
another one of the mostly dry canal ditches that crisscrossed the city.
It brought to mind memories of fighting the Mulo, creatures not dead
and not alive, in the ruined streets of Ka’Shann. The animalistic
things had thrown themselves at Tuari and himself, trying to tear
them apart with their talons, teeth, and claws. Nishan grimaced upon
recalling the burning in his eyes and the feverish sickness that had
overtaken him after his first encounter with the beasts. The second
encounter had nearly killed them all, and Anthea had gone into her
cocoon as a result of saving them all from the creatures. So, if all he
could manage to say in response to Rolf’s comment was, “Yes,” then
he considered it sufficient.
“And you don’t have any regrets about leaving him there or
choosing me over him?” Rolf inquired.
“If things come down to it, I’d rather have your gun here than his
spear. I saw what that thing can do to the Mulo, and it might be
necessary to use it again.”
“Let’s hope not.”
“Yes, let’s hope not.” Nishan replied a bit curtly, signaling that he
wanted nothing more to be said about the issue.
They continued on foot, passing piles of rubble that had been
standing just Dees before, when the vines that had enwrapped the
crumbling towers, keeping them upright instead of allowing them to
fall, had still been intact. Nishan’s golden eyes swept the desolate
landscape, ever searching for threats. His eyes were sharper and his
ears more acute than any other human he’d met, but still there was a
trill of fear running down his spine, as if his skills might not be
enough. Confidence had never been something he’d lacked before,
but after facing the unbeatable, he’d become a bit more cautious,
more retrospect. However, that didn’t mean he wouldn’t walk into the
den of what might very well be his deadly enemies, because some
things just had to be done, no matter how poor of a taste they left in
a man’s mouth.
Being nearly overhead, the sun cast small shadows around the
ruins. The Saysuhns were on the brink of change, growing warmer
as time went on. Nishan wasn’t sure exactly what Dee it was, but the
Saysuhn of Red was surely nearing, despite the cool breezes rolling
down off the mountains that surrounded Ka’Shann on all sides but
the southwest.
Rolf caught Nishan glancing skyward, and did the same, seeing
nothing in the wide expanse of blue to give him pause. “What is it?”
“Nothing, really. It’s just quiet. I’ve not seen or heard so much as a
bird yet.”
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“I think most living things have learned to avoid this place, because
of what was here for so long. The Mulo, I think you called them, they
weren’t exactly friendly to people, and maybe they weren’t nice to
animals either.”
“They were a bit more discriminate than that. They smelled man
and came scampering out to kill us. I doubt they cared much about
animals.”
“You’ve not hunted like I have, and let me tell you, animals have a
sense about things that men do not. They’re able to tell when
something is not quite right or unnatural, and they steer clear of
those places and things.”
“Perhaps you’re right.” Nishan wasn’t about to argue. He picked up
the pace, crossing another bridge, and rounding a long row of rubble
that might have once been a wall.
As they continued, they began to see more trees; these were the
descendants of what had once been carefully tended orchards or
gardens, and they were now stunted, suffering from a lack of proper
tending for several generations. They were twisted and choked,
some little more than skeletons despite the Saysuhn. They should
have been ready to begin flowering and green with leaves, but
something, likely the vines from before, had prevented them from
living like they should have been. Shrubs, ivy, and other ground
creepers faired a little better, though that was of little comfort to the
two men, who eyed anything living in such a place with open
suspicion.
The rubble’s shape grew more distinctive, in some places still
standing upright, stone upon stone. Clearly it was a wall, like Tuari
had described before they left. Searching for a way around the wall,
though they could have climbed over it with relative ease, they found
what might have once been a gateway. Certainly, from the way other
piles of stone were situated, it seemed to be at the termination of
some broad thoroughfare, a grand avenue that lead to the core of
the city Hectoyarres ago. Beyond where the gate should have stood,
had it not rotted away and disintegrated with the ages, they saw a
great pile of stone, both broad and high. The stones were large,
almost regular in their square and rectangular shapes, and all around
them was a kind of whitish powder, like lime.
In his mind’s eye, Nishan could imagine that the keep had once
been coated with white marble, marble that ages of weathering and
the destruction of the city had done much to hide evidence of. Still,
some signs of it remained. He was simultaneously filled with a
longing for something lost – a feeling that his people knew so
intrinsically well – and a hope for what might be made anew now that
Uman had come.
Then, familiar syllables reached his ears, the faintest of whispers
carried on errant winds. He stopped in mid-stride. Rolf raised his

23

PERENNIALS
weapon toward the heap, a precautionary measure, but Nishan held
up his hand to stay his friend. He listened for a moment longer, but
could not hear the words clearly enough to determine what was
being said. Regardless of the content of the message, it was clear
that more than a few men were speaking it. He could hear no female
timbres in the voices, but as of yet, he wasn’t perfectly certain that
there were no women here.
The two of them moved into the gardens. Rolf’s eyes were warily
roaming the grounds, waiting for some plant to make an unkindly
motion or act unlike a plant so that he could begin shooting. None of
the plants moved though. Even the winds seemed hesitant for a
moment, as if stirring leaves might cause Rolf to attack preemptively
and therefore cause the deaths of many plants that had striven so
hard to survive, and the winds were of a conscience to prevent such
a tragedy in a place so otherwise lifeless.
The trigger pull never came. There was no need.
Nishan found an arched entrance amidst a tumble of stone that
would have once reached several stories into the air. The entrance
was in a place where the old blocks had been worn smooth by the
elements. Narrow channels of water had cut grooves upon the stone,
and all sharp edges had been worn down, though the elements had
done little to open the entrance up. The passageway was still only as
wide as two men. It grew dark when it descended below ground by
use of a set of stone stairs that looked as if no one had recently tread
upon them.
“Shall we?” Rolf whispered. His voice seemed to carry down the
stairwell, preceding them.
“We shall.” Nishan answered, starting down after lighting a torch of
pitch and tar that he’d brought for this very purpose. Tuari had said
they’d be going underground, and they’d believed him.
Even with a fiery brand held out in front of him, Nishan kept his
second hand near his waist, from where he could quickly produce a
long knife or a Kerambit knife, depending on which better suited his
needs. He did not know what he would meet at the end of the stairs,
and he would be ready, regardless.
The descent was not far, only two flights of stairs, set perpendicular
to each other. They emerged into an open chamber only a short
stone’s throw across and long, no more than eight by ten Mayters.
The chamber was dimly lit, though neither of them could tell by what.
The ambient light, combined with that of the torch, was enough to
allow them sight of several passages breaking away from the
chamber, which seemed to be some sort of intersection. There were
hints that there might have once been decorations hanging on the
walls, but the metal, wood, and fabrics that once comprised those
decorations had deteriorated into little more than stains on the walls
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or piles of dust along the corners of the walls. Clearly, the weather
and elements of Ka’Shann were not kind.
While Nishan was listening, trying to decide from the whispers and
the echoes of whispers he heard which of the six passages to take,
the slightest of footfalls could be heard approaching. Something was
nearing. “Be ready.” Nishan hissed.
Rolf leveled his gun toward one of the passages, while Nishan cast
the torch into the center of the room and drew a knife as long as his
forearm with his right hand, and a hook-like Kerambit slid into his left
palm. The torch sputtered angrily for having been thrown onto the
floor, but it did not go out, even if it spat sparks across the floor.
Figures garbed in antiquated clothes of gay colors that had faded to
more muted shades from their formerly glorious tones of greens,
blues, reds, and gold emerged from all six passages almost
simultaneously. They did not come in from just a single direction, but
rather many came in at once from all directions, a crowd that pushed
out from the side hallways to fill all of the room expect where Nishan
and Rolf stood nervously. Nishan was tense and ready to fight his
way out. He kept his back to the stairwell that led outside, while Rolf
waited breathlessly with eyes wide, just a single flinch away from
punching a hole through the crowd with a blast of faith from the gun
that Chaveaoux had inspired him to create.
The light within the room rose, warming to eclipse the light of the
torch that seemed so carelessly placed where it was on the cold
stone floor. Distinctive faces came into sight with the increasing light,
and the whispers reached a crescendo with their arrival, only to
silence when one of the figures stepped forward. His noble features
betrayed no fear when Nishan’s knifepoint turned toward him.
The man was lightly bearded, having only traces of hair running in
lines around his mouth, down his chin, and along his jawline. His
olive complexion, though it appeared more pale in this underground
chamber, and the wavy dark hair that fell around his strong
cheekbones marked him a Rumani, and his speech was in the thick
syllables of Rumman: “You’ve come after all. We feared you would
not, since it has been this long. Some thought the Mulo had
frightened you off, even though you vanquished them.”
“They nearly killed us. Nearly.” Nishan admitted, feeling a bit
squeamish about speaking Rumman in front of Rolf, who was not of
their kind. It was unseemly for them to do so.
Rolf shifted uneasily, eyeing the overwhelming crowd that now
surrounded them, several score all told. Had they not had their backs
to the stairs, he’d probably have already fired to clear a way out, but
as of yet he waited for Nishan to make the first move. That didn’t
mean he wasn’t curious about what was being said, though. “What’re
they saying?”
“Why not speak in a tongue he understands?” Nishan suggested.
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“We don’t speak the slavers’ tongue.” One of them said. It was a
feminine voice, clearly tinged with disdain for the Elegians.
“It has been so long that I doubt we remember enough of it to
converse, anyway.” Another offered.
“They don’t speak Elegian, neither the High dialect nor the Low.”
Nishan answered Rolf finally.
“Mighty inconvenient.” Rolf grunted in irritation. “Well ask them what
they want and explain it to me before I start shooting.”
Nishan slipped back into Rumman, “What is it you all want? Why
did you attack us?”
The spokesman for the group, standing just across the torch from
Nishan, explained, “We wait and we guard. We keep this place ready
for the return of our people. Kostya may have died, and most have
forgotten what he preached and dreamed of, but we remain, carrying
on his traditions.”
“And the Mulo, were they something that Kostya would have
believed in? They’re hardly the message of peace and rebuilding I
might have expected from students of one of our greatest leaders.”
Nishan pointed out critically.
The spokesman did not rise to the bait. He remained calm and
passive in expression and tone. “They were to protect this place, to
keep all but the Rumani from approaching.”
“I’m Rumani! They attacked me.” Nishan insisted.
“You are not of pure Rumani blood. Nor did you come alone. You
traveled with one of the Uleaut, just as you now travel with a Kerathi,
and there was another, too. We had to test you to see if you were
worthy of what we can offer.”
Nishan frowned. He looked nothing like his maternal grandmother,
who had been Aynglican. Few Rumani he’d ever met even had the
slightest suspicions of his heritage, not that a little Aynglican blood
would have mattered to most, but these people already knew with
nothing more than a glance. He decided to ignore the statements
regarding his heritage for the time being and focus on their offer.
“And just what do you offer?”
“Our wait is over, as you assuredly know. You have a great
connection with the spirit of our people, with our destiny. You’ve felt
His coming. Uman has come, and our time of waiting is at an end.
Anything we hoped to do here is now finished, useless. The coming
of our savior has cancelled out that which we set out to do. We have
been supplanted, for Uman will do what Kostya and his legacy could
not – renew the Rumani people.” The spokesman smiled wistfully.
There was sadness in his eyes, belying the failure of their cause that
haunted them all. They’d wasted their time.
“Care to fill me in on what they’re saying?” Rolf whispered, flexing
his hands so that he could hold a firm grip on his weapon.
“Wait.” Nishan said simply, not yet ready to explain.
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Rolf shook the end of his gun toward the surrounding Rumani. “Can
you at least tell me if I need to shoot? You did bring me here to help,
and I can’t very well do that if you don’t tell me anything.”
Nishan shook his head and lowered his weapons to his side. “Don’t
shoot yet, maybe not at all.”
The watchers could not understand Rolf, and they cared little about
what he said or the threat of his weapon. Instead, their leader made
Nishan an offer: “We have much to give you, gifts that could help
you.”
Nishan was strongly skeptical. “Why would you help me?”
“Who else would we help, the Forlatett? They are mindless
wanderers in the woods now, remnants of a faded dream. They are
no more Rumani and yet still Rumani in part, if only through their
long lost heritage. You are strong already, and can do much to help
our people. You could assist great Uman with what we can offer.
Even a God needs faithful servants.”
“Why not got and help him yourselves?” Nishan demanded. In his
experience, everything offered was offered for a reason, and even
seemingly free things had their prices. With these folks this was
certain to be the case.
The spokesman sighed, looking tired and ancient in one long
exhalation. “Alas, we are tied to this place. We swore an oath after
Kostya died, and we cannot leave. Our souls are anchored here, and
while this place lasts, we shall neither die nor live. We are not unlike
the Mulo ourselves, we, The Hundred Souls.”
“You have been here since the Second Loss?” Nishan asked,
surprised that such a thing was possible. “Why have none spoken of
you?”
“Who in the Hectoyarres since the Second Loss, the second
greatest tragedy to have ever come upon our people, has come
here? Ka’Shann was considered cursed after Kostya died and the
city burned, and we would not allow the Forlatett of these areas to
come live here. Those who survived the fall of the city fled the
disaster and settled far away in Mediya, becoming lawless vandals
who forgot our ways. A scarce few of those rebelled from that life
when they were unable to make a life that fit what the folk of Mediya
expected of them. Some of those, we have allowed to dwell within
the ruins, but they found no peace or comfort here. This is a place of
pain and sadness. Nothing will grow and prosper here, human or
otherwise.”
Nishan shook his head. “Nature reclaims all, except this place. Only
a short distance from the city there are great stands of trees,
beautiful wildernesses filled with life. It is your unnatural existences
that poison these lands. It is you in your stubbornness, who have not
allowed this city to be reborn.”
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At his words, some of the Hundred began to cover their ears or
weep, which made Rolf very wary and very uncomfortable. He raised
his weapon once more, but Nishan urged him to be calm and
continued. For their part, most of the Hundred Souls listened to his
accusations, knowing them to be the truth they had not dared to
speak in the many Yarres they had been here.
“Your undying, your continued existence, is the curse here! What
you do here, it is not a legacy of protection for the few that escaped
Ka’Shann. Had you gone away and died like the others, the survivors
might have rebuilt. Instead, our people have wasted hundreds of
Yarres, waiting for something to save us.”
“Do you hear any arguing?” The spokesman cried. ”We know our
trespasses better than any! We are not so blind that we do not see
that our own unswerving devotion, a sort of vanity and twisted brand
of pride if you look deeply at our deeds, has been our own undoing?
We have stayed and we have waited. Now, there is nothing left to
wait for. Our purpose for being here is at an end, and we would have
you free us from this place.”
“To what end?” Nishan demanded. “I journey not to be with Uman,
despite the tugging I feel at my being to do just that. I go to war,
Rumani. I follow a girl from the mountains, an Aurean. She is the one
who killed your Mulo, she with her enchantments, for she is a
Thaumaturge.”
“How is it that an Aurean is also a Thaumaturge? Thaumaturges
are the domain of the Kerathi, the gentle flowers balance the blades
their brutish men carry.” The woman who asked had hair that might
have once been silken and gold like flax, but it had dulled to a
platinum grey. Lines marked her face, and she was forever caught at
a middling age, like a fly caught in the spider web of time.
Nishan nodded. “So it should have been, but the girl is special.
Only, I fear for her now, because of what the Mulo have done to her.
She might not be the same. That is immaterial as far as my devotion
is concerned. I, like you, will blindly follow her until the end. It is
something I must do, and this task does not coincide with your
goals.”
“But it does.” The spokesman insisted, reassuming the duty of
representation for his group. “You have seen our Mulo, and the
power that made the creatures that defended Ka’Shann for so long
can be yours! They were undying and unbeatable before she came.
As it was, so it shall be for you.”
“If I have seen and learned nothing in this place,” Nishan looked
around the dim room, little more than a prison compared to what it
once must have been in the city’s glory, “it is that the magic that
made those creatures and the magic that preserves all of you is
nothing to be taken lightly. There is darkness in anything that turns

28

PERENNIALS
Nelius’ gaze from you. Death is a part of life, and you have somehow
circumvented it. That is nothing I wish for myself.”
“Oh, but you will want it.” One of the Hundred said.
“You will come to crave it as death crawls inexorably nearer.”
Another insisted, and indeed there was hunger in his voice.
“Even your eyes that look to the future cannot prevent your death,
but we can.” The spokesman said. “We can give you a hundred lives,
our souls bonded to your single body. No cut, poison, fire, or blade
would ever stop you, not until you’ve died a hundred times. Then
Nelius will scoop down and take your soul away to the House of
Endless Rooms.”
Nishan looked at the faces around him, all gazing hungrily at him.
They truly wished to give him this gift, they pleaded at him with their
eyes and what remained of their souls. “What do you get out of the
deal? I get a hundred terrible deaths, a gruesome fate, but not a
mean gift when you consider the multitudes of enemies I must face.
But, what is it that you get from all of this?”
“Freedom. We would get only that one thing, release. If we were to
anchor our souls upon you, if we were to die for you, we could finally
be free. Ka’Shann would be free of us, as well. You would be doing a
service to those who might rebuild this place by ridding it of us. Our
promise to watch and wait is long fulfilled. It is more than fulfilled,
and now it is even rendered invalid by the coming of Uman, the
Earthmaker.” At the mention of Uman, all of the Hundred touched
their wrists together in reverence to him. “Kostya and his disciples
will not return. It is time for us to leave this place, and we ask for your
assistance. If you agree, we will give you all that is within our power
to give.”
Nishan’s eyes flickered from one speaker to the next, weighing
what they said. He looked then to Rolf, who was trying not to look
bored now that he had ascertained that these people were not a
threat. Certainly Rolf might understand a stray word here and there
from the conversation, but there was no way he could follow what
was being said. As it was, since the Rumani folks made no
threatening moves, not even a single one of the Hundred Souls, he
had little to do but wait and hold his heavy gun at the ready.
“I must think upon your proposal. I have no reason to trust you yet,
or to accept your gift. It is a gift with a terrible price.”
The spokesman turned back and looked at his fellows before
responding. The whispers grew as the Hundred Souls conversed.
Eventually they quieted once more, and finally the spokesman turned
back to Nishan with his answer. “Do not think overlong. We have
waited long enough, and the world is not so stable as it was even
Dees ago. Everything is changing, and you may not get a second
chance if you pass it up this time.”
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“Rolf.” Nishan said twice. He had to repeat himself to break Rolf out
of his concentration from staring at what he still perceived not to be
friends, even if they weren’t necessarily enemies.
“What?” Rolf asked after the second time Nishan said his name.
Nishan nodded toward their rear, where the stairs awaited. “It’s time
to go. Right now.”
Rolf nodded, and backed up the stairs. Going upward, they did not
need a torch, because the light of the afternoon sky lit the stairwell
enough for them to see the way out. Neither of them said a thing to
one another before they had cleared not only the stairwell and the
area of ruins that had once been a castle, but also the crumbled
walls that ringed it.
Rolf noticed as he exhaled strongly just beyond those broken walls
that he’d been holding his breath almost the entire time since he had
been bid to leave. There had been a sinking fear that they would be
attacked as they left, but the attack had never come. They had been
allowed to leave unharmed.
“Did you get what you wanted?” Rolf asked, casting a glance back
over his shoulder at the place they had just come from. The ruins
were not pleasant even in the sunlight, and the place below had
been dark. Many words had been exchanged, and he wondered how
much Nishan would freely share about what had happened. Some
things needed to stay within the tribe, so to speak.
“I’m not sure if I did or not. Things are unsettled between they and I;
they actually had a deal for me that I am to consider.”
“What’s that?” Rolf asked suspiciously.
“They wanted me to take them from here.”
“How?”
“In me.”
Rolf stopped walking. “Come again?”
“They’re not really alive, Rolf. They’re neither dead nor alive.
They’re living beyond the reach of the Gods. Nelius can’t touch them,
and Thuraish has forgotten them.” Nishan explained. “They’ve been
here since the city was destroyed, and I can take them from here.”
Rolf grimaced at the mental imagery Nishan’s explanation brought
to mind. He couldn’t quite figure out the how the whole thing would
work, but it was bound to be unpleasant. At least it explained why
people would live in a dingy basement, and why they all seemed to
be wearing shabby clothes. “And they’re going to go into you, like
inside you?”
“It would only be their souls.”
“I see, but what would that do to you?”
“I could die a hundred times – a hundred times for the Hundred
Souls.”
“Wouldn’t that be a hundred and one?” Rolf wondered.
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Nishan frowned. He’d not considered this deal fully, and he did not
understand all of the aspects of this offer, which was another reason
why he had to think before he could agree to it. “I don’t know exactly,
but you do raise an important point. I would have to determine how
much of my own soul I get to keep.”
“I’d ask, but then it’s not my soul. Mine is kind of spoken for by my
Racheneid. Comrain and Cainel won’t honor my soul unless I take
revenge upon those who killed my family and village. Otherwise I’m
lost.”
“You might need a few of my hundred lives before you finish that.”
Nishan commented, grinning slightly.
Rolf grinned. “I might take you up on that. You seem to have quite a
bit of considering to do though.”
“I won’t deny that.”
“Are you going to tell Tuari?”
“I don’t know.” Nishan admitted.
“The kid is surprisingly wise sometimes. You might consider
discussing this with him.” Rolf suggested. “He’s like a wise little
version of Makan, and he’s certainly more agreeable than Sagira is,
even if he’s not as easy on the eyes.”
Nishan smirked at Rolf’s remark, but he knew that Rolf was only
trying to cheer him up and keep him from brooding too much on the
offer. That was his nature though, and he would do what he must
before he accepted or declined the offer. “I’ll keep that in mind. For
now, let’s get back to camp. I don’t like leaving Anthea alone long,
especially with the Hundred Souls so near.”
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CHAPTER 125
Ambition has a funny way of attracting enemies, some out of rivalry
and competition, others out of spite and fear. Enemies may slow you
down, or they may push you to new levels. Either way, they are an
evil that must be dealt with…
- Excerpt from Mortimer Tightfist’s ‘Circumstances Governing
Monetary Affairs’
 Faestivul of Coming Heat – Dee Two of Five, 769 A.E. 
The roads in Aynglica were generally considered to be the best in
the whole Broken Crown. The only ones that could compare were
the carefully laid highways in Jhiza, which were grand cobbled and
paved avenues with fancy black marble Kilome markers and signs.
Outside of Jhiza, with the harsh elements and the shifting sands on
Elegius, it was hard to build roads that wouldn’t break apart or be
covered over with sand in a Dee. So, the Elegians mostly kept with
caravan routes that passed by notable landmarks and oases. The
Kerathi didn’t build paved roads, even in most of their cities. Oh, they
had wooded trails and graveled lanes, but they were nothing like
they built in Aynglica. The Rumani’s roads on Rummas were narrow
affairs with switchbacks laid out in patterns like a maze that confused
even the locals. It had been purposely laid out that way after the
occupation of Rummas long ago, as it would make the people harder
to control if they were attacked again. As for the Uleauts and the
Muerans, they had no reason to build roads, not with the lands they
inhabited, so that left the Aynglicans to be the masters of road
building.
Now, if the roads in all of Aynglica were not quite up to the
standards and quality of the ones on Greater Aynglica, it did not
mean those on the smaller territories of the Aynglican people
suffered deficiencies. In fact, Lesser Aynglica’s coastlines sported
very fine stretches of roads, and the larger, richer isles of Outer
Aynglica had highways seven and eight Mayters wide in parts. Still,
the roads crossing Greater Aynglica were not only a source of pride
for its people, but also a strong generator of trade, since
infrastructure is the backbone of commerce.
They were also a source of revenue for the Council of Great Lords
in Fedemere, which levied tolls and road taxes that many traders
disliked but reluctantly paid their hard-earned Markes and Pennies
for, so that they could have the privilege of using the roads. Of
course, the Grand Mercantile Association of Aynglica had enough
clout to make sure the Council kept the tolls reasonable, and they
didn’t complain too much, since the roads generated income for
them as well, on account of the increase in speed that traders could
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attain in crossing the great isle. Carriages, wagons, and the like
hurried along the wide roads at a good clip, moving at all Ouers of
the Dee. On the busier stretches, it was strange to go more than a
few Mynettes without passing some traffic coming along the other
lane, bound in the opposite direction.
Unlike places in the Clan Islands, especially in the Westlichreich,
where wagon drivers frequently came to blows over who was going
to back down to a turn around or move aside at a widening in the
narrow forest roads, a few thinkers on Aynglica had developed the
idea of lanes of traffic. Painted stones in the middle of the roads
marked which side of the roads was coming and which side was
going. Sweaty horses rushed along in each direction without
hindering one another, hauling loads of just about anything, for the
island of Greater Aynglica consumed, used, and made just about
everything.
Occasionally, there would be congestion on the roads, especially
around areas where heavy carts of raw materials were often pulled
by teams of aurochs that were nearly twice the size of a cow. Rich
ores and especially the lumber of aromatic woods, were sometimes
drawn down the highways in this way, much to the dismay of
merchants who needed to wait for chances to pass them in the other
lane, which were rare in coming in more urban areas, due to the
traffic. Typically, only the richest of materials could be transported
this way, as the taxes and duties on such slow and heavy loads were
high, making it cost prohibitive to move anything but the most
luxurious materials in this manner.
Makan had never lived in an area with such nice roads, and the
whole system of traffic still had him somewhat amazed. Certainly the
city of Fairport had its fair share of traffic problems, but there it
seemed as if the drivers had just developed a natural instinct for
when to go and when to wait. The drivers in Fairport had been
aggressive, finagling and vying for small openings and gaps in the
traffic. It was not surprising that there were dozens of injuries a Dee,
and several deaths a Munth in a place like that. Out away from the
city, though, patrols of soldiers maintained the order of the traffic,
even though with the clear lane markers and experienced drivers
there seemed little need for them. Crashes and spills were rare
enough, and even then the soldiers only slapped on fines and helped
clear the mess to keep traffic moving. However it had happened,
Aynglica had developed a driving and road culture, not entirely unlike
the way ships had to jockey for slips and berths in Rummas. This
culture, along with everything else in Aynglican lands, came
complete with its own pitfalls, etiquette, and bribery.
As interesting as it was to observe, it was only interesting for a
while, and even then Makan strongly preferred Sagira’s company in
the quiet, enclosed coach over sitting atop the carriage and drawing
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attention. There were times, though, when traffic was moving slowly,
that Sagira would climb out onto the carriage or poke her head out
the window to converse with nearby drivers and passengers if they
had a consistent party that was behind or in front of them for a long
period of time.
She would use these opportunities to speak of matters mundane,
as well as interject her political and economical viewpoints. It was
important for her to continue to garner social status to herself, and
these lulls during the road were a great way to spread her ideas far
and wide, because these roads could literally lead her to people from
all across the country. Generally, her messages were well received,
either in heart or as a break from the monotony of the road, of which
there were few. Still, there were some other distractions along the
road, some of which also suited their purposes quite well.
In recent Yarres, with travel and traffic on the rise, businesses of
opportunity had sprung up beside the highways. They were called
roadhouses, and it was an apt name. Every fifty to seventy Kilomes,
if there were no small villages with inns nearby, there would be a
sprawling roadhouse along the roadside. It would have enough
rooms, carriage houses, and workers to serve and care for the
drivers, passengers, and the animals of that stretch of the great
highways. Because of this, the need for entertainers, cooks, animal
handlers, and, more importantly, security guards, arose. This was
especially so on the way to Alacazzare, as it had become somewhat
fashionable even for the rich to stay at these quaint places for a night
and rub elbows with the locals. By the time all was said and done,
the roadhouses were practically villages in and of themselves, what
with all the workers and help that were necessary to run such places.
Whenever Makan and Sagira stopped at one of these roadhouses
for the night, Sagira would again mingle with the citizenry, both with
the commoners and with the social elite who happened to be staying
at the same place.
Traffic between Alacazzare and Fairport, arguably the two most
important cities on Greater Aynglica, had increased dramatically
because of the Faestivul of Coming Heat, a five Dee celebration
marking the end of the Saysuhn of Green and preparation for the
beginning of the Saysuhn of Red, as well as the sweltering
temperatures that would accompany that change. With the traffic as
it was, Sagira and Makan hadn’t quite made it to Alacazzare yet, and
were spending the night in one of these roadhouses, a charming
locale named ‘The Braying Jackass.’ The namesake of the place
was tied up to a stake out front, and true to its name, it brayed a lot
and generally made a lot of rude-sounding noise, as donkeys can do.
That the visiting children were frequently taunting the poor animal
and throwing stones at it was probably half the reason for the racket
it caused, but it seemed an animal of ill temperament anyway. It
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handed out bites and kicks as liberally as the facility’s owners
handed out brews of modest vintages.
Regardless, customers seemed to like the place, better even than
some of the other roadhouses Makan had seen. Engravings of
bucking donkeys chased each other up balusters beneath the
handrails to the stairs and were on the doors of each room. Several
other donkey references were made throughout the décor, and a
man down in the common room each wore a costume made to
resemble the roadhouse’s mascot, which he wore while chasing
around a busty woman, eventually mounting her and flailing about
wildly while the patrons cheered him on. To a Mueran, it was
strange, but some of the local men seemed to find it alluring. Even
Sagira laughed to see such foolishness.
Currently, it was not just the donkeys that seemed to rule the place,
since the roadhouse was also done up for the Faestivul. The typical
themes of this Faestivul were fire and industry, two things that the
Aynglicans knew well. All of the fireplaces were roaring, despite the
nights being warm already. They were stoked with cedar and cherry
wood, and all of the ovens were baking at full capacity, churning out
tasty foods that filled the hall with warm, inviting smells that covered
over the smell of alcohol, sweat, and urine that might have otherwise
started to fill one’s nostrils. Attractive young girls in swishing red
skirts and tight blouses carefully balanced sloshing tankards of ale
and honey mead on large platters that they held above their
shoulders. Thirsty patrons snagged one or two for themselves as the
girls passed by on their way back to the side of the room where more
tankards were hastily being filled as fast as the taps would allow.
Streamers of red dangled from the ceiling, swaying as the heat and
commotion of so many people wafted them around.
Many of the foods had even been carefully prepared or dyed to
have reddish colors. There were several dishes featuring tomatoes,
strawberries were prepared half a dozen ways, cherry and rhubarb
tartlets were steaming freshly from the oven, slices of juicy
watermelon were waiting to be snatched up, mashes red-skinned
potatoes and reddish beans were passed out in bowls that smelled
strongly of herbs, and a few not quite red varieties of summer
squash came out baked on cast iron skillets. The aromas were
enough to get even a full man’s mouth watering, and no one seemed
too aloof to indulge this evening.
It really wasn’t that hard for Sagira and Makan to blend into the
crowd. With all of the people and the loud celebrations, no one
bothered to notice, or didn’t mind that there was a Mueran man and
an Elegian woman in their midst. Sagira and Makan had often found
that merrymakers knew no borders, and had no separate cultures.
Certainly their costumes blended in well enough, even if their
features and skin tones did not.
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Makan was wearing the latest fashions: dark, pleated slacks that
stopped just a couple Centis from brushing his polished shoes, a
woven doublet over a fine linen shirt with large collars, and a
brushed felt bowler hat. He carried the spear made of the narwhal
tusk, though it hardly looked like a weapon until you actually saw him
use it as such. Sagira wore a shimmery gown of reddish brown with
copper accents, a smart jacket, and a hat of the sort that was
currently favored by the young ladies of Fairport, like Rolf’s fiancée,
Catrin. She looked like a modestly well-to-do woman traveling with
her manservant, notable but not to the point of making them an
obvious target for pickpockets.
They were just fancy enough to speak to lower nobility and the
merchant class, but not so fancy as to make them unapproachable to
the working classes. Well-timed generosity and carefully chosen
words did the rest for them. What kind and clever words could not
gain them, Pennies and Markes could. Yet with Sagira’s tongue,
Juria-blessed to make her words sound well in any ear, coins were
rarely needed.
On this festive night, there were some who were less interested in
comely ladies and ample food, preferring to talk about matters of
importance instead. Sagira and Makan were in the company of such
a group, in one of a few small and modestly private lantern-lit rooms
with papered doors that were translucent enough that the silhouettes
of merrymaking were visible through them. Sounds had no trouble
carrying through the thin walls and papered doors either, but it was
enough of a barrier that if one spoke a little bit louder than their
normal voice, one could make themself heard by their fellows within
the room. Anyone trying to listen from the next room or from the main
room would have difficulty, but then, Sagira wasn’t concerned in the
least that her message would be overheard. In fact, she hoped it
would be.
Several men of moderate importance, and a few women, mostly
their wives or mistresses, were gathered around a pair of high tables
that had been pushed together to make the setting more conducive
to adult conversation. Of the men, the only two worth noting were:
Paulo Ebregeti, a short man whose fortunes from timberland up the
Browntree had allowed him to buy a title for himself, and Koen
Copeland, a painter/sculptor born in the Vinlands that had recently
come into popularity with the Council of Great Lords for his lifelike,
yet flattering depictions of noblemen. Only one woman was of fair
importance on her own, and she was the Lady Elspeth Hathford, a
widowed baroness whose hereditary lands were on the rich and
exclusive Lake Chasseralle. She had made it a point to get invited
into the room to listen to Sagira speak. While it was not exactly
fashionable for a lady, the middle-aged woman had taken an active
interest in politics. Because Elspeth had money, but little political
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power in and of her own right, she frequently had to ally herself with
others of similar forward-thinking viewpoints to be heard. Therefore,
she was meeting new people frequently to see if their views were in
line with her own.
Makan watched as Sagira skillfully lead the conversation, carefully
prodding it this way and that, interjecting comments that had the men
thinking without being threatened and had the baroness smiling at
Sagira’s wit. She was careful with Paulo’s pride, for while he wasn’t
terrible bright, he was smart enough to know when he was being
poked fun at and was quick to suspect a slight even where there
might not have been one. He, like many short men, seemed to think
that he could make up for his lack of size with tenacity and bluster.
As for Koen, he was a misogynist through and through. He thought
little of women, except as pretty diversions and as avenues to their
rich husbands, whom he would much like to paint for. Even so,
Sagira kept him well enough flattered that he paid more attention to
her words than her bosom, which pointed his way just often enough
to keep the man’s mind shifting modes so that her words sank into
various levels of his mind.
“So you are supporting this war as a sound economic investment?”
Paulo asked. His round face screwed up as he tried to reiterate the
points Sagira had made thus far during the night. He had been very
careful about how much drink he imbibed, so that he could follow the
conversation fully.
“I am saying nothing of the sort,” she began to say, and seeing his
face fall, added, “and yet your point is not so far off from what I am
trying to say. You see, my esteemed fellows, in any situation the
world throws at you, there is a chance for profit.”
“I’ve seen some situations that might make me beg to differ...” Koen
joked, earning a short round of chuckles and smiles from all except
the baroness, who found the man to be rather similar to the mascot
tied up out front.
“Begging your pardons, my friends. Your life’s assuredly interesting
and extenuating circumstances aside,” Sagira paused, and winked at
Koen, “I think that in all other situations, a wary and acute eye can
perceive opportunities. Some of the more enterprising men and
women in Fairport have already seized upon the chances being
offered by this escalating conflict, chancing to make profits for
themselves and their children in the Yarres that will follow this war.”
“And what, did you suggest to them to do?” The baroness inquired.
“I suggested, nay, ‘hinted’ that there may be trading opportunities,
trading rights, titles, and lands available soon.”
“What sort?” Paulo demanded. Then, deciding he had looked too
eager and exposed his rather obvious ambitions to do more than he
already had, he took a gulp of his drink and squeezed the hand of his
mildly inebriated, frizzy-haired young wife, Tait, who sat at his side.
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Tait would win no prizes in competitions of either beauty or brains,
even if she seemed to produce offspring quite well. From the look of
Paulo’s proud sharing of family pictures earlier, she had created no
less than six offspring for her husband. Some of the half-dozen
children the couple had already produced had been gifted dubiously
her vacuous expression, and all of them had his short stature, all but
the one boy from the previous wife, who was also named Paulo.
“Well, Mr. Ebregeti, I hazarded a guess that the Kerathi, terrible
enemies though they might be on some occasions, would gladly
welcome any help against the Aureans, military or financial, that
might come from any source. Now, it is only a matter of time before
enterprising Rumani, wide-sailing Muerans, free men of my
homeland of Elegius, or even some of the pirates from Zaraig reach
this determination and decide to act. Once that happens, the gates of
opportunity might have already slammed shut in the faces of
enterprising Aynglicans. But this has to be done soon, because if the
Kerathi manage to completely lose their lands and die to a man,
there will be no one left to remember what help was gifted, which
consequently means that there will be no one to repay the favor. All
of your potential trade deals will go up in smoke, and I don’t suspect
the Aureans would be big on leaving their facilities very intact, either.
It would take Yarres to get any profit out of those war-torn lands if the
Kerathi are not there to rebuild them.”
Sagira took a deep breath and a sip of her drink before continuing a
monologue that no one even thought once about interrupting. “Now,
in that hypothetical case where the Kerathi are wiped out, after the
Aureans are defeated, since not even the Aureans could hope to
stand against the might of the Aynglicans and those who would be
their allies, there would be no one left to claim those lands except
those helpful mercenaries who remain. I hope you will excuse the
use of this savage word ‘mercenaries’ for the Aynglican men serving
as voluntary defenders of the Kerathi homelands. These brave men
would cease being just men at that point, since they would be in the
best position to begin being lords of the isles that you now call the
Östlichreich. It would be a shame if those soldiers were not yours
because you were too busy worrying about lumber futures and the
price of cedar in Fedemere.”
Koen burst out laughing at this. “Woman, you are truly devious,
even for a woman.”
Paulo’s thick brow furrowed with thought. “So, you’re saying that if
we were to send money and supplies, maybe even soldiers, we will
either get repaid in the gratitude of the Kerathi, which would result in
trade rights and trading deals, or we will have a chance to seize
those lands, and become the leaders of those parts.”
“Well, I don’t know about seizing lands so much as populating
islands that might be abandoned as indefensible because of
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staggering war losses. Or those lands may even be ceded to
Aynglica as repayment for their assistance,” Sagira paused to sip at
her wine, eyeing everyone around the tables to see that they were
indeed hanging on her every word, “but I can imagine these lands
becoming an Outer, Outer Aynglica, can you not?”
“I like ‘Far Aynglica,’ myself.” Makan offered, stepping forward long
enough to say his piece, and then he stepped back to beside the
double sliding doors where he stood as a token guard.
A round of clapping, laughing, and cheering erupted. The phrases
‘Far Aynglica’ and ‘Outer, Outer Aynglica’ were repeated several
times. Sagira let them have their few moments of glorious
imaginings, and then she held up her hand.
She offered them this most glorious future first, but she no more
hoped for that than she hoped for the sun to stop shining. She fully
expected the Kerathi to survive, but she hoped that any deals forged
between the Aynglicans and the Kerathi would allow the Kerathi to
hold onto their lands, lest they lose them all to their longtime
enemies after their current war with the Aureans was over. If they
were to hold onto any portion of their lands, they could ill afford
another war with Aynglica, and treaties made now would offer them
some security while they rebuilt. Those Aynglicans that had money
and blood invested in safekeeping Kerathi lands would not easily let
those investments disappear; they would work to maintain what was
left of the Kerathi, for a profit, of course.
“Now, business is not all great prospects and winning new lands.
Sometimes, it is preparation for the worst. I know I was not alone in
seeing the ominous star in the sky just the other night. I fear that a
fiery omen for the beginning of this Faestivul and the coming
Saysuhn it was not.” Sagira sighed and steepled her hands together,
with her gloved index fingers just below her nose.
“The prepared mind is an effective mind.” The baroness remarked,
quoting the Elegian philosopher Ramessef.
Sagira smiled at the older woman. Perhaps she had hoped to win
over Sagira by quoting her countryman, and it had worked. “Truly. In
my deepest fears, I see that the Aureans are not satisfied with killing
the Kerathi to a man and sacking Qinor. Reports keep getting worse,
and that incident, the attack on Trents in Outer Aynglica, may not be
the last time Aureans stray this way. I fear it was not a logistical
mistake as many have hoped it was, but rather a probing to see if the
Aynglican people have a soft underbelly beneath all their armor.
They might already have decided that Outer Aynglica is the next
step, and Greater Aynglica after that.”
“There is no way any army could face the might of the Elegian
Empire, the Kerathi Clan Isles, and the forces of Aynglica at once.”
Paulo declared proudly, purposely marking Aynglica as the most
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powerful of the three, which was a doubtful conclusion to any but an
Aynglican.
Pride is strong in Aynglicans, and Sagira had expected it, even
counted upon it. “But, sir, would you fight with the trees of The
Greatwood burning along the Browntree, the very ones that made
you rich, with Alacazzare being bombarded with firebombs, with the
famous Redoubt of Fedemere crumbling, with Fairport’s docks
closed to sea transport, and with your roads being marched upon by
raiders from Gevaud or distant Cenalium? Or, would you rather fight
in lands that you have a low stake in their surviving intact, so that
you can safeguard your homes?”
Sagira eyed the Baroness before she continued. “If I, too, were to
quote one of my countrymen, I would quote Tiombe. If you know her
well, you know that she was both Elegian and Aynglican, and I dare
say, despite being infamous, she had the best qualities of both of our
peoples within her veins.”
This brought some mumbling, mostly of agreement, but it was hard
to disagree with a compliment. Some, like Paulo, did not know
Tiombe, since he was more inclined to read the financial manuals of
Mortimer Tightfist than a renegade war leader’s tactics treatises.
Sagira cleared her throat, though with the honeyed timbre of her
voice it was an act of show and not of necessity. Then she began her
recitation, “Tiombe once stated, ‘It is imperative for a leader to pick
the grounds of conflict. If you surrender this choice to the enemy,
then you have already lost half the battle.’” She smiled as she saw
her words sink in. “Basically, if Aynglica is to fight, either out of
necessity or voluntarily, do not let it be on Aynglican lands. You and I
might not have seen Trents, but let me say that from the reports I
have heard, it was mercifully done, a weak feint compared to the
extermination and pillaging that have happened in places like
Trounedlag, Bode, Vaasa, Seundsvalle, Relcivyk, and Qinor. I say
that you and I take the fight to Kerathi lands, where war has already
stained and wrecked the terrain. Let none of that stray to these fair
lands.”
“You make a compelling argument, one aimed at our pride... and
our sensibilities.” Lady Elspeth said. “I cannot help but agree, and yet
I find myself unable to man an army and lead it to Schevode and
beyond.”
Sagira smiled softly. “You needn’t do this all yourself. Send
supplies, sponsor a cousin’s landless nephew, send a merchant
fleet, ready your lands here with guards, or raise arms. When, not if,
the battle comes closer, you must not find yourself regretting you did
not heed my words. If all of this passes without further incident for
the Aynglican people, I will be greatly surprised – stunned to death.
Moreover, if you buy wisely, you may be able to sell your extra
supplies at minimal losses or even at gains after this conflict is at an
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end. I am sure those in Alacazzare will take note of who is quick to
defend their homeland and even expand the lands and resources of
this nation. I would not wish to be one caught sitting at home while
the youngest sons of my neighbors claim trading rights, raw
materials, and possibly whole islands for their fathers and mothers.”
“There are risks involved in a venture like this, but I would not mind
having larger estates, even an island filled with timber or trading
rights with the eastern Kerathi isles for our little Paulo.” Mr. Ebregeti
remarked.
“Some of the isles of the Östlichreich are known to have wonderful
ship-building timbers, from what I understand.” Sagira agreed.
“It’s just too bad the Kerathi don’t know how to use them.” Koen
joked, trying to remain relevant in a conversation that was mostly
about things that did not concern him. Yet, as he laughed heartily at
his own joke, he spilled his drink. He was well into the celebration by
then, and his companions mostly ignored the drunken outburst.
Apparently, Koen had never seen Kerathi Longrunner galleys.
Sagira wanted to reply something tartly, but it did not serve her
purpose. Instead, Sagira capitalized on the slanderous joke. “Well,
all the better for men like Paulo then, since ships are quite in
demand these Dees, I hear. What, with the sinking of most of the
ships in the Clan Isles as well as several dozen of the Empress’
vessels at Qinor, I imagine shipbuilding timber will continue to be
quite a rich commodity. I also imagine that the value of any existing
ships has increased. For when this war is over, the Kerathi may view
old rotted-out tugs like a godsend from Tulis.”
Paulo’s eyes all but glazed over with the prospects, and beneath
the crop of thinning hair on his head, Sagira could imagine the gears
of thought and planning whirring away. She’d done her bit, and the
conversation turned to lighter matters, matters that Koen was more
familiar with.
Before long, she dismissed herself, claiming to be weary and
conserving her energies for the roads and the festivities of the next
few Dees. Makan accompanied her upstairs to their private rooms,
and they bedded down for the night. Nextdee they would have to do
more of the same at a different roadhouse, all the while pushing
toward Alacazzare.

Makan woke suddenly, but did not move or make a sound. He
remained in his repose, with an arm draped protectively over
Sagira’s bronzed shoulders. As his eyes adjusted to the dimness of
the room – the small oil lamp on the dressing table had burned out
earlier – he took stock of what he could see.
His eyes quickly located the narwhal spear leaning beside the
bedpost, a reassuring presence that exuded its blessed strength
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toward him. That being seen, he looked around at the rest of the
room without moving his head, in case someone was watching him
for any motion. Their room was sizeable but not large, a symbol of
their status being slightly above the common traveler but not so high
as to be worth a room like the sort a woman or man of true status
would warrant. The furniture, moldings, and wallpapering were all
designed to fit that medium status. They had one small window
facing windward. It was shuttered, but the pane of glass had been
lifted just enough to let a slight breeze in. Lamp fumes could cause
headaches in sufficient amounts, and this was standard practice,
especially with the Saysuhn of Red nearly upon the land and the
heat of both night and Dee rising. All of their baggage was still in
place, in the same spot the porters had deposited it a few Ouers
before.
Everything seemed fine.
He closed his eyes and just listened for a few Saycunds, noting that
there were still merrymakers on the ground floor carrying on loudly
despite the Ouer, and there seemed to be many private parties of
varying levels of loudness going on in the rooms adjacent to and
across the hallway from their own. He smiled at that, wishing for just
an instant that he and Sagira could be free to carry on like that,
without a care in the world. He nearly went back to sleep, and would
have, except for an odd sound, the slightest of sounds; It was like the
jagged feet of a grasshopper were scratching at the paper of the
wall.
When his eyes opened again, he immediately rolled out of bed,
right over Sagira and onto the floor beside his cane spear. Makan
snatched the spear up in his hands and turned toward the dark side
of the room. Sagira, roused from sleep by the motion and being
rolled over suddenly by a full-grown man, was about to shout out in
anger at being woken in such a way when Makan dove toward the
foot of the bed, his spear extended out in front of him as he went.
A darkly dressed figure stepped back and parried the thrust with
some sort of short weapon with many sharp tips, each no longer than
a few Centis. As the attacker knocked the spear tip aside, Makan
came up from his lunge into a crouching, defensive position, circling
the tip of his spear around in the air to keep the intruder at bay.
“Who are you?” Sagira demanded, slipping lithely from the light
linens of the bed. She was wide-awake already, a legacy of Yarres of
military training; her forearm-length, curved yataghan knives were in
her hands. They were usually under her pillow when she slept, and
she kept them hidden on her person in the daylight Ouers of the
Dee.
The dark figure made no verbal reply, but tried to spin past Makan’s
defense to get at Sagira, but to no avail. She was definitely the
target, and had he not been fighting off the assassin’s attacks,
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Makan would probably have laughed at the notion of Sagira being
unable to defend herself. With the element of surprise lost and being
at a range disadvantage facing Makan, the assassin was not faring
well. Makan worked the intruder, pushing them back toward the
corner to trap them. It was happening so easily that Makan was
nearly lulled into a false sense of security. He almost felt that he was
so much better with his spear than the assassin was with his
weapons that the assassin was no threat.
Then, suddenly, the intruder vaulted up onto the bed, ran almost
sideways along the wall, and dove toward Sagira with arms
extended, slipping past Makan completely. Sagira deflected the
intruder’s oncoming attack with her knives, twisting as he came at
her so that he tumbled past her. She pursued after the assassin,
swiping at his back and head as he rolled and came to his feet from
a shoulder roll and was ready to fight. Then, Makan and Sagira
worked in unison to push the intruder back into the corner by the
window, two long knives and a dangerous spear forming a
dangerous wall.
“Last chance to surrender.” Sagira warned the attacker, who swiped
wildly at her with a series of short, razor-sharp points that protruded
from between the knuckles of each of their fists.
The assassin’s blades glinted wetly in the faint moonlight coming
into the room from between the slats of the window shutters. Poison.
That was enough to tell Makan this was no simple robbery in
progress, and therefore had to be taken with the utmost seriousness.
He growled and stabbed at the assassin with his spear.
With a rush of air and a cold blast that shook the shutters on the
window, ice spat from the end of the spear, catching the assassin
across the chest. The assassin’s extended left arm, shoulder, and
the forward-facing upper half of their chest were instantly coated in
heavy ice several Centis thick. Such a sudden addition of weight
unbalanced the intruder, causing them to tumble forward onto the
floor, where there were two knives and a spear waiting to open their
throat.
If it was a normal man, that would have been the end. They would
have surrendered. An assassin is an ultimately different sort of man,
and even having one arm incapacitated and half of his body frozen
wasn’t enough to stop him from trying to cut at Sagira’s legs. Makan
pierced his spear through the attacker’s right wrist, pinning the
second arm now in addition to the first one being frozen in ice.
Even some assassins would give up at this point, but this one did
not. Before they could question him, his eyes suddenly bulged and
he began to convulse. He had taken poisons of his own, and any
secrets he held about his employer would die with him as he frothed
at the mouth and twitched. Just to be certain, Makan froze the man’s
other arm.

43

PERENNIALS
“It seems I’ve gone up in the world.” Sagira remarked, kneeling
beside the corpse of her would-be-killer.
Makan arched an eyebrow. “Is that really what you think?”
“I’m not sure if they meant to send an Elegian message, or an
Aynglican message. It could be either, because of who I am and
where I am.”
“The difference being?”
“An Elegian would be flattered,” Sagira explained. “They would see
this as a symbol of ranking from an admirer or rival. If you’re worth
killing, you’re of note and power. An Aynglican would see this as a
warning, telling me to back down and stop spreading my message.”
“Either way, you might have ended up dead.”
“No, if they really wanted me dead, they’d have gone to more
lengths. They could have sent a better man, or more men, or gotten
me in a less obvious place. This was a warning. If I had died, all the
better. It would have just proven that I wasn’t worth the bother in the
first place.”
“I’m not sure I’ll sleep well for Waykes after this, regardless of the
reason for its occurrence.” Makan said wistfully, glancing at the nowfrosted window. The entire room was much colder, and his breath
misted in the air.
“We’d better remove his weapons and tie him up. There is nothing
like being too safe. We can search for more hints in the morning, but
I doubt he’ll have any clues on him that will help. If anything, I
suspect that this is the first of many, if we continue on this path.”
Makan frowned. “Which we must.”
Sagira nodded. “We will go on, and none will be the wiser that this
happened. We’ll remove the body within our baggage, and not say a
word.”
“Would it not be better to let people know you’ve survived the
attempt and that you’re appalled by such a brutish attack upon your
person?”
Sagira shook her head. “No, let the people who paid this cutthroat
think he ran off with their money, has not tried to kill me yet, or
couldn’t find us yet. It’s better to keep the employer guessing. If we
tell everyone what happened, then they’ll know what happened, and
we’ll just get another assassin sent sooner – a better one.”
There was no arguing with that logic, and, after all, Sagira’s people
were the experts at this sort of thing. Assassination and poisoning
were respected trades on Elegius. However, that didn’t mean that
they were going to sleep any better for all of her experience.
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CHAPTER 126
Studying the Ox-Men provides one with some interesting insights.
While they are generally distributed in two main locations, those
being The Vale and The Amber Plains, there are small pockets of
them in many other locations around the Broken Crown. There are
herds on Greveth’s Mercy, rumors of a group living in the swamps of
Zaraig, a few hidden in the grasslands of Greater Aynglica, and still
others on the Northern Fringe. Geography has done little to alter the
physical traits of the two main herds, but those living in extreme
conditions are different. Some are almost an entirely different breed,
with coloring and adaptations that do not fit the physical parameters
we expect of Ox-Men.
I can only speculate on what caused these changes, and what they
might mean for the species as a whole…
- Excerpt from Pravat’s ‘A Brethren Apart’
 Faestivul of Coming Heat – Dee Three of Five, 769 A.E. 
Bedros panted as his feet finally lifted from the waters of the Inner
Seas. After Dees of running, he set foot on the marshy island of
Zaraig. It was a difficult distinction to make, between the hardened
disk of water that he and his three companions had been on and the
soggy ground they now walked up onto.
Mangrove trees and other plants struggled against the waves and
seas to keep the silt and soils of Zaraig from washing away
completely, and they were doing a passably good job holding the
western two-thirds of the island together against the erosive forces of
nature. Such a coast was hardly stable though. Every storm would
change the coastline, moving sandbars and washing out parts of the
swamp. Trees would be torn up from their tentative moorings and
swept out to sea, and the isle would enter a new configuration. The
only part of the island that didn’t have a shifting coast was the
eastern end. That small stretch of land around the lone settlement of
size, Rihyas, was free of these sorts of plants that Bedros saw
spread around him now; they had been cut and burned clear of the
city, but that didn’t stop the plagues and swarms of bugs from going
there. Bugs were the true masters of this land.
Bedros shuddered as he considered the taint of man on the end of
the isle. Almost, he could understand what White-Hoof and One-Ear
were saying about mankind being wrong for these lands. Still, he
could not commit himself to a path that would end in the deaths of so
many, not when there were some beings among humankind like
Anthea. While the majority was not worth saving, the minority was of
such value that it made it worth saving the whole. It was impossible

45

PERENNIALS
to weed out who might or might not be worthy of inheriting the lands
anyway.
From what he had seen in his time among people, a child was not
an accurate measurement of his parents, and parents were not an
accurate measure of a child. Mankind was funny like that, good
springing from bad, and bad springing from good. And even the
worst among man had some redeeming qualities, hard though they
may be to see at first glance.
“This is hardly land as I know it, but it feels nice beneath my
hooves.” Coat-of-Dust announced. He communicated in the slow
language of Ox-Men, which is a laborious cant made up of grunts,
snorts, stomps, and gnashing of teeth, among other things.
Outsiders, with their prejudices about what made up proper
communication, could not recognize it as language, seeing it only as
the simple behavior of animals.
Bedros looked at his companions. Coat-of-Dust and Red-Tail had
climbed off the dissolving disk of hardened water already, but
Wandering-Eyes was only now leaving the sea. The ponderous look
in the last one’s eyes suggested that he was not pleased with where
they had landed, even if his two fellow shamans found land of any
sort to their liking after Dees on water, dodging through winds,
waves, and storms.
The ground rumbled briefly, not an auspicious omen in the least.
The lands were unsettled, as they had been since the light in the
skies and the birth of the Rumani God Uman in the Eye of Tulis, that
distant confluence of isles amid which the water stirred like an angry
vortex. The isles of the Mueran Belt were astir as well, if Bedros
could trust his senses, and that wasn’t the whole of it. Rummas was
shifting, slowly rising from the sea to regain some of its old borders
as the Rumani God grew into his powers and the earth Goddess
Greveth healed from wounds garnered through childbirth.
“Perhaps it is not so nice...” Coat-of-Dust remarked, looking around
as he held onto a thick tree trunk until the mild tremor subsided.
“The lands are angry. The Gods have stirred up a great mess this
time.” Wandering-Eyes declared, the whites of his large eyes
showing as he surveyed what little Zaraig offered to see. He seemed
less pleased with Zaraig than even a Mynette before.
Bedros grunted. He didn’t want another argument or discussion
about what they should be doing. He’d heard enough bits of advice
from One-Ear and White-Hoof when they’d last spoken in a
communion of shamans. “The Gods have always stirred up messes.
This one is little different. We must keep our heads and complete
what we came here to do.” He took a step toward the interior of the
land, and the land squelched beneath his heavy hoof.
“Into the swamp?” The largest of the three, the one named RedTail, asked. His was not a question with doubt in it, but rather a
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request of information, that he might understand their current task.
He was a strong one, if not exceedingly clever.
Bedros nodded, not feeling like speaking much.
Wandering-Eyes sighed in disapproval. “I suppose we must, so let
us be done with this quickly.”
It took a lot to ignore this complaint, but Bedros did it. There were
many things on his mind, and he had to clear his mind if he was to
properly bond with these lands. He took another step toward the
interior of the land. As he did, he tried to open his senses to the life
around him, however foreign it might feel. It was not the tall grasses
of the Amber Plains, the mountains he had been born to, the ice
fields of the Uleauts, or the rich foliage of the jungles on Mehitte.
Despite the moisture, the lands had less in common with the jungles
and prairies that it did with the ice floes of the Uleaut people or the
barren mountains of Cenalium. This land reminded him sharply of
those more desolate, severe places.
There was vegetation in plenty, although of limited varieties, mostly
waterborne plants and vines that stretched between the branches of
the mangroves and other swamp trees. The wide root systems of the
trees were strung with spider webs, stringy mosses, and delicate
flowers that gave off pungent odors that warned of their toxicity.
Clouds of mosquitoes, gnats, and other unpleasant insects bounced
along the water’s surface, dancing amongst each other. Colorful
butterflies flitted between the blossoms of poisonous orchids, snakes
slipped along the surface of the water, and small mammals with
glinting little eyes hid in the trees and watched as the four Ox-Men
passed by. There were a few large water reptiles and various small
amphibians, but there were not many larger animals. They could
hear a monkey on occasion, but there were no large mammals, and
no men within their vicinity.
As they continued deeper into the swamp, Bedros continued to look
for a place where he could feel the pulse of the land, the spirit of the
region. They waded where they had to, but otherwise they kept to
the soggy patches of ground or pathways unintentionally formed by
the intertwined roots of the great trees of the Gnat Marshes. They
traveled several Kilomes, and the land became a bit more solid and
drier than before, indicating a slight rise in altitude, even if it was only
a Mayter or so.
However, there were still dangerous places, where the land would
suck at their feet like a great, hungry mouth. At least once they came
across the body of a man, invisible other than a hand or a foot that
protruded from the quicksand. Now and then, there would also be
areas where the air was foul, where methane bubbled up through the
swampy lands, or where sulfur vents belched out their noxious
gases.
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Deeper still they went, until Bedros began to feel the presence of
some other animal or creature nearby. The feelings were strangely
familiar, and yet oddly different. They were not man, certainly not.
Yet, they didn’t feel quite like Ox-Men either. As the beings grew
closer, two of them as far as Bedros could discern, his three
companions took note of them, too. Coat-of-Dust, though his name
hardly seemed apt after the last couple Waykes, was the first to
notice the presence. He turned his questioning gaze toward Bedros,
who nodded. Wandering-Eyes, the doubter, was next to notice. RedTail was the last to sense them, and then only because the others
had stopped and were looking at each other. He was the brute of the
group, a male with a strong body and even stronger willpower, which
made him a useful tool for the wiser shamans among his herd and a
good guardian for Bedros.
“What is that?” Red-Tail asked.
“Why don’t we wait and see what happens?” Bedros suggested.
“They seem to be coming toward us. We can take a rest just ahead,
in that clearing. The sunlight would feel good upon my face anyway.”
“Have we enough time to sit and wait?” Wandering-Eyes’ question
felt more like an accusation than an inquiry. “The new godling has
been born, the war between men surges to new heights, and the two
great herds are unsure.”
“Which is why I am in no mood to rush into the confusion. I must
take a moment to rest. We must be ready and strong when we reach
the lands in the north. Things must be done in the right time.” When
it looked as if that was not enough to silence the doubter, Bedros
gritted his teeth and snapped at Wandering-Eyes. “I will say no more
on the matter!” He growled, flashing his teeth in a feral gesture that
frightened the other Ox-Man.
The three followed Bedros in a subdued manner as they walked
over to the glade, if a patch of sunlight and slightly dry land in the
middle of a swamp could be called such a thing. Bedros sat on the
log of a downed tree, the skeleton of a type of tree that he did not
recognize. It was a human gesture, the pose of sitting, and his three
companions preferred to remain standing. Red-Tail milled around
and sampled bits of green foliage, though he found the local flora to
be tough and stringy compared to what he might have eaten in the
Amber Plains.
Bedros didn’t truly need to sit, but it felt nice to do so anyway. He
had been running for Dees, and his altered musculature made
constantly standing more painful that it would have been if he had
been an Ox-Man. Now, it seemed that there were times he wished to
lay down and recline, or sit in a stiff-backed chair. Considering this,
his lips curled into a better smile than another of his people could
hope to create, for his mouth was not normal for an Ox-Man either,
not anymore.
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The trips to so many different lands had changed him. His horns
were testament to that if nothing else. Already he had bonded with
mountains, the lands of his birth, as well as the ice, the seas, the
plains, and the jungles. Three more sets of nubs that would become
horns itched at the back of his skull, where they were just starting to
poke through the skin. One set, the set for the swamps, was itching
more than the other two because of where he was. The next set
would be for the deserts of Elegius, and the final pair would grow in
when he finally bonded to the forests of the Kerathi lands. After that,
he needed only to return to his home before the circle was complete,
before he was the Sum of all Lands.
Whatever it was that lay out in the swamp, it seemed leery about
approaching the four newcomers. Bedros didn’t blame them for that.
These were uncertain times, even without what the Gods had just
done to the east. Still, he was curious about the pair of entities he
felt, and not just because he felt some tenuous but somehow
significant tie to whatever the creatures were. A part of him wanted
to know about them because he wondered what sort of being would
live in this place, especially if it was some cousin to the Ox-Men. His
people were plains dwellers, not creatures that mucked about in
swamps. Perhaps they had been changed, as he had been, because
of their surroundings.
Wandering-Eyes, tired though he surely was, grunted impatiently.
Bedros sighed after a bit and pushed himself back to his feet and
started toward a place not far away, where he felt the ground
growing more solid in his senses. “I suppose we cannot wait any
longer.” He said, the only explanation for what he was going to do.

The swamps were proving to be as regular and predictable as the
seas, despite their aesthetic and aromatic differences. There were
places that were different, but these were the touches of man upon a
land that did not love them. Rotted out shanties or tree houses were
the most obvious examples. There were flat fishing boats scattered
about as well, mostly abandoned to the elements, but one of them
was peopled by a crew of three hard-looking men with dark skins
and darker expressions. Bedros and the others skirted around them,
eventually coming to a rise in the land, little more than a hill, but high
enough to finally get above the groundwater and boggy stretches
that pervaded the area.
Bedros knew immediately that this was the place for him to do his
bit. His hooves sank up to his furred ankles into the loam, even while
the others’ hooves stood firmly on the relatively dry land. The land
wanted to embrace him and take him into itself, he realized. Unlike
the other places he’d been, where his touch had been enough, this
place was of a nature that required him to be submerged within it.
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This was disquieting to say the least, to imagine the clammy soil
swallowing him, his ears, nostrils, and mouth filling with damp earth.
Worms and subterranean insects would crawl around his body, and
he would bond with the swamps. In a way, it wasn’t entirely unlike
how he had been born in the breeding pens within the stone bowels
of Cenalium’s mountain on Maethlin. Somehow, that wasn’t much of
a comfort though.
He stepped around the hillock, trying to avoid being pulled into it
just yet. With the other two beings nearby, he did not want to be
unable to defend himself should the need arise. He still hadn’t
decided what to think about the creatures. Clearly, they wanted
something to do with the four of them, or they’d not have followed
them this far. Whether their intentions were good or bad, that was yet
to be seen.
“Is this the place?” Red-Tail asked, furrowing his brow as he looked
around, trying to discern why this place was any better than any
other stretch of the swamp. It was a good question, to be sure,
considering that the Gnat Marshes stretched many Kilomes in all
directions from them, comprising much of the island of Zaraig.
“This is the place.” Bedros confirmed. “But, I want to meet our yet
unseen companions before I start. I think it’s best to do that first.”
“We haven’t a lot of time to waste.” Wandering-Eyes grumbled,
echoing the worries of the lead shamans of each of the two great
herds. He was their advocate when they could not be present.
“Then, if we are unable to wait, I shall have to walk out there and
find them.” Bedros declared, taking a step off the hill and into the
muck once more.
He used his senses to guide him, discarding what he saw as
anything more than information useful for stepping around obstacles.
With his companions in tow, he headed west, into the thick of the
swamp. The water grew deeper, and the trees more sparse. Though
he could have walked atop the water, it was not necessary, and it
would have taxed his strength. Wading in water that was chest deep
for an Ox-Man, he pressed on toward the pair of beings, which he
felt were growing nearer. They might even be approaching him, now
that he thought about it. Perhaps they noticed his intentions and
were ready to make themselves known as well.
After he had traveled for a good fraction of an Ouer in the dimness
that was only rarely punctuated by the sun, he saw two large
creatures step out from behind the trees. Immediately it was clear
that they were not men, for they were as large as, if less bulky than,
Ox-Men. The taller of the two must have been near three Mayters,
while the shorter was perhaps two and a half Mayters. More than
that was hard to determine from fifty Mayters away. Even Bedros’
sharp eyes could not see through the partial cover of vines and
shadows, as well as the steamy vapors rising from the bubbling
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swamp water. As Bedros grew nearer to them, and pulled himself up
onto another tree island only ten Mayters away, the features of the
pair were much more distinct.
The taller one had had a strange silhouette, mostly because of his
tall rack of horns, which were not curled at the side of his head like
regular horns should be on an Ox-Man. They curled upward and
were quite broad, like long-horned cattle the Aynglicans sometimes
kept. Yet, unlike those cattle, the nose of the creature was not broad.
Rather, the entire face was narrow and elongated, more like a deer
than an Ox or Aurochs. His coloring was grayish, which blended in
well with the gloom and the colors of the trees and the hair-like
mosses that hung from them.
As for the shorter one, it was stranger yet. Bedros took him for
female at first, lacking horns as he was. A quick look lower proved
him wrong. This one was far less Ox-Man that the first; its face was
almost ursine, with a stubby snout. The points of sharp teeth
protruded from the thin lips that bordered his mouth, reminiscent of a
boar’s tusks. Dark was his coloring, a deep brown bordering upon
black. His body was stocky, but not just in the upper body, shoulders,
and thighs like an Ox-Man usually was. His muscled thickness was
spread throughout his entire body, almost like a barrel-chested
human.
Red-tail climbed up out of the water to stand beside Bedros, while
Coat-of-Dust and Wandering-Eyes crowded onto another islet made
of tree roots and muck nearby. The four of them stared at the two
strange creatures before them for several Mynettes without saying
anything. Now, this was not an unheard of amount of time for OxMen, since they do their socializing at a more leisurely pace than
men do. This was an opportunity for posturing and sizing up the
other party. Chests were puffed out, teeth were shown, and hooves
were dug at the ground. When neither party backed down or ran
away, it fell to conversation to settle this confrontation. This is not to
say that this was a particularly menacing or dangerous face-off, but
rather a formality of coming upon another group presumably within
their own lands. Territoriality demanded this ritual. Basically, it was
an introduction that was needed.
“We just arrived. Are these your lands?” Bedros asked, attempting
to communicate first. He wasn’t even sure if these two were
intelligent enough to talk, and trying was the only way to find out.
“Long time.” The horned one answered slowly.
Bedros’ face shifted into a frown, an expression he’d learned from
his human companions. That this one could speak at all lent some
credence to his belief that these were indeed Ox-Men, but it was not
a sure thing, not yet. “What has been a long time?”
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The horned one snorted and pawed at the ground, responding once
more, if in poor grammar, even for an Ox-Man – supposing that he
truly was an Ox-Man. “We live here a long time, see no others.”
“You two are alone?”
“Just us. Others gone.”
“Others, like you? Or were they like us?”
“Land changes all of us. Been here long time.”
Wandering-Eyes stared at the two, unbelievingly. “You two are of
Ox-Men descent?”
The smaller, dark creature took mild offense at this, correctly
perceiving that Wandering-Eyes did not believe what he saw. His
teeth flashed in irritation, a top and bottom row of narrow, jagged
little teeth. “Land changes us all. It changed one of you, too.”
Bedros nodded, and turned to speak to his three companions. “The
land does indeed change us. If any of us were to live here long
enough, I’m sure we would adapt, or our offspring would.”
“They are strange.” Red-Tail remarked, unable to form much of an
opinion beyond that.
“They seem intelligent, but Ox-Men they are not. I cannot believe
they or their fathers ever were of the same stock as we are.”
Wandering-Eyes insisted.
Bedros looked to Coat-of-Dust, who had not spoken yet. The OxMan scratched at his coat, thick with mud that clung to the curly fur.
While he considered, several times his ears flicked at the bugs that
swarmed around his head, and his tongue lapped at sweat that ran
down his nose. “If they do not interfere with our goals, it does not
matter who they are or what they are.”
“Should we not lead them back to the herd and let One-Ear decide?
Lost herds are not frequently reunited with the greater herds, and
their knowledge may be valuable.” Bedros could remember how the
Ox-Men of the Vale had rejoiced when his memories and those of his
lost herd, such as he had possessed, had been rejoined with theirs.
Should not these two be offered that chance?
“One-Ear may indeed know better. He and White-Hoof should be
consulted.” Wandering-Eye agreed.
“Where you go?” The long-horned creature asked. He had watched
the conversation, and he seemed to understand at least part of what
had been said.
“North, to the dry lands, and then to the great herd when we are
done.” Bedros answered. “Do you want to go with us? Do you want
to meet more of our kind?”
This question surprised Wandering-Eyes, who clearly expected for
a discussion among the shamans before extending such an offer, but
Bedros wasn’t about the let these two wander off, though. Something
about the pair reminded him of himself, now more so than ever. He
never quite fit in no matter where he had gone, and as a result, he
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instantly felt a kinship to these two, whether they were actually longlost brothers or not. They might be Ox-Men, and they might not, but
he would not let them leave.
The two strangers looked at each other and communicated in what
seemed to be their own private language, not unlike the Ox-Men’s
regular language, but different enough that Bedros and his
companions had no idea what they said. At last, they made a
decision. The long-horned one, clearly the spokesman for the pair,
said, “We go together. Go another place.”
Bedros looked at his “We can go, but not yet. I need some time. I
must learn of this land first.”
“We wait with you. Then go.” The shorter, darker one said. He
seemed eager at the prospect of going away from this place.
“While we wait, maybe you can show us what is safe to eat here,
and tell us your names.”
“Gnasher.” The shorter one answered, grinning toothily.
“Horn-Tree.” The taller of the stood up straighter and shook his rack
of horns when he gave his name. Then, in a friendly manner, he
said, “We show you food for wait time.”
“Gnasher and Horn-Tree, we have much to do. Let us go back to a
place I wish to rest and wait. Then my companions will go with you
and gather food.”
They nodded, and followed Bedros and the others back to the
hillock. They kept at a short, respectful distance, and talked along
the way. The more they spoke, the more they seemed to grow in
confidence and ability the more they communicated.
The six of them rested for a time, contented to graze and eat what
the two newcomers showed them to be edible. When Bedros finally
settled onto the ground and let the ground begin to swallow him up,
he went with a smile, amused and pleased by the additions to his
small herd. The five of them watched as the swamp engulfed him,
covering all but the tips of his horns.
His own little herd had just grown.
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CHAPTER 127
The institution of the Helions is one that had its chances to solve
our problems, chances they squandered. They had a chance to
guide us out of the Dark Age imposed upon us by Maletos. They
could have helped overcome The Fear. Instead, they garnered
power for themselves and invested our people’s time and resources
on building these gilded mountaintop cages we have dwelled in for
so long that we have forgotten where we come from. I will have no
more of it. It is time for the fall of the Helions – all of them. While
even the least of them stands, our people cannot be free…
- Excerpt from Corydon’s ‘Uncovered Truths’
 Faestivul of Coming Heat – Dee Five of Five, 769 A.E. 
Corydon strolled amidst the stone gardens of Lower Cenalium,
within sight of the honeycombed towers that housed many Aureans
who were on their way to becoming Dark Aureans. Faintly, he could
hear the preaching of one or more of the Daughters of Fate. They
would be comforting one of the last batches of fledgling Dark
Aureans as they were readied for service within Cenalium. These
ones would not be given over to the Lost Ones. It was harder to keep
them as Dark Aureans, since it took more time for the transition and
the success rate was lower. Yet, Corydon preferred to surround
himself with loyal, original Dark Aureans, simply because he felt he
could trust them more. Besides, if he ever needed, they could be
turned over to the Lost Ones in no time at all.
These Aureans in the subterranean half of the city were but few of
those undergoing the change, as the entire city above was also filled
with men and women who would soon be Dark Aureans. In only a
few Dees, a Wayke or so at most, it would be finished, and they
would all be soldiers. Many had already progressed far enough that
they were susceptible to possession by the Lost Ones. Many new
squads had already been shipped south to serve under Aram in the
growing conflict with the Elegians, and more had been sent east to
supplement the soldiers that Orsen and Chael were using to see to
the end of the Kerathi. These soldiers on the eastern flank would
also guard against the probable entry of the Aynglicans into the
conflict, what with the faked attack on Outer Aynglica.
Corydon was taking a last look at the city of Lower Cenalium on the
final Dee of the Faestivul of Coming Heat. Cenalium wasn’t
celebrating the Faestivul like the Lowlanders, as such a thing would
be unfitting with his political views, but Corydon was trying to
celebrate in his own way by viewing all he had done. Soon this
massive city would be unnecessary – there would be no more
Aureans arriving for the transition. Lines had already been drawn,
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and those among his former people who had not come to join his
armies would be his enemies. The Grand Helion could have those
others, and they would die with him, alongside the Lowlanders, those
other servants of the Gods. They were all mindless cattle anyway, all
but a few.
As he took his tour, he was accompanied by an honor guard of nine
wearing black helms and bronzed breastplates, who kept a
respectful distance of about ten Mayters, and his ex-associate’s
supposedly dead wife, Linnea. Linnea clung to his arm in as
affectionate a gesture as he had ever seen, and yet he didn’t notice,
too intent was he upon the dark cloud beside him. The Lost Ones
were never far away these Dees. They were as constant as his
shadow.
Only a tug at his arm and Linnea’s pointing at a statue that was a
fair representation of her brought his mind to the present. He looked
at the various statues that had been carved by men and women
going through the change from Aurean to Dark Aurean. This garden
of statues had been worked upon by hundreds of people going
through the transition. From the differing cuts and styles in some of
the pieces, it was clear that many of them had been started by one
artist and finished by another, either because the original artist had
died or because they had finished their transition and had been sent
into service. Most of the statues were of Linnea, the mother figure of
the new nation. Others were of him, and a goodly portion of what
was left was of twisted, agonized figures undergoing changes. This
art was understandable expression, considering the pain and
mutations that were required for the change.
One particular statue caught his attention: a man was pulling
himself out of the wrinkled castoff skin of his old body. The features
of the new body were fine, and yet severe in their beauty, whereas
the old body was marked with frailty.
“This piece well suits your visions of what you are doing?” The Lost
Ones whispered.
Linnea tilted her head and peered at the seething cloud of inky
darkness that hovered beside her and Corydon. She said nothing,
but the slightest of frowns formed on her face for a Saycund, a frown
ruined a moment later when a bit of dribble ran down her chin to fall
on the gravelly floor below. Her dribble spattered on chips of stone
that had likely come from this very statue.
Corydon frowned at Linnea’s lack of appreciation for both the
company and the art he chose, and turned his attention back to this
wondrous piece of art before him. He didn’t even turn his eyes
toward the Lost Ones when he answered them finally, so enraptured
was he by the artist’s rendition of his goal. “It does aptly capture
much of what I feel. The old weaknesses of our people are being
discarded. Our need for the Gods must go with those frailties.”
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“Yet even now the Gods plot to stir your enemies up against you.”
“What could they do? They cannot assault us here.”
“Can they not? Are you so invincible in your mountain cave?”
“I am hardly invincible, but even if they managed to evade our
forces on the way here, they’d have to face our Darksight Outlooks
which would burn their forces to ash before they reached our shores.
Then our Fliers would descend upon them and burn them all to death
as they marched toward the city.”
“You forget that the Gods can influence weather. They can create
conditions to minimize the effects of your defenses. The sun can be
covered and winds can be gathered that are too strong for Fliers to
navigate.”
“Say they reach the isle, what then? They’ll still have to fight uphill,
defeat stronger, faster forces defending their homes, and then
vanquish us. I doubt that any force in this world, helped by Gods or
not, could accomplish that.”
“The Gods themselves might accomplish that. Our old enemies
were and still are strong indeed. At least, they will be until all of their
worshippers are gone. That is another reason why we must continue
to kill as many of their worshippers as possible.”
“The Gods themselves?” Corydon repeated the phrase with a
mixture of wonder and a tremor of fear. This time, when Linnea tilted
her head and frowned he did not see.
“One walks the world even now. Did you not wonder at the fire in
the sky the other night?”
“That was a God? Which one?”
“We are not sure, but the energy present in the east is divine. The
power of the Gods is unmistakable. None know our eternal enemies
better than we do.”
“Why did you not tell me this before?” Corydon demanded, staring
deeply into the cloud. “You may have damaged our plans. You could
have cost us much by neglecting to inform me until just now.”
The Lost Ones chuckled darkly. “We are in no way beholden unto
you to share every thing we know. Some things we learn must be
considered before sharing with you.”
“You most certainly must share this information with me. This is no
small tactical matter. This is a God we are talking about!” Corydon
balled his hands up and shook Linnea’s hand free of his arm.
“We are well aware of what the Gods are.”
“Then would you have waited until they were knocking down the
gates of Cenalium before you told me had we not gone for this
walk?”
“Perhaps.”
Corydon fumed and sputtered, unable to even speak for several
Mynettes. He even shrugged off Linnea’s hand when she offered it
again and walked deeper into the garden of statues. His guards
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followed, but at a safe distance. They knew to avoid getting too close
when he was in one of his moods. Some transitionees, Dark Aureans
in the making, were in the garden. A couple looked as if they might
approach and seek the blessing or words of inspiration from the
leader of their cause, but upon seeing his disposition, they fled the
gardens to avoid his wrath. They might as well have seen the dark
cloud hovering near him, so enraged was his countenance.
When at last he decided to speak to the Lost Ones again, they
spoke before he could, right as he opened his mouth. Although,
speaking is not exactly what they did, as the Lost Ones had no
mouth to form words and no lungs to push out air through vocal
cords. Corydon spoke aloud, but the Lost Ones simply formed words
in his mind.
“You and we, we have played this game long enough. We have
danced around the idea of trust, but it has never been there. Has it?”
Corydon snorted. “You are right, and your withholding of
information is part of the reason.”
“It was necessary.” The Lost Ones confided.
“Why?”
“Because we need you to be desperate enough to trust us
completely. Now you are fully committed, and your enemies grow
more fearsome. The battles will get tougher, bloodier, and more
dangerous from here out.”
“You think I do not know this? I am no fool. With the other Aureans
framing me to get the Aynglicans involved, and the Elegians rallying
to slow our advances into the Gulf of Royals, things get harder
already.” Corydon looked around, suddenly feeling exposed. He
waved over Linnea, who crawled on all fours to be near him, dirtying
her expensive gown as she did so. “I am as deep as anyone could
get in all of this already, so why is it that you need me to trust you
more? I have already turned over how many thousand of my warriors
to you?”
“You have indeed given us an army to create for the mutual benefit
of you and us. Yet, you always hold back. Had we created a larger
army to begin with, we might have finished off the Kerathi by now,
and we could be working on the Aynglicans. You were always
reluctant, and your circumspection has cost us much time. We are
out of time now. We must become completely dedicated to this
cause before it is too late.”
“Oh? Is Thuraish is breathing down your necks?” Corydon smirked.
The Lost Ones’ sense of humor was not what it could have been.
They didn’t even laugh. “We have a suggestion that we must insist
you accept.”
“That would make it a demand then, rather than a request.” He
pointed out.
“Semantics.”
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“What is it then, your request?” Corydon asked.
“Instead of wasting time sending messengers and relaying
messages through Fliers, allow us to relay your messages. We can
speed up the tactical decisions that must be made, and then more
progress will be made against these Lowlanders.”
This sounded more like a helpful suggestion than the horrible
request he had been expecting. “That does not sound altogether as
unpleasant as I figured it would be. What all would this require?”
“Very little.” The Lost Ones answered eagerly. “We need only have
soldiers under our control near your generals, soldiers who have
your generals’ ears. These would be special soldiers imbued with
more of our presence than an average Lost Ones soldier, not unlike
the copy of the Grand Helion we have in Tibusin. It takes more of our
essence to imbue them with the ability to converse, make decisions,
and to translate. Such things are useless in a soldier, but valuable in
a messenger. You would need only to tell your generals that these
designated messengers are authorized to relay messages to and
from you, and we would begin using them as a means of
communication.”
Corydon clicked his tongue and frowned as he considered the
implications of this new system. If this were possible, it truly would
increase the speed of communication. “How fast could we relay
messages?”
“You could have a conversation with your generals as easily as if
you were in the same room with them, or on the same battlefield.
The generals need only to speak to the messenger, and we know
what our messenger hears. We can then share that message with
you, instantly. Your replies would be relayed back to your generals.”
“That would be terribly useful.” Corydon admitted, stroking his chin
as he considered the implications of this new system.
“We agree, and that is why we are suggesting it. It must be done
soon if we are to weaken the Gods enough that their interference will
be minimalized. Cooperation between the armies will allow for
greater success and greater destruction, which will further weaken
the enemy.”
“If we are to do this, then I require a demonstration. If this is little
different than what you have done with the Grand Helion decoy, then
you must be able to use that decoy to allow me to converse with
Illias.”
“We can do that. Right now, your general Illias is near the decoy.
They are in a meeting even as we speak.”
“Do this well, and you will have your wish. Believe me when I say
that I will know if you are trying to fool me. If you lie to me in this, our
work together will be at an end.” Corydon knew Illias very well. They
were like family, almost like brothers in some respects, and he would
know if what he heard from Illias through the Lost Ones was truth or
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not. With any new thing must come a test, and he wasn’t about to let
even an ally like the Lost Ones go unchecked.
“That is not what we wish. It is in our interest to help you see things
the way we do, so that our collaboration can continue.”
Corydon nodded his head and looked around. Suddenly, the statue
gardens did not seem like an appropriate location for this
conversation. “Let us retire to the former Grand Helion’s chambers in
the upper city. I would prefer to do this in private. Even here, there is
no telling who might overhear. Some things are for our ears only.”
“We are in agreement.” The Lost Ones replied.
He leaned down and picked Linnea up, raising her into a standing
position from all fours. He took another look around, and then waved
to his guards to fall in. “Come, we have places to go, Linnea.”

Illias blinked in surprise at the decoy of the Grand Helion, who had
just asked him to speak privately. As the Grand Helion was
something of a drone, this was surprising. Granted, the creature
spoke quite well when giving speeches, but that was a sort of
recitation, not an actual attempt at dialogue. Even more surprising
was that he claimed to have direct messages from Corydon. Illias
knew there was something special about the newest batches of
soldiers that Corydon had been making. He knew there was more to
them than met the eye, but being able to receive messages from
Corydon seemed unlikely.
Much of what Illias knew about these strange men he had learned
on his own, from observing them and applying what he saw to create
an idea as to their true natures. He lacked the ability to see the
whole picture, but he knew that there was something greater to the
Lost Ones than met the eye. Corydon was a man of many secrets,
and the creation of these things was one of them. Where they had
suddenly come from, who knew? Not long ago, they had all just been
Aureans. Then there were Dark Aureans, and now there were these
Lost Ones who were spreading like a plague through both Cenalium
and Tibusin. By now, Cenalium would be almost entirely
transformed, and Tibusin had a growing population of them spread
around, an amount that doubled or tripled every Wayke.
With his hand on the hilt of his arc-sword, hopefully not too
noticeably, he followed the decoy down several halls of the city
complex of Tibusin. He had agreed to speak to this decoy in private,
but that did not mean he trusted it. They passed dozens of adjoining
corridors, all bustling with activity. Tibusin was a busy city, so
workers and servants in Tibusin’s livery marched down the halls like
a private army, carrying food, decorations, and costumes and going
about the Dee’s required tasks. Much of what they did now was
additional work compared to what they would normally do, the
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dubious benefit of being in the middle of a Faestivul and having the
greatest leader of their people present in their Grancitta during that
Faestivul. Despite being terribly busy, all of them stopped what they
were doing and bowed their heads when the Grand Helion passed,
accompanied by Illias and an entourage of a dozen guards wearing
silver and white, each bearing a red insignias on their collar to signify
the Faestivul they were in the middle of.
None would impede them, wherever they went. None would dare
disturb the Grand Helion and his cadre of assistants. They were
wanted at an important public speaking, where they would join in as
a part of the Faestivul celebrations. It was a rare distinction for the
citizens of Tibusin to have the Grand Helion in their city during one of
the five major occasions of the Yarre, so the people wanted to see
him out in public, especially since it was the last Dee of a Faestivul
before the new Saysuhn began. Illias saw this event not as a chance
to ingratiate themselves into the people’s good graces when the war
against Corydon was going poorly, but rather as an opportunity for
the more astute members of the citizenry to discover his duplicity.
Unfortunately, this was not something they could beg out of or avoid
– not for any reason.
Typically, Tibusin was not even one of the top three most important
Grancittas. It was certainly below Aetheline and Cenalium in ranking,
and it fell below Choraeyn in importance as well. Depending on the
power of the Helions that ruled them, it could also be below Gevaud,
Durenia, and occasionally even Reselhine. Tibusin was sadly
mismanaged, and that had allowed the third-built Grancitta to fall into
a position of only modest importance. At over 700 Yarres old, Tibusin
was greatly important in Aurean history, but it had never truly
escaped the shadow of its big brother to the South, Cenalium.
Despite its size, it had often functioned more like an extensive
Menocitta in the power umbrella of great Cenalium rather than a
Grancitta in its own right.
Perhaps because of its age and the era in which it had been built,
Tibusin lacked the beauty of the newer Grancittas. When it was built,
the Aurean people were only then beginning to recover from the
change in their nature. They had bred heavily in those early Yarres,
trying to regain their numbers after their populace had been so
thoroughly decimated by Maletos, if one was to believe Corydon’s
teachings. Illias didn’t really care one way or another, so long as he
got to command. Maletos might be his own mother for all he cared,
but he would still follow Corydon.
Many of the Aurean elite shunned the city as an eyesore when they
compared it to the spires and domes of Aetheline, the storied history
and technology of Cenalium, the thousand aerial bridges of
Choraeyn, and the overlook of the Outer Seas of Reselhine. Even
the crystal mines of Durenia, Gevaud’s famous wooded gardens
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filled with birds and beasts, and the sunrise over the peaks of
Muralius offered appeals that Tibusin lacked.
However, Tibusin was appealing to Illias is its simplicity and
functionality. Certainly Cenalium had not been built to be beautiful. It
had been a lifeboat for a dying people, and only its prosperity over
many Hectoyarres and its many strong leaders had allowed it to
transform into the wonder it was now. As to Tibusin, even the recent
Helions – the current Helion included – had done little to improve its
aesthetical properties. Wall hangings and minor decorative
alterations could not change the city into one of beauty, but to an
industrious military mind, it looked as if it could be made into a
strongly defensible fortress quite easily.
After a few Mynettes of marching through the tunnels of Tibusin’s
city of lighted caves, as most of the city was actually dug into the
mountain itself, they arrived at the largest quarters of the city. These
were special guest quarters in a part of the city that had been
constructed for the Grand Helion, and only him. No other dignitary,
visitor, or even Tibusin’s Helion would ever occupy them, and as
such, they lay dormant and waiting for him for most of the Yarre, only
being put to use during the Tournea Observatori and on special visits
like this. To call the quarters was to understate them greatly, for a
hundred people could have easily stayed within the set of chambers
that were allotted to the Aurean people’s greatest leader. Among all
the sectors of this Grancitta, this was the only area approaching true
beauty. Everything was done in the most expensive materials. No
expense had been spared. The furniture was of the finest
craftsmanship, and the taste was exquisite. Crystal Pods were laid
out in plenty, chasing away the slightest hint of shadows from the
carefully maintained rooms.
The Grand Helion’s quarters were a miniature city within a city,
certainly more extensive than the Helion of Tibusin’s own rooms,
which looked meager in comparison. The plumbing was independent
to prevent any dangers of poisoning or contamination, and Tibusin’s
finest, supplemented by men from the Grand Helion’s entourage,
guarded the only three approaching tunnels to the chambers. Those
tunnels each had massive metal doors that could be closed and
barred from the Grand Helion’s side. There were training yards with
extensive exercise courts, meeting rooms that could hold dozens of
officials, kitchens with a team of half a dozen chefs that were
outfitted with all the freshest ingredients, dovecotes for message
birds, and even a Flier landing pad large enough for three Force
Fliers.
There was no want for help either, as the place came with separate
launderers, cooks, maids, physicians, maintenance men to fix
anything that broke, and even a veterinarian in case the Grand
Helion or his accompanying party had any pets in need of doctoring.
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Masseuses, scribes, musicians, and physical trainers stood by,
awaiting any foreseeable need.
All in all, the place was quite comfortable, beyond anything Illias
had personally experienced. He wasn’t the sort of man who gave in
to the need for comforts often. He was used to roughing it, living in
tents, or the so-called staterooms of Fliers. Even the popular vices of
men, women and alcohol, were distractions of little interest to him.
Simply put, he was a man with a particular need, and when this need
for violence was satisfied, he was at ease. And yet, in this place, he
almost felt as if he could get used to the finer things in life.
The Grand Helion lead the way to one of the grassy training
grounds available to the Guardians accompanying him, and there all
the soldiers fell back to stand at a distance. Corydon felt no need for
his own protectors, and the Grand Helion waved off his own Lost
One bodyguards. The two of them were alone on the windswept
span of turf, staring down on the city below. They were at the peak of
the city, the two of them. None would overhear what was said. The
winds Aaren cast about the place made such a thing impossible.
Illias didn’t let the distractions of the city deep in its celebrations
below or tight formations of Fliers buzzing above the buildings with
red banners streaming behind them draw his concentration away
from the matter at hand. Being a singular sort of man was good on
some occasions, he decided. His concentration was unshakeable, as
he had only enough patience to focus on one thing at a time usually.
“Let’s have this thing done then. What is it you think you’ve heard
from Corydon, and why wasn’t I notified when his messages
arrived?” Illias demanded, staring hard at the decoy.
The decoy opened his mouth to speak, and his chubby little chin
nearly disappeared in the flesh of his neck. He was not a strong
man, with the sort of sculpted, confidence-inspiring features a leader
needed – not in Illias’ estimation. But then, the decoy had been
chosen because he resembled the real Grand Helion. This wimpy
man was a close approximation of the true leader of the loyal Aurean
people. It was almost laughable.
“Corydon is speaking directly through me. I am sharing with you his
exact words, unaltered.”
Illias’ eyes narrowed. “Do you care to explain that again?”
“Right now, Corydon is speaking to another Lost One. That one is
sharing the words of Corydon with me. I am then relaying them to
you. It is a system not entirely unlike your Torredi Lampada, except it
is through a more human mechanism. We rely not on the transfer of
light and the decoding of patterns, but work instead through the
machinery of the mind.”
“More human, eh?” He repeated, grinning ever so slightly. Few
would call these creatures human.
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“I am going to begin relaying messages from Corydon to you, if that
is alright? You may respond as you wish, and you two will have a
conversation through us. Are you ready? Corydon is getting
impatient.”
“Then commence.” Illias declared, waving his hand for the thing to
start. “We must not keep him or the people of this fine city waiting.”
He knew that the Lost Ones sometimes seemed to act without being
told, or one might act as if it knew the mind of the next one, but the
idea that they could communicate over distances like this had never
occurred to him. It had seemed outside the realm of possibilities until
just now, and therefore he had never even once thought of it before.
“Illias?” The Grand Helion began.
Illias grunted, not knowing what to expect. Part of him wondered if
the decoy would speak in Corydon’s voice, but he did not, not as of
yet anyway.
“This is Corydon. I am in Cenalium.”
“I am in Tibusin, Corydon. I hope that my messages will be
transferred to you faithfully, if this is indeed what is happening. I am
not certain how this works, or if it is a lie.”
The decoy betrayed no hint of being upset or annoyed by Illias’
doubt. He continued to relay the messages from the Greater Helion’s
chambers in Cenalium, where Corydon sat and shared his messages
with the Lost Ones. “This test is to determine just that, Illias. I, too,
was doubtful, and I want to assure that this method of sharing orders
works correctly before trusting it.”
“Honestly, I’m not sure I like it.” Illias admitted.
“Nor do I, but in these times, we must do all we can to speed up our
conquest. If I can more quickly share messages with Aram, Orsen,
Chael, and yourself, then we can save time and mistakes. We’ll be
able to rally troops to the needed locations, and coordinate attacks
better.”
“That all sounds well and good, but how do I know that it is really
you that I’m speaking with?”
“I want to know the same, Illias. I wonder if I am not only hearing
the voice of my ‘translator.’ Therefore, I want you to ask me
something only I know, and I will answer it for you. However, I would
like to go first and ask you a question that only the true you could
know the answer to.”
Illias nodded. That made sense. “Alright, sir. Go ahead. Test me,
and we’ll see if these puppet soldiers of yours are lying.”
There was a pause, presumably as Corydon considered his
question. Illias waited, looking out at the clouds beginning to obscure
the sun. After a few Saycunds, the decoy spoke again, posing its
question.
“When we first met, you and I, how old were you?”
Illias frowned. “One Mynette, if you please. Let me think. “
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“Do not think overly long, or I might believe instead that you are
torturing the answers out of my general.”
“I assure you, I am not being tortured.” Illias replied.
“Then answer the question.” The decoy as Corydon demanded.
“Well, sir, I am not an overly nostalgic fellow, and I feel little
sentimental value in such memories, so it is difficult to say exactly. I
think it might have been shortly after your friend Orestes betrayed
you and quit testing Aureans to rid them of their weaknesses. That, if
memory serves, would have been around 754 A.E., but I am not
exactly certain. I was young, perhaps twenty-seven or twenty-eight at
that point.”
“You were indeed young, and so much less than you are now. Yet,
you had a lot of potential, especially for cruelty. That is how I found
you, after all. Do you remember what I said to you that day?”
“You said something to the effect of needing impressionable young
youths who had not yet been tainted by too many Yarres of Maletos’
lies, ones capable of trying things others might consider heretical.”
“Those weren’t quite my exact words, but it was close, as I recall it.”
“Have I proven myself to you then, sir?” Illias asked.
The decoy nodded, as if he were actually Corydon. “You have, and
now I must prove myself in turn to you. Ask me a question.”
“What was my father’s name and what did he do?” Illias smiled,
because it was a trick question, in half. He had never mentioned his
father’s name to Corydon. As a suspected traitor to the Guardians
who only escaped condemnation through his untimely death, Illias’
father had been a sore subject with him in his youth. That did not
mean that his master did not know his father’s name, though, and it
was highly unlikely that someone else wouldn’t have known.
“I am not sure I know his name, because you never knew your
father. I do recall that he was a Guardian who died in an accident
before you were born. There was some doubt surrounding his
loyalty, and that was why you were in such trouble when you were
young. Any mention of him would bring you to a rage in a fast boil.
You were big and strong even at that age.” The decoy went silent
after he spoke, allowing Illias to allow Corydon’s answer to soak in
before he finally asked, “Do I pass?“
“You pass.”
“What was his name, anyway?”
“Theron.” Illias answered stiffly. Even speaking his father’s name
caused him discomfort after all these Yarres.
Corydon could hear the uneasiness in the message being relayed
to him, and he responded to it. “Well, let us believe that any
dishonesty or disloyalty your father may have committed has better
served us and our cause now by bringing you to us. Anything he did
was far less than the lies of Maletos. As far as I see, any malcontent
or traitor to the old ways is our ally, dead or not.”
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“I see.”
Illias was not a man of great emotions. Such a declaration was not
going to move him toward tears. There was no lump in his throat, just
a knot in his belly, one that had always been there. Corydon’s words
about trust and loyalty, those were something that would stick with
him, but he was not a man who made profound speeches. Getting
down to business was more his style. “Would you like a full report of
our progress then, sir?”
“Please.”
Illias launched into his report, detailing first the landing and the
welcoming. That had been touch and go, but with the disguises he
and the other men wore, and some expertly timed words from the
Grand Helion’s decoy, they had been accepted as the real thing.
Corydon had suspected it would be so, because people wanted to
believe what they wanted, rather than what was true. Besides, it
would have been quite a scene if they had tried to arrest the Grand
Helion in the middle of such a throng of people. Their grand arrival
had just only preceded the beginning of the Faestivul, and half the
Grancitta had turned out to see their leader land. Spies, agents, and
Lost Ones planted within the populace had been on hand to help out
and sew chaos in the crowd to facilitate an escape in case the need
had arisen. Thankfully, those preparations had turned out to be
unnecessary.
After that, Illias had kept to a low profile, all the while helping his
men infiltrate the ranks of the Guardians of Tibusin, prominent circles
both political and economic, and the offices of the Helion. Every Dee,
spies and agents in the Flier offices and message towers ran
interference while more Lost Ones were smuggled in to speed up the
assimilation process. In dark rooms everywhere, there were men
linked vein to vein with Lost Ones, becoming more soldiers for
Corydon’s plans.
Their timing really couldn’t have been more perfect. As it was,
everyone was so concerned with the Faestivul of Coming Heat that
people weren’t missed, and if they were laid out it was just assumed
that they had over-indulged in the festivities and needed a few Dees
off. Servants and workers at every level of society were being taken
over, and no one suspected a thing. Anyone who appeared to
suspect anything was taken and hooked up to the veins of a Lost
One, disposed of, or bribed – whichever best suited the situation.
Corydon’s sympathizers and agents made it much easier to take
over the city from within. In any Grancitta there were bound to be
some dissidents, ones too rich and not quite brave enough to do
anything, at least until the revolution came knocking at their front
doors. These were the very men who turned the entire populace over
to Illias.
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Basically, Illias concluded, by the time anyone noticed anything, the
city’s army and key members would be taken over. The Helion of
Tibusin himself was scheduled to meet with the Grand Helion for a
few Dees immediately following the Faestivul, supposedly to speak
of Cenalium and what to do in terms of defending against the
heretics. Once he emerged from the meeting as one of Illias’
puppets, the city would effectively be theirs, even if it took another
couple Munths to fully transform the citizenry. Of course, after the
Helion was theirs, they could bring in shipments of Lost Ones much
more easily.
“Everything is well in hand, then.” The decoy remarked, still
speaking for Corydon. “Take care in your expansion. Do it quickly but
carefully. Choose your targets well, and you will minimize the
damage to the city. We must also prevent the leaking of our plan to
outside Grancittas until after it is too late for them to do anything.
Right now, Choraeyn and the others are reeling from our attacks;
they’re licking their wounds. However, if we look vulnerable, they will
assuredly pounce.”
“I understand. I will use as much caution as I possess.” Illias
assured his master.
“That is not a lot, but it will have to do. You are the only one I can
trust with this job.”
“Sir, if I may, how fare Aram and my other generals?”
“Aram pushes on Daryut and Miniya. Some of his men go overland,
harassing the Ox-Men in the Vale as they work to cross the Lake of
Grey. Once they reach the mainland of Elegius, they will infiltrate
Jhiza.”
“And on our eastern front?”
“The Östlichreich is giving way, even though we expect
reinforcements from Aynglica to begin arriving.”
Illias’ three best men were working hard. Things went well for them.
Corydon’s forces grew while the enemy continued to give land. “All is
in well then?”
“All is not in well, Illias, not yet. We need Tibusin if we are to have
any hope of total success. The Gods have upped the stakes, and we
must do the same. We must play to win.” Corydon cautioned his
general. The decoy even conveyed the emotion in which Corydon’s
words were spoken.
“Understood.”
“That is all for now. I will check in from time to time. Hopefully we
will not need to test our method of speaking too often, but it should
be done from time to time.”
“I agree. I will initiate contact of my own, should I have information
that would suit you, or should I need something.”
“Let us hope it is the former, and not the latter.”
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That was how the conversation ended, the first of many to come it
seemed. Illias was pleasantly amused by the possibilities the new
method of communication opened up, even if he had to trust the Lost
Ones to accomplish it. Although, it might very well make his job in
Tibusin easier, and that was not something to complain about, not in
the least.
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CHAPTER 128
Pure hearts are capable of the cruelest deeds…
- Excerpt from Iago’s ‘Trust Unfounded’
nd

 Tewsdee, the 2

of Growing, 769 A.E. 

Tahirah III waited in a small audience chamber that was one of
Iago’s rooms within Aetheline, which were not few in number. As the
new Voice of the Firmament as well as being the chief advisor to the
Grand Helion – though many hadn’t known of that position until
recently – he was accorded many rooms. In his absence, the former
Elegian Empress had taken a few for her own use. Many of Iago’s
rooms had sat collecting dust, and she had felt no compunction
whatsoever about appropriating a few for her purposes. Of course,
that meant redecorating to suit whomever she planned to meet in the
rooms she’d taken, but with Iago’s resources at hand, that was not a
difficulty.
Currently, she sat on a carven throne-like chair of ivory marble,
traced with bronze that ran like fine strands of hair along the minute
cracks in the otherwise immaculate surface. The veins of bronze
matched the details of the dress she chose to wear this Dee, and the
accessories that finished the look, which were all of bronze.
Todee, she didn’t need to impress Sef with an almost Elegian
regality, but rather an Aurean stateliness. Since most Aureans knew
little about Elegian dress, anything she wore to that end would have
been a wasted effort. Therefore, she wore something classically
Aurean: flowing robes that accented the long lines of her body, and
tasteful jewelry of bronze and crystal. In her hair was a wreath of
bronze cordage; the finely wrought webbing had many jeweled
crystals trapped within it. Overhead, a carefully placed crystal pod
cast light upon her, giving her dark hair a glowing look, as if she had
a halo of light atop her head.
Haig, who had been the first to submit to Iago’s test of loyalty after
the extraordinary acceptance ceremony, was absent for once. When
the Voice was not present, Haig functioned as something of a
bodyguard, spy, and advisor all wrapped up in one. Despite the fact
that he had served her before, she had little doubt as to who owned
his true loyalty, and that person was certainly not she. Haig would
betray her misdeeds without the slightest remorse, so she purposely
treaded softly around the man. The man was a zealot, the sort of
man that had a glazed-over look of absolute dedication that never
left his eyes. Thankfully, he had duties of his own as the First
Disciple, a title both honorary and justifiably earned, one that he’d
taken on at her urging. His responsibilities left her time to do what
she must without his prying eyes and ears around.

68

PERENNIALS
For now, that meant meeting with a Guardian who had been ill
enough in fortune to have run across Corydon’s ambitions and come
up on the losing end of the deal. His name was Vitalis, and while
Iago’s men had questioned him before, Tahirah III felt that there
were certain things that he might confide to her that Iago’s bullyboys
couldn’t shake from his tongue. Iago wasn’t always the subtlest,
despite what he might think about himself. He was cruel, ruthless,
and ambitious. There was no man or woman he would not use, no
person he would not betray, and no principle he would not ignore to
reach the top. She, on the other hand, as a former Empress, had
already risen to the highest pinnacle she could achieve in this life.
Anything else she accomplished was surely because of the mercy of
Juria, and she would not waste a second chance by not being
circumspect enough.
Out of habit, one not yet extinct despite living among these nonElegians, she kissed her palms and pressed them together
whenever her mind considered Juria. Her people and her Empire
might have abandoned her, she might have been betrayed by her
successor, and her enemies may have encaged her, but she would
not turn her back on Juria. It was clear to her that even with her
misfortunes, the Goddess was with her yet. Had she not been, she
might have died a number of times, or she might still be rotting in that
gilded cage. Instead, she was attached to the most dangerous man
in all of the Aurean Grancittas, and she had her freedom – in part
anyway.
Her waiting finally came to an end when Vitalis was ushered into
the room by a pair of Guardians she’d won to her side through her
manipulations. Yes, it was odd to have only a pair when they usually
traveled in Aurean trios, but she would take these two who answered
to her any Dee over a trio loyal to someone else. Avel and Deo were
their names, Avel being younger and taller with fine bones in his
features, while Deo was sturdy and wildly muscled for an Aurean.
Aureans tended toward litheness, and Deo was a massive man,
quiet but trainable. Avel was pretty and idealistic. It probably had
never occurred to the younger one that he might be serving
someone whose goals weren’t necessarily in line with Iago’s. In the
quiet Ouers of the many nights since she’d won her limited freedom,
she’d worked on tempting and seducing the pair, and now she had
no doubt that they would surely do anything she asked of them.
Typically, Aureans wouldn’t think of sullying themselves with
Lowlanders, but, within every sort of people, there are always
deviants. It helped that her experiences had well prepared her for
pleasing men. She’d done things in ways that Aurean men had no
opportunity to experience, not with any Aurean woman. Avel, she’d
known liked the looks of her from the first time she’d met him. She
did not have the gentle carriage and quiet grace of an Aurean
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woman, but then it had been the zestful fire of her heart and her
exotic beauty that had attracted him. As for Deo, he was a carnal
man, a man of simple pleasures. He had been easy to convince with
just a few hints of encouragement from Avel. Since their initial
acquaintances, they’d become bound quite tightly to her and all she
offered. They were both young for Aureans though, a couple
Decayarres younger than her even, but she was in good shape for
her age. Younger lovers had kept her young, along with a bit of help
from things only an Elegian Empress had access to..
Elegian Empresses, ruling over as many citizens as they did, had a
lot of resources at their disposal. Because of this, they could possibly
live double the normal lifespan of any man or woman in the
Lowlands of the Broken Crown. They owed this to a number of
procedures and techniques: careful poisonings aimed at purifying the
body of impurities, infusions of infant blood to keep the body
youthful, hearty exercise done regularly, the finest quality of foods,
and pampering beyond what any other person, Lowlander or not,
might have access to. Despite being over sixty Yarres of age, she
looked no older than thirty-five, and would easily live to a hundred
and more, assassination or Iago’s potential downfall causing her
death not withstanding.
She looked upon Vitalis when he entered between her two men.
Vitalis was not entirely unpleasing to the eyes, yet there was a
haunted look to his otherwise handsome face. As she understood,
he was younger even than Avel and Deo, but he looked older than
both by far. There were lines on his face and a hard expression
about his eyes that made him look as if he were pained deeply. It
was not a physical pain, but rather heartache. He was mourning still
for his lost wife and child. So, it was not surprising that he cared not
for expensive wall hangings, murals painted with expensive
pigments, carefully-chosen crystal pods that lit the room to her
advantage, and a plush runner of carpet that ran from the door to her
feet.
Vitalis put in the slightest of bows. It was earnest, but only
moderate in the respect it showed. Clearly, had she not been one of
Iago’s highest servants, he would not have bowed to her at all. “Your
servant, one in faith to Maletos and those who do her will, is here.”
He touched his thumb and forefinger to his forehead.
Tahirah III smiled at the careful phrasing of his words. This was a
man who had nothing to lose, so he let his doubt of her and Iago ring
clear in his greeting. He was a man who served the faith, and
anyone he deemed had Maletos’ will best in mind would have his
loyalty. Certainly he was wary of trusting anyone after his losses. His
loyalty to Corydon and the fallen Greater Helion of Cenalium had
cost him everything he deemed worthwhile in life. She liked him
already. He was darkly pleasant.
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“Vitalis, you have suffered much. I can see it in your eyes.” She
purred sympathetically, offering the saddest look her eyes could
muster. His expression was unreadable for several Saycunds, but
from the way his shoulders slumped and a lot of the strength went
out of his posture, she could tell that she’d hit a chord.
He recovered after clearing his throat and spoke shakily,
unaccustomed to sharing his feelings on the subject. “Many have
trials. Mine have been difficult, but I survive yet to do Her will.”
“But what have you gained for all that you have sacrificed?”
“Honor in Her eyes.”
“Yes, but a man’s heart cannot fill so easily with only honor.” She
was careful to only convey sympathy and not pity. She must not pity
him, or she would lose him. Such was his heart, she had already
decided. “Trust me, I know this. Despite what soldiers like yourself
say, you ache for what was torn away from you, and for the
avengement of your family.”
Vitalis grimaced slightly and took a deep breath. “Lady, you know
my story, but I know not yours. You have me at a disadvantage.”
“Even if you knew my personal heartaches and losses, they would
not compare to those of a man betrayed and bereft of all that was his
life. You are now like a tree hollowed out by termites – a shell
stands, but one solid blow would crumble all that remains.”
“Did you bring me here simply to remind me of my pains?” There
was an ever-so-slight touch of pleading in his eyes, pleading for this
conversation to end. He stood silently, waiting for the next verbal
blow to land and fell him.
“I brought you here to offer you hope. I know none can offer you
reparations for what you’ve lost…” She looked away, touched a lip
she let tremble along with her voice. Empresses, even former ones,
were schooled in the control of their voices, expressions, and
features. When she looked back at him, her eyes were glistening,
shining with warmth and softness. “I see you wonder what a
Lowlander woman knows of Aurean hearts, but I tell you, man, that a
woman’s heart and body are the same in any corner of our sad
world. Our hearts ache and feel, and our eyes leak tears of sorrow all
the same. I cannot imagine any greater pain for you than what has
befallen you.”
Vitalis was almost embarrassed by how overwhelmed he was
becoming by this Lowlander woman’s showing of emotion, of
understanding of all that happened to him. “I would not deign to
assume much about you, lady. I know nothing of you, not even your
name.”
“Tahirah will do, Guardian Vitalis.” She emphasized his title as
Guardian. She knew it’d been stripped of him once in Cenalium prior
to his banishment. Iago had reinstated it after grilling him for details
about Corydon and all he did, but that position had almost been
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stripped a second time because of his failure on the Great Steps of
Aetheline.
“Lady Tahirah, I am warmed by your concerns for me. I am
astounded that one so different from me as yourself can understand
my heart, and I am shamed to have doubted that men and women
from elsewhere could be similar to my own kind.” Vitalis looked
away, running his hand across his smooth face as he thought.
Tahirah III rose from her seat. Her gown fell about her, a
shimmering sheet of gossamer threads that clung to the curves of
her hips and bosom. Her neck was nearly as delicate and long as an
Aurean woman’s, and with her hair pinned up in the Aurean fashion,
she looked almost vulnerable, yet with an inner warmth that drew the
eyes of the three men in the room.
She descended the single step from her throne to be on a level with
Vitalis, who was immediately made aware that he was taller than her,
standing straight erect in his bronzed Guardian armor. She was a
womanly contradiction, hard yet tender, intensely feminine yet
masculine in her strength, fiery yet cool enough to touch, foreign yet
so alike the woman he had loved. By the time she reached him and
took his long-fingered hands in her own, smaller hands, he was
struggling to master the emotions that were sweeping through his
soul. He was not the sort of man who would ever replace his dead
wife in his heart, or even think about another woman, but this
Lowlander woman made him feel more alive than he thought was
possible.
“Guardian Vitalis, I would give you reason to live once more.” She
said gently, causing his eyes to widen. Her voice was like velvet, and
his ears ate up her every vocalization. “I would wipe those shadows
of pain out of your eyes and give you a chance to redeem yourself,
to make right those wrongs done to you, so far as it is possible.”
“I live to serve, Lady.” He whispered, his voice cracking as he
spoke. He almost sank to his knees, but she caught him with the
lightest touch, and he remained standing.
“Then we must talk, my friend. We must figure out how to best use
you to serve Maletos and your loved ones.”
“What can I do? I am a failure twice over, a complete loss.”
“I have met no failures who are still living, Vitalis. Failures die. If you
still live, it is because you have yet to truly fail and more to succeed
in. Maletos requires your service yet. She needs you, Guardian
Vitalis.”
Vitalis’ brow furrowed confusedly. “How can that be?”
“You were given a chance, twice, to meet a special girl, one key to
all that happens here, as I discern it.”
“Anthea.” Vitalis murmured.
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“She is at the heart of Corydon’s heresies, betrayals, and evils. We
must see what we can do to find her. As I understand, her father died
helping her escape.”
Vitalis nodded, and if he was surprised at how well she had milked
that information from Iago’s informants, he said nothing. “I was there
when her father fell.”
“She, too, has lost to Corydon, but she has not given up. I feel she
may very well try to return to Cenalium, and when she does, I wish
for you to be there, Vitalis. There you will redeem your good name
and your life.”
“Or I will fail a final time and die for my efforts.”
Tahirah III squeezed Vitalis’ hands and put on her most mournful
expression. “You must not think this way, my dear Vitalis. If you die,
you are but reunited with your family in the House of Endless
Rooms. If you live, you may exact your revenge and finish what you
have started in sparing the girl twice.”
“It was her who spared me, I think.” He corrected her. “Both times
she and her companions might have killed me if they had so
desired.”
“Then she was certainly working with the Gods. Perhaps even
Maletos guided her hand in sparing you, so that you might have a
greater part in the cleansing of Aurean-kind.” She touched her thumb
and forefinger to her head in the typical Aurean fashion, honoring
Maletos, even if the Goddess of the Sun was not her people’s
traditional favorite. Although, in that moment, she considered that a
Queen of the Gods must surely be good enough for even a fallen
Empress to worship.
This possibility of a fated pair of meetings with Anthea had Vitalis
thinking. His eyes were sharp with hope as he considered his two
chance encounters with the girl that changed his life. Both times, he
had survived when no other Aureans had. There had to be a reason,
but he could not believe so easily that his suffering had been for a
divine purpose. “Would that it is so. I doubt I am so honored as to
serve our greatest Goddess in this way. Still, there is little I can do to
help find Anthea. What is it you want me to do, Lady?”
“I will send you north, first.” Tahirah III explained, starting to lead
Vitalis toward the door, still holding his hands as they went. “There,
you will have options. There are men fighting against Corydon’s
plague of Dark Aureans on Elegius, daring Flier pilots and great
warriors risking their lives with great honor. There are others, too,
who tunnel toward Cenalium. They will emerge and strike at the
heretic from the heart of his foul kingdom. Others may go later,
overland, to attack Corydon at his home. You will have to choose
your path though. I can but help you start on your way.”
“I will leave here then?” Vitalis asked. For once, his eyes seemed to
almost have a hint of hope in them.
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“You will take a Flier this Dee. You will make your own fate, guided
by the hands of Maletos and Haestos.”
“I will do this then, for all that I have lost…”
“And all you hope to gain.” She finished for him, knowing that she
now had a loyal man that was going to spread her reach beyond this
city.
She bid Vitalis farewell with a chaste kiss upon his cheek. Then she
handed him a set of Flier requisition papers and sent him on his way.
As she watched him stride purposely down the corridor, she smiled
to herself. Aurean men were no so different from Elegian men, and it
pleased her that she could move them to do things. Avel and Deo
were but the beginning, not the end, as Vitalis had demonstrated.
Vitalis was one of many who she would convert, or subvert to help
her. She didn’t particularly need him, but she owed it to Iago to see
as many servants sent north as possible. She needed to make sure
he continued to grow in prominence if she wanted more freedom, so
she was willing to help him out with things like this.
Now, if only she could do something about that pesky Haig.

Durenia was the sixth Grancitta to have been built, followed only by
Aetheline and then Muralius. As such, it had a fairly modern look that
had been incorporated into its design that had been completed with
its subsequent renovations. Part of that was because the mountains
around Durenia were splendidly rich in mineral deposits, which,
when coupled with the special caves for the growing crystals, made
Durenia the third or fourth richest of the Grancittas. Choraeyn argued
it was the third richest, but even if it was, Durenia was hardly far
behind, and money paid for renovations.
Iago found it necessary to tour Durenia for several reasons. First, it
was important to put in a showing to boost his influence in the region.
Second, Durenia was fielding many of the forces being marshaled
against Corydon’s invasion of Elegius, and he hoped he could steal a
bit of the spotlight by wishing them luck and blessing them in
Maletos’ name. Third, with the recent losses in Fliers, it was
important to boost crystal-growing production to help replace Fliers
casualties with new ones. Fourth, he hoped to make contact with
members of his informant network that worked in Durenia to get the
latest news from them; sometimes it was best to do things in person,
rather than send messages or a Pictoimage. Finally, Porfirio, the
Sword of Choraeyn, and his newfound understudy, Nico, were here.
Nico, the young captain from the Menocitta of Erstusis on the
mountainous peninsula called the Empress’ Arm, was quickly
gathering a following of daring young pilots, and Porfirio was using
the boy’s bravado as a much-needed shot in the arm for morale. It
was not an understatement at all to say that this was a somewhat
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unpopular campaign. Aureans fighting Aureans was never gong to
be popular, even when they were heretics.
Now Iago wasn’t against the use of symbols and heroes to bolster
the war effort, but he did not much care for idealists like Porfirio,
even if he saw the need for such men. Frankly, he found it shameful
that such men were needed, and it disgusted him that so many of his
people were apathetic to the cause that should have been foremost
on every Aurean mind. That was, perhaps, the best possible result of
this awful conflict: to bring about changes in the Aurean people. For
too long his people had stagnated, growing proud of their
accomplishments and lazy about innovation. It took a heretic like
Corydon to bring about change. Only, he did it in too severe of steps,
and the Aurean people balked at being forced along. Anything he
might offer as a milder alternative to the people, even if still drastic,
would be gladly taken over being denatured and made into
Corydon’s Dark Aurean abominations.
The flight to Durenia had been a risk, but one he felt worth taking.
Corydon’s Fliers had been less aggressive of late, keeping mostly to
missions of protection and escort. Coming here in a full squadron,
they’d not so much as seen an enemy Flier, but for someone as
important as he, there was no substitute for caution. He’d come so
far, but had so far yet to go, and couldn’t afford to be involved in an
untimely accident. Even here in Durenia, he had to be careful.
His disciples hadn’t yet taken the city in hand, though there were
many of them throughout the settlement spreading the word for him.
Aetheline was wholly his, Choraeyn was quickly falling into his
hands, and Durenia and Gevaud were not far behind; it was only a
matter of time for those two. Muralius and Reselhine he still had not
made much headway into. They were the furthest from his influence,
but where Aetheline, Choraeyn, Durenia, and Gevaud led, they
would follow. That they would side with him against Corydon when
the time came was a given. There could be no other way.
Iago was strolling through the crystal farms, gazing upon the rows
and rows of carefully grown crystal pods and crystal sheets.
Typically, those were the two most common varieties of crystal that
Aureans used. The round ones could be made into crystal pods for
lighting, while the sheets would be used in energy collectors,
windows, and a dozen other applications. There were some
hexagonal crystal prisms being grown, and even a few with
octagonal or more complicated shapes, but those had specialty uses
or were used as decorations.
His lone attendant during this stroll was one Gioia. The slender
woman had beamed when he had chosen her from among the other
crystal mine workers to accompany him and answer any questions
he might have during his tour. Of course, he knew the silvery-haired

75

PERENNIALS
woman before he’d even chosen her, and she knew him. The other
miners didn’t know that though.
Gioia was one of his informants, one of many in his vast network,
and she had a report to give. This was something they would do in
code, a mixture of niceties and code words mixed with facts and bits
of fiction. It’d be a nearly impossible for anyone who didn’t know the
code to decipher the actual meaning of the conversation. Iago and
Gioia both knew the code though, and so their conversation within
their conversation was what they actually concentrated on, not the
other topics that they seemed to speak about.
“What have you heard out of the north?” Iago asked. His question
was masked within his words.
Gioia laughed, as if he had said something funny. Her heart-shaped
face was comely and inviting. If physical comforts meant anything to
a man like Iago, he might have considered her for something more
than just information this Dee.
“The Grand Helion is in Tibusin.” She replied in code. “Some of
your agents have also confirmed the presence of Corydon’s servant
Illias from Pictoimages, disguised though he is. We fear the city will
soon be overrun. Our agents estimate we have only a Munth before
they have converted enough of the populace to close the city off to
us, though it will take them longer before the new armies are ready.”
“Only a Munth? They do work fast.” Iago sighed. More time was
always nice, but he had to do with what was dealt him. If a Munth
was all it would take for them to subdue the Grancitta, then he
needed to speed up his own plans.”
“The Grand Helion, what is he doing there with Corydon’s agents?”
Gioia asked. Her eyes narrowed upon him as she waited for his
response, but not before she asked another question: “He cannot be
the true Grand Helion, can he?”
Iago gave her a sharp look, and she looked away, reprimanded.
“Questions are dangerous, nearly as dangerous as information. Do
not forget yourself.” He warned her.
“I apologize, Voice.” She murmured, a flush rising in her cheeks.
“What of the attacks in the Gulf of Royals? How does our enemy
fair?”
“Jierjah and Daryut are being pushed. The Empress Sanura II has
rallied her troops in defensive positions south of those cities,
organized under her General Aziza, the Right Hand of the Empress.”
“And of Chione, the Left Hand? Have you heard anything of her?”
Gioia licked her soft lips with her pink tongue, possibly to consider
how she would answer. Clearly, she was being cautious, but Iago
was a keen observer of men and women, and he knew when she
was being reticent. “I have heard whispers, Voice, but nothing
concrete.”
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“What whispers?” Iago inquired, pausing his tour to look out through
a rectangular crystal window several dozen Mayters long. The view it
offered of the Outer Seas was breathtaking. The waves far below
crashing on the wall of stone that formed the Empress’ Arm was
inspiring in that nature had so much power that was often
overlooked, especially from afar. He hoped to be such a force, part
unseen and unnoticed, and part impossible to not notice. He cast a
look sideways at the shorter woman beside him and drew himself up
into his full, imposing height.
Gioia shifted uneasily under his watchful eye. “All of Elegius
wonders where its attacking arm is hiding. They want to be on the
offensive, not the defensive, yet the Left Hand of the Empress is
strangely missing. There are faint rumors that have her on some sort
of covert mission.” She answered.
“Perhaps she is.” Iago offered little. This agent would know what
she must and no more. “Porfirio is here with his protégé Nico. What
do the people say of them?” He almost didn’t want to know, but he
needed to.
“They are a stirring pair, those two, raising hopes and warming
blood toward fighting.” She answered, causing Iago to frown at the
hope and respect in her voice.
“We, our people, live in such cold places. Sometimes it takes quite
a lot to stir our blood and get us to fight.”
“It is hard, Voice, to fight your brothers.” Then, seeing his frown at
her wording, she reiterated: “I mean those who were once our
brothers.”
Iago crossed his arms across his chest, tucking the black-gloved
hand under the white material that covered his arms and chest. He
noted that Gioia relaxed visibly when he put that hand away. She
had heard the stories and she believed them. “They gave up any
right to call themselves our brethren when they agreed to be sullied,
or when they didn’t fight back hard enough to resist having this
sullying of blood forced upon them. They are willing monsters, so far
as I can see.”
“Be that as it may, not all see it that way.” Gioia replied. She did not
meet his eyes as she said this, scared to contradict him as she was.
“Which is precisely why I am here. I, with Porfirio and Nico, must
illustrate to our blind countrymen that the enemies are no longer our
brothers, but instead creatures that have consumed what were once
our brothers.”
“I see that, but you have a mighty task ahead of you if you must
convince all of our people of this fact. I would help you, though I am
but a humble servant. What is it you would have me do to aid you in
this task, Voice?”
Iago resumed walking once more, deciding not to answer
immediately. He spoke of common things for a time, of the weather,
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commerce, and the Faestivul only just past. Gioia followed him,
hanging on his every move and comment, waiting for her orders to
come out through the code of pleasantries he exchanged with her,
but they did not come. She began to despair that he would not have
any use for her as they went up ramps, leaving behind the extensive
warrens of caverns and passageways in which the crystal farmers
labored.
Mynettes later, they emerged from the underground and came into
the sun’s warmth, scant though it was in the sea breezes.
Lowlanders might consider these winds almost gale force when they
gusted, but Aureans were by nature used to such breaths from
Aaren, the God of Skies and Winds. Durenians took advantage of
these strong winds, and, under the direction of Galen the inventor,
the city’s most famous resident, they had erected towers with large
fans connected to propellers and turbines that produced a fair portion
of the Grancitta’s power.
Iago decided as he looked upon these wind towers that Galen
might have been an old man for an Aurean at something over 150
Yarres of age, but his mind was still producing good ideas. It was a
shame that he was considered to be a fossil by many in the ruling
class of the Aureans, a man whose ideas were no longer vogue.
Perhaps Corydon had the right of it after all, at least in part, Iago
considered sadly. The Aurean people really did need something to
shock them out of their state of complacency, and they were just the
two of them to do it.
Iago turned east to look behind them, where the red and orange
mountains that ringed Durenia’s shelf-like settlement rose proudly
skyward. The city itself, cast in the sun’s full light, shimmered like a
coppery mass. All of the social elite lived in these broad towers,
while the poor would have to live within apartments carved out of
those coppery hills. Regardless of class, there was one place that
they all of the people of Durenia congregated: a towering temple to
Maletos that loomed over all. A crystal ball of fire at its top cast light
and shadows that stretched westward across the whole city. Iago
had been in the temple early in the morning, presiding over the
ceremonies, as was his duty as Voice of the Firmament.
The copper color of the buildings and of the stone in the hills came
from ores, something that the area around Durenia had a lot of.
Down in the Lowlands, the Elegians partook of the region’s bounties,
using the ores to make weapons, jewelry, and implements for all
manners of work. Here, those metals were not so useful, not unless
it could be made into arc-lances and Fliers. Durenia didn’t have
much of those ores, trading their farmed crystals for refined metal
from the other Grancittas instead. Still, it was a rich city, beautiful as
a burnished gem in its own right.
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“We, the Aurean people loyal to Maletos, have need of you, Gioia.”
Iago said at last, his voice only loud enough to be heard over the
winds that whipped wildly at both his robes and her silvery hair.
“You have but to order me, Voice, and I will obey.” She responded
dutifully.
“See to it that you get someone near this Nico. You are not without
charms yourself, and I understand you can pilot Fliers. Insinuate
yourself in his good graces. Do what you must.”
“And then?”
“We must use him. Turn him to our side. He is young and
impressionable. It is only unfortunate that he is so closely tied to
Porfirio. Porfirio and I do not see eye to eye on the future of our
people. His blindness will not allow him to see all that I hope to
accomplish for our people.” Iago clenched his blackened hand within
its dark glove. ”If Nico will not be used against his mentor, then we
must make a martyr of him. Symbols certainly have their uses, dead
or alive.”
She bowed her head and said, “I understand.”
“Go then. Our tour is concluded. I have much to think on, and
speeches to give to rally the spirits of the Grancitta.”
“Until next time. I am yours always, Voice.” Gioia pressed her
thumb and the tip of her forefinger to her forehead and bowed away.
Iago watched her go, enjoying the spirited way in which she walked.
She was so full of hope and so eager to serve. His mood soured
when he caught glimpse of the glistening costume of Porfirio across
the way. The man, with his constant shadow from Erstusis, was
explaining the new Flier pilot training regiments and Flier upgrades to
a host of young Guardians, pilot hopefuls. Something would have to
be done with the Sword of Choraeyn sooner than later, Iago decided.
If possible, it would be nice to have Porfirio and Illias kill each other.
That wasn’t an easy fate to arrange though, even for one touched by
a Goddess. For now, he would settle with Gioia getting to know Nico,
and slowly corrupting Nico to use against Porfirio.
He smiled as his mind went back to Illias and Porfirio killing one
another for a few Saycunds, a brief indulgence in wishful thinking; he
imaged the pair of them lying impaled on each other’s arc-swords
and laughed. Then he walked off to a meeting with the Helion of
Durenia and his chief advisors, feeling deeply satisfied in the work he
had done here. His Guardians, all his disciples through and through,
cleared the way for him as he went through the copper halls of the
Grancitta.
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CHAPTER 129
Life is interesting in its diversity. There is no end to its ability to
surprise me. In the depths of the oceans, in the hottest deserts, on
the tops of mountains, and even in the dark caves you can find life.
Although I have seen much, nowhere have I seen more surprising
creatures than in the depths of the world. The oddest creations
surface from those deep places. Most of these beasts are blind and
albino creatures living within the pools and caverns of the
underworld. How they survive, I still do not know. It is impossible to
study these things thoroughly within their natural habitats, so I am
left to guess at their lives, their diets, and mating cycles. The only
thing that I find consistently is that Rishalt’s children are infinite in
their variety…
- Excerpt from Okapi’s ‘Flora and Fauna of the Broken Crown’
th

 Fohrsdee, the 4 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Chione crouched beside Dacian, who peered with her down the
tunnels going east. She could see the faint light of crystal pods
reflecting off the damp rocks below, as some of the men began
heading deeper into the network of passageways east toward
Cenalium. The first group was mostly made up of Aureans, and while
they loathed the dark, they did seem to do better in enclosed areas
than the Elegians. Because they were mountain folk, they also had
no fear of heights, or depths, as they should be considered here,
when they were scaling down the cliffs that sometimes impeded their
progress eastward.
Connections had been made between the original tunnels they had
inhabited and these tunnels, the ones that Dacian had been keeping
secret until recently. Apparently, Dacian and his master were
working on a timeframe, and it hadn’t been okay at the time to
disclose the location of these tunnels. Perhaps they had not thought
Chione’s team would be ready for the journey until now. While she
still blamed her silver-haired and silver-tongued companion for his
lack of disclosure in this issue, she found it hard to hate him.
Something about his smooth nature, his careful responses, and his
attention to details appealed to her military sense, and she was not
an easy woman to please, not in any meaning of the word.
“They are going deep. They must be careful not to run into pockets
of foul air.” Dacian remarked, yawning to pop his ears from the
pressure that was building as they continued down. Aureans were
used to great heights, not great depths. At times, he breathed more
heavily in the thick air.
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Chione’s eyebrows furrowed, shading her flinty eyes. “Foul air?
That is a concern?” Elegians were a people of the open lands, great
expanses of sand and savannah.
“My people have found on occasion, when tunneling our mountain
homes, that there are gases in tunnels that can choke a man to
death. Some, you can smell. Others are slow and scentless killers.
Many unwary diggers have bedded down in a cavern only to never
wake up, poisoned in their sleep.”
“I had no idea that such would be a concern.” The Left Hand of the
Empress admitted.
Dacian smiled slightly. That was one of the reasons they’d not went
immediately into the caverns, though he didn’t bother to say it. “The
situation will only get worse when we go beneath the sea, as there
will not be any fresh air vents to renew our air supply. Pockets of
gases can be quite combustible, exploding and burying us in rubble if
they do not burn us all to death. Fortunately, this is a hazard we can
easily avoid, as we will use Aurean crystal pods instead of torches
and fire when we can in the tunnels. Without cook fires, we might
have to eat our food cold for many Dees though, perhaps even
Waykes.”
Chione sighed. “This journey sounds altogether disagreeable.”
Dacian nodded in agreement. He was a fastidious man, well
groomed and neat. Wandering through subterranean vaults and
narrow chambers was not his idea of a good time either. “Air and
water will be the greatest of our concerns. The mineral-laden waters
of the underground can be most acidic or very alkaline. Mineral salts
and other materials can make the water quite undrinkable.”
“So that is why you’ve been so careful with the men about getting
them to ration water.”
“One cannot start too soon. The training we had in the caverns
above was necessary.”
“How is it you know all of this? Were you a digger in the dirt at
some point in your past, or was your father before you?”
Dacian smiled. “No. I’m just well read and very prepared for this. My
master requires his agents to be capable and informed.”
Chione nodded in agreement. “Your master, this Iago,” she recalled
names she deemed important quite well, “sounds quite adept at
ordering his men. Truth be told, I am glad I am not going
underground with anyone other than you to help guide us through.”
“I am most flattered, general. And, I must say, for a Lowlander, you
are most capable.”
“Ah, flattery might work on the dandy city girls you know, Dacian,
but I am of a different breed than them.”
“Well, let me say then, when the poisons arrive, I would have none
other than you wielding arms beside me as we escort our deadly
load into the bowels of Cenalium.”
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That earned a grunt of mild satisfaction from the strong woman. For
a moment, she fiddled with her deep violet cloak, which was black to
anyone’s eyes in these dim passages. When her hand slipped
through the folds of the cloak and came to rest reassuringly on the
handle of her heavy-headed mace at her hip, she looked once more
at her colleague and informant. “When exactly are these poisons to
arrive?”
“Within a Wayke, I suspect. They will not all come at once, lest
Corydon’s forces intercept them on their way here and ruin our
chances. A large shipment would be much easier for him to see. The
first poisons should be here soon, and even if they arrive piecemeal,
they should all be here within Dees of the first shipment. We can
send teams ahead with each shipment, and meet up just outside the
caverns of Lower Cenalium.”
“I must confess that my men are perhaps under-trained for this. If
we had more Aureans, it would be reassuring.”
“More men of any sort would help, General. Yet, my people do
poorly in the dark, as you have noticed. Some of these men with me
have special training. They are Darkwatchers, watchers of the dead
who have befriended the Goddess Kaneitha in order to allow
themselves greater exposure to the dark.” Dacian shivered
noticeably, whether at the cold, dark, or the mention of the Goddess,
Chione did not know. After a breath, Dacian continued his
explanation, saying, “Even they might not survive the path, but they
feel it is their duty to help purify our people of its heretics.”
“I expect few of my men to survive this. We are a sun-bred people,
birthed and raised in the heat of the sandy desserts, not the cold,
drafty damp of the underground. We are ill made for this sort of
adventure, and I fear many will succumb to fear and madness when
we venture deep into the world. Without the sun and the hot air on
our faces, we are lost.”
Dacian nodded. “Still, Elegians must have ventured into the world’s
interior at some point, for I have heard tell of stories that Elegians tell
of things, perhaps Greveth’s children or Rishalt’s cast-offs, who live
within the mantle of this world. As I understand, they are fiery beings
who steal souls, and not even Nelius can reclaim a soul stolen by
one of these beasts.”
Chione grimaced, wondering which of her men had shared this tale
with the Aurean. He certainly had his ways of acquiring information.
“Yes, the Sedget. They are an old legend, crib tales from scared
countrywomen. The Sedget are nothing a General should fear.”
“Yet your men, and they are mostly men, do fear what may befall
them, what might stalk them, or what will chomp their bones to get at
the marrow within them.”
“Enough!” Chione growled. The light from Dacian’s sole crystal pod
reflected off the dark planes of her angular face. She was definitely ill
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at ease “I will take their concerns into consideration when I choose
who goes in which group, and which leaders will be appointed to
their teams.” She stood and started back toward the main
encampment within the caverns.
He rose to follow her, continuing their conversation as he walked.
“Good, because while there may not be any ‘Sedget,’ there certainly
are things worth reckoning with. Let us hope we do not encounter too
many of them.”
“Should we not hope we encounter none at all?”
Dacian shook his head. “That’s too big of a request, and it will only
anger the Gods. Juria and Maletos have no domain here.” He
touched his forehead in the fashion of his people just as she kissed
her fingertips and pressed them to her temples. “We need to be
praying to Kaneitha, Greveth, and Rishalt for succor.”
“That, too, I will take under advisory.”
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CHAPTER 130
All gifts have their prices, even those that seem freely given. Before
accepting anything from another, you must consider all the costs.
Costs associated with certain gifts can be difficult to discern; some
are more costly than they are worth if you look beyond their face
value. However, desperate times might require you to accept even
the most costly of gifts. Then you must pay the dear price and not
complain about what you have brought upon yourself…
- Excerpt from Suri Amani’s ‘Dubious Offerings’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 5 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Rolf regarded Nishan with his green eyes, which were almost
obscured now by hair that had grown long and untended. He looked
quite wild, but then the Kerathi tended toward that sort of
appearance anyway. Nishan, for his part, was looking a bit rough as
well. Usually, he kept very clean and maintained his appearance
well. Such a thing was hard to do in the wilds, where there were no
bathing facilities, only dull straight razors to shave with, and not
much in the way of soap for many Kilomes. Of the three of them,
only Tuari looked himself. Camping out in the ruins was much easier
on him than ranging the ice floes, and he looked better fed and more
cheerful than he had ever been in his life.
“Stop looking at me.” Nishan remarked testily after a time. Rolf had
been looking at him with his worrying eyes long enough.
“Sorry. It is just that I wondered when you plan on deciding about
this offer of the Hundred Souls.”
“Why do I need to decide now? Our situation is the same as it was
when they made their offer. I have no dire need of their help.
Besides, they are preserved by some secret magic of my people, so
they certainly aren’t going to die of old age waiting for my decision,
whichever way I decide to go.”
“Does it not haunt you?” Rolf asked.
Nishan’s golden eyes flashed with a bit of annoyance. “Does what
not haunt me?”
“Their offer. I know when Chaveaoux was sending me images of
this gun of mine,” Rolf paused to pat the almost cannon-sized faithshooting weapon he had made, “I could do nothing at all until I built
it. Thoughts, images, and ideas… they consumed my whole life until
this was complete. Now, my Racheneid is beginning to take over
once more, and the need to fulfill my oath is becoming harder to
ignore. How can this not haunt you?”
“So you suspect that this offer is something like your blood oath or
your god-inspired need to create. Well, it’s not. This is entirely
different.” Nishan replied, perhaps a bit brusquely. He knew that Rolf
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had accompanied him last time, but he did not feel that he had to
explain everything about his people to a Kerathi, no matter what that
Kerathi had done for him.
Rolf grunted, taking the brush-off as a signal to stop pursuing the
matter. Tuari, though, was an entirely different matter. He knew of
the creation of Rolf’s weapon and the inspiration for it, but he had
only heard a little of what they had to say about Nishan’s offer, and
he knew almost nothing about Rolf’s Racheneid oath. Tuari’s round
face lit up with curiosity, and he wasn’t entirely shy about questions,
as they had learned before. The Uleaut boy might normally be quiet
and reflective, but when his curiosity was piqued, he was quick to
speak.
“While I do not know the whole story in any of these cases you
mention, I must wonder how your situation now is so different from
Rolf’s experiences. What is this cost of this gift they offer you that
you would refuse it?” Tuari wondered.
Nishan looked at his youngest companion, a seasoned hunter and
good companion despite his few Yarres. Rolf pretended like he didn’t
care, but he was listening well even if he made a point of not looking
like he was doing so. Nishan finally resigned himself to giving an
explanation. “Well, their offer has quite a barb on it, an inescapable
hook: my life will no longer be my own. Rolf may have made himself
clanless until he’s fulfilled his oath, but he is still himself. I, on the
other hand, will share my life with a hundred others, men and women
who surrendered their fate to protect this land Hectoyarres ago.”
“But what would that mean for you?” Tuari asked. Then, he fired a
few more questions before Nishan could answer the first: “How
would that change your life? Are you not living for Anthea and her
cause now? I know that our people must always live for the hunting
group, and not for themselves. Selfishness is not a trait we often
possess, for our whole lives are for our camp.”
“Living for one’s community is far different from having a community
within me, but you raise good points. However, I must remind you
that this conflict will be over somedee, and I wish to continue living
on after that, without the ghosts of the past haunting my mind.”
“The past is inescapable. From what I have seen of you and the few
others of your kind I met in Mediya and in Fairport, the past haunts
your whole people, even if they live without the burden you might
choose for yourself.” Tuari pointed out.
Rolf chortled at this, to see the youngest member of their group
outmaneuvering his elder. His arguments were well phrased, and for
a moment, Rolf wished he had a bit more eloquence in his speech so
he could express his ideas and feelings better. Such traits were not
common in Kerathi men, who were better with expressing their anger
and their desires with great deeds and a lot of bluster.
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“I think you are oversimplifying things. Instead of having the simple
memories of my people’s past within me as a steady reminder of our
failures, I will have a hundred souls living within me. I will die a
hundred times. Each time I will be cut and forced to bleed, a hundred
times in all before my body finally succumbs to the final rest. I might
be burned, dismembered, disfigured, and even mangled, but I will
live on. It is not a pretty fate.”
“It is a fair price to pay for all you might do in this world. I think,
even were you to become horribly maimed, and even if you were to
die ninety times for Anthea, she would not love you any less. She
could love you only more, despite the ache her heart would feel to
see you suffer so. Then, when it is all over, you could come back
here to help rebuild what your people lost.”
“You have a tragic heart, Tuari, and from a Rumani, that is a
complement. I strongly feel the words you speak, and I will have to
consider every syllable you have shared. However, I feel there is no
reason to act hastily or rashly, not when there isn’t any need for such
haste. In the end, only my heart can guide me. With a newborn God
walking the face of this world and the rest of them intent on all that
happens, with war brewing not far away, and with old spirits as our
neighbors, every move we make must be cautious.”
What followed was a series of religious gestures, Kerathi ones for
Rolf, Uleaut ones for Tuari, and Rumani ones for Nishan.
“The Uleaut has astounded me once again.” Rolf declared after a
quiet settled on them, the sound of his words competed with only by
the whistling of wind through the ruins of Ka’Shann.
“He is wise beyond his Yarres, certainly.” Nishan agreed.
“I think not, but I don’t know if I am the best judge of such things. I
merely consider what my heart tells me and I speak its thoughts
aloud.” Tuari shrugged.
Nishan grinned. “I think, then, if you were to follow your heart in all
things for the rest of your Dees, it would never lead you astray.”
“And what does your heart speak of our lovely, sleeping princess
beside us?” Rolf wondered while looking at the leafy chrysalis that
enveloped Anthea. “Will I ever see her emerge so that I can return to
Aynglica and make Catrin the happiest wife in all of Fairport?”
Tuari stood and moved close to Anthea’s cocoon, placing his hands
upon it for a Mynette or two before answering. “She will emerge
soon, I think. I can feel her more strongly these Dees. Can you not
as well, you two?”
Both nodded, and each took a long look at the slender silhouette of
the girl they all loved in their own ways.
“When she emerges, I will have my decision ready.” Nishan
announced, offering them a promise.
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“If you do decide to do the bidding of those poor fellows in the ruins,
let us hope you don’t need to sleep like a seed in a pod for a few
Waykes like Anthea has been doing.” Rolf remarked.
Nishan nodded in absolute agreement. “Yes, let’s.”
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CHAPTER 131
There are many avenues to power, and they all require lots of
money. Thankfully I have a lot of with which to grease the wheels of
progress…
- Excerpt from Mortimer Tightfist’s ‘Circumstances Governing
Monetary Affairs’
th

 Sechsdee, the 6 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
After several Dees of holidee traffic, as well as the post-holidee
traffic on exodus from the capital, it seemed amazing to both Sagira
and Makan that they had finally arrived in Safehold of Alacazzare.
They’d battled what was quite literally a flood of humanity coming
and going from the symbolic center of Aynglican life. Alacazzare
was, after all, where the King and Queen lived, and even if most of
the politics got done up in Fedemere, or all most of the business was
done in Fairport, it was here that the leaders of the Council of Great
Lords actually resided.
Almost every noble in Aynglica, be it Outer, Lesser, or Greater,
would make the pilgrimage at least once per Yarre to pay homage to
the reigning King and Queen and to renew social ties with their
peers, usually during a Faestivul. That meant that many of the
counts, viscounts, earls, marquises, dukes, and other nobles, as well
as the extended families and servants that made up their entourages
had all gone south for the Faestivul. Certainly, the Faestivul of
Renewal was the busiest occasion during the Yarre, but the
Faestivul of Coming Heat was not exactly a minor affair, either.
Industry and commerce were chief in the hearts of Aynglican people,
so the ceremonies of that just-finished Faestivul were also a popular
time to visit the capital.
Unfortunately, logistics made getting to the capital a bit difficult
during Faestivuls. Alacazzare was at the southern extreme of the
Sorne River, which was nearly at the southern coast of Greater
Aynglica. The river system was always clogged with barges and
flatboats ferrying goods to and from the major cities, and the only two
major ports on that coast, Eidenbren and Burfas, were not fitting for
nobles to arrive in, having been built for more utilitarian purposes.
There were also modest armadas anchored in each of those ports,
and those parts of the royal navy discouraged heavy traffic. That
meant that the best way to get to Alacazzare was just how Sagira
and Makan had done so, that being overland. Aynglica’s highways
were second to none, and the road from Fairport to Alacazzare was
perhaps the busiest stretch of their great roads, though the length of
highways from Fairport to Fedemere was also quite busy.
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More experienced and richer travelers might have arranged to
arrive in Alacazzare as much as two Waykes prior to the Faestivul,
with their departures scheduled for about that long after the festivities
ended as well. Sagira and Makan were on a schedule of sorts, and
being pressed for time meant that they had to battle traffic with the
porters, lesser nobles, and deliverymen who supplied the rich needs
of those staying in the capital for the holidee.
Still, the misfortune had turned into fortune, because they had met
and influenced many men and women of import on the roads and in
the roadhouses on the route here. Whether those introductions and
chance meetings would pay off big in the future was something only
Elecin knew. Still, Sagira had her suspicions that her words would
spread, and, before long, more craftsmen, merchants, and minor
nobility would be supporting of the war. She was moving the
Aynglican people by starting at the bottom of the pyramid. Upper
nobility had to follow the masses if the masses got riled up enough
about something.
All of that was then. Her minor tests were done. The troubles in
Fairport, giving speeches in minor halls, assassination attempts, and
speaking in common rooms of inns and in city squares was a thing of
the past. Now it was time to speak to the real people of power, the
ones whose words caused the Markes and Pennies to flow, soldiers
to march, and ships to be launched. This was what all of her work
thus far had been leading to. Despite all her preparations, she found
herself nervous as the gates of Alacazzare loomed ahead of them.
The city itself had been built up from an old keep that still sat upon
a hill. It had spread out from there, and it was no longer just an old
keep on a hill. The keep had been refitted and heightened through
the ages to keep up with the growing prosperity of the upper class,
and the soaring towers of the keep were visible beyond the series of
walls that enwrapped the city. They could see the inner walls and
their gates because the city’s core was at a higher elevation than its
perimeter. The outermost walls were crenellated, the tallest and
thickest of the defensive walls, standing twelve Mayters high and
more at their top and several Mayters thick. The dark stone on the
outside of the walls surrounded cores of packed earth, gravel, and
clay. They were wide enough on top that something akin to a road
had been built atop them, a path that could be traversed by teams of
horses pulling wagons full of soldiers to small fortresses with canons
that were spaced out along the periphery of the wall.
Usually, these wall-top roads were not actually used for serious
defensive measures, since Alacazzare had not come under attack in
recent memory. More often than not the walls were not used for
anything more than parades and demonstrations; lines of brightly
attired soldiers took laps around the city, marching in formation with
their firearms held upright as they patrolled. A few patrols were
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visible even know, tromping along to a drumbeat, passing the
colorful pennant flags and streamers bearing the symbols of rampant
animals and coats of arms of various prominent families. Had they
arrived a few Dees earlier, they would have seen red streamers and
decorations for the Faestivul, but only a few of those remained, the
results of less than diligent work being done by decorating
committees.
Sagira considered, and could only determine that they were
foreboding, all these walls. Jhiza had its defenses, to be sure, but
more than anything, the mass of humanity, several hundred
thousand strong, was the first wall of defense Jhiza had against
attacking enemies, not to mention the legions of soldiers stationed
there and a palace teeming with life that was bigger than most cities
in the Broken Crown. Here the barriers were much more real, more
physical than in other places she had been. This was different from
places such as Rummas, Miniya, Rihyas, and Fairport, and it was
most certainly different from Far Muera and the Uleaut lands.
When they had finally passed the check-in point to enter the outer
city, clearance papers had been granted to them by some of
Aynglica’s finest. These papers were coded to allow them into
certain areas of the city. Nobles had the highest ranking, and as
such, they could enter the inner recesses of the city, the keep itself if
they saw fit. Most others, merchants, porters, and deliverymen for
the largest part, could only go into the trading sectors of the city. Her
papers, however, were on par with that of most nobles, as she’d
been invited here by some of the most important people in the city,
though her actual invitations had been vague as to which prominent
person had done the inviting. Whoever had done it had to have high
clearance, or she’d not have been able to get the papers she had
received.
She really didn’t care about who had done the inviting anyway. This
was just her ticket into the city, her chance. Makan had discussed
the matter with her, and they had been quite decided on the matter
of the inviter; both of them thought they owed nothing to the inviter,
should they happen to introduce themselves formally, and if they
didn’t, it was even less important to try to pay them back. Whether or
not they would introduce themselves, that was yet to be seen. There
certainly hadn’t been anyone waiting to meet them at the city’s
entrance, and there wasn’t anyone waiting to escort them within the
first section of the city either.
As their papers allowed them to, they went into the heart of the city,
bypassing the market sectors and trading squares where servants
procured their masters’ needs. In the past, these places would have
drawn Sagira, so that she could deliver rousing speeches to factors
and traders. Now, she had only one thing on her mind, and that was
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the keep on the hill in front of her, half a dozen gates away and a
couple hundred Mayters above her from where their carriage was.
Sagira was quite aware of the importance of the different walls
throughout the city. Each wall signified a new area of greater
ranking, and each new gate within the city was guarded, some more
heavily than others. There was a palpable sense of the importance of
status differences between people in Aynglica. On Elegius, people
just knew what their ranking was, and had no need to flaunt it. By
just looking at the length of a man or woman’s hair, an Elegian could
tell where another person stood within the Empire’s hierarchy. Here,
where men and women were constantly vying in an endless race of
power, a vast percentage of one’s income was spent on making sure
others knew how rich and powerful one was; wealth and grand
shows were a good measure of a person’s worth. Therefore, it had
come as a surprise to many of the people around her at the outer
wall gates that she had such high rank access to the city because
she’d not been traveling with rich pomp and a large party of
retainers.
“It’s big, but not so big as Fairport.” Makan declared as he craned
his head to see all this city had to offer.
“Size does not determine power. There is an air of importance that
hangs about this city that is not unlike what I’ve felt at the palace in
Jhiza where the Empress resides.” Sagira replied, pulling her curtain
aside so she could better see the city on her side of the coach.
“Is it power that hangs about this place or just money?” Makan
wondered aloud as he stared at the villas and private manors
encapsulated within the walled-off sections of the city, surrounded by
expensive gardens that were blooming all colors of the rainbow.
“They are one and the same here. You can buy power and power
brings money. They are inevitably tied together. If you have either
one, you will get more of the other, and if you have neither, you are
bound to stay that way.”
“Then let us hope your speeches win us some rich friends then,
because what money we have from Catrin and our other benefactors
in Fairport doesn’t look as if it will last long here. Then we’ll lose our
access to the courts where the rich rub elbows, and we’ll have to beg
meals or earn them when you give speeches in the streets again.”
Sagira grinned. “I will do my best.” Leave it to Makan to be practical
when surrounded by such wealth. That was a valuable trait, and one
she respected. Her mate never lost sight of the fundamentals in life,
which was an easy thing to do when you were amidst the seductive
trappings of wealth.
For a time they rode quietly, allowing their coachmen to maneuver
them through the broad tree-lined lanes to the keep. They watched
the goings on and genuinely enjoyed the last leg of what had been a
tiring and tedious journey. They listened, both trying to get a feel for
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the city, both the dangers and opportunities it offered. This was their
last chance to catch a breath of fresh air before they dove into the
world of high politics that lay just a few walls beyond them.
If the assassins back at Braying Jackass were any hint, they didn’t
seem likely to be given a second chance, because, like it or not,
soon it was going to be sink or swim for them, do or die.

Because of the nature of their invitation, Sagira’s papers allowed
her to enter in where only dignitaries, ambassadors, and nobles
normally tread: the House of Kings. Upon arriving at the great keep
of Alacazzare, Sagira and Makan’s luggage had been deposited into
a set of rooms that had been designated as theirs for the length of
their stay, however long or short it might be. The place was well
equipped to handle large crowds of nobles and their retainers during
Faestivuls, and as the Faestivul had recently finished and the crowds
had begun to leave, there was no trouble finding a room.
Immediately after they had reached their rooms, Sagira had set
about freshening up and changing into more appropriate fashions,
based upon what she had seen other ladies about the halls wearing.
It had taken her only a few Mynettes to ready herself, and Makan
was never slow in making himself presentable either. Then, she had
demanded an immediate tour of the major points of the complex from
the first servant she could find.
It was all Sagira had expected and more. She made sure she saw
much of it right away. Whether she’d actually meet King Nicholas
and Queen Aleta or not during her stay here, it was important to
know what the people she was likely to deal with were like, and one
of the best ways to do that was to examine their home. Their tour
guide, Bastien, a young boy with golden hair and a fresh smile, was
only too glad to show off his expertise in lieu of doing his regular
chores.
She had expected opulence and wealth to be flaunted, and it was in
great measure. Carpets, fixtures, moldings, doors, wall paneling, and
banisters were all done in the finest quality available. Frescos had
been expertly painted across many of the vaulted ceilings, and every
stick of wood and furniture in the entire building had been varnished
and shined to glow like the richest mahogany. Minor details had not
been overlooked either. Lamps were expertly crafted of beautiful
brass and crystal, windows were all of fine glass or leaded stained
glass murals, and doorknobs were carven images of frolicking
animals, commerce in progress, and deities looking impossibly
divine. Even the servants’ costumes matched the décor of the areas
in which they served or the floors they worked on, and many wore
badges that denoted their owners’ family colors and heraldry.
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Nothing was of low quality, and while the decorations sometimes
pushed the line toward garish, it was even done tastefully in parts,
especially in the four large chapels laid out along the cardinal
directions on the ground floor. These four chapels, one north, one
south, one east, and one west, were designated for Braccen,
Chaveaoux, Deneurs, and Ocel, who were the patron Gods and
Goddess of the Aynglican people. Many worshipped more than just
those four, but of the entire Pantheon, these four were chiefly loved
in these lands. It was easy to find one from the other, as you needed
only to follow the compass rose laid out in colored tiles on the floor of
the great lobby between them, which dominated much of the floor
space of the ground floor. Other than the decorative floor, there were
fountains and potted plants set up in semi-circles surrounding
benches where it was fashionable to lounge about and people-watch
while conducting business.
The first chapel they visited – perhaps because Bastien thought it
would interest them most – was for the God of Commerce and
Greed. Fittingly, Braccen’s chapel was rich, trimmed in gold,
platinum, and opals. A huge pair of moneychanger’s scales was
upon a white marble altar, and all of the carven images upon the
walls and exquisite pillars were illustrations of riches, money
changing hands, and profitable business. The God of Commerce
lived in a rich home indeed, and many were his worshippers.
Deneurs was the God of Builders and Craftsmen, so it was quite
understandable that every manner of tool and instrument was
displayed in his temple. Truly, it was more of a museum that honored
men and women who worked with their hands than it was a temple. It
was built in homage to people who had been gifted in their trades
and talents by the God Deneurs. It honored their hard work and
dedication. It was a refuge for the men and women who were the
lifeblood of their nation in that they created everything that was
needed to sustain it. Those worshipping there were the merchant
princes, the shipping masters, coal barons, men with large tracts of
timberland, and others with access to mass quantities of raw
materials.
Chaveaoux’s chapel was the next chapel they visited, and it was
easily the most fascinating of the four. It was a chapel and a working
machine in one. The entire chapel seemed alive with life, a mix of
moving gears, shafts, wheels, cogs, and whirring devices that
powered a clock, peculiar lights that worked with neither flame nor
gas, and a conveyer walkway that carried worshippers past statues
that depicted various forms of ingenuity and invention. The greatest
piece, a device that hung from the ceiling and covered the northern
wall, was a machine calendar that showed what Dee it was, as well
as what Munth, and had automatons threshing wheat, harvesting,
tromping through snow, or a number of other things that
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corresponded with the Saysuhns. Makan felt as if he could watch the
place and all its machinery for several Ouers without seeing
everything and understanding even a tenth of how it was done, but
there was more to the tour.
Ocel, as the God of Flocks and Agriculture, was not considered a
powerful God, and yet he was terribly important. To earn his disfavor
was to starve, to have flocks and fields fail, and to go hungry. The
amount of men and women flowing through the barn-like doors of his
chapel was staggering. All sought to appease him, even if their
fortunes lied in different realms of business. Priestesses with
shepherd’s crooks herded them in and out, taking their offerings in
exchange for blessing tokens like golden sheep pins and other
trinkets. The visitors came and went, scarcely bothering to look at
the sweeping landscapes of fertile herd lands, vineyards, and grain
fields painted on the walls. Compared to the richness of Braccen’s
chapel, or the crafted beauty of Deneurs’ chapel, and the fascinating
machinery in Chaveaoux’s chapel, Ocel’s place of worship looked
downright country and middle-class, but it was busy and cozy.
Other important sections of The House of Kings included a grand
opera stage, music auditoriums where the best players in the lands
and many high-priced Rumani entertainers spent most their time,
private banquet halls, and sword and marksmanship training courts.
Young men spent a lot of time in these training courts, but there were
also a surprising amount in the ballrooms. The grand ballroom was
larger than many small villages Makan had seen. On these dance
floors and the private rooms built alongside it, private lessons in
more than dancing were being given to men and women of all walks
of life. Appearances and comfort were everything, and those being
taught were either the sort that didn’t want to look foolish next time
there was a dance or those who needed a little time away from
spouses or their betrothed ones.
Sagira and Makan were careful with whom they interacted and how
they were seen. It would not do to appear irreverent among the
richest and brightest of all Aynglican. Therefore, they said their
devotions and tithed a little bit more than modestly at the chapels.
They were also careful not to seem too out of place or slack-jawed in
their amazement at what they saw. It was important to look as if they
were merely putting in a public appearance to get noticed, instead
doing something so common like taking a sightseeing tour as they
were actually doing. Regardless, Bastien’s tour allowed Makan to get
an idea of the exits that they might have to use if everything went
poorly, and Sagira was able to put in her first public appearance to
allow the people of the keep to know she was present.
She was mildly surprised by how many people seemed to know
who she was, and even more surprised by a few whispers circulating
around in her wake as she crossed halls and great rooms, rumors
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that seemed to speak of her surviving an assassination attempt.
Makan heard these as well, and shot her warning looks with his dark
eyes, showing how uneasy he was in this veritable pit of vipers,
where gossip was traded as freely as coin. The women were snarky
and unkind to strangers, and the men were self-important and
money-minded. It was not an easy place to win friends, but do that
she must.
They were nearly finished with their basic tour, a tiring ordeal even
if they used the elevators that worked on a system of pulleys and
gears powered by teams of strapping young men in hidden cable
rooms according to Bastien, when they were approached with an
invitation. The invitation was delivered with a flourish and a bow, and
then the well-dressed courier left just as quickly as he had arrived
from a side passage within the maze of rooms and chambers of the
keep. The courier was terribly nondescript; he was the sort of man
that gets employed for a number of jobs where it was key to be
unremarkable and wholly unmemorable. Sagira considered that his
employer, a Count Reynard if she was to believe the name on the
invitation, was probably not terribly handsome himself and wanted to
outshine his plain employees.
“It seems we have dinner plans.” Sagira said, saying no more than
she must while young Bastien’s eager ears were within earshot.
Makan wanted to speak to her, but his reservations about speaking
in public were clear from his eyes. “Please take us back to our
rooms, Bastien. I have to prepare.” This idea earned ever so slight of
a nod from Makan.
“I see.” That was all Bastien said, clearly disappointed that he was
going to be left out of the loop and to that he would have to go back
to work sooner than he had anticipated. His feet dragged a bit as he
walked.
“If you’re quick, I’ll give you a good tip.” Sagira urged him.
The boy sped up immediately, returning to his former enthusiastic
gait as he took Makan and her up a flight of stairs and through
several hallways before they finally arrived at their doors. A few
costly Markes later, they were once more in their rooms. Between
the coins and a winsome smile, Bastien was sure to remember her
and try to help her at every opportunity. His last act of assistance
was to call for hot water for Sagira, since she would clearly wish to
bathe before making an intimate social appearance like a dinner
meeting. Bastien’s aid was expensive – he’d just earned a small
fortune from a laborers perspective – but it was money well spent.
“So we are going to accept this invitation?” Makan asked once they
were safely inside. He had waited until he was sure that Bastien had
not remained to listen at their door from the retreating footsteps that
indicated the young man had gone about his business. “I didn’t think
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you would be so eager to do this. After all, we might be walking into
the den of our assassin’s hirer.”
“We do what we must.” Sagira said. Then, when she saw that
Makan looked entirely unconvinced, she tried to explain her
reasoning. “If we ignore this chance, we might lose a valuable entry
into the social circles here. We’ve just arrived here and we must
embrace this society within this keep as soon as possible, or
everything we’ve worked for will be for naught. Dining alone and
sitting in our rooms, no matter how nice they are, will do us no good
at all. Besides, this might not be our assassin’s hirer, but rather our
inviter, if they are not one in the same.”
“I think if it were our inviter, they would have been less vague in the
letter.” He pointed out, frowning. The letter had not offered any more
than a name and a time and place for meeting after all. “You and I,
we keep pushing on, but we don’t even know when and if Anthea will
be ready. We might raise and army and she might not even be here
yet.”
“Maybe you are right and she doesn’t arrive on time. Maybe she
never shows up, never returns from where she went to with Rolf.
That does not make our goal any less worthwhile. There are wrongs
that we must try to right, regardless of who stands at our side when
the time comes for action.” Sagira declared resolutely, her voice
impassionate and her eyes hard with determination. “I would just
prefer to have an army of Aynglicans marching with me when doing
it.”
Makan folded his arms across his broad chest and nodded. “I
understand your logic and the need. I just worry about Anthea. We
are here, bandying words with these rich folks while she might be out
there struggling in the wilds. I was not built for such a life as this, my
dearest. I should be toughing it out with her, not worrying about
which spoon is for soup and which fork is for salad.” He waved his
hands in exasperation. Dining etiquette, like much of what they did
recently, seemed like such a waste of time when others in the world
had real concerns.
Sagira’s expression softened as she put her arms around his
shoulders. “I know you are worried. I can scarce think or sleep if I
think upon what she must be going through. All I can do is trust in
Nishan, Rolf, and Tuari to do what they can to keep her safe. As for
us, we have our own trials, and they are no less dangerous despite
our plush setting.”
“Just, living in these stone houses… it is not the Mueran way, and
that wears on my patience after a time.” Makan admitted with a sigh,
sliding his arms around the small of her back.
“The world is not right these Dees, my love.” As she spoke, she
reached up to stroke his cheek fondly, and she sighed, too. “This
war, all that happens around Anthea, the plans and ploys of the
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Pantheon of Gods, and that ominous comet in the sky are proof
enough of that. We must endure. It is our lot in life.”
“When did you become the strongest and most determined one
among us?” Makan wondered briefly, letting a smiling wrinkle his
brown face.
“I always was, you just didn’t notice it.”
Makan laughed and pulled free of her embrace. “Let us get ready
then. I want to be prepared for this meeting of ours. I will be your
silent guardian once more, Sagira, so that you need only concentrate
on moving hearts and minds in line with our goals. You watch for the
hidden dangers in words, and I will look for the obvious ones.”
“That is why we are such a good team. You’re the muscle to my
brains and beauty.” She flashed him a toothy grin, a smile that was
half shiny from the metal caps and implants that formed part of her
smile.
“Keep telling yourself that, but I saw many women eyeing your
exotic escort.” Makan replied, arching an eyebrow in a come hither
fashion, which only caused Sagira to break into laughter and hug him
once more.

Count Reynard was master of a rich plot of lands near Loch Laseen
along the Redwine, north of the region of Greater Aynglica known as
the Vinlands. Sagira had Bastien inquire about her dinner date,
deciding after a few Mynettes of indecision that it was better to let the
young man potentially spread rumors about her business than to go
into the meeting knowing nothing about her inviter. Apparently, the
family Reynard came from was a storied one, with a long history of
fighting the Kerathi. Of course, that could be said by perhaps two or
three-dozen major families in the Aynglican territories, not to mention
many small families who lived in Outer Aynglica. Beyond that,
Bastien had informed them that Reynard was a man who believed in
diversifying his fortunes. His lands produced some fair vintages of
wine, he owned a silver mine on Greveth’s Mercy, he was involved in
both the fishing and lumber industries, and he had as of late also
begun getting into shipping interests, buying several heavy merchant
vessels.
All in all, he seemed like a very ambitious man in his middle Yarres
of age, and that made him potentially dangerous and yet useful.
Sagira was quite looking forward to the meeting. She suspected that
the meal would most likely be intriguing; it looked to be unlike some
of the boring little chats over brunch she had had with the movers
and shakers of Fairport’s commercial society, a generally boring lot
except for a few individuals. This man was an entrepreneur,
interested in more than just one small sliver of the business world.
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He was someone she could use, and the man probably expected the
same of her.
Makan and her swept down the corridor, without any entourage
beyond Bastien, whom she’d offered to pay for his services in
escorting her, but he had refused. Being involved in her intrigues
was payment enough, he had declared secretively and a bit
suggestively. It seemed he had totally misunderstood her
relationship with Makan, who must have appeared to be little more
than a bodyguard to the young man.
She couldn’t help but smile at Makan’s mild irritation with the boy,
who had become quite taken with her within the space of a few
Ouers. She had promised Makan that young boys’ attentions were
short-lived whims, but from the stern look with which he regarded the
boy when he actually had to pay him any mind at all, he did not
approve of the boy or his designs. Though she would not admit it
aloud to Makan, she actually liked his growing possessiveness.
Makan was different from Elegian men, who expected to be
controlled and told what to do by their wives. Makan was her equal,
her confidante, her lover, and her protector all wrapped up in one
package. She wasn’t at all helpless, but in a world like this, anyone
and everyone had a need for someone who would watch for unseen
knives and daggers aimed at their backs. Politics were cutthroat, and
they played by different rules here in Aynglica. In Elegian politics,
one struggled against peers of a similar status. Here, everyone
jostled one another, hoping to climb the social ladder in ways that
were impossible in the stratified society of the Elegian Empire.
Bastien bid them farewell after seeing them down the halls and up
three levels to where Count Reynard’s apartments were. There, after
a deep bow and a wink for Sagira, he left them in the care of the pair
of seneschals who waited at the door.
The two seneschals in matching dark blue and pine green uniforms
were both men; like the courier before, they were also unremarkable
in their features and a bit plain. Sagira was beginning to see
something of a pattern here, and as before, she strongly suspected it
was a great vice of vanity afflicting her inviter that caused the
pattern. It might have even been an unconscious thing, something
that no one but an outside observer would notice. Without so much
as a word, the seneschals led Sagira and Makan beneath a frieze of
Braccen merrily collecting his dues and into the chambers beyond
the carven doors that marked the beginning of Count Reynard’s
domain.
The sitting rooms beyond were richly furnished, but in a careful
manner. The rooms were not cluttered or overdone. It was
expensive, but very nice décor, even by Elegian standards. Once
again, Sagira was forced to rethink her expectations of the man she
had yet to meet. They went through three rooms like this before
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finally reaching a sort of middle room that had four sets of doors
leading in and out of it. The seneschals escorting them knocked
once on the western door while they waited beneath a large crystal
chandelier that strongly dominated the room. Other than a few
tasteful paintings and silver and gold-threaded tapestries hanging
between the doors, the massive collection of dangling crystal was
the only decoration in the nexus room – none other were needed.
A few muffled words were partially audible through the doors, their
invitation to the room beyond. The seneschals, apparently experts at
understanding their master even through doors, simultaneously
opened the doors and swept out of the way so that their two guests
could enter. As they moved aside, Sagira got her first look at their
host.
Count Reynard was a man of greater than average height and a
sizeable build. He was mildly handsome, or would have been had he
trimmed his unruly dark hair, which was long enough to keep with the
latest court trends. He was thick about the middle, gently straining
the leather of his tailored doublet that he wore over a ruffled shirt of
white silk. On his hip, he wore a fashionable, yet very real rapier with
a large decorative basket guard. The sword was his most noticeable
feature, other than his striking, icy blue eyes, which were perched to
either side of a crooked nose that looked to have been broken at
least once, if not twice. His lips were a thin line, pursed into a cool
expression.
The Count took them both in as they entered without saying a
single word of greeting, which was highly irregular. Despite having
invited her here, he looked at Makan first, sizing him up. His eyes
lingered long on the spiral horn that he carried as a cane and a spear
before raising to take a good stare eye-to-eye with Makan. Makan
neither shifted uneasily nor blinked. The Mueran stood proudly and
rigidly before the inspection of the taller Aynglican noble. Apparently,
the Count liked what he saw, because he smiled and then moved on
to look at Sagira.
Sagira, as always of late, was dressed to impress. It was
unfortunate that appearances mattered so much, but if she didn’t
look the part, no one on Aynglica would think twice about a word she
said, regardless of how important, heartfelt, or deep her message
was. She wore her hair up and carefully arranged with pins, because
Aynglican men found a display of neck to be alluring, a display of
vulnerability, as well as daring for showing such vulnerability. Her
dress had lace around the cuffs and neck, and embroidering tracing
down the middle at the front and at the hem. The hem swept just
high enough to show her sandaled feet and ankles, another bit of
daring. It was wide-collared and cut deep down toward her cleavage,
yet not so deep as to be indecent, though that word had various
meanings depending on what company she was in. A string of
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garnets dangled around her neck, the end of it disappearing to nestle
between her breasts. Despite being decorated so femininely, her
eyes were a fierce and untamed pair of brown almonds, and her
smile flashed brightly and defiantly.
She fascinated the Count, especially her eyes and the roundness of
her figure beneath her dress. And with a simple lick of her lips with
her soft tongue, she had him all but transfixed for several Saycunds.
It took the Count a few blinks of his eyes and a clearing of his throat
to recover from their wordless introduction. He swallowed slowly and
gestured toward a pair of expensive-looking armchairs set up across
a broad table from his own. Even with the distraction, he retained
enough presence of mind to wait for her to be seated before seating
himself.
Once he was seated, he immediately launched into what seemed to
be a prepared speech from the way he spoke each word, a
recitation. “I invited you here because I have three confessions to
make to you, Sagira, things that I feel I must say now that I have met
you. If you wondered who invited you here, then I must confess that
it was I. Similarly, if you are still wondering who hired the assassin
that failed to take your life, then I must confess that was my doing,
too. Finally, I will confess that I desire and plan to use you and the
power you’re beginning to gather about you.”
Makan shifted uneasily in his seat upon hearing the man’s brazen
declarations, and would have rose in anger had Sagira not put a
stilling hand upon his knee. This was one of the hardest parts of his
job. Aside from enduring other men’s stares at his woman and being
wholly ignored during these meetings, he also had to act calmly in
situations where any respectable Mueran would have begun a spear
duel that would have surely ended in someone’s death. Images of
Haole the White swept unbidden across his eyes, and he gritted his
teeth until the throbbing of his pulse in his neck became less
noticeable.
“And, since you do desire to use me, I can only guess that you used
the assassination attempt as a method of legitimizing my messages
since you cannot use me if I am dead?”
Count Reynard’s reaction was a smile that was completely
predatory. “You are entirely correct in that assumption. Now, I’m not
a savage man, but surely as a public speaker, you must understand
the importance of such legitimacy.”
She smiled coldly. “Oh, I do, but do not think I am going to hurry to
thank you for it. I lost a night’s sleep over that little stunt.”
“Only one?” The Count asked.
“Is that not what I said?” She asked curtly. Her eyes were not
smiling even if her mouth was.
He nodded slowly and, leaning forward, steepled his hands in front
of himself on the table as he rested on his elbows. “Well, I would
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apologize, but we both know my apology would not be a heartfelt
one. I cannot apologize for making you a greater success, and that is
something that benefits us both.”
“So you keep saying, but how exactly do you plan to benefit from
my rise in fame?”
“I hope to ride this wave of anti-Aurean sentiments as it leads us
west, so that I can reclaim lands lost by my forefathers, lands now in
the hands of the failing Kerathi. Of course, I don’t suppose that your
pet, Bastien, told you about this? He couldn’t have known, after all.”
As he spoke, a hunger filled his voice, a hunger for his own
legitimacy. His family had lost a great deal, that much was clear from
his tone, and he was eager to reclaim everything he felt he was
entitled to and more.
Sagira glanced at Makan, whose jaw tightened. He was an
honorable man sitting across from a scoundrel and an opportunist
that would gladly benefit from another’s suffering. Sitting in front of
them was a man who would walk over the corpses of the Kerathi and
his fellow Aynglicans if he could just restore his family’s previous
glories. Such a thing left a foul taste upon her Juria-blessed tongue.
She struggled internally, wondering if she could justify using this
man’s influence to help Anthea if his help would also mean creating
more suffering for others who had already suffered the rigors and
terrors of war. Gritting her teeth, Sagira rose and bid Makan to rise
with her. He did so happily, sensing that this meeting was nearly at a
close.
“There are some things I cannot abide, even to accomplish our
greater goal. I have preached for cooperation, aid, and forming of
alliances with the Kerathi for economic and political gain, but I have
never supported this disgusting brand of exploitation.” Sagira spat
the last word, feeling dirty for having said it.
Count Reynard remained seated as they stood, listening to her
accusations. “I find it suspect that when I openly approach you with
my intents, you find them distasteful. Yet, from all I have heard and
had overheard, you have hinted at and suggested that we
Aynglicans should use this situation to repay old debts to the Kerathi.
You’ve said that we might take what lands are left after the war with
the Aureans is done.”
“You plan on going to war on them as soon as the other conflict is
done, when they are weakest!” Sagira exclaimed. “I never once
mentioned anything like that. I have said perhaps there will be empty
lands that they cannot hold after the war is over, or lands that will be
given over as payment for services rendered on their behalf, but I
have never said that your people should go to war with the Kerathi
when they are wounded so deeply already.”
“You may not have said as much, but I am sure that many
Aynglicans have considered this course of action nonetheless. Such
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an opportunity may not come again, and I have family lands to
reclaim. I will have them, and perhaps even expand them beyond the
original holdings.” Reynard smiled again. His teeth looked sharp and
his eyes glinted cruelly. “I admit that I am not what many would call
an honorable man. I am devious and foul, but is not the aid of a
creature such as me worth the price?”
Sagira laughed throatily, not even bothering to cover her mouth with
the back of her hand, as a lady would do in polite company. This was
not polite company. “You overestimate your value versus the cost of
your services. I do not need help such as yours. There are enough
honorable men in this land that I do not need to sully my goals with
the aid of one such as you. However, should you have a change of
heart and rethink your aspirations, if you can agree to join us out of a
helpful spirit, one that is not suspect of ulterior motives, I will
welcome you to my side.”
“When the time comes that you must beg for my aid, I will
remember this refusal.” Reynard vowed. His icy eyes were colder
than his expression, which was anything but sunny.
“So be it. We will find other ways to do what we must.” Sagira
replied. Her eyes were hard as she turned to go.
The Count stood now too. “You know, nothing stops me from doing
as I please and riding in your wake of war anyway. I can succeed
with or without you.”
“Then pray your captains do not let your boats and soldiers stray
too near those who are with my cause or near the Kerathi, for they
will be warned of your intents.” Sagira replied harshly.
Sagira opened the door and left on her own, but Makan lingered
behind to say a few words of his own before he left. “One man to
another, I suggest you keep your associates away from us in the
future.” Makan told the Count. It was not so much a suggestion as it
was a warning. “We have no need of you. My wife is quite capable of
creating her own prestige without your interferences.”
If she overheard the warning, Sagira gave no sign of it, but Makan
suspected she had heard every word. He might not have her way
with words, but he was a proud man and a Mueran, and he wasn’t
about to let another man threaten anyone he cared about.
He suspected that they would see more of the Count, and it
wouldn’t all be as ‘pleasant’ as this Dee. If anything, it would likely be
more of the sort of attention that they received at the roadhouse on
the way to Alacazzare, and that wasn’t terribly pleasant to think
about. Thus ended their first meeting in Alacazzare. It was far from
successful, and less than glorious.
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CHAPTER 132
Aurean Fliers are very complicated machines, ingenious beyond
anything else in the world. I doubt that any other people living in the
Broken Crown, even the inventive Aynglicans, could develop
something like them even if they had all the resources and materials
that our people have. Therefore, it’s only natural that the flying
machines have become a source of pride for our people, as devices
that seem to defy the laws of nature by allowing men to fly.
Truly, they are curious creations, and they have undergone many
modifications to become what they are now. The original Fliers were
certainly not the sleek vessels we use todee. They were boxy and
clunky, working unpredictably and only over short distances. The
original designers struggled over a balance of weight and power, as
well as the need for easy recharging. It was not something easily
perfected, and it took many lives of promising young Aureans before
something I like to think of as a ‘prime ratio’ was formed.
Surprisingly, it was not the Flier designers that achieved this
breakthrough, but rather the crystal growers, who developed new
high-energy batteries that used fast-storing crystals that could be
grown paper thin to coat the wings and chassis of the Fliers.
When these new crystals were added to existing Fliers, there was a
drastic jump in performance. There were no more power drop-offs
and turbine failures. Even with these new batteries and crystal
storage devices, Fliers didn’t immediately become what they are
todee. It took many refinements to adjust the shape and size of the
vessels to get the perfect surface area to weight proportion and still
remain aerodynamic enough to not get thrown around in the strong
winds that buffet about our mountaintop homes. This was but a
fraction of my lifetime’s work.
I myself always found it odd that we, who live in Aaren’s domain,
are so quick to shun his breath as a means of power source. Always
we look to blessed Maletos for power, when the winds of another
God provide an almost indefinite power source for us to tap into. In
recent Yarres, I have managed to push my home Grancitta of
Durenia toward wind power to supplement our solar energies, but
they are slow in coming around when the same issue is applied to
Fliers. They have a design that works and they are not quick to want
to change it.
Sadly, I feel I’m becoming a symbol of innovation with no actual
powers of innovation left in me. I am obsolete…
- Excerpt from Galen the Inventor’s ‘Technological Advances of the
Aurean People’
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th

 Sayvensdee, the 7 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Gioia had worked for several Dees to manufacture a reason to
happen by Nico. It wasn’t exactly easy to do, despite Iago’s wishes
that she quickly ingratiate into the man’s good favor. Then again,
much of what Iago seemed to expect from his agents, if her
treatment was any indication of the norm, was not easy. This is not
to say that she did not respect and honor the man in the utmost
fashion, for he was clearly brilliant and far beyond her in all aspects,
but perhaps it was that same lofty status that did not allow him in all
of his brilliance to understand the struggles his servants had to go
through on his behalf. She couldn’t imagine he would not care about
all they did for him. Surely, he knew and honored his agents and his
workers that were especially diligent in his affairs, but it would be
nice if some of the things he asked for were a bit easier to
accomplish.
She smiled ruefully, wondering what Iago would think about her if
he knew she thought such things. It was only natural to question
oneself and one’s abilities when a difficult task is at hand, but would
Iago think that way? The Voice of the Firmament had better things to
spend his time on than bolstering the shaky confidence of someone
who was likely a minor agent in his broad network of informants, of
that much she was certain. Besides, brooding never accomplished
much, and she was a capable woman, wasn’t she?
Therefore, she had applied herself doubly, working harder than
ever before to find a way to meet this charismatic Nico. He and his
teacher, Porfirio, the Sword of Choraeyn, were never far apart. That
meant that she must meet Porfirio’s approval and go through his
scrutiny if she wanted to get closer to Nico. The two of them, Nico
and she, walked in different social circles, and he was only going to
be in Durenia long enough to gain a new batch of recruits and take
command of as many Fliers as the Helion would allow. That meant
she had to work fast, or she would lose the chance altogether, and
she didn’t want to think what that would mean or what Iago would do
to her if she failed.
Of course, trying not to think about something only brings it closer
to mind, so every time she had an idle moment, she began running
through at least a dozen different encounters with Iago in which she
had to explain her failures. More than half of them ended in her being
judged by his now famous, god-touched hand, the one that could tell
a man or woman’s heart with but a brush of his blackened skin.
Every time his hand touched her in her mind’s eye, she felt certain
that she would die, withering like a poisoned sack of flesh. At the
very least, she imagined his wrath, his displeasure, and, finally, his
disdain and abandonment of her. If she failed in this, she was as
good as dead to him, literally or not.
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That was when she’d come up with a plan. It had been so obvious,
only she’d missed it completely, so intent had she been on meeting
him in a social event or place where she could catch his eye. Fliers
were the answer. He flew them, but she, through her ties with the
crystal growers, delivered integral pieces of Fliers to the builders of
Fliers. She had arranged to be present whenever deliveries were
made, and a few times, she had even happened upon Nico during
his inspections of the Fliers and the crews that maintained them.
Being there wasn’t that hard at all. Getting his attention seemed to
be though. For that, she would need something more than a pretty
face. He’d seen her more than once, and each time he’d only looked
as long as any man might when he was busy and his mind was
elsewhere.
Certainly, a man dedicated to fighting the enemy wouldn’t take
pause for simply an attractive girl with silvery hair, bright eyes, and a
comely figure. She had been foolish to expect such a thing. An
attractive girl with an interesting theory or idea, that was possible
though. And so she had wracked her brain for ideas, searched for all
relevant texts on Fliers, design theory, and the like, and she had
stumbled across, quite by accident, a blueprint for a new type of Flier
tucked into the folds of a book by none other than Galen the
Inventor.
She, like most of the more recent generations, had mostly forgotten
about the man who had made the modern Flier. She’d heard his
mention many times, but she’d never quite put together the facts that
he was still alive, and he was also living in Durenia. Not only that, but
he was still designing. This design she’d found was dated just two
Yarres past, and it was unlike any Flier she’d ever seen. Just why it
was tucked away on a shelf, forgotten and ignored in a library, she
couldn’t begin to fathom, because it looked far superior to any
machine plying the skies.
This would be her key to getting to know Nico. There was no doubt
in her mind that this design would pique his interest. Now, it was only
a matter of time. She would not have to displease Iago with failure
after all.

Nico, as it happened, had just returned from one of his outings. He
and dozens of other pilots and crew stood around laughing and
congratulating each other. Many of them were high-spirited, a few of
them were thoughtful, and a small minority of them was disillusioned
or angry. They were the latest crews he’d taken it upon himself to
train, a fresh batch of recruits. Although, truthfully they weren’t fresh,
as each of them was actually a seasoned message courier pilot of
some Yarres training. All but a few of them were older than Nico, and
it was clear that this fact did not sit well with some of them. That is,
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until they actually witnessed what he was capable in flight. Using
severely underpowered arc-lances that could only draw dark burn
lines across a Flier hull, the pilots would dogfight in the cliffs and
ridges surrounding Durenia, and it was there that Nico and a few of
his fellows from the windy Menocitta of Erstusis proved their worth.
At the beginning, not even the most senior Fliers in Durenia could
do more than sweep arc-lances across his prow before he had them
all ‘killed,’ which meant he’d scored enough hits on their hull and
critical systems that they were judged as dead, if it had been real
combat anyway. Now, even the most stubborn among them were
beginning to adapt some of his dive and roll techniques, and they
were also training with belly gunners, an adaptation they’d stolen
from Corydon’s own war machines. Despite the source of the
innovation, it was a strong and worthwhile change as she
understood; it did require certain changes in the way they flew to
maximize the effects of the extra gunners though.
Leading a cart of replacement crystals – there were some damages
done even in mock fights – Gioia positioned herself near Nico just as
the crowd was dispersing upon hearing the last of their teacher’s
suggestions and remarks. She made a point to listen, but make it
look as if she was not listening. In this fashion, and by asking
innocent questions here and there, she’d pieced together all that was
said in these little talks before and after a flight drill.
As the last few students wandered off to rest or share their learning
with other pilots, she was taken by Nico’s presence. She took a
moment to still her heart from beating so fast, but it was hard when
she looked upon Nico.
He was dark-haired, a rarity for Aureans, who tended to be lighter
of hair and eyes, often of shades bordering on iridescence. There
were hints of shine within his dark mane, which swept untamed
about his face, in which two laughing eyes were set, poised to
complement his smile at any moment. No doubt, they were the most
captivating of his features, none of which were lacking in
attractiveness. His features were cast in daring, forged in charisma,
and quenched with spirit.
He was as beautiful as she was, perhaps more. As she noticed his
finer features from up close, she felt a tremble of jealousy that ran
down her spine. More than that, she knew that as age and wisdom
tempered the recklessness within him, he would become an even
greater man. Part of her suddenly yearned to be there to see that, at
his side or as his friend. Before those possibilities opened up, he
must first survive the war. Then, his future was open. If only… She
closed her eyes, shook her head, and cast aside foolish, girlish
notions so she could concentrate.
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“Are you alright? You look dizzy.” Nico asked her. Quite
unexpectedly, he had come up beside her to take the delivery order
forms from her hand.
“Oh, yes… I’m fine. It was just a strong wind and I closed my eyes.”
She lied, feeling even more foolish than a moment before.
Nico smiled brightly, probably recognizing the lie. “You are here
often. I see you delivering crystals to replace the ones we damage
during our exercises.”
“Well, someone has to, and I quite like the fresh air and the
heights.” She replied softly, brushing her silvery hair back behind her
ears. The wind loosed it almost immediately, but she did not do it
again.
“I think it’s more than that.”
She colored slightly, feeling the warmth of a blush spreading into
her cheeks. Had she been so transparent? It wasn’t like her to be so
reckless. “Oh?” She stammered.
“I think you like Fliers.” He surmised, winking as he spoke.
“Well, I do. I think they’re quite majestic –“ She trailed off.
Nico frowned slightly, detecting an unspoken criticism. “I sense a
‘but’ in there somewhere.”
“Well, they’re a bit clunky and slow to maneuver sometimes, and
too dependant on their turbines also.”
“That’s why I try to turn into the wind and used the winds catching
the planes of the wings when I fly, sort of like a sail on a Lowlander’s
boat.”
“That must help some, and I know you are a good pilot from what I
overhear the other men saying, but isn’t there more that could be
done to improve their designs? From what I understand, these
designs are over a Hectoyarre old, other than a few small details
added more recently to minimize the amount of material used in the
hulls so that they’re lighter.”
“With all due respect – believe me when I say that I do want to hear
more on this line of thought – what does a crystal grower know of
Fliers?”
Gioia controlled her features as well as the fingers of her hand,
stilling them like a mask she could adapt to whatever expression she
wished. She summoned an offended look and turned away slightly.
She bit her lip as if she had overstepped her bounds with a person
superior to herself, and she was too timid to speak further.
A gentle hand touched her forearm. It was far gentler than she
expected of a man like him, whose hands were calloused from
gripping the controls of the Fliers, where he risked his life in almost
every Dee.
“I do not mean to insult, but as these machines are my livelihood, I
wonder your qualifications in insulting them. You say nothing I do not
also agree with, but I want to know why you seem to think like I do.”
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When she still did not reply, he began to look a bit uncomfortable.
Perhaps he did not want to apologize. After a moment, he asked:
“Were you merely striking up conversation, or did you have more
thoughts where that came from?”
She turned her fiercest gaze upon him then, and crossed her arms
defensively across her chest. She all but snarled her reply at him.
“Would you listen to them if I did? I am, after all, merely a crystal
grower. Surely I’ve never flown in a Flier, nor would I have thought to
read Galen’s texts. I mean, he might live in the same Grancitta as
me, but one such as I would never think to read his words.”
“Enough.” Nico said firmly. He held up his hands to admit defeat. “I
apologize. I shouldn’t have insulted you.”
“No, you shouldn’t have, not when I have what I have.” She replied,
turning to leave him there. She started walking away, but she had
gone no more than three steps before he spoke again.
“What is it that you have? What is so special that you would be so
fiery about it?” He asked, genuinely curious.
She stopped, but did not face him when she answered. “Nothing,
merely some fanciful design for a nicer, faster Flier that I found
abandoned in a book…”
“Perhaps I have seen that design before, because I try to read
everything I can find on the subject of Fliers. But, even if I have, I
would very much like to look over it again with you.”
She half turned to face him, glancing at him almost shyly out of her
left eye. “I’m not sure I’m up to your level, conversationally. I might
just bore you.”
He took a step toward her and reached out his hand. “No, I insist, I
would love to speak with you and hear your thoughts. Sometimes,
we pilots are so close to the machines that we get defensive about
them, and we can’t see what is obvious to people who do not use
them every Dee. Your eye might be more critical about design,
whereas I would think more upon controls and maneuvering.”
Gioia nodded slightly, and procured the design from within the
pocket fold of her fitted blouse. She dressed sensibly when about the
Flier pads, something that he was sure to notice. Many women tried
to remain fashionable in their robe-like gowns no matter where they
went, but she had tied back most of her hair to keep it out of her
face, and she had worn tighter clothing that would not blow about
and catch a wind. She smiled slightly, amused by the fact that some
women died from poor fashion choices when their robes caught
Aaren’s winds in just the right way. Somewhere in that smile there
was also a hint of smugness, because she had managed to hook
Nico after all.
Nico took the design from her hand, letting his fingers lay upon hers
for a bit longer than was necessary. Then, he turned his back to the
wind so that it would not flail the papers about within his hands as he
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unfolded them to look upon them. He was silent for well over a
Mynette, even when she stood at his side and looked upon them as
well.
The elongated design of the Flier drawn out on the papers was so
different from what sat nearby on the Flier pads that the two devices
hardly looked related. It was like comparing a seagull to an eagle or
a piece of quartz to a clear diamond. The biggest difference between
the two was the hull design and the location of the turbines. The
design on the paper featured a hollow tube running through its
center, and turbines at each end of that tube. The vessel was built
around this tube of air and turbines. There were more turbines
besides the central ones, built into the wings at locations quite unlike
those of the Fliers that Nico was used to seeing. Unlike the clunky,
square wings of most modern Fliers, this one was equipped with
sleek wings that had several fins to stabilize and allow for better
steering. Strangely, the new design also included parachutes and
wind sails that could be used to catch drafts and propel the craft
even faster. All in all, it was a different craft, very sleek and
dangerous looking despite having no arc-lances protruding from its
hull.
He turned to look at her, unblinkingly. He swallowed once, as if he’d
seen a deity or had a vision. “This is something we need to speak a
lot about in great depth.” Nico said quietly, very seriously. “I am
especially interested in where you found this design.”
She smiled softly as she met his gaze. “I can help you with that, but
I’d like to be included in what you do with this design, even after I am
no longer immediately useful. I’d like to see how this all turns out,
you see.”
“I understand, and you have my word, as a servant of Maletos, that
I will not exclude you from all that this design touches or changes.”
He touched his forehead and looked skyward as he made his oath.
Gioia made her own sign to Maletos, and then took his hand. With a
smile, she replied, “It’s a deal then. Let’s see what we can make with
this design.”
With that simple gesture, with that oath, Nico was tied to her, and
through her to Iago. It wasn’t evident yet, but eventually Nico would
be helping Iago. Gioia was sure of that much.

109

PERENNIALS
CHAPTER 133
Zaraig is a plague-ridden, disease-infested, rotten carcass of land
that is absolutely crawling with deadly and poisonous creatures. Little
worthwhile lives there, yet it is my home and a good one. None could
ever take it from us or possess it all. There are simply too many
shifting and unpredictable tracts of land in which to hide, and we
constantly make it our business to know all of these changes. The
map constantly changes, and knowledge like this is deadly in
combat, especially on Zaraig. Others may look at this land and see
only discomfort, sweltering heat, and hordes of pests. When we see
the Gnat Marshes, we see our home…
- Excerpt from Tiombe’s ‘Tactics and Lessons of War’
th

 Aytesdee, the 8 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Bedros emerged from within the muck and earth, pulling free with a
loud sucking noise. To free himself fully, he had to push downward
with his arms once his torso was clear. Doing this slowly freed his
legs, which the ground let go of reluctantly, unwilling to end their
loving embrace so quickly.
Mud dripped from his form, which was growing more knotted with
muscle than before. His skin was harder, his blood colder, his eyes
sharper, and his hair was less evident than before. His new horns
were half-formed, gnarled, and twisted like mangrove roots. A pair of
new teeth was forming in his jaw as well, no doubt connected to the
fledgling poison glands growing in what had been the hard palate of
his mouth. He shivered as if cold, but the Gnat Marshes were no less
humid and the air no less heavy than when he had entered the wet
ground about a Wayke ago.
Coat-of-Dust, Red-Tail, and Wandering-Eyes were nearby, forming
something of a guardian triangle about his position. The two
newcomers, the strange ones, were outside of that triangle but within
sight. Of the three guards, it was Wandering-Eyes that had seen him
first, perhaps because his eyes were always rolling in their orbits.
The others had taken notice of him shortly after Wandering-Eyes had
because of the sounds he and the squishing ground around him had
made.
The three eyed him warily, and he understood their reservations.
With each transformation, he was less like them and more like the
two that kept a safe distance away from him. He was less Ox-Man
and more something else. He didn’t even know himself, and he
certainly didn’t want to look in the muddy water just a few Mayters
away to get a glimpse of his reflection, which was assuredly a foreign
face. He wondered if he should be used to such changes by now,
even though he wasn’t. There was a need to do this, and he had the
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will to endure through what must be done. Still, he mourned for his
loss of identity.
He missed the Ox-Man who had grown up beside Anthea, who had
protected her and led her from the mountaintop city of Cenalium. He
wasn’t even the same creature that had helped Anthea and the
others leave the Uleaut ice fields. That was several transformations
ago, before the scales, gills, cleft hooves that were quickly becoming
toes, several sets of horns, altered sweat glands, a handful of new
organelles that worked within his body, and these few fangs that
were starting to protrude beyond the rest of the teeth in his
omnivorous teeth. The changes in his body were countless, and with
each one he was a step further from what he had been and closer to
what he must become.
“Are you well?” Red-Tail asked, ever the sensible one of the three.
Bedros nodded slowly, surprised at the increased flexibility he felt in
his joints, especially his neck. His bones were likely giving over to
cartilage. “I am well enough.” His voice hurt, perhaps because of the
mud he had been breathing, or maybe because of his changes.
“Do you need to eat? While we have stood guard, the new ones
have foraged everydee for you, in case you emerged hungry. They
have kept a pile of food nearby.”
“That would be appreciated.” Bedros replied, starting down the
slight slope of the mound.
Wandering-Eyes gave way slowly, examining Bedros’ new
transformations with unveiled distaste. Bedros shot him a dark look
with eyes that were becoming more reptilian, and the Ox-Man
averted his eyes timidly. Had he not been so exhausted and sore
from what he’d undergone, he’d probably have taken some pleasure
in frightening his skittish companion. As it was, he just wanted to eat.
A few strides carried him over to Horn-Tree and Gnasher. The
former was watching with something like a smile on his face, while
the latter was nervously chewing thick foliage while shifting his
weight from one hoof to the other. Between the two was a pile of the
tenderest greens they had collected from the surrounding swamp as
well as some chewable roots that they had dug up. Nearby were
wilted piles of similar goods, likely from previous Dees when they
had prepared a feast of offerings for him that he had not been able to
eat.
“We look for your food. Bring each Dee.” Horn-Tree said slowly,
careful with each word.
“Thank you.” Bedros told them. In their language, this was
communicated with an upturning of both hands and a nasal grunt.
Bedros acknowledged both of his two new companions with a nod
to let them know he would eat what they offered, and then he chose
his first bit from the mound: a fan-like set of bladed green leaves with
red undersides. He chewed it slowly, finding the taste strongly bitter,

111

PERENNIALS
but edible. The next, a sort of fern, was more palatable, but stringy
and still not entirely pleasant. He couldn’t be sure if his tastes were
changing or if it was just not good food. He did know though that he
had a craving for the heavy heads of ripe wheat that would be
growing on the Amber Plains right then. Those would be far more
nourishing than these, he was certain of that.
When he had finished eating enough to satisfy his desire to work
his jaws, he looked once more at Gnasher, who grinned toothily. His
teeth, including the two tusk-like ones on the lower jaw, were stained
green and red from the roots he still chewed noisily. Saliva and
juices from the plants frothed at the corners of his mouth and
dribbled down his cheeks to stain his fur. It was a rather comical
effect when coupled with Gnasher’s beady eyes and crooked smile.
“You two eat well here. Perhaps your abilities to survive here will
help the next place we go, where the lands are as harsh as here, but
dry and sandy.”
“Food is everywhere.” Horn-Tree agreed.
“We must look well if we must find.” Gnasher agreed. He had the
poorer communication skills between the two.
“You will accompany us then when we leave? You have decided?”
Bedros inquired hopefully.
The two of them nodded eagerly, ready to please and ready to
leave. That was answer enough for Bedros. He grinned at them and
bid them eat the rest of what they had gathered for him. They
eagerly tore into the morsels, attacking them with as much vigor as
he would have gone after wheat or prairie grasses.
He walked around for a bit then, stretching his new muscles and
discovering his new limitations. It was but a pause to adjust to his
transformation. He knew there was not a lot of time, but his body
could only take so much at once. Now and then, he needed to rest,
breathe, and eat.
As he examined his new form, he found that the skin beneath his
thinning coat of hair was peeling, coming off in sheets. He was
molting, and it itched. Some spots he couldn’t reach on his own, so
he rubbed against a tree, scratching off the dead skin to reveal the
fresh, waxier skin beneath. He suspected that the skin would allow
him to better survive in this environment and the next. His three
companions lacked such a thing, and their coats looked poorer for it.
Coat-of-Dust approached tentatively, his face full of indecision,
which was to say a lot for an Ox-Man, since their faces did not lend
to the expressing of emotions easily. Bedros snorted and pawed at
the ground in greeting to the other Ox-Man, who returned the
greeting.
“You are worried.” Bedros offered.
“You can see well.” Coat-of-Dust replied, absently scratching at the
mud that was caught in his tangled curls of hair. “I worry about you.”
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“About my changes, you mean?”
“Yes. You are not what you were.”
“We all knew the changes I must undergo would be great. Even I
didn’t suspect all that would happen, but when everything has come
full circle, my body will be balanced and collected. I will be the Sum
of All Lands. I will be the living voice of the world. The sacrifice of my
birth nature is little enough to pay if my new nature will allow me to
end the woes within the world and right many wrongs.”
Coat-of-Dust took another look at Bedros and shook his head. Try
as he might, he could not understand all that was occurring in
Bedros’ body, and that was only half his concern. “I know that, but is
there nothing we three, your chosen companions, can do to help
you? Can we not carry some of this burden for you?”
Bedros understood the other Ox-Man’s consternation now. He saw
all that happened, saw the dangers and the perceived evils, and yet
he was made to sit back and watch Bedros endure alone. “I wish you
could help, but it is not possible.”
“It does not look pleasant, what you do, but I would spare you
whatever portion of it I could.” Coat-of-Dust said earnestly, licking his
moist snout with his rough, wide tongue to clear sweat that beaded
upon it.
“See to it that the others accept our two new friends. That is help
enough. They are outsiders, as I am now, and as such, I feel I know
their pains and understand their situations. We must return them to
White-Hoof and One-Ear’s herds. Let them bring back to the herd
what they have learned here. Our people will be greater for it, but it
cannot happen if the others do not accept them as they are. They
are not flawed, just different.”
“I will do what I can.” Coat-of-Dust promised. “It will take some work
though. Wandering-Eyes does not trust them, not at all.”
“Wandering-Eyes does not trust his own shadow.” Bedros replied
with a snorting laugh.
Coat-of-Dust snorted as well, pawing at the ground to show his
mirth. When he had finished his display of amusement, he asked
another question: “Is that all I can do for you then?”
“Well, you could scratch between my shoulder blades. There is
dead skin I cannot reach there. Even rubbing against this tree
doesn’t do the job well enough, for the hair is too thick.”
Coat-of-Dust obliged him in that request, helping him to rest in
comfort until it was time to go once more into the muck and earth.
Then, he slipped back into the slick mud once more, disappearing
beneath the surface. There, it was cool and safe once more, and
there was much to learn.
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CHAPTER 134
‘Women have their place, and it is not in politics.’ How many times
have I heard this said? Every time I hear it I cringe in disgust. Even if
I agreed, for the sake of arguing, that we women were not meant to
be queens, war leaders, and figures of political importance, that does
not mean in any way that women do not have their place in politics.
You do not need to be at the center of governmental affairs to feel
their impacts on your life. Likewise, you need not be a ruler or
statesman to make impacts on governmental affairs.
In fact, I would argue that the common man feels the effects of
governance far more strongly than the nobles he serves, no matter
how directly or indirectly he serves them. It is the common man who
is conscripted and told he must hold a spear in a war he did not start.
It is also the common man who must operate the supply lines, forge
weapons, press out lead slugs, and create the mechanisms that
make war possible. Likewise, they are the ones that feel the burdens
of new taxes, tariffs, and other such things that I have mostly heard
labeled as the ‘progress’ of politics – at least by the socially elevated.
Yet, despite our supposed lowly status and lack of interaction in the
political world, it is women who bear these children that become the
men who run countries or die for it. It is women who watch the
children and tend the fields while their men are fighting for the idea of
his country and the principles that it stands for. Think even of the
clothes that adorn royal backs as they lead their countries into
battles. How many have been untouched by women? Our hands are
on the looms that clothe war and on the pans that create the fuel that
fills a warrior’s stomach. There is little in this world that we do not
touch.
Women are the warmth within a bed and the glue within a family.
Women create symbols with their hands and kings within their
wombs. Women are politics. Without them, there is nothing more
than a group of stubborn men bickering around tables about what
field belongs to whom or whose cow strayed into whose land. Men
might aspire to things, but it is we women who help make those
dreams reality…
- Excerpt from Suri Amani’s ‘Dubious Offerings’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 10 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
It wasn’t hard for Sagira to get invited to parties, soirees, and little
affairs of every sort. Invitations were swimming in, especially after
her meeting with Count Reynard. Word traveled fast, spreading like a
virus throughout the halls of the great keep. Every corridor had eyes
and every wall had listening ears. Now, some of these invitations
were honest attempts to meet her, but many of the invitations were
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simply from curious lords and ladies wishing to know exactly what
had transpired between this new enigma from Elegius and the
mischievous Count, to see if the actual events matched what the
rumors implied to have occurred. As for the rumors, they were a bit
of truth with a greater part that was a mix of the lurid, the absurd, and
the impossible. Few people seemed to be able to even conceive that
Reynard had wanted to use her growing fame and that she would
reject him and his offer out of disgust because of his character.
As she’d learned in her lessons thus far, it was useless trying to
deny anything, for the denial in itself would make her look guilty as
charged. Better she ignore the rumors altogether, lest she give any
credence to them through her attempts to refute them. Anyway, in
Aynglica it was better to have people talking about you for any
reason at all than have nobody know who you were. So, as much as
she could tell it rankled Makan, she allowed the rumors to buzz
about and when asked directly, would only smile and say something
to the effect of that being between her, the Count, and any Gods who
might have been watching.
For his part, Makan understood the ploy well enough, and he took
comfort in the fact that despite whomever she had to flirt with, pay
attention to, or flatter during the course of a Dee’s events, it was him
that she came back to every night and none of them. Despite what
titles they held or how much money they possessed, Sagira was
something they could not have. Makan’s trust of Sagira was
complete, but it was the other snakes’ gazes at her and treating of
her that he didn’t care for. It was the snakes he didn’t trust.
Muerans were not people with any mean amount of will. Will was
something they excelled in, something in which they had no equals,
except perhaps for the Uleauts. It took a lot of tenacity to eke out an
existence in the harsh waters of the world, and as far as he was
concerned, this land was no different. He would persevere as her
silent guardian, an ever-present warning just behind her shoulder. If
some didn’t recognize him for what he was, that was all the better
when he had to step in and reveal his true role.
He practiced with the narwhal spear every night in their chambers.
They had been accorded a few rooms, and it hadn’t taken much to
move all the furniture from one and stack it in another room, leaving
him with a practice area. He worked on controlling the blessing of
Yenis imbued within the careful curls of the tusk spear, and while he
hadn’t perfected its use, he was a lot more proficient in its use than
he had been a few Munths back when they were all on that iceberg,
the one they had ridden through the Outer Seas to Far Muera.
Therefore, even in Aynglican style dress, it was with a good deal
more confidence that he accompanied Sagira to each of her
engagements, including the one they were attending presently.
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Early in the morning an invitation had arrived, early enough that it
would have been bordering on rude had it not been from King
Nicholas VI’s cousin, Alfred. Alfred was older than Nicholas by a
couple Yarres, but was too much of a hedonist to truly excel in
politics, because he was too distracted by his own pleasures. He’d
been accorded the position of Earl of Chasseralle, basically the
regions surrounding the lake of the same name, and was therefore a
man of moderate importance because of the affluence of the lords
and ladies living in his earldom. It was a position of money and
comfort, and that was just how the Earl liked things.
It was also a wise move by the King, putting his troublesome cousin
somewhere where he could only entertain and scandalize the rich
folk that were already in the royal family’s pockets, instead of
offending the masses with his lascivious behavior. With that one
move, King Nicholas VI had placed a strong ally at his side, and no
one could complain about Alfred having Chasseralle, since it was not
a rich land in and of itself; there were no resources there worth
mentioning. All of Chasseralle’s money was imported, and no one
would begrudge the King’s cousin a pretty lake to live upon when
there were no timber forests, shells, vineyards, or rich ores on those
lands.
The Earl was reputedly not a particularly handsome man, and yet
he was well known as something of a charismatic fellow with a
dangerous tongue, the family firebrand. He was the sort who could
stir things up in a hurry, which was exactly what Sagira needed. If
she could impress and outshine the capricious Earl, she would be
but a single step away from the King and Queen. Then it would not
be out of decorum to start applying for an audience or a seat at a
public dinner with the monarchs. After a few public dinners, she
might even be granted a private audience, if she managed to catch
the eyes and ears of the royal pair.
The Earl was not one to stand on ceremony, especially when he’d
already had a few of his own libations, so introductions had been
quick and perfunctory. Within two Mynettes of arrival, Sagira and
Makan had been ushered in and quickly sat at chairs designated for
them. He’d then pointed at each person in turn, and everyone at the
table had briefly said hello, dropping mention of their titles along with
their names. Most everyone knew each other personally, or if they
did not, they had at least heard mention of each other. This was
despite the fact that the lunch crowd this Dee was a varied group, an
eclectic assortment of nobles, wealthy merchants, artists and
musicians of growing fame, and a few obscure characters that
seemed to be the Earl’s private friends. Sagira didn’t recognize more
than a few of the guests even after hearing their names, but she
made it her point to figure out how they fit in, to remember what their
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business interests were, and decide what use they might be to her
before the meal was done.
In addition to the dinner group of nearly twenty, there was an
assortment of no less than eight downright plebian folks, four men
and women, who waited hand and foot on the Earl and his guests,
but mostly the Earl. They all looked hungry and eager to please.
They were dressed in their finest, which was to say a collection of
rags that had seen better Dees. Their hands were clean at least,
scrubbed white while their faces and clothes remained a step away
from being completely stained by the labors of living and working.
Food started almost immediately after the fleshy-eared, jowled,
bulldog of a man that was their host had plopped his ample frame
down into a cushioned chair at the end of the table. His chair was the
only one around the table that was shaped like a throne, while no
one else had so much as arms on their chairs, and that spoke
volumes about his character. He simply waved his hand after seating
himself, not even waiting for his guests to finish seating themselves,
and the food began coming in. Some came on wheeled pushcarts
bearing heavy platters of food that took two to safely lift. Most of it
was borne in on the shoulders of the team of poor folks surrounding
the table.
The first course was simple, a light onion broth with toasted slices
of a crusty bread. The garnishes were decoratively cut leaves and a
variety of sautéed roots and imported tubers of extravagant pricing.
A chilled vintage of obvious expense, sent down from a friend’s
winery in the Vinlands, was served to wash it all down. Apparently,
his reputation as a hedonist and a gourmand was no exaggeration,
but then, the man’s girth was clue enough to that.
Interestingly, even Makan was allowed to partake of this meal,
which was not at all standard for Aynglican gatherings. Usually
servants and bodyguards would eat in a side room, except at the
grandest of occasions, in which it was quite stylish to have a
manservant or maidservant cut your meat, blow you’re your
steaming spoons, and keep your goblets full. Makan did not feel at
all flattered by this offering; it was a graceless gesture without any
attempt at showing respect. He knew that even if he was finely
dressed that he was seen no differently than the poor men and
women being employed for todee’s lunch, who, incidentally, were
allowed to take turns sitting and eating at a pair of seats, one on
either side of Alfred’s throne.
Sagira, and Makan with her, found it quite distasteful how the
others chuckled mirthfully as the eight servant folks traded places
every couple Mynettes to take their turn at the chair beside Alfred,
the one place in the whole kingdom where they could eat with the
fine folks who were the Earl’s guests. The poor folks were even
made to share the tableware and dishes amongst themselves, which
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seemed to evoke even more snickers, because the servants just
didn’t care. Sagira pitied one elderly man at first when he sat down,
made a sign to the Gods of Aynglica, and then began eating,
slurping the soup noisily between what few teeth he had left. Almost
the entire table erupted in a chorus of laughter when the old man
declared the soup to be the best he’d ever had and the company the
finest. His earnest words softened Sagira’s heart, which would have
otherwise hardened against the Count. The man was content with
his station, and it was not her place to fix this society’s shortcomings.
The courses continued, a salad course and then a meat course of
roasted lamb with a cream mint sauce. A few people around the
table had the presence of mind to not laugh all that much as the poor
folks took their turns at the table, and Sagira took note of which ones
they were. Still, none of them looked outright disgusted with the
Earl’s behavior, as they should. Instead, they would all at least smile
politely as the Earl heaped insults on his poor guests, as if they were
side dishes that belonged right beside choice cuts from roasted
haunches of meat and piles of potatoes, parsnips, or other savory
vegetables.
“It’s really quite a charity you do, finding poor fellows like these to
work for you for just one Dee.” The sideburned man who was seated
next to the rotating chair and only two chairs away from the Earl
announced magnanimously. He was red-faced from just a few sips of
wine and had already held a kerchief to his nose three times to avoid
the smell of his dinner company. “They get a meal the likes of which
they will never taste again.”
“Well, I do think it is our duty to give back to those less fortunate
than us.” Alfred commented off-handedly. He tossed a bone from the
lamb roast behind him, not even looking to see who snatched it out
of the air to gnaw at the bits of gristle and meat that remained on it.
They really were little more than dogs to him.
“It’s interesting, really.” Sagira remarked casually while carefully
selecting a bite of meat with her fork and knife.
“What is?” Someone asked.
Sagira tracked the voice down to a narrow-eyed man with a scar
that traced parallel along his jaw. She recalled his name from the
introductions: Raul Cerenti. He was a sharp-witted man with small
but very profitable holdings in Outer Aynglica, not far from Trents.
Mostly he dealt with flax, through which he had access to markets in
medicine, oil, linen, and netting. He was shrewd with his Markes and
shrewder still with his Pennies.
“Well, I had just thought that a man with such obvious wealth would
be able to afford a few extra pieces of silverware so that all of his
guests, regardless of status, could have a spoon to call their own.”
She smiled and lifted her glass toward her host, who raised his in
return while raising an eyebrow.
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“It would surprise you to no end what I can and cannot afford.”
Alfred remarked rather coldly. It was meant to be both a threat and to
be humorous. Most people picked up on the threat first, and later,
when his face split into a smile, the table’s guests all broke into a
round of nervous chuckles. “Still, it surprises me that you are brave
enough to say such a thing. I must admit to being rather pleased by
your attempt at judgment.”
“What my friend is trying to say,” Raul paused to casually chew a
green bean, “is that most of these people sitting around him are
sycophants and ‘yes’ men. They’ll agree with him in almost anything.
Some even think that Alfred is being kind even if he’s ridiculing those
poor souls while doing so.”
The sideburned man’s jaw dropped open. His wife fanned herself
embarrassedly while he sputtered a bit, trying to think of something
strong to say back. He opened his mouth, but ultimately said nothing
when Raul gave him a look from the other end of the table, daring
him to say something, to say anything at all.
Sagira flashed Raul a smile. “And you? I suppose you’re actually
offended on some level by what the Earl does?”
“I don’t really care. A man who won’t stand up for his own sense of
pride is no man at all. However, on principle, I dislike most thinks
Alfred does and even more of what he thinks.”
“Oh, don’t listen to him, dear.” Alfred said with a snort and a
generous gulp of the latest vintage of wine that had been delivered.
“Raul is very disagreeable. He pretends to hate everything, as if
hating things were the latest and greatest fad to participate in. He’s a
fuddy-duddy.”
“I sincerely doubt he hates everything, but I will keep that in mind.”
Sagira replied, noting that everyone was eating again, even the
sideburned man, if slowly. Such insults flying back and forth seemed
almost at place in the company she was in. Still, no one else had
wanted to be put between the hammer and anvil like the one man
had been, and they were going to be cautious to avoid falling into the
same trap. Any more remarks for the rest of the meal would likely be
very safe.
“Everything? No. Almost everything?” Raul shrugged. “Perhaps.”
“I notice you seem to like lamb well enough.” Another woman
remarked, trying to be amusing. Her nose was as pinched as her
sense of humor, and most of the people didn’t even offer polite
chuckles. She hung her head afterward, fearing to hazard another
witticism. The other women around the table also seemed to take
this failure as a personal loss, and they all quieted down as well.
Another course came, this time poultry. A trio of pheasants that had
been stuffed with brown rice and several kinds of nuts were laid out
with truffles and sliced wild potatoes drizzled with an herb and cream
sauce. Used dishes clattered as they were exchanged for fresh
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ones, and glasses clinked when a new wine was offered, one that
better complemented this course.
Sagira noticed that Makan sipped the wine cautiously, taking no
more than a taste, just like he had with the last. He wanted to keep
his edge. She did too, but she took a few more sips than he. Through
her dress’ fabric, she clenched the figurine of Juria that Makan had
given her the night before her first major speech in Fairport. She kept
it close to her skin, held in place by a garter. It was nearly as
comforting as the Yataghan knives hidden in the folds of her
voluminous skirts.
“Sagira was it?” This came from one Lady Mariska Fontaine of
Eidenbren. She was an attractive, full-figured woman who happened
to be the wealthy wife of the head of a fishing cartel’s family, a family
with a vast fleet of ships. Fontaine Fishing controlled the luxury
market in squid, lobster, sailfish, crab, and a number of other
expensive varieties of seafood. She waited until Sagira met her eyes
before she continued with her question. “Were you in Alacazzare for
the Faestivul?”
“I must say that, unfortunately, I was held up on the roads. Traffic
was much heavier than I expected. I suppose it is my fault that I was
late exiting Fairport.”
“It’s a rookie mistake, underestimating the traffic.” Alfred offered
with a minute amount of sympathy and a slighter larger portion of
teasing.
Mariska nodded knowingly, as if she’d, too, had to battle the roads
as she plied the short stretch from her home to here. With the
Faestivul, it was entirely possible she’d had to come early to avoid
the rush. “It’s a pity you couldn’t have been here for the Faestivul; it
was a great deal of fun.”
“Well, we were having our own sort of fun on the roads and meeting
people along the way. In fact, had we had any more fun, someone
would have likely wound up dead!” Sagira declared with a wicked
smile, which caused Makan to cough suddenly and choke for several
Saycunds on a piece of pheasant.
The Lady Fontaine blinked in amazement, looking back and forth
between Sagira and her bodyguard, Makan. Sagira’s eyes swept the
table, taking in a variety of expressions from amused to doubtful,
though none was quite so telling as Alfred’s: he knew exactly what
she was talking about. Whether or not he was in league with or
controlling Reynard, she didn’t know, not yet.
“Well, you’ve not experienced a Faestivul until you’ve done it in
Alacazzare. Perhaps you can be here for the next one? I would
gladly put you up for a Wayke or more. My apartments are rather dull
and empty these Dees, with all my children grown. I would greatly
appreciate the company, and the Faestivul of Coming Plenty is
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always a pleasant time of Yarre, even if it’s not so nice as the
Faestivul of Coming Heat or the Faestivul of Renewal.”
“I think I’ll be out of town for the next Faestivul.” Sagira replied
regretfully. She wouldn’t mind seeing how a Faestivul was done
here, though she’d probably not seek out this woman’s company for
such an occasion. However, there were better things for her to be
doing with her time. “If not, I’ll be very surprised.”
“Things do happen.” Alfred admitted, another foreboding comment
from the host.
“Like wars you mean?” Raul guessed.
Alfred shrugged and picked at the potatoes on his plate with his
fork. “Nasty business, those, yet so popular lately. Well, to talk about
at least.”
At this point, many eyes turned toward Sagira, almost as if
expecting a speech. She shook her head. “If you expect propaganda,
you’ll have to wait for the right time and place. I’m filling my stomach
now.” This was not her party, and it would be rude to capitalize it with
a topic that the host had made it clear he didn’t want to speak about
at length, at least not now.
“Preaching death, war, and commerce does take the wind out of
one’s sails. Everyone must take a rest to eat, even Elegians.” Alfred
remarked.
Snickers picked up after the comment, but Sagira didn’t just sit back
and take Alfred’s barb. Host or not, she immediately fired back at
him. “With ears like those, you must know a lot about sails, and you
must hear a lot of preaching.” She stuck to his tactics, showing her
that she could do whatever he did and better. It might have been
childish, but it was something that Alfred understood.
Her efforts were rewarded with quite a bit more laughter than he
had been given for his comment, but she knew that didn’t mean
much of anything. These people were fickle, and if she lost out here,
she might easily find herself ignored and avoided in affluent social
circles in the future. Still, wanting to do well and actually doing it
were two entirely different things. Everyone expected her to prove
herself, and therefore she had to.
Alfred sat back in his chair, grinning coolly as he took a gulp of wine
and held it out for a refill. He took another gulp as soon as his cup
was filled, and then waved his hand in a speculative manner. “I don’t
really expect that sort of lip from anyone other than my children.
Although, from your age, you could very well be one of them. I have
had my dalliances in many ports around the world, even Jhiza. The
women there were dark and passionate lovers…”
A few of the women around the table covered their mouths with
their hands and blushed. If his reputation was true, they might even
be some of the local variety of Alfred’s dalliances. The men also
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seemed amused at the jest. Their host’s virility was well known to the
people of Aynglica in general.
Sagira was unsure of how to respond at first, and hid her unsurety
in her cup. As she did, the Lover’s Bracelet from Makan caught her
eye. Then, as if placed there by Solmin and Ithilia themselves, a
response came to her: “There was a passing fad of having
submissive foreign men to warm our beds, dance prettily in the nude,
and cook for us. That was some Yarres ago, as I understand. The
trend, like most fads, has not returned. Let us hope it will not, for the
sake of the Broken Crown.”
The table got very quiet. Everyone turned to wait for their host to
respond, even Sagira and Makan, though Makan made an effort to
eat and remain out of the verbal battle as much as possible. While
they waited for a reply, another course arrived, this one of fried
fishes covered with spicy peppers, onions, and garlic.
“She’s got a wicked tongue and a very sharp wit.” Alfred admitted at
last, taking a choicest portion of the fish and placing it on the plate of
the poor woman who inhabited the seat beside him. The fish arrived
without an accompanying insult. All but the densest of the party
noticed this fact. “It is no wonder she was invited to Alacazzare just
Waykes after arriving in Fairport from places unknown.”
“I like to think it is not me, but rather my message, that moved me
here so quickly.”
Alfred lifted his glass, and this time waited for others to do as well.
“Undoubtedly, the pretty package it arrives in does not hurt.”
“Undoubtedly.” A chorus of men and women echoed from around
the table, likewise lifting their glasses in toast.
Finally content to relinquish control of the ceremonies to small talk
and simple eating, Alfred said, “Now, let us have this course,
because I can already smell the cream and glazing sugar of dessert
in the next room.”
The look the Earl cast at Sagira then promised that she would
indeed be getting another chance to talk to him, likely after the meal.
Their discussions were not over. Raul had an expression on his face
that promised the same.

After dinner, it was just the four of them: Alfred, Raul, Sagira, and
Makan. Makan had expected to be dismissed so the three could talk,
but to his surprise, Raul had suggested he stay, and the Earl had not
disagreed.
“It’s clear you’re more than a bodyguard, so why don’t you stay and
listen?” Raul had said, smiling knowingly. He was the sort of man
who knew he was clever, but liked everyone else to know the same.
He wasn’t content to keep the secret of his intelligence to himself.
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So, the four of them had settled onto a mated trio of settees, which
ringed a table with many sides. It was a nonagon, which was very
difficult to carry out properly, as the angles of the wood had to be
precise or it would look off to the eye. This one was expertly done,
and had been inlaid with geometric patterns of ivory and tourmaline.
To say that it was expensive would have been an understatement.
The Earl wasn’t exactly hurting for money, and he certainly didn’t do
anything halfway.
The wines and dishes of dinner had been abandoned for brandy
and cognac with nutty, aromatic cheeses and fresh fruit served as
sides. Alfred ignored all but the cognac and began smoking a sweetsmelling tobacco in his pipe as he made himself comfortable on his
settee. Unlike Raul and Alfred, Sagira and Makan shared their seat,
but it was comfortable enough for two with its cushioned padding and
fabricked arms.
Smoking and staring out the window into the early evening sky that
was falling over Alacazzare and its gardens, Alfred had the
appearance of not caring what was said or what was done, so long
as his smoking was undisturbed. Raul Cerenti, however, wore his
best business face. His eyes came to focus on Sagira after a long
meeting of eyes with Makan. He was a man with some steel in his
spine, and he did not shy away from the Mueran’s stern eyes like
many did. Also unlike many Aynglicans, or many men in general, his
eyes did not sweep down across Sagira’s chest to observe the
ample curves held in check by the fine fabric of her gown. Nor did he
look at the modest expanse of leg she showed through a slit up the
side of her gown as she sat with her legs crossed. It was not a
scandalous costume, but it was a bit risqué.
While Aynglican women did their best to show their wrists and
necks, drawing in men with a show of perceived vulnerability,
Aynglican women typically did not show any leg flesh uncovered with
stocking or petticoats. So, men she happened by could often be
seen openly observing Sagira’s shapely, bronzed legs. Elegian
women often left their legs bare, and it was not a source of shame
for her, not at all. It was a planned distraction on her part, something
allowed by her fusion of Aynglican and Elegian fashion. The
distraction had no effect on Raul, and Makan suspected that this was
not because of any shortcoming of libido or desire within the man,
but rather because of a strong ability to focus and concentrate on the
matters at hand. Basically, he was a man who knew when and where
things were to be done.
“I take it the supper was a success for you then?” Raul asked
pointedly.
“It depends on how you define success.” Sagira replied vaguely.
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Raul’s eyes smiled at the response, even if his mouth did not. “I
would define success, in this case, as a show of strength and
therefore a vindication of your character and cause.”
“As a public figure, even one of minor importance as I am, I must
take care with who I am seen with and how I come off in each
meeting.” She admitted.
“Yes, a figurehead of a war must keep to the narrow path. Should
you be disgraced, any following you are gathering could quickly
erode to nothing. Aynglica does not tolerate hypocrisy all that well.
We need our symbols to be pure, dedicated, and glorious.”
“For that reason, I was leery about meeting with the Earl.”
Mention of his name, or his title at least, brought Alfred out of his
far-off gaze. “I am quite imposing, aren’t I?” He chuckled and gulped
down the rest of his cognac.
Sagira offered him a refill, which he took gladly. His hands shook
slightly, more likely a symptom of his drinking thus far than of some
infirmity. She made no comment, but Raul caught her watching their
host’s hands.
“His are hands made for eating, lovemaking, and counting money,
not lifting a blade. Yet both types of hands are useful in this war
you’re planning.”
“Quite right.” Alfred agreed, lifting his glass to sniff at it. “Quite
damn right.” He muttered to himself.
“Some would say that there is a war on already after Trents. As for
me, I am hardly planning a war on my own. I am merely seeing to it
that Aynglica is ready to defend herself, or, if possible, is ready to
strike preemptively to prevent the war from spreading further into her
lands.”
“A buildup of forces on our borders strike will likely result in a war
between Aynglica and these new Aureans, and a preemptive strike
will certainly do so.”
Sagira leaned back in her seat and forced herself to respond
slowly. Quite suddenly, this minor lordling from Outer Aynglica had
her wondering how much he knew about the conflict. “What makes
you think that they are new Aureans?”
“No Aureans I’d ever heard of or read about would be so audacious
as to attack the Elegians at Qinor, take the isle of Maethlin, decimate
the Westlichreich, and even probe at Aynglica. All of this was within
the space of less than a Yarre. Perhaps the Kerathi provoked them
somehow; I could easily see that happening, as they are an
aggressive, ill-mannered lot. Maybe the Elegians even happened to
bother them in a similar fashion, which seems highly unlikely.
They’ve long abandoned any hopes of an Empire the likes of which
they once had. Somehow, somewhere, something has changed,
either within the Aurean psyche or within their culture.”
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“They always kept to their mountains before.” Alfred interrupted to
agree, his words slurring slightly now. “I liked them so much better
then, when they were out of sight and out of mind...” He sighed and
grew quiet once more.
Raul continued as if Alfred had said nothing, “Not to mention that
the reports from Trents don’t seem to match what I’ve heard of as
the classical example of the mountain folk. Regardless of the cause
or reason, I believe that we are facing a new breed of Aureans.”
“They have become quite daring,” Sagira agreed, “and it is for that
reason that I urge Aynglica to arm herself, to support the efforts of
their neighbors to the west. The unprovoked attack on Trents only
seems to make this more clear.”
“Yet you didn’t want Reynard’s help.” Raul pointed out.
“His goals are not entirely aligned with mine, and I didn’t want to
cast aside all ethical values I hold dear just to garner a bit more
support.”
“You mean that he hoped to use this war of yours to pursue his own
fortunes. I can imagine just what he said, probably something along
the lines of, ‘I want to help you, but you’re going to help recapture my
family’s lost fortunes.’ He’s ever so predictable.”
Sagira ignored the fact that once more Raul insinuated that the war
was something she had created. “What the two of us said, I will keep
confidential. You can keep to your own suspicions, and I will keep to
mine.”
“But of course.”
“I, for instance, happen to have an inkling that you are strangely not
against this war. I would even go so far to say that you do not even
wish to capture Kerathi lands. You might do all that I aspire to just on
principles.”
Raul grinned. “Aynglica is like a great knight, Sagira. Only, he has
fallen lazy and become so fat that he lets his squires and liegemen
fight for him while he sups to sate his ever-growing hunger. Simply
put, Aynglica is in need of a diet and a renewal of her traditional
values.”
“And you think a war will accomplish this?”
“We need to gather together and push the old fat knight back up
onto his horse. War has a much better chance than commerce and
religion alone. War reinforces the need for those two, forming a
triumvirate of forces that is strong and unbeatable.” He smiled, and
she could tell that he was talking about something he enjoyed
debating. “A man has need of a sword, which takes coin. Coins also
feed the church, which instills values within a man. War then shows
us the horrors of what we are, and that sends up back to the church.
Coins, meanwhile, purchase the food and horses that allow us to
carry that man back to the battlefields. It’s all intertwined, and I
believe it will make for a better Aynglica.” Raul explained.
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“Yet it’s not the ruling elite that go to war. The people getting forged
into your fervent, moral soldiers are your commoners. The ruling elite
will remain as they are, kept in place by the bloodshed and the
losses of the commoners.”
Raul nodded. “I do not argue that. The system is broken. That is
how it works in any land. However, our officers come from royalty,
the second and third sons and the cousins of nobility. Those that
survive will inherit the kingdom when our turn is done. Hopefully they
will have learned from their trials and their time amongst common
soldiers, so that they might better follow the will of the people when it
is their chance to rule a people made just and strong by all they have
endured. We’re culling the weak and trimming the fat to make
Aynglica great once more.”
“So you are entirely for the war.”
“Yes. Absolutely.”
“Now, call me suspicious, or maybe it is my Elegian nature
compelling me, but I must ask how you personally will benefit from
this remaking of Aynglica.” She spoke in a warm, almost amused
voice, but her question was deadly serious. The answer would very
likely gauge the depth of Raul’s character.
Raul smiled, this time with his mouth and his eyes. “Just as I know
you must be benefiting from this whole affair somehow, though I
wouldn’t even hazard a guess as to how, I stand to benefit as well.
My two sons are officers. They’re poised to go to war. They will help
lead your banners to other lands.”
Sagira’s eyebrow rose. “Your holdings are close to Trents. You
have heard the reports and possibly even lost friends or family, yet
you would knowingly send them to battle? You know what has
happened in the Clan Isles and in the battle at Qinor. They were
merciless.”
“Still, I would send them in a heartbeat.”
“They might die.”
Raul nodded. “Yes, they might die for the glory of our land. There is
no better way, no nobler way in which to perish.”
“You mean, for the glory of the land, and the promise of titles and
riches to come?” Sagira asked.
“As would be their just rewards for their service to Aynglica. Do not
get me wrong. I am not a coldhearted man. I would miss my sons
terribly if they perished, if either perished. However, a life well spent
is much better than a life wasted sipping cognac and buggering
young maidens.”
Alfred cast a dubious look over at his friend like the man knew not
what he spoke of. Then he went back to smoking happily.
Makan shifted uncomfortably next to Sagira. Muerans were a
strong-willed lot, but they ruled few lands and made few cities. They
lived upon the sea, following the food to where it went. These
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concepts of dying for land or risking one’s life in hopes of owning
more land seemed very odd. Perhaps it was this fundamental
difference in the mores of Muerans and those of the other peoples of
the Broken Crown that assured that there would never be a Mueran
Empire. Even if all of the other peoples had clambered to get as
much land as they could, to control and hold Greveth’s gifts of soil
and rock, the Muerans had been more content in the domains of
Tulis and Marceaupo.
Sagira noticed his discomfort and sent him a reassuring look.
“Your companion does not agree with my sentiments, I see.” Raul
smiled. “I do not expect as much from a Mueran.” Then, just before
Makan could take insult, he explained his remark, “You see,
Muerans don’t covet land and riches like we do. I have had several
acquaintances that were Mueran. They were great fishermen and
tremendous explorers. Yet, they were all terrible merchants, selling
at way below the going rates, refusing to haggle long enough with
folk that were not Mueran in order to get every last Marke and
Penny. I understand how you could find my thinking alien.”
Makan looked at Sagira, almost as if to ask if it was okay to speak.
She made no comment and gave no signal, letting him decide what
to do. She was not his boss, after all, and would not force him to do
or not do anything that was against his nature. “It is as you say.”
Makan admitted. ”We won’t haggle much, especially with outsiders.
We are a cooperative group. If someone needs something, we help
him or her. We are not greedy, but we are very resourceful. That is
how you survive in the harshness of the seas. It is the way of the
sea, as taught us by Fallu.” Closing his eyes, he bowed his head to
touch his palm to the top of his head.
“And I respect your people for those things. I really do.” Raul sighed
and scratched absently at the scar along his jawline. “Yet, I cannot
expect my people to live thusly. I know what we are, and I must work
toward ends that benefit my people. We must be Aynglican.”
“And we must be Elegian, or Mueran.” Sagira replied.
“And I must be drunk!” Alfred cried suddenly, erupting from his seat
and splashing his drink on the expensive rugs beneath his feet while
doing so. He frowned at the stain spreading through the fabric and
grunted. He’d just ruined a work of art that was worth more than
many folk saw in their entire lives, and he did little more than eye the
stain suspiciously. He lifted his squinting eyes after a moment, and
shook his drink once more, spilling some on the chair he’d just been
sitting upon now. “Drunk, or delirious from your talk. What droll!
Really, I’ve never heard such serious people.”
“Forgive my friend.” Raul bid them. “Age and overindulgence have
made him soft in the belly and the brain, I’m afraid.”
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“But not in the pants!” Alfred chortled, shuffling off to a different
room. He did not say his farewells. It was not his way to be confined
by social niceties or etiquette.
“We should take our leave then, too.” Sagira remarked, gracefully
ignoring Alfred’s outburst as best as possible. Still, it didn’t do to stay
and use the man’s rooms for meetings when he was off to bed or
worse.
Raul looked disappointed. “I see. I had hoped to continue our
conversation.” He was opening up to her, divulging all of his dreams,
his desires, and he wanted to let her hear everything. Perhaps it was
Juria’s blessing upon her, and perhaps not.
Sagira shook her head. “Unfortunately, we have other matters to
attend to. I would also not want to overstay my welcome. However, I
do have another question, a final question for the night.”
“Ask.” He bid her, holding his hands open to show that he would
answer anything she asked.
“In your house, do you have a chapel or a shrine?”
“I do.”
“And which member or members of the Pantheon do you feature
within it?”
“Deneurs.” Raul answered, closing his hands into fists while
clasping his right wrist with his left. He touched his knuckles to his
mouth and then released the gesture. It was a gesture of respect to
the God of Craftsmen and Builders. “My father was a cloth-maker
and my mother a weaver. Theirs was a partnership blessed by
Deneurs, and I have loved him ever since I was a child.”
His answer was good, and much to her liking. She smiled widely,
showing off her mixed metal smile. “I am heartened to hear you
answer other than Braccen. You will see more of us, and perhaps
your sons will get chances at titles after all.”
“Then I look forward to our future endeavors. Know that I will work
to bend Alfred and his lackeys to our goals. I shall work toward the
good of Aynglica. You will find no better ally.”
“Just as we shall work toward the good of all peoples of the Broken
Crown.” Sagira assured him.
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CHAPTER 135
Their cities are majestic, their countenances are beautiful and fair,
and their technologies shame even the greatest Artificers of
Chaveaoux. They are gentle with their young and ultimately
enlightened. They are careful and circumspect, and ever diligent in
their worship of the Queen Goddess and her consort. Aaren’s winds
surely bless the slopes upon which they live.
The Aurean people have much to offer us in their wisdom, nobility,
and kindness. Theirs truly seems to be a model society…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘A Study of the Mountain Folk’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 10 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Catching and converting the Helion of a Grancitta into a Lost One
was not at all a small feat to accomplish, especially when it had to be
done in his home. Even if he did not yet suspect any foul play or that
the enemy was already spreading like a cancer throughout that
home, the task was far from easy. The Grand Helion, or his Lost One
decoy at least, had met with the Grand Helion, if only briefly after the
Faestivul, but that meeting had not presented him with an
opportunity to carry out Corydon's plans. Unfortunately, even in
familiar grounds, the Helion of Tibusin was never without an
entourage, and it was they, more than the Guardians that also
accompanied him, that had prevented Illias from acting. He would
need a longer period of time alone with the man, and that would
require an adequate reason for such an extended meeting.
It would not have been strange at all for the Helion to remain in the
company of the Grand Helion for a few Dees, even a Wayke, but the
entourage could not. It was unpropitious. For the Grand Helion
though, that sort of thing was expected, to have to endure a long
audience with the Helion of whichever Grancitta he was visiting. After
all, that was how the Helions pressed the Grand Helion for certain
concessions that would benefit their specific Grancitta. All of the
Helions did such. A certain amount of schmoozing was expected in
politics, even in Aurean politics.
But the problem then, was that Illias had to find a way to isolate the
vane Helion from his ever-present cloud of flatterers, worshippers,
fawners, and general annoyances that he preferred to keep around
for one reason or another. As far as Illias could tell, it was a
constantly changing swarm of gnats that he would rather have just
done away with completely, except for the questions that would arise
because of it. Even attempts to get private meetings to discuss the
policies of Tibusin did not work well, as the Helion of Tibusin always
found a way to include several of his lackeys, claiming they offered
him good advice when mostly they just echoed his exact words
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without even changing them. The Helion was a man who needed
validation and support for whatever he did, and that could not be
done without his halo of fools flittering around him.
Troublesome. That's what this whole matter was, especially the
Helion himself. He was such a sniveling shell of a man that Illias
could hardly hold back his disdain from showing openly on his face
whenever he so much as heard the man's voice in an adjacent room
or down a corridor. Even the mention of him had Illias clenching his
fists behind his back to keep from savagely attacking whoever
mentioned the clod. This business was troublesome to the very core.
As of yet, he'd refrained from asking for too much advice from
Corydon, who was expecting him to just get this done without a lot of
coddling and handholding along the way. Illias’ ability to get things
done was one of the reasons he’d been chosen for this important
task. If Corydon had expected that he’d need to spoon-feed this task
to his general in palatable chunks, he’d not have sent him, so Illias
would not give in to the temptation to ask for a word of support, even
if that meant that he had no one to bounce his ideas off of.
Besides, Corydon had matters of his own to attend to, like the
revamping of the defenses around Maethlin to repel any unlikely
Elegian attacks. There was also the matter of sending out another
armada of ships loaded with the latest batches of Lost Ones soldiers.
Every Dee, more were ready for fighting, fiercely indoctrinated and
completely loyal simply through the method of their creations. Still,
there were some that would take longer, the traditional Dark
Aureans, which Corydon still trusted far more than the drones the
Lost Ones became. Paranoia had its benefits, at least as far as
personal security went.
Perhaps it was better that he hadn't spoken to Corydon about these
things. The Grand Helion decoy was proving to be a fair enough
advisor in these matters anyway. For reasons that Illias didn't
pretend to and couldn't understand, the decoy was different than
other Lost Ones. The creature – that's exactly how Illias saw the
decoy – was capable of independent action, forming thoughts,
conversing in more than simple sentences, and, most importantly,
was convincing to others that it was a real person. Yes, some of his
choices in Guardians might have seemed strangely large and fierce,
but with all that had happened of late in Choraeyn and elsewhere, it
was hardly a surprise. Perhaps no one wanted to look with suspicion
at the leader of their own people, and the office of Grand Helion was
therefore undisputable. Illias wasn't one to complain about things
going his way, especially when the alternative was a city of fearful
and angry citizens trying to kill him.
Between the two of them, the decoy and he, they had finally
managed to create an opportunity to take not only the Helion, but
also several of his most influential advisors and friends without
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creating a situation prone to suspicion and discovery. It would be a
sweeping blow that captured the Grancitta's elite within only a few
Dees, effectively securing the whole city for their cause. Not only
that, but if all worked out as planned, the other players in the
Grancitta's political and social scenes would be jealous of their peers
because they were allowed such an opportunity to meet with the
Grand Helion. The second rung of society would be lining up for a
similar chance, practically begging up for the Lost Ones changeover
procedure without even knowing it.
The whole plan was based around a summit meeting, a fictional
council of Tibusin during which they were supposed to discuss
making the Grancitta the main bulwark against the enemy in
Cenalium. The truth was the exact opposite, as it would deliver the
city firmly into the hands of the very enemy they hoped to help
defeat. Yet, nothing like a chance to safeguard their city would bring
out the swagger, the puffing of chests, and the pride to attend that
was needed here. Every single attendee had sent letters ahead,
declaring their duteous sacrifices and plans to stay until everything
was done and done right. When they emerged Dees later, they
would indeed be ready to safeguard their city, just not against
Corydon. They would help push forward the absorption of the
populace into the ranks of Corydon's armies. Most would be none
the wiser until it was too late, and those that were clever enough to
discern what had occurred would be in no position to fight the Grand
Helion, let alone the Helion of the city backed by his cadre of
associates.
As the time for the summit meeting drew near, the caterers and
decorators were ushered out of the Grand Helion's suites and into
private rooms off to the side, in accordance with Aurean decorum. It
just wouldn't do to have all sorts of servants standing about to
observe and listen to all that occurred. It wasn't so much as a worry
about spies as it was a worry about annoying the men who saw to
the shaping of Aurean society. Typically, the Grand Helion was
served by trusted and loyal companions anyway, and not a body of
servants. Illias didn't really care if the servants were present, since
they were nearly all Lost Ones at this point anyway, but it was
important at least for the first few Mynettes that this meeting looked
like the real deal. They needed every one of the guests behind the
broad doors that cordoned off the Grand Helion's apartments before
they could spring the trap. The Helion was likely to be fashionably
late, trailing a few Mynettes after his guests, so that he might be
accorded a welcome by not only the Grand Helion himself, but also
by all his peers, who would remember the welcome and report it
back to waiting ears out within the greater city.
All of Illias’ extra soldiers were hidden out of sight, the spread of
foods was delicate and tasty, and the Grand Helion’s costuming was
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exquisite. The ambiance was all set for a meeting of great
importance. It was enticing, and they would only have to entertain
the Helion's foolish companions for a short time before the trap was
sprung. Then the whole facade would melt away to reveal the ugly
truth. By then, it'd be too late, but that would have to wait just a bit
more. Until then, Illias would have to wear his fake smile and dress
uniform and pretend to be unimportant and stay off to the side.

It wasn't really all that long before the first guests began to arrive,
even if it seemed like a long time to Illias, who was anxiously
awaiting the outcome of their planning. If this failed, they might very
well be fighting a pitched battle against the majority of the city. It'd
been more than a Wayke since their arrival, and there were perhaps
a few hundred Lost Ones soldiers now, but that was a small fraction
compared to the city as a whole. Granted, most of the men and
women they'd been converting were soldiers, officers, government
officials, and men with jobs controlling key parts of everydee life in
Tibusin, so they already controlled a good portion of the city’s
infrastructure. Yet, Illias knew that the heart of any city was its
citizenry, and until he controlled most of them, he was not going to
be able to rest easy. He also couldn't very well slaughter the better
part of the city and accomplish his mission. The people were the
mission. He needed to take Tibusin with minimal losses.
So, when the first group of seven advisors arrived at the Grand
Helion's tunnel and marched up to the doors, each one feeling nearly
as anxious as Illias was if for different reasons, he began to feel as if
this would go off without a hitch. In less than an Ouer, the hard work
would all be done. The first group of sycophants and would-be
makers of Aurean policy were unimpressive despite the task they
hoped to go about. They were just happy to be here and had come in
their greatest splendor, as if the Grand Helion would be impressed
by their wealth when he lived in the most impressive city the Aureans
had ever built, a place where he had his every need fulfilled.
Illias kept his smile though, and helped two other Guardians escort
them from the entryway to the interior apartments after the guests
had dismissed their personal guards and retainers that had followed
them up to the doors. The city was quite safe they assured those
who had come with them, but in their vanity they wanted as many
people as possible to see them off as they began their great deeds
that would safekeep their Grancitta. One man even brought his wife
and two young children, who waved proud encouragement his way
as he entered the Grand Helion's apartments with his head held
high.
Mynettes later, those same idealistic men were gorging themselves
on finger foods and slurping expensive vintages of wine, some even
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imported from the Lowlands. Aureans didn't have much respect for
Lowlanders, except in the fields of cuisine and winemaking. They
were greeted soon after by the second group of the Grand Helion's
friends, mostly lawmakers and were less rich if more powerful for it
than the first group. They brought the total number of guests to eight,
and as they were all too happy to congratulate each other on their
being here, they were less apt to see through the ploy. The number
of guests increased once more shortly after, creating quite a throng
really. The last group, seven merchant men and influential men of
commerce, were the weakest in terms of political power of all those
that would attend; however, their vast wealth would move the city to
do more than the political power of the others would, and they knew
it.
So Illias had fifteen of the most influential men in Tibusin sipping
and chewing their way through the offered foods, some more
sparingly than others, for want of keeping their wits sharp. Some of
them, as if suddenly remembering where they were and why, began
to look around expectantly for the Grand Helion. The Grand Helion
was still in repose in his chambers though, or had been since the first
guests' arrival had been announced. It would not be fitting to meet
the guests in any other way except all at once, and only once the
Helion of Tibusin had arrived. To do other than that would be a slight
to the Helion, and since he was such a vain man, he would take the
insult of impropriety very personally. That was fair enough so far as
Illias was concerned, since it would give the food time to sedate the
guests, making them more complacent when thin glass tubes were
shoved into their arms and they were linked vein to vein with a Lost
One.
Eventually, the Helion decided to make his grand entry with three
very dashing looking young Guardians in Tibusin's special uniforms
that were used only during Faestivuls or ceremonies such as this. He
was a quarter of an Ouer late. He’d allowed twenty-five Mynettes for
everyone to meet and greet each other so that the focus would be
entirely upon him when he stepped through the heavy double doors
that marked the beginning of the Grand Helion's demesne within
Tibusin. He was bedecked in cloth of silver with grey-blue accents
around the hem, collar, and sleeve cuffs. Stitching depicting the
founding of Tibusin had been carefully and expensively worked into
the breast panels and into the band of his cap of office. He had
overdone it and had put on a costume that would outshine the Grand
Helion's own. Let him have this moment of glory, Illias thought as he
helped usher in the Helion of Tibusin. If the man had chosen to
display his power like such, it was only fitting that it be his funeral
wear. The man’s pitiful powers of acumen would soon disappear like
a cloud of fog burned away by the morning sun, leaving behind a
puppet to serve Corydon’s cause.
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As soon as the Helion swept into the first sitting room where all his
fellows were standing and waiting for his arrival, he broke out into a
smile that looked as if it might crack his lower jaw right off of his face.
He held up his hand to stop the applause he received, an ovation
combined with invocations of Maletos' name, which might not have
been out of place had this been a genuine ceremony instead of an
elaborate trap. Even still, it took several Saycunds for everyone
present to quiet down and let him speak.
Clearing his throat, the Helion began his greeting: "Friends,
esteemed sons and leaders of Tibusin, you know why we are
gathered here todee. We're to make our Grancitta into the first wall of
defense against the heretics to the south. We're to shore up our city
against the evils being perpetrated there and help win back the
heathens. The Grand Helion himself has come to us and asked us to
ready our city. We privileged few are his battle council, his war
advisors. Together we will devise a plan to defeat the enemy, reunite
our splintered people, and lead our Grancitta into a new era. And,
when all has passed and all is done, the other Grancittas will look to
our example, remembering how we led our people out of the
darkness raised by our former brethren in Cenalium."
At this another round of cheering arose, and hope lit the faces of
many of those who were attending. They all rushed in to crowd and
congratulate the Helion, complementing him on his costume and on
the enlightened leadership he displayed by calling forth this fated
meeting. It was all Illias could do to not break out in laughter. In all
their desire to be important and help solve the problems of their kind,
they had walked headlong into the trap that would forever stain the
name of Tibusin, rather than make it a shining example of patriotism.
After several Mynettes, the Helion dislodged himself from the tangle
of his friends and was offered refreshment. He drank deeply,
emptying a cup of an Aynglican vintage. With great gusto, he looked
around and declared, "We might as well get started." Several voices
rose in cheer, mostly from those who'd imbibed a fair amount of wine
up to this point or who just didn't remember proper decorum. After
all, they couldn't start without the host of the meeting. Then, as if he
suddenly recalled whose apartments he was standing in, the Helion
of Tibusin added more meekly, "Whenever it suits his magnificence,
the Grand Helion, that is. We certainly cannot start without him." The
last bit almost came out like an apology.
Perhaps he'd been listening at the door, or perhaps he had been
shared hearing by one of the other Lost Ones within the room,
standing off to the side, almost invisible within the modest shade of
one of several decorative pillars - Lost Ones did seem to be able to
share sights and sounds with each other so that one knew what the
other had experienced. Whatever the reason, the Grand Helion
chose that moment to enter. The decoy was tastefully dressed,
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looking terribly expensive without any of the excess decoration that
marked Tibusin's own Helion's garb. It would have been immediately
clear to anyone who compared the two which one had the real
power. Tibusin's leader was garish and overdone, speaking of
money and vanity and wastefulness. The Grand Helion, or the decoy
portraying him at least, was an obvious pillar of authority without the
need for such costuming to mark that power. Not all of those present
were discerning enough of mind to notice this difference between the
two men, but the power was self-evident within the decoy, not unlike
the way Corydon radiated a sort of power without draping himself in
jewels and expensive fabrics.
"Now, you all know why I have called for this summit. I don't believe
I can say it any better than Helion did, except that I hope that our
work in the coming Dees will create a foundation for future progress
and the revitalizing of our people." What he didn't say, was which
‘people’ he was speaking on behalf of. Regardless, he was cheered
by all, by those who knew what he was and by those who didn't yet.
"I hope so as well, and I am eager to get to the business at hand."
The Helion of Tibusin declared, earning nods from those who
surrounded him.
"Well, then there is a small matter I would like to attend to first
before we get into the nitty-gritty of things." He waved to Illias, who in
turn nodded to another man, who was a Lost One through and
through.
The second man left the room through a side entrance, only to
reemerge moments later with a decorative wheeled cart that held
two-dozen cups of drink. They were all identical, the crystal cups,
and after the Grand Helion had taken one for himself, he motioned
for the others to do the same. "I'd like to toast to our efforts." He
explained as the others quickly followed suit in grabbing cups,
anxious to be part of this ceremonial beginning of the summit. Illias
took one for himself, as did the few Guardians in the room, both the
Grand Helion's and the Helion of Tibusin's special guards.
"To a merging of thought, of ambition, and of hope for a renewed
vigor in the defense of our beliefs!" The Grand Helion's decoy
announced loudly, each syllable pronounced clearly and with great
statesmanship. He raised the glass to his lips and drained it.
It was but a swallow of ruby-colored liquor, and the others, even
those who had not drank much up until this point, had no choice but
to follow the example set for them. What they didn't know, was that it
contained the second half of a reactant already in the other food and
drink they had consumed. Alone, neither part was more harmful than
water, and would have no effect. Taken together, within a relatively
short duration of one another, the two would quickly cause a
paralysis that strongly limited motor functions for several Ouers. Illias
and the others had not touched any foods or drink containing the first
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half of the reactant, so they would be fine. None of the others had
any clue of what they were drinking; they didn't even suspect any
foul play. After all, the Grand Helion drank the same thing they had,
exactly the same.
Illias and the other three soldiers he had in the room had been
watching the guests, seeing how much each of them ate, and they
had no reason to worry about any of them save for the three
Guardians that had accompanied the Helion. They hadn't been
allowed to partake of the first course of food, the first half of the
sedative, not while on duty. So, even if they had drunk the draught of
the second reactant, they'd had none of the first. That meant that
they would be completely alert when the guests began to collapse,
and Illias had a suspicion that their charge, the Helion, would be the
first to drop. He'd taken both reactants within a very short duration of
each other, and without any of the food and catered delicacies that
the others had eaten, which would slow down the reaction.
The guests followed the Grand Helion to an adjacent chamber, one
he had pronounced to be better suited for stately matters. The room,
even if it had been hollowed out of a mountainside, had been
covered with inlays of pearly-white crystal and Lowland aromatic
woods. A C-shaped table was ringed with plushly cushioned chairs
that waited for important dignitaries to sit upon them. The Grand
Helion was seated at the center of the arc, with the Helion beside
him on his right, and the others were seated in order of importance to
either side of the first two.
Corydon had only a few Mynettes to make ready, and then he
would have to act swiftly. One by one, starting with himself, he and
the Lost Ones stepped out and went to the next room, where
weapons awaited them. Other than ceremonial crystal shard knives,
they'd all been unarmed, as was customary in the presence of the
Grand Helion. However, it wasn't very hard to hide a shortened arcsword within the folds of a cloak. They would be a strong advantage
when the guests began to fall asleep. Certainly there would be some
concern when things started to happen. They had plans, but it was
better to err on the side of caution.
Hardly a word the Grand Helion said after that registered with him,
so rapt was his attention upon the Helion's Guardians, who stood like
stoic statues near the entryway of the room, only a few quick paces
away from their charge. Illias made small talk with them, trying to
keep them distracted from their task, but also so they wouldn't be so
suspicious about him looking at them. He couldn't very well stare at
them, not without making them wonder why.
The summit had gone on perhaps twenty Mynettes when the
Helion's eyes began to droop. The discussion was on Fliers and
protective zones that Tibusin needed to patrol, a dry topic indeed,
but not something to fall asleep over. Five Mynettes later, the Helion
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was propping his head up with his hands and his elbows on the
table. Whispers started around the table, mostly amused, but some
concerned that the leader of their city was already beginning to fade,
losing his stamina and strength when the summit that was to last for
Dees had just started. Quite suddenly, the Helion slumped over, his
chin cracking loudly upon the tabletop. He exhaled heavily and all
rigidness went out of his muscles - he was completely slack.
The Grand Helion stood in a feigned look of surprise. "Call for my
physician! The Helion has collapsed."
Illias thought he heard someone whisper of poison, somewhere
along the right side of the table. Everyone had stood and the three
Guardians of the Helion had closed in on him to lift his face up off the
table. Another person dropped suddenly, from the left side of the
table. When a third fell, it was hard for the Grand Helion to keep his
guests calm. Suddenly, everyone was shouting and several crystal
shard knives came out. Somewhere in the confusion, the Grand
Helion's decoy slipped out. He could not be killed, no matter what.
He was too important, and with the way the three Guardians from
Tibusin were carelessly brandishing their knives, an accident wasn't
completely out of the question. Two more men slumped over
suddenly, and the three Guardians began to look nervously around
the room. One locked eyes with Illias, saw that he was unafraid, and
something behind his eyes clicked.
"It's a trap!" The Guardian shouted even as Illias' arc-sword
whipped out and cut down through the crystal shard knife he vainly
tried to defend himself with. His blood sprayed free from his throat,
preventing any other words he might have said from being uttered.
Illias gave a shout and Lost Ones soldiers burst in from the hall,
nearly a score in all; he’d planned to have one for each guest. Each
of the Lost Ones was unarmed, but they would have no need for
weapons to subdue their drugged and weakened prey. Each was
more than a match for a regular man, let alone a drugged man.
It was Illias' and his team's job to deal with the Guardians, who
were trying to fend off anyone who might get close to their Helion.
They just weren't as fast or as dangerous as Illias and his men
though. The remaining pair of Guardians were dispatched in
Saycunds, while the Lost Ones busied themselves about restraining
the weakened or paralyzed guests, the men who had thought they
could change Tibusin for the better and save it from Corydon.
All in all, it took only about an Ouer from the time the first guests
arrived to the time they had been subdued, drawn into side rooms,
and hooked vein-to-vein with a Lost One soldier. In two or three
Dees, the city's elite would all be on their side. Then, all the parties
and events they had would become recruiting tools. Yes, all those
posh meetings where they socialized and rubbed elbows with their
fellows, presumably to share what they'd learned and help educate

137

PERENNIALS
their fellows on the new direction the Grancitta was taking, would be
the vehicle for assimilating the rest of the Grancitta, until there was
not a hall or street that was not filled with Lost Ones.
"All in a Dee's work." Illias commented, looking at the mass of tubes
and blood swirling about the room.
Some of the guests' eyes were frozen in terror, but their bodies
were no more able to fight what was happening than their minds
were. Both body and mind were being corrupted and infiltrated by the
enemy, and their traitorous hearts only helped spread the corruption.
"We will have to report our success to Corydon." The Grand
Helion's decoy announced, reappearing through one of the side
rooms. He was sipping more of the wine while he spoke, not the
wrong one of course.
Illias frowned slightly as he watched the Grand Helion's decoy drink
with apparent relish. He'd never seen or known a Lost One who
enjoyed food or did more than eat in a mechanical fashion, a simple
intake of sustenance for the maintenance of health. Wine certainly
wasn't imbibed for sustenance though.
"You may inform Corydon for me." Illias bid him, a bit discomfited
by what he was seeing. "I'd like to keep watch here for a bit more
before we dispose of the three bodies. There's nothing more I can
report yet anyway. In a few Dees I will have better news."
"I'll see to it." The Grand Helion answered, finishing his wine before
leaving the room, humming while he left.
That one would require watching, that much was certain. There was
more in him than met the eye. He might not be brilliant like his
master, Corydon, but he was not stupid either. The Lost Ones were
an unknown to him, and he wasn’t going to take them for granted
and trust them blindly.
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CHAPTER 136
Every force has a primal opposite. Every direction has a counter
direction. Every action has its counter. Thus is the test that shall
befall the Sky Spirit next. She shall confront her negative self, and
the Marked One shall fail in his defense of the Sky Spirit if he
remains only as he was…
- Excerpt from Dorjan the Seer’s ‘The Destiny of the Forgotten’
th

 Einsdee, the 11 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Favian shifted uncomfortably upon his seat, from which he was
watching the land crawl by several hundred Mayters beneath him.
They'd crossed sea and land both in great stretches over the last few
Dees. A few Waykes had passed since their departure from
Cenalium, and they were near their destination.
Nearby, Sezja paced like a prowling cat waiting for its prey, which
had been scented but had not yet come into sight. Favian frowned
and shivered. He might be the woman's appointed escort, the leader
of the group of Guardians that Corydon had assigned to 'protect' the
unique girl, but he did not at all feel as if she were under his control.
No, there was no mistaking that the woman - she was a woman in
body and power if not yet in maturity and mind - would do whatever
she wished, when she wished to do it. It was her sheer will that had
gotten them here, the same will that had allowed her to survive the
experimentation that had killed all but two other girls among the thirty
that had been subjected to the same horrible treatments that had
made her what she was now. That will made her a tornado tied only
by a slipping noose, unpredictable and impossible to control.
Corydon. It had been Corydon’s decision and Sezja's insistence
that had put him here. This was nearly a lose-lose scenario for him. If
he succeeded in destroying Sezja's target Anthea, he might very well
be ruining the only chance for Iago and the Lowlanders to defeat
Corydon. If he failed, it meant either that he was dead, that Sezja
was dead, or both. In any case, he would be disgraced and unable to
return to Cenalium. How he'd gotten to this point, after all he'd been
through, he wasn't sure. How had he gone from being Iago's spy, to
being a Dark Aurean whose companions had all perished, to being
someone who continued to work for the enemy even as they
launched attacks on loyal Grancittas and on Lowlander strongholds?
Now he might very well be close to killing the best chance at victory
they could have. Maybe he’d get a chance to put a knife in Corydon
if Sezja killed Anthea and Corydon wanted to congratulate him for
being along for the ride.
What if the opposite happened though, and Anthea eluded them
and somehow managed to kill Corydon, and the loyal Aurean people
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crushed the evil Lost Ones and stopped the war? What happened
then? He would still be a Dark Aurean, and his services rendered on
behalf of Iago would not buy him any redemption, because he would
still be an abomination. There was no reversing what he’d
undergone, so he would be cast-out to live in caves with criminals or,
worse, in the Lowlands. He might have to run as far as the Forsaken
Isles, beyond the protection of the Broken Crown. There he could
expect to live a few Yarres at best, before disease, loneliness, and
malnutrition took him - supposing that the wild men living there didn't
take his life before any of those less-merciful ends found him.
All of this brooding made him remember Cira. He wondered how
she was faring, the thin, spirited girl who worked as a
communications officer in Cenalium. She was a spy, and a brave
one at that. Bravery didn't always equate to survival though. If
anything, his experiences had shown him that bravery seemed to
have a negative effect on survival. His accomplice, Jovan, had been
brave, and he had died terribly. It was better to be cunning and
unashamed to hide now and then.
The woman in front of him stole his attention with a vicious grin, a
toothy look that was more animal than human. Who was to say Sezja
wasn't more animal than human though? Certainly she had a
woman's body, more adult and full than an Aurean woman's figure
would typically be, but there was a certain look in her eyes that just
completely eliminated any feminine effects her figure might have
otherwise had on men. It took only one glance at those dark,
soulless eyes and you forgot the curves of her backside and the
fullness of her bust, or the soft lips that ringed her wicked mouth.
Just one glance and a man knew that this girl wasn't even fit for
looking at, let alone touching. It was a sort of presence that
surrounded her, so that you didn't even have to see her face to know
she was dangerous. Perhaps it was the tense coiling and uncoiling of
her muscles, wiry bands that writhed unnaturally under her pale skin.
Even her dark hair was uninviting, being a shade so dark that it
seemed that she'd had Kaneitha's hands running through her wicked
locks.
Favian wasn't a man given to surrendering into such urges anyway,
so he was even less susceptible to whatever charms Sezja might
have been able to summon against him. He knew he needn’t worry
about any attempts at seduction from her; he could tell from her eyes
though that she was as uncaring about those things as he was
though. They were a bit alike, he realized, staring at her. She had
witnessed the gruesome deaths of her comrades and her
countrymen, and yet, she hadn't had to feel the alienation of being
unable to open up with anyone for fear of being discovered. She was
completely open about what she felt, because she had nothing left to
lose, and therefore nothing left to fear. Favian, on the other hand,
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had a lot to fear, even in his current state. Therefore, he had never
risked getting intimate with any woman because they might have
been one of the enemy’s spies. No, Sezja’s reasons for being
uninterested in sex were entirely different from his, but they resulted
in the same end.
Sezja had been just a girl when taken by Illias and his generals.
She'd not had time to experience anything with men - that had been
a prerequisite of being chosen for the dubious honor of being a
subject for Corydon's tinkering with nature. The pain and agony of
what she had gone through in the hands of few Aurean men seemed
to have made her hate all Aureans, and possibly all men. Then, there
was the sadistic streak that ran through her, which, for the moment
at least, seemed targeted at Anthea. After Anthea was out of the
picture, it was hard to guess what Sezja would do. Perhaps she'd
turn her abilities loose against anyone near, Favian included. For all
the affinity she seemed to express for him, if not having tried to kill
him yet could be considered affinity of any sort, she didn't seem as if
she would even blink an eye if she accidentally or even purposely did
away with him. He was an observer, a bird on her shoulder while she
committed to this mission. After that, all bets were off, and he had
already made his peace as best he could so that his heart would be
ready to go into Nelius' care, if that fate was still allowed to a
creature of mixed blood such as his.
"Your mind is moving a Kilome a Mynette. It's here and there,
wondering about loyalties, allies, your future..." Sezja remarked.
Favian grimaced, but decided to respond rather than ignore her.
Sometimes she spoke and didn't want a reply, but this did not seem
like one of those times. "You can read my mind then?"
"No, but your emotions are clearly evident upon your face." She
replied smugly.
"As are yours."
Her teeth glinted cruelly as she smiled. "Yes, frightening isn't it?"
"It's certainly not comforting." He admitted. There was no point in
lying to her. He'd learned in the last few Dees that she had a sixth
sense about detecting truth. She could pick up on the small
metabolic differences and changes in a person's face when they lied.
Therefore, he was always careful which topics he discussed with her,
lest he give too much away through lies, omissions, or otherwise.
"Well, fear not, for our trip is near its end. I can feel her nearby."
"And you will destroy her then?" He asked, immediately regretting
having asked. He could not take the words back, once spoken, so he
turned his face to the porthole and looked at the hills covered with
forests rolling by beneath them instead of let her look upon his face
and read his emotions. The hills were butted up against the great
ridge of Greveth's Mercy, and the ridge was gradually starting to turn

141

PERENNIALS
southward in the distance, meaning they were coming to the
northeastern corner of the long island. Reselhine would be near.
"Why does that prospect sadden you so?" She wondered.
Her voice was almost gentle, and he made the mistake of turning to
look at her, only to find her digging at him with her eyes, prying into
his heart. Snorting at his own foolishness, he turned back to the
window. "It just seems sad that any creature can exist as the antientity of another being. You've said before that you live only to
destroy her, so that you might gain your own identity free from hers. I
wonder what you will do with it that makes your existence important
enough to kill another just to gain your independence. Will you solve
great problems or right great wrongs? I think not. Is she not possibly
the more valuable of the two of you in terms of destiny?"
Sezja nodded knowingly; he saw her reflection in the window's
crystal. "You think I'm a monster, a waste of flesh and life."
"I just hope that whatever you do with your life afterward, you make
it worth something. I pray that you are not just a murderous thing
shaped and molded by all that happened in those caverns beneath
Cenalium. There are other things out there. You could leave the past
behind and start anew."
"You can wish all you want, but who are you to expect anything of
me after all I have been through? Kerathi Gods and Aurean Gods
have both abandoned me. The Pantheon turned blind eyes to our
suffering. Most of the others died, but I lived. I have no one to thank
for that, but there is someone to punish for making me endure all of
that I have endured. If Anthea had not existed, I'd never have been
put to those tests."
"No, you'd likely have been slaughtered with the rest of your
people, instead of captured and put through the tests." Favian
pointed out, looking back over his shoulder.
Suddenly, Sezja was right up against him. He turned toward her in
alarm, and she pressed her nose to his, her forehead to his. He
could smell the food on her breath, feel the heat of her skin on his,
and see the boiling anger in her eyes that were only Centis from his
own. Her hair dangled down and framed her face, brushing his skin,
but it was not comfortable or silky. Like her, it was strong and
uninviting, like shadow drawn into wires.
"Do you think that being murdered would have been a worse fate
than the one I have inherited on account of Corydon's will and
Anthea's existence?" She snarled.
"No." He whispered.
"Then do not think to understand me."
"I won't."
She grunted and pulled away. "You bore me, Favian. You must
pray that you do not bore me too badly, or I might find I have no use
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for you. That would not be good for you. Thankfully, we are nearly
there, and I won’t have to put up with you for much longer."
Quietly, he went back to looking out the window, and saw that they
were indeed nearing the corner of the island, the location Synnove
had pointed out on the map back in Lower Cenalium. Sezja claimed
to feel Anthea too, and he didn't disbelieve her. Like magnets they
were, as far as he could tell. He just hoped that Anthea was as
opposite to Sezja as humanly possible. If not, if either survived their
encounter, it would not be good for the Broken Crown.

Tuari gazed skyward while he kept watch over Anthea's cocoon,
which was now swollen like a belly many Munths pregnant. Its leaves
strained to remain closed, curling at their ends and yellowing where
they’d been exposed to air and sunlight. Rolf guessed it'd open
within a Wayke, while Nishan had a more optimistic guess of three
Dees. Tuari wasn't one to guess about things he had no experience
with, but he couldn't argue that the cocoon did look different and that
they must be getting near the date of its opening, if only on account
of how long they had waited up until now.
As to the looking at the sky, it was not an uncommon practice for
him. He liked the skies, especially here where they were so full of
clouds that chased each other around the tips of nearby mountains,
as well as occasional birds. Uleaut lands featured skies of a different,
plainer, and grayer sort. A hunter there rarely had time to sit and
appreciate the skies unless he was waiting for some rare prey to
stumble by; even then, eyes were more often kept on the ground
than the sky. Tuari had been a bit of an exception to that rule, and
that might have been why Aaren had touched him, enabling him to
leave his body behind and cast his spirit out upon the winds.
Aaren, God of the Winds, Skies, and Birds, was one of the Uleaut
people's favorite Gods, but his part in Uleaut life was mostly finished
so far as their culture went. He had played a part in their creation,
guiding the tears of their mother Goddess, Yenis, safely to the world.
They revered him for the heart he had shown their beloved Goddess,
but his winds were often cruel and dangerous. His breaths tempered
their people, so they respected and feared him, but they did not love
him. Tuari had a bit of a different relationship with the God of Winds
compared to the rest of his folk, though.
Todee, it was not birds he saw winging their way through Aaren's
domain as they flew around the ruins of Ka'Shann - they didn't like to
fly exactly over the place, perhaps for the same reason nothing grew
within the ruins - but rather a shimmering speck in the distance that
was growing nearer by the Mynette. He debated sending his spirit
questing on the winds, in hopes of determining for certain that the
speck was what he feared it to be: an Aurean Flier. He didn't, not yet.
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He needed to tell the others before he sent his spirit out from his
body, just in case he was lost in his wandering and couldn't find his
body again. It would do them no good if he learned about the thing
he saw in the distance if he could not return to warn them.
Thankfully, Rolf was nearby, going about his morning routine of
relieving himself and washing up before a hearty meal of porridge
containing foraged roots, dried meat from wild game they'd hunted,
and some nuts they’d pilfered from a squirrel's forgotten hoard that
hadn't rotted to inedibility yet. Such was their diet as of late, and
none of them complained about it, since that would do no good. A
better meal was just a few Ouers of hunting or foraging away, and
none of them were lazy about looking for that meal.
Rolf eyed Tuari grumpily as he returned from the bushes that
blocked off a section of the canals that they'd designated as their
outhouse. He knew immediately that the boy wanted something.
There was something wild and excited about his eyes, like he only
got when something big was happening. Just because it might have
been Anthea, Rolf almost jumped into a trot to meet the boy, but he
decided against it. If they'd waited this long for Anthea, she could
wait a few Saycunds for him.
"What's lit a fire under you now?" Rolf barked.
"Aureans, I think."
"What?" Rolf looked around quickly, listening as he turned.
"I think I see a Flier coming."
"From what direction? Nishan said there's a city of them not far
from here, to the north I think."
"It's coming from the west. If it's Aureans, they're quite probably not
going to be friendly."
"So you're saying that it is likely Corydon's men. Although, even if
they're not his friends, they don't really have a reason to be cute and
strike up a conversation over a campfire and a bowl of my best
cooking."
Tuari nodded eagerly. "I couldn't agree more."
Rolf frowned and ran a hand through his beard. He wondered if the
boy was slighting his cooking skills, the Aureans, or both. He decided
that it was not important. However, Aureans coming to visit was
important. "Well, let's go find old eagle eyes and see if he can spy
that Flier of yours and see if they're going to head right by us on the
way to that other city, or if they're looking to stop here. How they
even know we're here, only Cainel and Comrain probably know." He
quickly made a Kerathi signal of reverence and cleared his throat
nervously.
"I was thinking, Rolf..." Tuari began, walking beside Rolf as the
larger man strode purposely toward where he expected Nishan to
be. Tuari's legs had to move twice for each time Rolf's moved, but he
kept up without even breathing hard. He had lungs like a horse, Rolf
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had said on occasion, referring to the Uleaut's ability to keep moving
without rest.
"Yeah? What were you thinking?"
"I was thinking we should douse the fire, hide everything we have
that might be seen from the air, and then try to cover Anthea's
cocoon with hides or something that would make it less visible from
above.
"That's some good thinking. Why don't you start on that, though I'm
going to be terribly put out if they decide not to come here, just
because it's going to delay my breakfast by at least half an Ouer, and
I'll see about getting Nishan to put those golden eyes of his on the
sky."
Tuari nodded and abruptly ran off on his own trajectory without so
much as a word. Uleauts were men of action, not wasting and more
words than they had to. Anything that didn't need to be said probably
wouldn't be. Every warm breath was precious on the sheets of ice
and upon the breaking seas they lived in. Watching the boy run off
made Rolf smile. Tuari's personality suited Rolf quite well as a
traveling companion. Rolf didn't much like talking to anyone unless
they had a flagon of strong wine or a jug of ale in their hand, or if she
was a pretty girl. Nishan, for all his charm, wasn't much of a talker as
of late either, perhaps because the one person he really wanted to
talk to was wrapped up like a pea in a pod in a coat of leaves several
Centis deep.
Nishan was already looking at the sky when Rolf found him, which
saved a lot of explaining. The man had eyes like a bird and ears like
a dog. You couldn't so much as break wind within fifty Mayters of him
without him both hearing and smelling it. He also claimed to be able
to hear a person's heartbeat just by standing near them. There were
people you doubted when they said things like that, and there was
Nishan. Rolf had learned that it was a waste of time to doubt
whatever the Rumani said, no matter how far-fetched, unless you
liked looking foolish on a regular basis that is.
"Are they coming here?" Rolf asked, trying hard to see something
more than a speck in the sky. His eyes weren't touched by a God
though, even if his chest had been. The purplish mark over his heart
itched, making him fear what was coming.
"It seems that way. They're too low to be heading northward to the
Aurean city."
"You're sure they’re not off to a little burg hidden out in the
mountains, like some mountaintop getaway that they might be going
to instead of coming here?"
Nishan glanced over at Rolf for a moment before looking back
toward the heavens, shaking his head. "Well, I'm not perfectly
certain, I can admit that. I certainly don't know every last location of
every Aurean settlement. Why don't you go think about that pleasant
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though unlikely alternative while you get your gun ready? I need to
figure out exactly where they're going to put down, and how many of
them there'll be."
Rolf crossed his arms for a moment, clearly recalling why he and
Nishan were not the best of friends. Nishan could be quite short with
someone when he felt like it, and neither of them liked sugarcoating
things. In that respect, they were very similar. "I'll get the gun ready."
"How far can that gun shoot anyway?"
"As far as I believe it'll shoot I suppose. Why? Do you want me to
start shooting before they even land?"
"I don't know. If Makan were here, he would probably say that we're
in dangerous and uncharted waters, and that caution is necessary. I
wish that he were here, too. It might make things easier."
"I know what you mean." Rolf replied, and truly he did. One wrong
move might put them in an unwanted fight with a dangerous enemy.
Or, if they succeeded in blasting the Flier out of the air it might just
attract attention from any other Aureans who happened to be
expecting this Flier or watching in this general direction. On the other
hand, it was possible that a preemptive strike could save them from
having to fight a battle.
"Get your rifle ready and find a good place to shoot from anyway.
We'll decide when they're closer. We might only get one shot at
them, and I want to make sure it's going to be a hit."
"I never miss with that gun. I don't think it’s possible to miss with it."
Rolf protested.
"I know you don't, but… I just don't know. I don't feel good about
this one." Nishan admitted nervously. "Something feels 'off.' I can't
explain it any better than that, and I want to do it right."
That Nishan was nervous was enough to make Rolf nervous
himself, so he didn't argue further. "I'll get the gun and set up over
there." Rolf indicated a pile of rubble that had once likely been a
proud building in Ka'Shann. Now it was a simple jumble of rocks that
offered cover and a few places where he could prop up the barrel of
the gun as he aimed.
Nishan nodded and sat on the ground, absently playing with his
claw-like Kerambit knives as he watched the vessel grow nearer.
Rolf hurried off to get his God-inspired rifle, hoping it'd do all that it
had to now. As he rushed through rubble maze of Ka’Shann to
where their gear was stored, he couldn't help but think that the gun
had a great deal of power, but power alone hadn't been enough to
save Anthea last time.
Gritting his teeth, he tried to push those memories aside, but in
doing so only brought them back more vividly. It didn't help that they
were still camping near the hill of stone where they'd nearly all died,
where Anthea had burned the Mulo and the vines out the whole city
to save them all, which had put resulting in her going into her leafy
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cocoon. No gun, even one Chaveaoux had designed, had been able
to stop the all of the Mulo, undying creatures formed by secret
Rumani magicks.
Tuari was running about like a madman, hiding every scrap of
evidence that they had left behind, small indicators that they had
been here. He was even dragging around some of the branches that
they'd collected for kindling for fires, so that he could disguise their
footprints upon the ground. Hiding Anthea was a bit harder, and even
the dirt he'd thrown on the fuzzy leaves had not done much to
disguise the presence of something completely alien to the region.
The green pod would look out of place to anyone who looked at it
even in passing.
Tuari slowed down from his fevered pitch of work when Rolf
reappeared, if only to get the news. "Is it coming here?" His face
didn’t show it, but he’d rather have been flying upon the winds
toward the Flier to determine the answer for himself.
Rolf shrugged. "Seems so. It's better to assume it will and have it
pass harmlessly than not be ready. You're doing quite well here.
Keep at it, but get over to where Nishan and I are before the Flier
arrives, so we can watch."
"I'll keep an eye on the sky." Tuari assured him.
"Don't forget your spear either." Rolf said, indicating the heavy rifle
in his hands to show that he wasn't going to go unarmed either.
The Uleaut grinned. His ivory little teeth shined like an animal's feral
smile. Telling an Uleaut not to forget his spear was like telling a
Mueran not to forget how to swim, or a Kerathi that he should hate
Aynglicans. It didn't need to be said, but he'd said it anyway. Rolf
grinned back and then ran off to set up his gun, sparing only a halfSaycund to nod at Anthea's cocoon. He'd not fail her again, he
promised wordlessly. He just wished the Racheneid mark on his
chest would stop itching for revenge.
When he’d found safe grounds that offered a good vantage, Rolf
drew a bead on the Flier, an ever-growing presence in the sky. He
was almost completely certain that they were coming to Ka'Shann
now, but as of yet he'd not opened fire on the vessel, just in case. Of
course, he still wasn't exactly sure what kind of range the gun had,
as he'd only used it a few times, and it had never been at ranges
exceeding a couple dozen Mayters. He wanted to believe he could
hit the Flier from a thousand Mayters, at least a few Hundred, but
that was hard to do even with a conventional long rifle. Accuracy, for
the most part, was a function of range, wind speed and direction, and
the skill and concentration of the shooter. Range was beyond his
control, other than waiting and the winds were not strong. Skill he
had a fair amount of, and concentration as well, at least as much as
could be expected considering the circumstances.
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"Do we shoot then, or do we wait for them to land before I fire?"
Rolf asked, whispering even if there was no way any creature
whatsoever, not even Nishan, could hear him from the distant Flier.
"We could use the Flier to leave here. I still remember a bit of how
to pilot one." Nishan answered neutrally. He truly seemed as if he
could go either way.
"You didn't exactly land us well though. I seem to recall crashing in
Uleaut lands and spending a few Munths recovering there."
Nishan frowned. "There was during a Gods' Storm. When
Marceaupo, Tulis, and Aaren all get to playing, I'm not in any place to
complain, not when I'm at the controls of a tiny Flier being tossed
around in the middle of their game."
"I don't care about the circumstances. I just don't want a repeat of
that if we're going to steal their Flier." Rolf replied.
"How do we know that Anthea will not simply whisk us all back to
Fairport the way she and you came here?" Tuari asked, looking at
Rolf as he spoke. He’d just arrived in time to hear the conversation
begin.
"We don't, I guess." Rolf admitted, taking aim once more. "Sellae as
my witness, I don't want to bet on that fact though. It’s a long walk
back to Aynglica."
Nishan smirked and touched his wrists together at the mention of
Sellae. "Rolf is right. We may very well be taking a boat back the way
we came, Tuari, or we might be lucky enough to go by Flier or
transported by Anthea's enchantments. We must be ready for
another overland trek and another long boat ride though, even if we
wish for something better and faster."
"So we can't shoot it out of the air then." Tuari commented with a
note of finality.
Rolf sighed and lifted his face away from the sights that ran down
the barrel of the weapon. "If they fire I'm going to have to shoot back.
We can fight them on the ground, but not in the air."
Nishan nodded. "Agreed. Keep aiming though."
"Alright, but if they get much closer, I'll have to climb up this pile of
rocks or go around it to get a clear shot." Rolf's cheek settled back
against the steel once more, against the same spot his cheek had
already warmed. It was a comfortable and familiar pose, and it
calmed him to be resting with a rifle in his hands.
Tuari shifted anxiously beside him, but Rolf ignored the distraction.
If the boy needed to loosen up his muscles before the fight, going
through a few quick spear drills, that was fine. He certainly didn't
blame the Uleaut. Had he not needed to keep his eye on the Flier,
he'd have been fidgeting too, stretching to get ready. For that matter,
even Nishan looked a bit on edge. The three of them hadn't fought
since the battle with the Mulo, and their best efforts then hadn't been
anywhere close to enough. Time and again, someone had to save
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them. Usually that responsibility had fallen upon Bedros or Anthea.
This time, Anthea was in a cocoon, and Bedros was halfway across
the Broken Crown for all they knew.
As he waited, drawing in even breaths while concentrating with a
hunter's patience, ignoring even the itching of the Racheneid mark
upon his chest as the Flier drew nearer, the Flier went from being
more than a Kilome in the distance to only a few hundred Mayters,
and then it stopped getting closer. It hovered in place, perhaps
looking for the best place with the most even ground to set down
upon. Only a hundred and fifty Mayters distant, the Flier gently
landed, stirring up swirls of dust and dead bits of grass as its turbine
fans washed air across the clearing where it landed. The whirr of its
engines came to a stop, and Rolf reluctantly lifted his rifle.
From his location, he was no longer able to shoot at much more
than the nose of the vessel. And, while that might deal with the pilot,
that would be the extent of its effect. He'd lost his clean shot, so he
slid quietly down from the rubble pile and followed Nishan and Tuari
around to interpose themselves between Anthea and the new
arrivals. Both of them had their weapons ready, but they had to be a
lot nearer to their enemies than he had to be. They each had to be
within a few Mayters of their enemies, the range at which they could
accurately throw knives and engage another man hand-to-hand or
with a spear or Kerambits against arc-swords. Rolf, he could shoot
them from afar, providing cover fire and picking off extra enemy
combatants while Nishan and Tuari carved up whatever was foolish
enough to stray close to the pair.
Silently, they wended their way through the rubble, at times all but
lying on the ground to keep out of sight. Tuari scraped his knees and
hands along the gravel, but moved without so much as a cringe or a
grunt, his face a fierce mask of determination that looked equally as
dangerous as his spear. Nishan was a whisper in the wind, moving
with such grace that his every move looked choreographed and well
considered. His stalking instincts were strong, only a bit better than
the young hunter near him, and probably only due to more Yarres of
experience. Rolf had a bit harder time, since he was carrying the big
rifle, a massive weapon made of over twenty Kees of steel that
created faith-spewing death. He kept up as best he could, but it was
better not to be too close to them anyway, or it would cut down on
his view and ruin chances at shots. He needed to keep watch for
enemies trying to get around his companions.
The Aureans seemed to be taking their time leaving their landing
site. The three of them had already covered half the distance
between where they had been and the Flier, putting them close
enough that it would have been pretty easy to hit the Flier with a
stone if it was thrown hard. They couldn't very well just start shooting
as soon as the first Guardian came into sight either, or the Flier
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might take off again and they'd lose the element of surprise and their
ride back to Aynglica. No, they had to wait until all of the crew was
out of the Flier, or at least as much as possible, before they could
spring their ambush.
Nishan signaled for Rolf to stay where he was while Tuari and he
moved in. Rolf hunkered down behind an oblong, now-shapeless
block that might have once been a piece of a wall. Even after Yarres
of weathering, it was still big enough to hide behind, if only barely.
From where he was, he could see Tuari climbing a pile of debris
carefully to avoid sending scree tumbling noisily down the pile, and
he could see Nishan flattening himself to hide in the shadows against
the remains of a tower that hadn't completely crumbled from a lack of
support after the vines had been destroyed. As for himself, he took a
breath and waited for the Aureans to come into sight, wondering
which type they'd be: the regular variety, which was bad enough, or
the strange new varieties that Corydon had been cooking up in his
mountain laboratories. He supposed it didn't matter, just so they all
died when he pulled the trigger.
He had time for just a few more nervous breaths before the
Aureans came into sight and Nishan made his move. Tuari moved a
scant Saycund later, and Rolf finally got to start pulling the trigger.

Favian wasn't terribly impressed by the Ruins of Ka'Shann. He was
not big on history, but he'd nosed through a few Lowlander tomes
detailing the high and low points of their societies, and this mound of
tumbled-over rocks didn't seem like it should have been one of them.
Everything was greater in its own Dee, but this was clearly not even
within Hectoyarres of being within its own Dee. Frankly, he had no
desire to see what it would have been in its prime either. Any
nostalgia he might have felt evaporated when he got a look at
Sezja’s excitement at having arrived.
Something dead hung about the air, almost strong enough to taste.
Perhaps it was the lack of any real life in the ruins, but it might have
been something else. Nothing grew here larger than scrub grass and
the occasional shrub, giving it an uninviting and barren look that was
a stark contrast compared even to Cenalium these Dees, and
Cenalium was hardly bustling with life and energy after what
Corydon had done to the populace. There was also the palpable feel
of failure that still clung to the land so many Yarres after its founders'
bones had turned to dust. This was a place of broken dreams, of
well-meant intentions gone wrong. It was an illustration of humanity's
shortcomings.
It was hard to determine the true source of his ill feelings, whether it
was this place, his task, or just distaste for Lowlanders in general. He
certainly had no reason to care about them or their history up until
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recently, when he'd learned about a special girl, the one who had
been the reason for their coming here. As far as he was concerned,
if they could find Anthea for Sezja and just be done with it, then that
was all the better. Things would never be the same again anyway,
and he was tired of being so out of control of his own fate. It would
be worth it to have some measure of sanity returned to his life, even
at the cost of Anthea’s life.
Yet, if he was despondent about disembarking from the Flier that
they'd not been out of in a number of Dees, Sezja certainly wasn't.
She nearly decapitated one of the Guardians with a snarl and a
backhand as she ripped the hatch open. Uneasily, the Guardians
followed her and Favian out, leaving only three men behind to guard
the Flier. That meant there were eight more Guardians with him, with
him rounding out the nine. Nine Guardians were not a lot, especially
if they came up against any serious resistance, but Favian seriously
doubted they'd meet much of an armed force in the ruins. Besides, if
Sezja couldn't get things done against Anthea and whatever escort
she was rumored to have, another dozen or two-dozen Guardians
probably wouldn't do much better. Besides, after seeing her
demonstrations in Lower Cenalium, he couldn't help but think that
Sezja was as dangerous as she declared herself to be and more.
Favian ordered a trio of Guardians forward, another left, and his
group would take the right, forming a protective triangle around
Sezja. The Guardians with him fanned out, moving quietly but quickly
despite their heavy armor. His forces consisted of six Dark Aureans,
counting himself, and three Lost Ones; there was one Lost One in
each trio to make sure no group was stronger or weaker than the
others. Ordinarily, he would have taken the lead, but he needed to
see what they were up against and watch Sezja's reactions. Her
loyalty was questionable at best, a tigress on a leash. She might very
well destroy Anthea, but she might destroy him and the other
Guardians with her. There really was no telling how she would act,
and being toward the rear gave him the best chance at survival, or
the best chance to try to stab the monster in the back if she turned
feral on them. If that happened, he didn't expect to succeed or to live,
but at least he would die trying to rid the Broken Crown of something
it had no need of. The world didn't need any more evil, not with
Corydon and his creations running loose.
In other circumstances, he might have been proud of the Guardians
he commanded, if they hadn't been on a mission of death that is.
They walked with deadly poise and silence that would have put a
shiver of fear in most men's spines. They kept their heads down to
keep out of sight and avoid fire, and their arc-swords were loose in
their scabbards, ready to attack. Arc-Swords were amazing
weapons, the pride of Aurean weapon making. They were at once
both melee and ranged weapons, giving their users great versatility
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in combat. A well-trained soldier using an Arc-Sword - or its more
powerful if heavier and longer cousin, the Arc-Lance - was easily
worth two or three Lowlanders, and these Lost Ones were proving to
be worth six to ten Kerathi or Elegians, depending on who was
commanding and how good the defenders were. They were trained
killers, the lot of them, and they were prowling around on their best
behavior, as if to not be outshined by the deadly woman in their
midst.
Generally, they followed Sezja's lead. She had guided them here,
giving directions for the pilot and navigator to follow, and even now
she gestured occasionally to indicate which way she wanted to go.
The Guardians just kept up with her, keeping in their teams of three
and maintaining a distance of six to nine Mayters in front of her or to
her sides, depending on the ground obstacles they had to maneuver
around. The rocks and obstructions proved to be no problem to
soldiers trained in the mountains. If one team disappeared for a few
Saycunds as they rounded a pile of crumbled stone, they would
always reappear safely on the other end. Favian made sure of that,
keeping his eyes roaming for any sign of trouble.
That luck didn't last long, and trouble found them as if Sezja was a
magnet for the ills of the universe because of her making. As Favian
and his group advanced, he saw that one of them from the left team
was down on the ground with blood spurting from his neck and belly.
The Dark Aurean soldier's hands fought a losing battle to keep his
life from flowing between his fingers, but it was no good. Instead of
wasting his last few Saycunds of life, it would have been better if he'd
had used his last few breaths to attack the enemy that was battling
the Lost One and the other Guardian.
Favian didn't get a chance to get a real good look at the man killing
his Guardians. It was a man, assuredly, he could tell from the
fighter’s build and his shaggy beard, and his fighting style declared
him to be male even if his hair was long. No woman would jump into
a fight with knives like this man wielded, or at least no woman Favian
had met, and he'd met all sorts of brave women. This man was either
an expert with those knives, fearless to the point of throwing himself
into a no-win scenario, or both. From the wild look the man had
about him, it was both. At first glance, he might have even been a
Kerathi, except that he was slighter, not as tall as they were, and his
beard wasn’t bushy and full like a Kerathi typically had. Favian
figured the man was Rumani or Aynglican, but didn't have time to
consider it at length. In fact, he only had time to shout for the forward
group to go to the aid of the left group when an enemy beset his own
trio, albeit a smaller enemy than the knife-wielding man.
It almost seemed comical at first. A young boy with a dark face and
a coat made of animal furs sprang from behind the rubble with a
nasty-looking hooked spear extended before him. His little teeth
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were exposed when his lips peeled back as he jumped, grunting with
the effort of bringing his weapon to bear on the Lost One who met
his spear with an Arc-Sword. The clang of weapon on weapon was
louder than Favian expected, and when the backhanded
counterattack from the Lost One cut only air, Favian knew that there
was more than meets the eye about the little boy who'd just
appeared in their midst. Lost Ones were quick, dangerously quick,
more than a match for even two Dark Aureans, and the boy had
spun out of the way and left only a cloud of dust in his tracks. This
one definitely wasn't a Kerathi.
A loud report, like that of a cannon, sounded from ahead. Light
screamed and was met by shrieks from the Guardians leading the
way. Everyone paused, even Sezja, who looked torn between going
after either the boy or the man just for the sport of killing them. The
shot had been loud, like a tearing of something that should not be
torn, and the nothingness, the deadness of sound that followed the
report, was almost as terrible as the screech of light that had erupted
ahead. A ruined tower and a stand of shrub brush growing over a
mound of gravel some Mayters to the fore prevented him from
seeing exactly what had happened or how many of his men had
survived.
Abruptly, he found a spear point being jabbed at his face,
scratching along his cheek even as he sidestepped and parried
desperately to save his own life. The brown-faced boy was amidst
the three of them, spinning like a child's top. The point of his spear
seemed to be everywhere, but his body seemed oddly absent,
obscured by dust, sand, bits of gravel, and fragments of dead grass
that had been ground underfoot. And, with each step the three of
them took to try to defend against or kill the boy, the boy just seemed
to be moving faster while growing harder to see, obscured within the
cloud that enveloped him.
Favian pulled a second Arc-Sword from his spare sheath. He
darted in at the cloud of spear points and dust that was proceeding
to cut up the other Dark Aurean in their trio, and did his best to put a
sword point into the boy's body. All he received for his efforts was a
stinging slice across his right thigh and a ringing in his hands that
shot all the way up to his shoulders from making contact with his
swords against the boy's spear. Being something of a seasoned
warrior or not, he was at a loss for what to do when Sezja suddenly
bowled all four of them aside. A wall of hard air suddenly slammed
down, knocking them all aside. The other Dark Aurean tumbled over,
tripping over a large piece of rubble; the Lost One sprang back and
waited for an opening or the next attack; Favian nearly fell down
himself, but stumbled three steps backward before regaining his
balance.
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Sezja reached out and grabbed for the boy, seizing the spear from
within the whirlwind. As if she had jammed a something into the
gears of a motor to jam them up, the boy suddenly came to a stop,
still holding the spear, which hung still instead of making dangerous
twirls and jabs. The boy’s eyes were wide with surprise but absent of
fear. Snarling he shook on the spear, but it would not come free of
her grasp. The Lost One looked as if he was going to cut the boy
down from behind, but Sezja suddenly threw her hand outward past
the boy, directed at the Lost One. Another wall of air slammed into
the Lost One, this one a unidirectional pulse of air as solid as bricks.
His bones crunched audibly, crushed under the impact, and he was
killed instantly. The dead Lost One’s body was flung backward like a
like a marionette gone limp when its master suddenly dropped its
strings. The Lost One’s breathing had stopped before he even hit the
ground or his Arc-Sword clattered uselessly upon the earth beside
him.
"What are you doing?" Favian shouted at her. Was this the turning
point? Was this the betrayal? Had she decided to go her own route
now?
"Stay out of my way." Sezja hissed, glaring at him with eyes that
had turned almost completely black. Dark veins pulsed beneath her
translucent and pale skin.
The boy let go of his spear and scrambled away from Sezja,
running right over the fallen Guardian before he had managed to
stand again. As he ran he pulled out a whalebone knife, but it was
not nearly as long or as dangerous as the spear he'd been using, no
matter how fast the boy moved. Sezja reached back, holding the
spear aloft like a javelin, and threw it after the boy, aiming square for
the middle of his back. Favian watched helplessly, unable to help
and unsure of who to help. The boy twisted out of the way right
before he was hit, perhaps having sensed the spear approaching.
Had he not moved, the spear would have rammed right through his
spine and stuck out his belly, but he had moved, and so he took only
a grazing blow to the side where the spear pierced through him.
As the boy fell, yelping in pain from having a spear tear right along
the outside of his ribcage, a painful but not lethal wound, another
man appeared from up ahead. This one was definitely Kerathi.
Favian had seen enough bodies from the war to know – Corydon
even had uses for those on occasion. This Kerathi was very much
alive though, and he carried what seemed like a tube of steel, far too
large to be a gun, and yet he aimed it like a long rifle. A second
cannon shot echoed out, catching Sezja directly across the body. For
that Saycund she was engulfed in light, but the sphere of air around
her shone darkly, like an eclipse. Favian had been standing behind
Sezja, and that had saved his life. She had been caught directly in
the line of fire along with the other Guardian. The Dark Aurean
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vanished like a bubble being popped, one moment there and the
next moment gone. When the light faded, Sezja and Favian
remained.
The bearded gunman gaped in surprise at Sezja. Clearly he had
not expected her to remain standing. Perhaps she should have
disappeared like the Dark Aurean out front had. That might have
been best for everyone, Favian thought, if she had died just like that
and taken him with her. However, that was not the fate Gandahar
dealt that Dee. Sezja staggered and went to one knee, but she had
definitely not vanished. Raising her head slowly, she looked around,
blinking her eyes and waving her claw-like hands in front of her eyes,
dazed by the failed attack.
The gunman raised the weapon to fire at her once more, but never
got to shoot. A Lost One came at him from the side, hacking with his
Arc-Sword. The Kerathi had no choice but to use his weapon to
deflect the sword-blow, but he could not wield that heavy weapon
anywhere nearly as fast as the Lost One could swing his sword, so
the next swing caught him across the forearm, cutting to the bone.
He dropped the heavy gun and grasped his wound with his other
hand. That would have been his last act if a knife had not caught the
Lost One in the neck from behind, severing the spinal chord of the
Guardian. It was an expertly thrown blade, piercing the scant two
Centis of visible flesh on a Guardian’s neck between the armor and
the helmet where there was no protection from a blade.
The Lost One slumped to the grown lifelessly as his attacker ran to
defend the Kerathi as he picked up his gun once more. The attacker
was the first man Favian had seen, the one with the knives who had
attacked the left trio of Guardians. He had apparently reduced that
group to a single man, who cautiously followed him toward where he
stood guard in front of the Kerathi with the gun. The survivor was the
final of the three Lost Ones Favian had with him. The others
Guardians all seemed to be dead or dying, and he wasn’t at all eager
to join them in their fate. Favian wanted to intervene and help, but he
knew better.
Sezja had already killed one Guardian for involving himself in her
fight, so he simply backed away, choosing to go back to the Flier. He
yelled for a retreat, but doubted that anyone else would make it back
to the Flier, and that was only if he could move quickly enough to
avoid coming under fire from that wicked gun once more. As he ran
away, he saw that the boy with the spear was picking himself up off
the ground and pulling the spear from his side.
With all their training and all Sezja’s powers, they'd not managed to
even put a boy down. He laughed in his terror as he ran, wondering
what sort of friends this Anthea had if they could do the things they
had. Perhaps Corydon and Iago were not the only two powers at
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work in the world. He also didn't know if Sezja would be able to kill
the three men that had attacked them, and he didn’t care.
For that matter, he just didn't know if he'd live to tell anyone about
he'd seen and what good it would do anyone. All he was sure about
was running and getting away from the battle, if just to extend his life
a few more miserable Ouers. Favian wanted to live.
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CHAPTER 137
Who can say why the Gods do what they do or why they act why
they act? They withhold help from one who appears worthy of it, and
extend it instead to another who doesn’t seem to deserve it. One life
is spared, while another is taken. These are the mysteries of
existence.
If I, or any other were to know the answers, the Gods would not be
Gods. It is not for man to understand the Pantheon, even if we must
forever seek to understand them anyway. It is in the struggle, the
work in vain, that we determine our identities. This is how we
understand who we are in this world…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘Musings About Gods and Goddesses’
th

 Einsdee, the 11 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
“Can you carry the rifle?” Nishan asked Rolf, frowning at the gash
across the Kerathi’s wrist that was dribbling blood onto the ground,
drop by thick, heavy drop.
Rolf grunted and lifted the weapon despite his injury, though he
braced it with his forearm rather than his hand. “I’ll manage. See to
Tuari. I’m going to go find that Cainel-cursed woman again and shoot
her a dozen times, if that’s what it takes to kill her.”
Tuari was struggling to keep upright, and had taken to using his
spear as a walking stick. Blood had slicked the side of his dark skins
and furs, but it seemed as if it had been the concussive force of the
strike rather than the actual wound that had shaken him up so badly.
Sezja’s throw had been quite powerful, knocking him several
Mayters forward even though it had not been a direct hit. Had it been
a direct hit, Tuari was quite certain that his spine would have been
severed and he would have died.
Without saying anything else, Rolf took a step off in the direction
the woman had gone, the woman that should have been saying hello
to Nelius right about then. He’d shot her, dead on. He hadn’t missed,
but she was still here somehow. Faith hadn’t been enough to
evaporate her, make her disappear, or whatever it was that
happened when he aimed his weapon and fired at something. She’d
staggered and she’d looked stunned, but she was still quite alive. In
fact, she was walking around nearby. Nothing had done that before.
Sweeping wide around a rubble pile in case there were more
Aurean soldiers lying in wait for an unsuspecting Kerathi, Rolf
worked his way northward through the city. He was moving roughly
back toward where Anthea’s cocoon was, which bothered him. The
dark-haired demon girl, perhaps Wainseth herself, had been going
that direction. He wasn’t certain, but it had seemed as if a Guardian
had escaped back toward the Flier. He was less concerned about a
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single Guardian than that woman though. They were in completely
different leagues of scary.
Hand-to-hand, he had zero desire to go up against an Aurean. A
regular Aurean he figured he could probably handle, not that he’d
met many of them. Most of the Aureans he’d met were Dark Aureans
or these other new sort of Guardians that didn’t so much as blink
when you swung a weapon at them, and he didn’t want to tackle any
of those on his own. He definitely didn’t want to stand toe-to-toe and
fight this woman with a knife. She’d scared right down to his core,
and he wouldn’t get any closer to her than he had to. He’d thought
he was carrying an infallible weapon, something unbeatable, but she
and this new breed of Aureans were resistant to a Goddess’ fury
somehow.
Now he was not a theologian and he certainly wasn’t a scientist, but
there were a few ideas that occurred to him that might explain the
gun’s reaction. First, these soldiers and that woman had to have
something wrong with them. Perhaps they’d been tainted by the Dark
Pair or touched by a force that rivaled the Goddess Marceaupo’s
own power. If that wasn’t the case, then there was something wrong
with the gun or it’s special ammunition, which was his faith. Perhaps
his failure in protecting Anthea against the Mulo had weakened his
faith in his own abilities, and the weapon’s fire was less potent for it.
The only other reason he could think of, and it chilled him to the
bones to even consider it, was that the divine power of the Gods was
somehow weakening or failing, but that was as unthinkable as the
sun not rising or rain falling upward instead of downward.
“Impossible. Ridiculous.” He muttered to himself as he rounded
another pile of rubble, this one bits of crumbled pillars that might
have once been fitted around an entryway or a governmental
building of some sort.
Rolf was a hunter, and hunting humans was not a lot different from
following a deer trail or stalking animals going down to a watering
hole. Like it or not, the woman was going to leave tracks on the
ground. Granted the conditions weren’t the most ideal, but with few
plants other than scrub grasses growing here, tracks were easy
enough to find. He just had to make sure he wasn’t following his own
tracks that he’d left in the area, or those of his companions. The
three of them had been wandering through this part of the ruins for
Dees. Still, there were fresh clues to follow: certain bends in the
tough grasses, gravel turned upward to expose dampened
undersides, and a general stirring of the dust, leaves, and halfcomposted litter that was scattered across the ground. He wasn’t
worried about losing her, even if he was terrified of what would
happen when he did finally confront her.
He worked his way back toward Anthea. A couple times he climbed
over piles of stone rather than circling them, hoping the added
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elevation would give him a glimpse of the dark haired woman. It
wasn’t until he climbed his third pile that he got just that. He didn’t
hesitate when he saw her, either. He lifted the barrel of his weapon
using both arms, even the wounded one. Unlike a conventional rifle,
he didn’t need to carefully aim. This weapon would hit anything he
pointed at, even in its general direction, if he just believed. Right
then, he believed, whispering a prayer to Chaveaoux, Cainel, and
Comrain all at once.
He braced himself against the recoil and pulled the trigger. The rifle
kicked liked a mule as it loosed a roaring torrent of faith-propelled
energy. The barrel’s end lifted skyward and almost flew up over his
right shoulder and out of his hands. He wrenched his good wrist
holding onto it, but he didn’t care about pain or anything other than
his target.
Right as the faith crashed into the woman, she turned to look over
her shoulder, catching a last Saycund view of the void-like streak of
faith heading toward her. Like a club hitting a ball, she was thrown
into the air. Her limbs tangled as she tumbled head over heels and
crashed to the ground some twenty Mayters or more distant, just on
the other side of an old channel and one of the crumbled bridges that
spanned it.
Again, Rolf closed on her, stumbling down off the stone pile as he
rushed headlong to get another shot at her before she got too far. He
didn’t even pause to look for other Aureans. All he cared about was
finishing off the woman. There was blood in the air and he was going
in for the kill.
The woman was slowly picking herself up off the ground when he
saw her next. She was battered and bruised, but still breathing. Her
inky hair swarmed about her face like a tangle of coiling and
uncoiling snakes, but underneath it all, he saw something terribly
familiar about her as he looked across the old canal at her.
“You’re Kerathi… part at least.” He remarked, dumbfounded that he
was battling one of his own kind. She might even be like Anthea, a
mixed Aurean and Kerathi girl. He was certainly no expert in
Corydon’s experiments, but he could see Kerathi in the girl as easily
as he could see the sun in the sky.
“I was.” She admitted. Then she broke into a wicked grin. “I’m
something worse now.”
The air around her began to ripple, shimmering like waves of heat
rolling off of a shingled roof in summer. Rolf fired again, but this time
she didn’t go flying. Her heels were dug into the soil and her muscles
were tensed, raising cords in her neck and in her arms. This time she
was ready for the shot, and even catching her square in the chest,
she didn’t budge. He fired once more, but she seemed even less
effected by it than before, as if she was growing resistant to the
weapon.
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She laughed and ran off in Anthea’s direction, darting through the
ruins. He followed, but she, being unencumbered with a heavy
weapon, was quicker than he was. He grunted as he ran, struggling
in the effort of running across uneven ground with a huge rifle in his
arms, and a hot rifle at that. Firing so many times in rapid succession
had warmed the barrel to an unpleasantly warm temperature, and
only the extra handle toward the end of the barrel allowed him to
even hold it upright without being burnt. Strangely enough, faith was
hot.
The next time he caught up to Sezja, after crossing a still intact
bridge that spanned the canal, she was already within sight of
Anthea. She had almost reached the ring of greenery that had grown
and spread around Anthea’s cocoon, now several Mayters in
diameter. Rolf snapped off another quick shot, hardly even pausing
to raise the barrel. The idea that he might hit Anthea didn’t even
cross his mind. He wasn’t aiming at her, and he did not fear for her
safety when he pulled the trigger.
His shot tore along the ground, ruffling the blades of grass as it
passed over them. Slowly, the faith lifted off the ground toward
Sezja’s head. She swung her fist upward to catch the blast,
deflecting it skyward, where it dissipated almost immediately.
“Why won’t you die?” Rolf cried out in dismay.
Sezja looked over at him with her wicked smile. “Is that supposed to
kill me?”
“The power of the Gods is in this weapon.” Rolf snarled defiantly.
“Chaveaoux herself inspired it. It should burn anything it touches to
nothingness.”
She shrugged, ignoring him to gaze at the cocoon. “Perhaps what
has touched me is greater even than the Gods? Or maybe
something altogether more evil runs through my veins, something
untouchable by even that weapon.”
Rolf looked toward where Anthea slumbered, wrapped within the
leaves of yellowing green that sprouted from the end of the stalk that
protruded from the ground. He could see her silhouette shifting within
the leaves. Maybe she was ready to emerge soon, or maybe she
was reacting to the threat outside. He didn’t know.
The whine of Flier turbines behind him and to the left warned him
that the Aureans were not all as dead as he hoped. Worse, within
Saycunds, they would be aloft and able to shoot them with their ArcLances. They and Anthea would be burnt alive like Bedros had been
outside of Aetheline. And supposing Gandahar favored him this Dee
and they didn’t do that, the Aureans could still fly off and go get
reinforcements. They’d come in great force next time, overpowering
the three of them despite their best efforts.
That left him with a terrible choice: turning his back on this wicked
girl in front of him, so he could get a shot off at the Flier, or letting the
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Flier go, so he could shoot the girl again. Neither was a good
alternative. He wasn’t even sure about the range of his weapon. He’d
only used it against the Mulo and against the Aureans just Mynettes
before. He’d never fired it at any serious distance.
“Nelius have you all!” Rolf shouted, angered at the futility of it all.
He seemed dead either way, and he didn’t want to think overly long
about it.
He cracked off another shot at Sezja, and then wheeled to take aim
at the Flier. It wasn’t hard to see, glistening like a bronze scarab in
the sunlight. He pulled the trigger again. The flash of faith struck the
Flier right across the front viewing portal, and both the pilot and
navigator vanished instantly.
With no one to take the controls, the Flier hovered for a Saycund,
continuing upward only as long as the control levers remained in the
positions that they had been in before the crew disappeared. After
that very finite Saycund, the levers began to flail about with no one
there to hold them and resist their whims. The Flier tilted wildly, first
to the left, and then forward. The nose shifted downward, and the
turbines followed, driving the Flier straight into the ground. It hit with
a resounding smash and a tinkling of shattered crystal that sprayed
outward in a cloud of fine grit. The tail end flipped upward and the
craft toppled onto its back. One turbine’s rotor shot out westward,
spinning like a discus someone might have thrown off into the
horizon, while its brothers slowly spun to a stop within the wreckage.
Rolf saw this and then turned back toward Sezja, amazed that he
was still alive. He lowered the heavy rifle and stared at what he saw.
He had fully expected to be killed while he made that shot at the
Flier, but she stood where she had been right before he had shot
both her and the Flier, as if nothing had happened. In fact, she
seemed a bit bored with him, and had turned toward the cocoon,
preferring to study Anthea instead.
It was one thing to be defeated, but to be ignored as a non-issue,
that bothered him greatly. “You don’t care if your friends die? You let
me shoot them down and did nothing about it.”
“I have no friends.” She replied coldly. “There are just creatures that
live within an uncomfortable proximity of me, things whose lives I
choose not to snuff out unless they become too annoying. Even
Favian was just bearable. Just. If you killed them and him too, then
that is no concern of mine.”
“And what about her?” Rolf asked, indicating Anthea’s cocoon. He
didn’t know who Favian was, and he didn’t care. Anthea, on the other
hand, he was an entirely different matter. “What do you want with
her?”
“I need to kill her.” She answered, matter-of-factly.
“Why?” Rolf demanded after he took a slow and deep breath. He
needed to know, but he also hoped to gather his strength and give
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Nishan and Tuari a chance to catch up. If he could not kill this
woman, then perhaps the three of them could stop her with a
concerted effort. “Why did you even come here? What did she do to
you that would cause you to want to see her dead?”
“I came here for her, because she exists. That is enough for me to
need to seek her end.”
“I won’t let you hurt her. You won’t lay a finger upon her while I
stand.”
Sezja turned away from Anthea then and took a menacing step
toward him. “Do you think you can stop me?”
“I think the question is: can you stop me?” Rolf raised the barrel
toward her chest as he spoke, aiming right for her heart.
“We’ll see.” Sezja answered, and for her part, she didn’t look quite
as confident as she had, if just a bit.
Rolf took another step toward her, but did not fire yet. Even when
the dust began to rise around the girl, when her hair began to lift as a
field of static surrounded her, and when the veins upon her skin
darkened to a sickly purple, he did not fire. He stepped closer and
closer still, and with each step the mark upon his chest burned, and
he knew he was doing what he had to do. She stood her ground, but
he advanced while the air thickened around her to a syrupy
consistency that made it hard to see her clearly.
When he had closed to a distance of five short paces, he pulled the
trigger, but he did not just pull and release. He held down the trigger
and dug his heels into the ground. He leaned forward and pushed
ahead as the faith ripped out of the end of the barrel, screaming as
loudly as a host of children. It was a wordless scream, bitter, full of
rage and fear. The shaft of light-absorbing faith that rushed out of the
end of his rifle drowned out all sound as it punched through the air
around Sezja.
Sezja became little more than a dark figure within an envelope of
whiteness and nothingness that sucked at the very air, draining it
from reality. Air, dust, words, and light were all sucked into the focus
of the weapon, and the weapon poured itself dry. It emptied
everything he had to give into one great attack. The attack came to a
stuttering halt only after half a Mynette, and Rolf slumped to the
ground, unable to release the weapon. His muscles had seized in
that pose, and even when he lay upon the ground, he could do no
more than look at Sezja.
She was brilliantly black, so black it hurt to look at her, but at the
same time so drawing that one could not look away. Her skin had
darkened to match her hair, until she looked like a figure carved of
charcoal, but coated with the blackest pitch and oil. She was the
epitome of darkness.
Her face cracked into a smile, and then the darkness that encrusted
her crumbled and fell off of her. It rained down like black snow, the
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ash of Rolf’s wasted efforts. She looked tired, but she was
unharmed. At least he’d weakened her somewhat, maybe even
enough for Tuari and Nishan to finish the job, he thought bitterly as
she stepped over beside him and knelt down.
She brought her face close to his, close enough that he could smell
her breath and feel it on his skin. Her breath was strangely empty of
any normal scents and odors, not unlike the still air of an old room
that had been sealed up and had not been opened for many Yarres.
Her eyes were completely black, lacking any distinctive features
other than their inky depth, and the veins under her milky skin
writhed like snakes as she smugly regarded him.
“Have you been stopped? Have I survived your attack?”
“Mostly.” He admitted with a weak whisper, wishing he could bring
his weapon up to shoot her at point blank. His hands and arms just
didn’t want to listen to his brain though. His arms were little more
than lifeless sticks of meat attached to his body, useless in
performing the tasks he wished to accomplish.
“You were so sure of yourself.” She chuckled darkly, brushing her
fingertips across his sweaty brow in an almost loving caress. “You
almost had me worried, but I don’t think anything or anyone but
Anthea could actually hurt me. There’s too much fate bound within
my blood.”
“Fate?” He wanted to say. It came out like an exhalation of breath.
His lips and mouth were going numb.
She must have seen the quirk in his eyebrow or the inquisitive light
in his eyes, because she answered his unspoken question anyway.
“I’m not really certain what it is that I am, but Corydon did something
to me. He and whatever forces he works with, they’re alive within
me. I shouldn’t be. I’m a fluke, an impossible occurrence that won’t
die easily. I suspect that not even the Gods can exercise their will
over me.”
“That must be nice.” Rolf whispered.
“I don’t know that it is.” Sezja admitted, whispering softly to him, or
maybe it just sounded like a whisper because he was losing
consciousness.
Rolf’s eyes closed then, and his body was still. He meant to sleep,
perhaps the long sleep, but light forced its way in through his eyelids,
even as he tried to scrunch them up tight to block it out. It pried and
jockeyed its way through the pair of flaps of his skin that covered his
eyes, wrenching apart the eyelashes that struggled to remain
pressed together. The fight was futile though. This sort of light, the
light of divine memories, would always win against flesh. He’d made
promises, he’d sworn an oath, and this was his reminder…
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Upon his chest, his skin trembled in anticipation of the branding that
was to come. Although, it might have just been the medicinal wash
that had been applied to the area over his heart where his mark
would go. Whatever it had been, the wash had stunk of camphor and
it felt sticky in the warm air.
He tried to tilt his head to either side, but it was held in place by two
halves of a log that had been hollowed out to have a U-shaped
depression when they were pressed together, so as to accommodate
a head. That was fine. There was little to see to either side other
than the ancient arms of Kerathi heroes who were far greater than he
was. Weapons of all sorts had been hung in racks or placed on
shelves, each collected from a warrior of renown. He’d seen them
when he’d entered the temple. They were all meticulously cared for
with the loving care that only a dedicated warrior priest could give.
Since he couldn’t look to either side, he looked up at the ceiling,
where beams like the ribs of a ship met in several peaks that were
joined with a lead keel that was the roof’s peak. The rafters were far
overhead and cast in shadows and in the hazy, scented smoke of
cedar and fruitwoods burning on the hearths at the ends of the
temple. The smoke did little to disguise the scents of sweat, beer,
and the oil used to keep weapons and armor hanging upon the walls
free of rust and corrosion. In spite of their distance, the broad beams
that held up the ceiling seemed near enough to touch as he reached
his arms up toward them. Surely, if he just closed his hands he’d feel
the rough wood grain against his palms and fingertips. He closed his
hands but felt only the skin of his fingertips brushing on one another.
Then, the priests grabbed his arms and bound them by his sides to
the table under him. His legs had already been similarly bound.
Priests surrounded him. That wasn’t strange, since he was in the
Temple of Cainel and Comrain on Rummas. They were a gruff lot,
with braided beards so long that they reached their bellies. They
wore horned helms, furs of beasts they’d slain, and patchwork armor
that had been pieced together from the assorted armors of
vanquished foes. Black and blue paint had been scrawled across
their cheeks and foreheads, swirls and angular formations that
seemed to have no purpose other than to make them look fierce.
The head priest had no paint. The venerable man had no need for
it. Three or four gashes ran across his face, twisting into a mutilated
tangle of flesh that covered a ruined left eye. The scar ended at his
lip, curling it up at the corner. The same wound had also taken his
left nostril, leaving the nose looking severely unbalanced, and that
was on top of being crooked from having weathered at least two or
three breaks during its lifelong service. His right ear was also missing
a chunk from the top that looked suspiciously like it might have been
bitten off, and recently. That could have been the alcohol blurring
Rolf’s vision though.
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Still, there was no denying that Beale was a warrior. Handsome, he
might not be, as his name implied, but he was certainly a warrior.
He’d earned his scars in The War of Sixteen Islands and before that
even. He’d earned the right to start his own clan because of his
efforts in that war, but he’d chosen instead to serve here as the head
priest. It was an honor that a man such as he was presiding over
Racheneid ceremonies, and that was why Rolf had come.
He was here for his Racheneid, his Oath of Vengeance.
A Racheneid was no small matter. Before he was finished with the
ceremony, he would have to swear an oath before the priests of
Cainel, and he would become clanless. He would be an outcast until
he finished his quest for vengeance, or he would die trying. Failure
would mean the erasure of his name from his clan’s records; it would
be as if he had never been born. Cainel was not forgiving about
these sorts of things, not at all. This was an irreversible process. Rolf
didn’t really know if there were any records from which his name
could be erased though, since his clan was all wiped out save for
him, and that was much of why he was here.
He owed it all to Torgny, the callous Kerathi he’d met drinking in the
streets of Rummas during the Faestivul of Coming Cold. Torgny had
showed no sympathy for the fate of Maethlin, and Rolf had declared
an Ehrenschuld upon the man, a debt of honor. He had no idea what
had become of the man since then, but he sincerely hoped the
warrior had found the heart to try to redeem his honor after belittling
what Rolf’s Hersker Esben and his clan had gone through. Had it not
been for that man, Rolf would not have been laying here with his skin
bared to the priests for the mark of a Racheneid.
Rolf smiled bitterly as Beale took his place on his left, with his hand
poised above a bowl of acrid-smelling chemicals that would soon be
applied to his skin to cement the oath he would make to his soul. The
mixture was contained within the skull of an antelope, with the rack
still intact, a symbol of the alliance of the two brothers, Cainel and
Comrain. They would bear witness to it all, and he would be held
accountable for his promises.
“Are you ready, warrior?” Beale asked gruffly. His voice was like
sandpaper because of an old throat injury, and his question was
merely a formality. No self-respecting Kerathi would ever back down
from this once he’d gone this far.
“I am.” Rolf answered. His own voice was gruff as well, but sorrow
and drinking in excess had brought on the dryness in his throat.
“Then prepare yourself to take the mark, the mark of Cainel’s
witness.”
Rolf tensed his body up, straining against the heavy straps that held
down his ankles, his wrists, and his waist. He didn’t know what to
expect, but he suspected that the mark would burn, or that it would at
least hurt badly. “I’m ready.” He grunted.
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“Speak your oath then, before us and before the God of Battle,
whose ferocity we can only aspire to.” Beale bid him. The eyebrow
above his good eye furrowed and he focused intently on Rolf with his
remaining grey-green orb.
“My clan… my family…” Rolf began, suddenly unsure of the words
he meant to speak. Before, he’d planned out everything, but the
words eluded him now.
“Go on.” One of the other priests urged him, his painted face
showing understanding. This was not the first time he’d been present
at a Racheneid oath taking, and it would not be the last. It took a
certain sort of desperation to come to a place for this reason, and he
had a good idea of what Rolf would say even before he said it.
“Speak your oath.” Another said with eager encouragement. It was
easy even for the priests of Cainel to get caught up in the moment.
These oaths were powerful things.
Rolf found his words then, or perhaps they came to him from
elsewhere. It was possible that they might have been from Cainel
himself, with a proper nudge of chance from Gandahar: “I will find
those who dishonored my Hersker, those who tread upon the lands
that were ours and who laid low our Stammheim. Then I shall
avenge my clan and my family by purifying the lands of those who
brought about their deaths and laid ruin to my home. I shall not rest
until the great mountain of Cenalium runs with the blood of the
Aureans who killed my people. When my arms are weak, I shall find
a way to raise them once more to strike at them. When my blades
are broken and my rifle no longer fires, I shall take up other arms. I’ll
burn them into oblivion, smite them at every turn, and I will kill them
until I can kill no more.”
There was silence when he finished speaking. Head priest Beale
blinked his one eye and nodded with approval before he dipped his
hand into the steaming bowl held aloft by another of the priests. “Let
it be so. The Gods and we have witnessed.”
Beale’s hand came out of the bowl as black as night; the mixture
was dripping on the table, on Rolf’s arm, and it was running down
Beale’s forearm as he reached over to touch his hand to Rolf’s chest.
Strangely, the droplets that fell upon his arms felt like nothing more
than blood or lukewarm soup falling upon his skin, but when Beale’s
hand touched his chest above his heart, it was a shock of cold.
The cold burrowed deep into his flesh like termites digging into a
log as the purplish mark spread. The fluid itched as it moved across
his skin and anchored itself to his soul. Rolf thrashed at his bonds
and screamed aloud as the frigid nature of his oath wrapped around
his heart. He strained at the leather restraints until they creaked
audibly, near snapping. Four priests finally grabbed his limbs and
pressed him down, but not without a great effort. Any alcohol that
had been in his system sweated itself out in that instant, a gush of
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cold sweat that splashed off him when he shook convulsively like a
dog climbing out of a lake. Then it was over.
He gasped for air and lifted his head, desperate to see what had
happened. It felt as if he’d the mark had melted through the middle
and left a gaping hole for wind to whistle through, but there was only
a purplish-black mark across his heart, not unlike frostbite or a nasty
birthmark. He laid his head back between the hollowed out halves of
the log that formed his headrest, and went limp.
“’Tis a mighty oath you’ve taken upon yourself, especially for one so
young.” Beale said at last. His voice was soft yet sober. “Despite
your age, I would not make the mistake of calling you a boy, not
when you are clearly a warrior born true. It is a noble thing you do,
and I wish you all the luck the Gods would offer. I would not want to
see your clan disappear, if you are the last one as you and I
suppose.”
“It doesn’t really matter if I die, does it? There is no one to strike my
name from our clan records.”
“Then come back to me when your deeds are done, and I will write
your name into my clan’s lists if you wish it.” Beale offered. “I will
take you into our fold gladly.”
Rolf looked up and saw no hint of humor or mockery in the older
man’s voice. It was an honest offer, and it moved him to hear it from
one regarded so highly among his people. “I might take you up on
that.” Rolf found that he was smiling as his eyes closed. It was a fatal
smile, but it was a smile at least.
There was hope yet.

Rolf opened his eyes once more. Tuari stood above him, glaring at
Sezja. His spear was pointed at her neck as she regarded him in
surprise. Sezja was by no means a large woman, even if her
countenance made her appear much larger, but she towered
menacingly over Tuari. Yet, like he was facing a Nanuq, a polar bear
from his homelands, Tuari stood before her unafraid. Despite the
blood staining his side, he did not waver.
“You shall not have this one, cursed one.” Tuari hissed at the
raven-haired abomination.
Sezja had recovered from her initial shock at Tuari’s interference.
She cracked a smile. “Shan’t I?”
Tuari jabbed the point of his hunting spear at her face, causing her
to jerk her head suddenly to the side to avoid being skewered.
Grunting in irritation, she slapped the point of the spear aside. The
spear’s point immediately came at her face once more, and she had
to backpedal to avoid it. With that one step taken backward, Tuari’s
spear came stinging in at her again and again in a flurry of blows.
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The sheer volume of attacks was more than Sezja could keep up
with. Her hands could only move so fast, and that was not nearly as
fast as Tuari could sting her. Her dark-veined skin spouted blood in a
dozen places, and her tunic was beginning to soak through with the
same ochre. But, if he stung her, they were only stings. They were
not lethal wounds. He could cut her, but he could not kill her.
The air began to thicken about her, slowing Tuari’s stabs as he
punctured through the molasses-like air that enveloped the KerathiAurean girl. When he could no longer push her back, when she had
dug in and would give no more ground, the tables began to turn.
With slashes and swipes of her taloned hands, she drove him back
toward Rolf, who was only then regaining his feet.
Her blows rang like steel across the spear Tuari wielded. Any lesser
weapon would have snapped the first time one of her hands struck it,
but this spear had been quenched in Rishalt’s blood. It had been
inside Siarnak, the grey-chested Nanuq that had been the God’s
avatar. Sezja could not know this though, and it caused her
consternation to see that she could not just shatter this simple
shafted weapon as she had with Guardian blades.
Tired of battering at the surprisingly fast little boy, she sent out a
pulse of hardened air, as strong if not stronger as the wall of air that
had crushed a Lost One to death earlier. Her wall of air warped
around Tuari, bending and breaking to either side of him, and Tuari
shielded Rolf in the process.
This new failure made her wroth. That he could defend himself
against such an onslaught was unbelievable. She’d been created in
the depths of Cenalium, a hellish place at best. She’d been treated
with blood and ceremonies that had killed all but two others, and one
of those two was hardly alive. Only Synnove remained whole, and
she evidenced few powers, certainly none of the magnitude that
Sezja had.
“You must have Gandahar’s blessing, boy, to still be alive after
that.” Sezja growled at Tuari, her chest heaving as she breathed.
“Maybe the Gods have just forsaken you?” He suggested in return,
punctuating his question with another attack.
Sezja punched at the tip of the oncoming spear, meeting it fist to
point. The point sliced deep between her knuckles, cutting all the
way to the middle of her palm. She gasped and her eyes widened
from the sudden pain. After all she’d endured, she hadn’t thought
she would feel anything so sharply again. She withdrew, cradling her
hand against her chest. She suspected it would heal quickly, but the
stinging lanced all the way up to her shoulder.
Fearing another attack, she sent another pulse of hardened air at
Tuari, followed by another, and then a third. The first did little, but the
second staggered him, and the third drove him to his knees. Grinning
confidently, she moved in to kill him now, but found that the Kerathi
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with the rifle was standing once more and had the nerve to point his
weapon at her once more. It was a futile effort, but the Kerathi would
not give up.
“Have you not learned you cannot hurt me with that?” She asked
Rolf. His only response was to pull the trigger.
As the flash of faith tore at her once more, she held out her
uninjured hand to block it or deflect it away. She did not care what
happened. As before, the faith burned around her, sizzling hotly
where it touched her skin, but it did not kill her. If anything, it just
made her anger burn hotter, and she retaliated, releasing the
strongest burst of energy she’d ever summoned before. This time,
instead of sending it in one direction, she let it go crashing out in all
directions.
The blueness of the sky disappeared above her, darkened briefly
as the sphere of air exploded around her and expanded. The ground
around her sank as if a large weight had just compacted the soil and
stones beneath her feet. Air rushed outward, crumpling the nearby
outcroppings of wreckage of the city that had once stood here, and
smashing into the Uleaut and the Kerathi. When the effect had
passed fifteen Mayters beyond her, it began to dissipate, dissolving
as the hardened air lost its cohesiveness.
She looked over at where her foes had been, expecting to see little
more than a mush of meat and bone dust smeared across the
ground. Instead, she found the boy holding out a cracked shell. The
pinkish white spirals of the palm-sized shell glowed and pulsed like
iron heated over hot coals. From the mouth of the coil, a creature
had emerged. Its pair of oval eyes glowed like black pearls, and its
ghostly tendrils formed a wispy cage around both Tuari and Rolf,
who stood behind him. Like her and the Kerathi, the boy stared at it
in wonder. Even when the tendrils shrunk and the creature had
returned to its home within the shell, the boy still looked at it in
amazement.
A pained look crossed Sezja’s face. “Is there no end to the Gods’
favors? Why does their bounty extend so graciously to you when I
was so overlooked?”
“Perhaps, it is not too late for you.” Tuari suggested.
“You know nothing!” Sezja howled. “My family was slain, and I was
forsaken, left to be used and tortured for the machinations of the
mountain folk. They turned me into a creature, and a creature I will
remain.”
“You had best flee then, and hide in the wilderness. We will let you
go, if you try to harm us no more. Take your bitterness and your hate
and just go.” Tuari replied harshly.
Almost, she wanted to take his advice and go. For a Saycund she
could imagine herself living alone in the mountains or the hills,
unbothered by any Aurean or any other being again. She could make
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herself a queen, if a Queen without subjects. There would be no
treading upon her lands for fear of her reprisals, and she would have
peace. It was an almost pleasant dream, but it was impossible. While
she lived, someone would always want to use her or hunt her. She
was unnatural, and even a secluded life such as she dreamed of
would not be allowed her.
“If it were only that easy.” She lamented.
Then she turned to Anthea’s cocoon. The last burst of air Sezja had
tried to kill Anthea’s protectors with had unsettled the ground,
crushing some of the greenish sprouts that ringed the leafy berth
Anthea slept within. Mostly it had only pressed down upon the
greenery, and that was already springing back up, not unlike how
grass laid upon for a short time will return upright when the weight is
removed. The cocoon itself looked untouched, another sign that
Sezja’s powers had more limits than she had believed. She, who
could cut through swords with her bare hands, who could
disembowel with a single punch and crush men with the air around
her, could not even kill fledgling plants or young boys.
The Gods had abandoned her, choosing these ones instead. She
had been misused and no one cared about her suffering. Even
Corydon, for all the talk of being her father, of being proud of her
survival and endurance, wanted only to use her. All of it came back
to this girl wrapped in a cocoon. Sezja was staring at what she might
have been, if the Gods had chosen differently, and it hurt. She felt
pain to the depth of her blackened heart, where the foul blood that
inhabited her veins was being pumped around one sickening beat at
a time. Her existence as it was now was entirely the fault of this girl.
She was a monster because of Anthea, because of these plants that
protected her, and because of these men that defended her.
Sezja screamed at the top of her lungs and charged the cocoon.
There was no plan in her attack, just animal fury. As she made those
few steps, the air around her hardened until it was like iron, turning
away the Uleaut hunting spear cast at her from behind and
absorbing another shot of faith aimed at burning her into
nothingness.
With all her might, she leapt and swung at the cocoon. She halfexpected the cocoon to repel her, to ignore her as her attacks upon
the Uleaut and the Kerathi seemed to have been. The rage within
her was uncontainable; it was a physical force that would burn her
insides to cinders if she did not act. There was no telling what would
happen, but any action was better than nothing.
Her fist tore through the cocoon like paper, ripping away the
feather-light but rigid layers that had wrapped Anthea protectively.
Seeing that she had succeeded in damaging Anthea’s cocoon, she
reached up and tore away more layers, peeling away sections as if
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she were shucking corn. Sheets fell away as more heated blasts of
faith washed around her, searing her skin.
Finally, she reached the girl within, Anthea, her reason for being.
The girl was curled up and wrapped in silken threads, slumbering
nakedly like an innocent baby. Her body was well formed, sinewy yet
womanly. Muscles like hardened flower stems rippled gently under
her skin when she shifted in her cocoon. Silver-tinted green hair had
grown like ivy upon her head; it had wrapped around her neck and
coursed down the front and the back of her shoulders, reaching her
belly button in the front and the small of her back in the rear. The
greenish tint was not limited to her hair – it was also evident in the
pallor of her skin. The keratin of her fingernails and toenails had
darkened and hardened to points like thorns. Anthea was severe and
changed, but she was whole in a way that a poor copy like Sezja
would never be.
When Anthea’s head turned and her gold-veined green eyes
opened, they bored into Sezja’s soul, freezing her heartbeat in place.
She forgot to breathe. It was the worst mirror possible, exposing all
of Sezja’s inhumanity and shortcomings. It was too much to bear.
Terrified, Sezja turned and fled. Moving as if no element in the world
could hold her back, Sezja raced away from the ruins. Things
realigned themselves, shifting to move out of her way, or they were
crushed aside as she ran, heading roughly west. There was no
destination in her mind, just a need to run from all she was not.
Just as they had opened, Anthea’s eyes closed once more. She did
not wake, not yet. Tuari and Rolf stared at her in surprise, though
Rolf was more wary of the fleeing Sezja than he was interested in
Anthea. When he did turn to see if Anthea was fine, he found he
could not take his eyes off of her. She was all she had been and
more. She was not the young girl he’d met. She was a woman
grown, and she had become all her youthful form had once promised
it might become and more. It was painful to look upon her and the
inner light she pulsed with. One cannot stare long at the sun without
going blind, so Rolf turned away.
“Cainel and Comrain. Have you ever seen something like her?” Rolf
murmured in wonderment, letting his rifle slip from his tired hands so
he could press his knuckles together.
Tuari looked at Rolf and then at Anthea. He, too, looked away after
seeing her. Then he shook his head slowly. “I have not, for there is
nothing else like her in the world. There is only one Anthea.”
Rolf craned his head and looked around. “Where is Nishan? He
must know what to do, because I don’t know what to do now.”
“I don’t know where he is. We got split up after the initial attack. He
may be hunting for more of the Aureans.” Tuari touched his side and
his hand came away slick with blood. After staring at his bloody
hand, he sat down heavily on the ground. Pale and weak from all
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he’d done, he struggled to remain conscious, clinging tightly to the
coiled shell that had protected him from Sezja’s attacks.
Rolf knelt beside Tuari and helped him remove his coat, so he
could see the extent of his wounds. When he saw how badly hurt
Tuari was, he wondered how it was that the boy had even stood
upright. It took some time to find bandages, since Sezja’s attack had
scattered debris and covered some of their stashes where Tuari had
hidden their supplies. Rolf did his best field dressing, but Uleaut
spears were nasty weapons, leaving terrible wounds on fish, bears,
and men alike.
By the time he had finished bandaging Tuari, another of the great
leaves that covered Anthea had fallen away, withering when it
touched the ground. Rolf didn’t know if that was good or bad. He
didn’t even want to guess.
“Pray Nishan returns soon then, or that Anthea wakes, either with
the wisdom to know what to do.” Rolf replied.
Tuari nodded faintly. “Let us hope.”

Nishan wove his way silently through Ka’Shann toward the
wreckage of the Flier that Rolf had shot down just Mynettes before.
One of the turbines’ rotors, obviously well crafted, still spun lazily in
its casing. Not even a crash had been able to stop the device from
doing what it was supposed to do. It would continue to spin so long
as the cables strewn through the wreck connected it to batteries
inside, not that Nishan knew that. He might be able to fly one of the
things, but he had next to no idea how they actually worked. He
didn’t care either; his only interest was whether or not the crew still
lived, and how many of them had escaped.
From his count thus far, there were eight dead, at least that was
how many he could remember and find bodies for. The ones he and
Tuari had killed were easy enough to find, but the ones shot dead by
Rolf’s rifle presented the problem of not having bodies left to count.
He had seen one of the Guardians run off toward the Flier prior to its
crash, presumably fleeing from the three of them standing in defense
of the ruins and Anthea. If luck was on their side at all, he would find
the body of that one in the Flier, but seeing how it’d been shot with
Rolf’s weapon, there would probably be no bodies whatsoever. The
weapon had a funny way of disappearing whatever got on the wrong
side of its barrel.
He peered carefully into the wreckage, favoring caution over daring
in this exercise, and not because he didn’t want to get back to help
Tuari and Rolf, who sounded like they were still battling the strange
girl who’d accompanied the Guardians here. No, he chose caution
because he knew just how dangerous these Guardians had become
of late. They worked together like they had one mind. They had no
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fear, none at all. They were something terrible, and he was not going
to let them get the jump on him, not when his one eye was seeing
into the future.
A closer look through the front of the overturned craft showed the
cockpit to be empty, which was about what he had suspected. As he
circled to the rear of the craft though, he could hear the faint sounds
of pained breathing. There was another heartbeat, too. That one’s
beating was a steady as a metronome. It might as well have been a
machine.
Nishan grinned and tightened his grip around the Kerambit knives
that fitted so naturally into his hands. One of the new types of
Aureans was waiting for him, and it seemed to be one of the soulless
ones with the empty eyes. It thought it could get the drop on him, but
it didn’t know just how good his hearing was. He crept closer, letting
his eye to the future warn him of any dangers. Even with the
warning, he’d have to be quick, because these Aureans were not
sluggish in the least.
In an instant, he saw with his blood-filled eyes what was to be. He
saw the Lost One springing from the wreckage, ignoring the mangled
leg that dragged behind it as it threw itself at him. Nishan twisted
aside and stepped past the oncoming attacker. As the soldier sailed
past him, he ran his blades down the gaps in the soldier’s armor,
slicing the Lost One who narrowly missed Nishan’s face with his ArcSword.
Gutted, the Lost One was dead when he hit the ground, only he
didn’t know it. The Lost One struggled back to his feet even though
his intestines were piling out of his sides onto the ground. His kidney
was pierced, and his heart labored to keep blood pumping his
muscles so that he might fight for a few more Saycunds before
perishing.
“You Aureans die hard. I’ll give you that.” Nishan remarked with a
victorious smirk.
The Guardian made no expression as it came at Nishan, swinging
his blade as if Nishan hadn’t even wounded him. Nishan deflected
two of the Guardian’s strikes and then tore out its throat with one of
his hooked Kerambits. There was only time for two more attacks
before too much blood had leaked out of the Guardian for it to
continue. Then, when its attacks had failed, it slumped over,
twitching in a hopeless effort to fight on.
When the Guardian’s heart had stilled, Nishan climbed into the
Flier, pulling himself into the overturned craft’s main chamber. This
was a sizeable Flier, one of the larger ones that he’d seen.
Generally, it was similar in size and design to the one he’d piloted
out of Aetheline and crashed into the Uleaut ice fields. There had
been a few modifications, although the wreck certainly hadn’t made
those easy to distinguish.
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He quickly found the final survivor. It wasn’t even necessary to use
his hearing to locate him. The survivor was just lying out in the open,
wedged in the two-Mayter corridor that led to the back of the craft. A
mechanical housing had popped open and caught him so that he
could not move, and from the look of it, either that or the crash had
broken a good number of the Aurean’s bones.
“I could not escape after all.” The man said in accented Lower
Elegian, his voice a mixture of pain and something else that was
possibly fear.
“You are the leader of this group?” Nishan asked, noting the marks
of rank on this man’s costume.
“I am Guardian Captain Favian, and I was the leader, of sorts, if any
can lead one such as Sezja.” His words came in rough gasps
between grunts of pain.
“Why did you come here? What did you hope to accomplish?”
Nishan demanded.
“I had no choice. I had to accompany the… girl.”
Nishan understood the other man’s reluctance to refer to that darkhaired thing that had attacked them as a simple girl. Certainly there
had been more to her than that. “What is she?”
Favian stared at Nishan for a long while before he decided that he
lost nothing by telling all he knew. A blast outside seemed to spur
him to speaking, if shakily. “She’s an experiment. She’s a compass
to lead us to Anthea.”
“How do you know of Anthea?”
“Corydon places great –“ Favian winced and stopped speaking for
several Saycunds. His eyes went out of focus. “He places great
stock in Anthea. She’s important somehow. He needed to kill her or
capture her. Sezja was more than willing to try.”
“Sezja is that girl out there? What is she?”
“She’s a victim of Corydon’s evil, a result of terrible transformations.
She wants to kill Anthea.”
“I doubt she can. Anthea is quite formidable.”
“As are her friends, which is a pleasant surprise.”
“Pleasant?”
“The man I work for, a man named Iago, is one who wishes to see
Corydon and all his servants die. He is a leader against the heretics.
The stronger you and Anthea are, the better chance that Corydon
and his will fail.”
“You’re an agent within Corydon’s ranks then.” Nishan realized. Up
until this point, he hadn’t really thought much about Corydon’s
standing within Aurean society as a whole.
“If we had met under other circumstances, we might have even
been allies, you and I.”
“I doubt that.”
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Favian was seized by a coughing fit. Pain wracked his body as he
tried to resist the urge, but was unable to. His broken ribs sawed at
his organs with each cough, bringing his death that much closer. “I
don’t. I can see it in you.” Blood burbled at his mouth, and his words
were indistinct.
Nishan knelt closer to hear the man’s last words. He had no need
to, as his hearing was more than sufficient to hear by, but it seemed
disrespectful to remain distant when the dying man tried so hard to
speak. “Perhaps you are right. Save your breath though. Nelius is
not far off for you.”
“I know, but I must ask you for a favor… or two.” A smile crossed
the Favian’s face.
“Speak. Perhaps I can grant them for you.” Nishan replied.
“First, kill Sezja if you can. It would be best for the world. She is not
meant to exist.”
“I would do that gladly, even without asking. What is your second
request?”
“If you reach Cenalium, see if you can find another informant, a
silver-haired girl named Cira. She has an innocent heart, and a
nervous smile that is unmistakable. Spare her if you can. She has
served Iago faithfully, and done much for the true Aureans that
remain to fight Corydon. Not all that appear evil are truly evil.”
“I can make no promises, but if she crosses my path and means me
and mine no harm, she may walk away unharmed. I will not seek her
death if she is as you say.”
Favian nodded slowly. “Maletos and her faithful thank you.” He tried
to make the symbolic gesture of his people, but his limbs were
wedged as to make it impossible.
“Sleep now, Guardian Captain Favian.” Nishan bid the Aurean.
“Your Dees of service are at an end.”
“I will sleep then, and pray that you end the evils that I could not.” A
soft smile filled Favian’s face then, just as his heart and breathing
stopped.
A massive crack of energy discharging to the north startled Nishan.
He left Favian’s body there, and hurried out of the craft. There would
be time for burials later, if the elements did not take the bodies on
their own. Moving as swiftly as he could, with no worries about any
other Aureans that might have escaped, he ran through the ruins
toward the source of the noise, hoping he had not delayed overlong.
By the time he reached Rolf and Tuari, Sezja had already fled, and
Tuari lay wounded. Tuari, unlike Favian, would live. Nishan was not
too late this time.
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CHAPTER 138
Poisons can kill more cleanly than a blade, if they are merciful.
However, Elegians often lack mercy. A woman or man might die
slowly and horribly, writhing and screaming in excruciating agony or
wasting away for Waykes before they finally go to Nelius’ House of
Endless Rooms. With all honesty, I would rather fall to the wickedest
blade than to a master poisoner’s craft. There is something to be
said for dying quickly…
- Excerpt from Nenet Abi’s ‘A Poisoner’s Enchiridion’
th

 Tewsdee, the 12 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Chione stared at the barrels sealed with wax or tar that lined a fair
portion of the cave system they inhabited. The barrels were carefully
marked and made of different shapes, so that they could easily tell,
even in the dark, which ones were supplies and which ones were
poisons. It wouldn’t be good to mix the two up, not at all.
“Is that the last of it then?” She asked Dacian. The Left Hand of the
Empress didn’t coat her words in any kindnesses or soften her tone
to make it sound like anything less than a demand for an answer.
She didn’t need to, especially not for an Aurean. Dacian might have
been ‘playing nice’ since her last warning about withholding
information, but she still didn’t trust the Aurean any further than she
could see in these dim, narrow caverns, and that wasn’t far at all.
Even so, her misgivings about Aureans didn’t keep her from liking
the man, because he was useful and had an eye for details and
planning.
Dacian nodded soundly. “That is all of it. We’ve hidden a few of the
boats as well. The rest were sunk in deep enough water that they
cannot be spotted from the air.”
“Sunk?” She grunted in surprise at the apparent wastefulness. Her
brow wrinkled thoughtfully. Usually Dacian was very careful about
using, reusing, and recycling everything available.
Dacian smiled ever so slightly. “The ships have served their
purposes. To leave them here would definitely signal any that
watched that something was amiss, and to send them back would
also serve to draw unwanted attention our way. Even if the ships
were spotted away from shore on their way back home, Corydon’s
men could estimate where the ships had landed and come looking,
though it would be hard for them to guess what the boats had
carried. At best, he would assume we were spies hoping to infiltrate
his Menocittas or watch him from afar. More likely, he would guess
that we hoped to station an army at his back. He is quite clever and
terribly suspicious though, so he may even suspect that we plan to
use the tunnels to reach Cenalium.”
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“So we’re not leaving any evidence of the ships having landed
here...”
It was a statement, not a question, but he filled in some blanks for
her anyway. It was how they worked. She thought out loud
frequently, and he fleshed out her ideas so that she remained
informed and able to lead effectively, while he was able to see to the
completion of his master’s own goals. It was a sort of symbiosis, their
relationship.
“We’ve sunk most of the ships, like I said, but there are a few left
here for our rear guard. They’ve been hidden and disguised. I doubt
that they or we will need them anytime soon, possibly not at all, but it
pays to have them in reserve. It’s also good for morale, since the
remaining soldiers see them as a route of escape if the enemy
arrives, a route other than going into the tunnels.” He did not have to
explain how unpleasant that eventuality was for many in these
tunnels. He and Chione would go regardless, but all of those who
would remain behind were happy that they weren’t going deeper into
the underground.
Chione folded her muscular arms across her broad chest as she
listened to his report and watched her men with her flinty eyes as
they started to move the barrels toward the openings of the caverns
that would eventually lead them beneath the Inner Sea and then into
bowels of the world beneath Maethlin. She chewed on the inside of
her cheek thoughtfully as she watched, and her seemingly everpresent scowl deepened as one of many soldiers working, this
particular one an Elegian, bobbled a barrel and nearly dropped it.
Chione snapped at the unfortunate soldier immediately, shouting,
“You drop that and you’ll drink up every last drop you spill, soldier!
Then I’ll dance on your corpse and let it rot here as an example to
the others.”
Of course, shouting didn’t help much, because it startled the soldier
so badly that he slipped and had to brace himself against the cavern
wall with his body trapping the barrel against the stone so that it
didn’t drop and break. He cast a faint look at the general before
moving quickly along. Even in the darkness, the gruff look on
Chione’s face was unmistakable.
“You’ve chosen those who will be our rear guard then?”
Dacian handed her a list of names. She didn’t even bother to read.
Adjusted to the near dark though her eyes might be, she could not
read his small, careful script. Even he had needed the light of a
crystal pod to write it, so it was all but impossible to read it without
another crystal pod.
“I have prepared the rear guard, yes. Mostly, you will notice that the
boats’ crews will be guarding the rear, as they have not had time to
adjust to the conditions within the cave systems. They will serve us
better here, supervised by a few of your officers, who are capable
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enough to make certain that those remaining here will continue the
procedures and safeguards we have used here.”
“Yes, it wouldn’t do to have the fresh arrivals spoiling all our work
here by carelessly giving us away.”
“I am completely in agreement.”
Chione handed him back the list, neither wanting it nor needing to
check it. The man was very detail-oriented; he was quick to
understanding exactly which soldiers worked well together, as well
as each soldier’s strengths and weaknesses. “How soon are we
going into the caverns then?”
“We will be at the front of the groups, though not the exact front.
Three groups will precede us, marking the best paths as they go.
Our scouts should have already found the best paths for the first
section of the tunnels, but there is no use in risking command
personnel to routes that have not been checked and checked again.
By the time we reach the paths, there will be hand guides and
climbing hooks waiting for us.”
“That isn’t necessary.” Chione protested. She needed no help and
certainly didn’t want it.
“I must disagree with you in this. You may be an able general, but
an experienced spelunker and mountaineer you are not, even after
spending Waykes in this cave system. None will think less of you for
following the marked path. It will be hard enough as is, and you can
hardly instill greater morale upon the troops if you are floundering
through the paths or dying from a fall.”
“You had mentioned before how necessary morale is underground.”
She pointedly ignored any references of her possibly making a fool
of herself.
Dacian nodded severely. “Paranoia will set it. Fears of enclosed
spaces, of the deep darkness, of heights and depths, and of things
that crawl in the depths of the world, they will all be preying upon us.
The men will need you as a pillar of strength, and you can do that
best if you are rested and confident of your footing and route. Let
them blaze the trail for you, cutting into the world as if it were an
enemy army. I know you are a great warrior, but few generals lead
from the front lines, not if they wish to live. It makes no difference if
our adversaries are tunnels and caverns or Aureans – we must
prevail and our leadership must continue.”
Chione nodded at last. They’d had this conversation before, if in
other words, but once again, she found herself agreeing with his
assessment. In front of Aziza or especially in front of the Empress,
she might have been angered to find it so, but in the dark no one
would fault her for listening to the council of an Aurean man. “And
what of your fears, Aurean?”
He grimaced and then shrugged. “I like the dark no better than
others. You know that, but I will carry a crystal pod or two of my own
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to sustain me through the worst. Torches and lamps will do for some
time, but there are places with little air, and we must not burn it all up
with our need for light.”
“Will we see any of the creatures in the ground, the Sedget, as my
people call them? Not that I believe in them, but if underground
beasts do exist, we should be ready.” She was not scared of any
creature, so long as it died when she struck it with her poleaxe or
shoved a spear through its heart, but soldiers were notoriously
superstitious. She had to be ready to calm those under her
command if they saw some things they did not know how to
understand or how to kill. They would look to their general, and she
planned to be ready no matter what she found staring back at her
under the seas.
“The passages we take have not been used in Hectoyarres, and
even when they were first scouted for crystal deposits, they were not
used for much, since we Aureans dislike the still darkness of the
world. So, who can say what we may stir up in the depths? I think
that if something down there moves besides us, it would be prudent
to ignore it or to hurry away from it. There is nothing down there that
will mean us any good will. Greveth’s domain is harsh and
unwelcoming to those of the surface world.”
“I do not doubt that. We have been little welcomed even here, and it
will only get worse as we go deeper, if the reports of our scouts are
any accurate indication.”
“Oh, they are accurate. If anything, I would suspect that conditions
are not being reported as harshly as they should be. I have noticed
that Elegians make a habit of underestimating the difficulty of things,
perhaps to seem braver or hardier than they would otherwise. After
all, who would possibly want to look weak in front of their honored
general?”
She barked a laugh, hardly a womanly noise, but so far as he could
see, she was woman only by birth and not by manners. “Who
indeed? Still, I prefer your candor over their underestimations and
bravado.”
Another man might have thanked her, but he knew better than to do
so, for it would immediately remind her that he was not one of her
kind and that he was a man. Men didn’t fare so well in the social
hierarchy of the Elegian people, and outsiders were worse off still.
Let us simply exist as partners of a sort, he thought, and that will be
enough.
“Well, Aurean, get your things ready. We are Mynettes away from
starting our venture, and though it will not likely end pretty, it must be
begun before it can be finished.”
Dacian noted that she spoke the word ‘Aurean’ with less distaste
than she usually did. Moreover, despite the fact that their journey to
the east to poison the citizens of Cenalium would likely end in their
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deaths, she seemed eager to get it over with. He found it interesting
that he felt the same way. Working for Iago and the Aurean people or
not, crawling through unknown Kilomes of dark passages just to
deliver their cache of poison into the water system hardly seemed
like a noble or pleasant deed. Just the same, he wanted it done, no
matter what became of them.
“I will be ready within a quarter Ouer. I will meet you at the entrance
to the caverns.”
“Make haste then, Dacian. We have far to go and many of your kind
to poison. If we arrive late, our training here and our efforts in getting
there will be for naught.”
“Then let us hope that my master’s planning is fortuitous.” He
replied. A lot in life depended on timing, and they had put their fate in
Iago’s hands.
Chione didn’t look like she put much stock in Iago’s reasons for
making them wait this long, but she said nothing more as he left to
gather his few things and oversee the order of the next groups that
would follow them down into the tunnel system. If he had even a
Mynette to spare, he planned on using it to send a messenger bird
south, and to get a final glimpse of the sun before he went
underground. He was a child of Maletos, the Goddess of the Sun,
and if he had to leave her element behind, he wanted to take a look,
even if it would be the final time in his life that he actually saw true
light.
They had far to go, the dangers of the caves to overcome, and then
they still had to reach Lower Cenalium, the secret city beneath the
Grancitta, where they could poison the wells of the entire city. Even
making it there would not be the end of their task. They still had to
survive long enough to poison the water, and do it without being
noticed.
Then they would have to cut their way through the underground
halls to the center of Corydon’s web. Corydon was the true end of
their road, and it would not be easy to reach him. None of them
expected to survive, but they had a task to do nonetheless.
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CHAPTER 139
In looking at some of the art casually collected by former members
of Cenalium’s elite, things that once seemed like useless
extravagance to me, I have reached a new understanding. That is,
that generals and artists are similar in that they both make something
new with the materials they collect. I am using my soldiers to paint a
new reality. Just as a painter can paint a larger painting if he has
more paint, I will paint my great mural if I have enough soldiers. I will
show everyone my vision of life as it should be, and it will be painted
upon the entirety of the Broken Crown…
- Excerpt from Corydon’s ‘Uncovered Truths’
th

 Tewsdee, the 12 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
There were few things in life that Corydon had ever experienced
that were as wholly satisfying as what he experienced now, that
being the march of the largest army he and his loyalists had ever
produced at one time. Ten thousand strong, only half of the soldiers
that would be sent out in the next few Waykes, the soldiers looked
like a glistening column of army ants marching through Cenalium
and then down the mountain trails into the Lowlands of Maethlin.
Well, actually they were more like scarab beetles than ants, he
decided upon watching them further, what with their bronzed helmets
and shiny shields that looked like the wings on the back of beetles.
He couldn’t keep a smile from breaking across his face. The
reverberations from the perfect, in-time tromping of left feet and then
right feet hitting the ground shook the entire city. Dust tinkled down
from the spires of the city, a dislodged, glittering snow that was a
beautiful sign of triumph to him. Linnea seemed particularly
fascinated by the dust motes that tumbled past her, caught into
swirling patterns by the winds that wound throughout the city’s
structures. Corydon was so pleased with the fruits his efforts had
bore that he didn’t even mind that Linnea was content to gawk at the
snow-like effect, only occasionally reaching out to grab a large fleck
of something afloat, instead of watching his army.
Todee, even the sun seemed on his side, which was odd, since he
had done everything humanly possible and more to anger Maletos.
Yet, even the Queen Goddess seemed too timid to challenge a force
such as this, and the weather was as glorious as possible. Even for
ones bred to withstand the dark, there were many who missed the
sun and loved the warmth of it on their faces, not that a single Lost
One spared any thought for such things.
“You are proud.” The host of the Lost Ones beside him, present in
their inky cloud, said simply.
“Of course I am. Are you not? How could you not be?”
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“Pride is something we know all too well, both its pitfalls and its
benefits. We will experience our pride in its fullest when the Elegians
have toppled, when the Aynglican Kings lie in ruin and squalor as the
Kerathi now do, and when the Gods and their other, feebler children
have been humbled completely. Then, we shall savor the moment.
For now, this is but a parade of might for your own benefit. The Lost
Ones down there cannot share in your glories.”
Corydon looked over at the roughly man-shaped shadow that
hovered near him. He suspected that there was some hidden rebuke
in the tone of the Lost Ones’ voice, and yet it was hard to tell when
there was no face, and therefore no expression upon it to betray
such a thing. The Lost Ones said much, and yet said little. They had
their own plans, but they mostly coincided with his dreams, so they
worked well together as allies – well enough anyway. That didn’t
mean they completely agreed on everything, though. This parade
was one example of their lack of total unity, but he enjoyed it, so he
would not let the Lost Ones ruin it for him.
“This ceremony benefits me and all who are still loyal to me by their
own will. You must remember, that not all of my soldiers are under
your influence. If they were, I would have no use for parades or for
my priestesses that instill and renew the faith of our cause.” Corydon
nodded toward the trios of priestesses that walked amongst the folk
who stood on either side of the main avenue upon which the soldiers
marched.
The Daughters of Fate, three beauties in black, white, or both,
weaved their way through the crowds, calling out for all to embrace
their faith. What had originally been one set of three had become
many, as the faith spread. They were one of the uses he’d found for
women, who made poor soldiers in general when compared to the
men of the city. The Daughters spoke as they always did, of
darkness burning away the light that had obscured the truth, like a
bright light makes the features of its source indistinct. The sun,
Maletos, and the Pantheon were all selfish things that had lied and
stolen from them. Only Corydon and those loyal to him had made
this revolution possible, this reordering of the world.
He had written their spiels himself, so he knew them by heart. All
that was important was that the men and women listening took them
to heart and began to believe. The war cries, the slogans, and the
dogma were working. Many had heard the words so many times that
they just automatically repeated the words at all the correct prompts.
It was no different from any church or chapel worshipping Maletos
and Haestos had ever been, except that the focus of the worship had
changed from glorifying the lying Gods that had enslaved them to
centering upon the free Aurean people themselves, as led by
Corydon.
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He made no efforts to distinguish himself as a God or anything of
that sort. He simply made it well known that he had discovered the
lies and that he had found a way to free them from the shackles of
their corrupted nature, through the blood of Mother Linnea, who had
given birth to their new, pure race. It had been the people that had
elevated Linnea to her mother figure, just shy of being a Goddess
herself. He had not done it. Nor had he even really encouraged it. It
had been the people that had taken Linnea to heart, searching for
meaning, leadership, and for some symbol of succor and purpose.
Corydon had just allowed things to follow their natural progression
and let her become the symbol she now was.
And how could they not like Linnea anyway?
Corydon looked over at his constant companion. The Kerathi
woman had clearly suffered greatly. However, she seemed so at
ease with the world, like a child really. If they could not understand
her seemingly foolish actions, it was because they had not yet
managed to achieve such a state of enlightenment and purity as she
had. If they only tried a little harder, if they were less selfish, and if
they gave more of themselves, they might reach a state of simple
bliss such as she seemed to exhibit when she came across the
simplest of things. She asked for nothing, and was therefore the
perfect symbol of sacrifice and humility.
Now, Corydon knew better, that his poisoning of Linnea, which had
made the theft of his former best friend and compatriot’s wife
possible, had been responsible for striking her dumb and leaving her
damaged. That didn’t mean he didn’t love her though, in his own
way. Even when he had hooked her up to machines that had nearly
pumped her dry of blood and used her as a filter to create the perfect
serum to cure the Aurean condition, he had still respected her and
coveted her. Only now, as his heart softened against those old hurts,
was he willing to allow his whole, new people, his children, to share
in what Linnea had to offer.
Despite all this, he never forgot that it had been Linnea who had
caused the rift between him and Orestes, and she had bore the
impossible girl that still eluded him. Maybe that was why he had
punished her so harshly, because she had destroyed the trust
between him and his greatest companion. The woman had caused
him such hurt, all because she had existed. She was both his bane
and his salvation, all wrapped up in a simple-minded, but beautiful
package.
Corydon turned back from Linnea to look upon what her body had
created: an army that was unmatchable in the world. Without her and
the blood within her, none of this would have been possible. Her
suffering had set a nation free and set a world ablaze with war, and
she had no clue about any of it.
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Quentin, the leader of Corydon’s personal guard, cleared his throat
as he approached from behind. Corydon had wanted peace while he
observed the parade, so he had left his nine personal guards just on
the other side of the wall, while he watched from a balcony with a
great vantage of the proceedings.
“Come.” Corydon bid him. He recognized Quentin’s distinctive
throat clearing without having to turn to see who had made the
sound.
Quentin moved to stand beside his master, to his right, since
Linnea, who Quentin had never really warmed up to, occupied the
left. The Guardian Captain settled his hands upon the railing and
looked down at the shiny shields, the points of arc-lances, and then
bronze helmets of the legion of soldiers marching past. His right
hand twitched slightly as he set it down.
“Your arm still bothers you?” Corydon inquired, even though he
knew it did, but expected the man to declare that it was nothing.
Ever since Sezja had shattered Quentin’s arm Waykes ago, the
man had had a shake that wouldn’t go away; likely it was some
permanent nerve damage that might have been avoided had
Corydon not asked him to escort Sezja up to the Flier pad so she
could get on her way to kill Anthea. Sezja had insisted upon shaking
the man’s hand before they parted, despite that arm being broken.
She was a terribly cruel weapon, and that was what was needed to
deal with one such as Anthea.
“Not at all. It’s nothing.” Quentin declared, clearing his throat again,
nervously this time.
“That is nice to hear. I wouldn’t want to think that there was some
problem or deficiency in the captain of my own personal guard.”
Truth be told, Corydon liked the man, and wouldn’t have gotten rid of
him even if the whole arm had been lost, as long as the man
continued to declare that there was no problem at all whenever he
was asked.
“Certainly not. I assure you I, and the rest of your guard are fine.”
“Excellent. Now, what is it you wished to say so eagerly that you
would interrupt my viewing?” Corydon asked as he looked up once
more from the tree-lined, cobbled avenue and the crowds that
watched the exodus of ten thousand men, men who had been made
for no other reason than to kill Lowlanders.
“Sir, I would not doubt your prowess in matters of strategy, but I
have heard rumors that you wish to send out another army the match
of this one, and not long from now. Is that true? Will you empty the
city?”
Corydon smiled. “The city will not be empty. Even with Lower
Cenalium empty as it is now, and with two armies like this marching
out, you and many others will remain.”
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“But how many could there be left to defend this city with so many
leaving?”
“Guardian Captain, what is it you fear? Attack? That is of little
danger. When the enemy is so busy defending on all fronts, where
would they find a spare army to send? Do you forget the Darksight
Outlooks? Do you not recall the defenses on the island below? You
have seen them during our supervisory tours. This land is
unassailable.”
Quentin shifted uneasily. “The things we do, Lord, they are
dangerous deeds, and the Gods will not sit by and wait forever. Even
the Lowlanders will not forever be content to sit back and fight on
their homelands, will they?”
“The Kerathi are a flickering flame, a breath from being
extinguished. The Rumani are of no threat. Even if they organized, I
would no more fear a horde of tinkers, whores, and thieving
entertainers than I would fear the possibility of the fish people of the
Mueran Belt sailing up here and growing the proper legs they’d need
to walk up here to contest my rule. And the Aynglicans, they are too
busy eating cheese, counting coins, and drinking port to worry about
war. Even when we start burning down their castles, I suspect they
will be feasting and growing fatter so that they crackle more nicely in
the fires we light around their ankles. As to the Elegians, they are
losing ground already, and they are purported to be the greatest
army in the Broken Crown. What am I missing then? Who is it that I
have left out that we are to fear?”
“There was that sign in the sky some nights ago.” Question said
quietly, clearing his throat once more.
“It was a sign that we should proceed. It was the blood of Gods.
They were begging us to stop, and we will not.” Corydon scoffed. “So
what is it you truly fear? Surely it cannot be something so simple as
a reddish stain in the skies.”
“I do not know, master, and that is why I am not the leader. I just
never thought I would see the Dee when Cenalium was emptied to
deal with Lowlanders.”
“Fear not. When all of these have left to conquer foreign lands,
there will still be a thousand and more of you left. Those men will be
the original Dark Aureans, not these drones who march off with no
purpose on their minds other than killing.”
Quentin nodded, and left his lip curl in ever so slight an indication of
distaste. “They are unnatural.”
“Unnaturally good at killing.” Corydon corrected him, smiling slightly
when the cloud of the Lost Ones beside him twitched uncomfortably.
“They can hack the Elegian Empire into pieces just as fast as they
have ruined the Kerathi, and once they fall, there will be few left to
contest us. Our biggest remaining threat then will be the Aureans,
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those who remain as we once were before we saw through the lies,
and they fear to oppose us.”
Quentin looked him right in the eye and asked him a question that
had weighed upon his heart since this whole campaign had started.
“You have no fears then, master?”
Corydon saw that the faith of his captain hung in the balance here.
Depending on his answer, he could ensure that this man would fight
to death and beyond for him, or he would buckle when the pressure
finally came, which it would. “Oh, I fear.” Corydon began, and he saw
a shadow of doubt spring into Quentin’s eyes. “I fear that I might not
see the end to what I have started, that I shall hesitate when I should
strike back harder, and I will make this process all the harder and
longer for it. Yet, from our vantage here, I can see lands open and
ripe for the attack, and I will not have my soldiers sitting here, eating
rations and resting in comfort where they do us little good. They must
leave and do what they were made for.”
The Guardian beside him relaxed and nodded finally. “You are right
then, surely you are. If even half of what I have heard about the war
in the Lowlands is correct, then the enemies are all reeling and there
are none who can oppose us strongly enough to give us worry.”
“Do not forget, captain, that Tibusin is quickly becoming ours, too.
What happened here is happening there. A quarter of the Grancittas
will be ours, and this is the greatest of them all, greater even than
Aetheline, if not so pretty. Holding both may give us the soldiers we
need to go further and on to other Grancittas. With armies such as
we have here, Durenia and Choraeyn are not safe from us.”
Quentin nodded slowly, trying to imagine this sort of display in other
Grancittas across the Broken Crown.
Corydon smiled reassuringly and held up his hands to indicate the
city as a whole. “We have no need for soldiers here, Quentin. A
soldier’s job is to be fighting, not resting in a barrack somewhere. Let
them fight, bleed, and die, so long as many more of the enemy are
doing that same thing.”
“I understand. I will not question you again, sir. By your leave?”
Corydon nodded. “You may leave, but you must do one thing for
me, Quentin.”
“Sir? Anything you ask.”
“Have faith, Quentin. The Gods might have lied to us, might have
used us, but I will never abandon you while you stand at my side.
You will never want for a steadier leader, a more constant cause.
Hearten yourself and your Guardians. We are going to win this war
because we are in the right.”
As Quentin left, he left with a smile that matched the one Corydon
wore as he turned back to Linnea, and then to the tail of the great
column of soldiers as it disappeared beyond a turn in the avenue,
leading them to cities gates, and beyond them to the Lowlands and
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out into the Broken Crown. Beside him, the Lost Ones’ silhouette
shifted and shimmered approvingly, but Corydon needed nothing
from them to feel that he had done everything just right in that
moment. Nothing would spoil his mood or shake his faith in his
convictions.
Might is always the true right.
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CHAPTER 140
Bitterness and jealousy are the ugly parents of betrayal. Watch any
who display these traits too oft and too strongly. They mean you no
good…
- Excerpt from Ramessef’s ‘The Way of Things’
th

 Thraysdee, the 13 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Tahirah III smiled broadly, but covered her mouth with her hand
lazily as she did so, and luxuriated in the hot water that had been
drawn for her. As an Empress, she’d known countless pleasures, but
none continued to satisfy her so much as a hot soak, not even men.
Of course, Avel and Deo didn’t know that, and they worked so hard
to please her that she never let on that they were anything but
perfect. She could be kind when it suited her to be.
Truthfully, the pair was more eager than skillful, and their constant
presences had slowed down her recruitment of more advocates
more than once. Still, it was better to have two men that would surely
die for her than a dozen that might. It didn’t help that so many
Aureans were such prudes, and purists atop of that. Few would even
look at her with a leer in their eyes, even when she wore the most
scandalous clothing that Aurean decorum would allow, accented by
Elegian tastes, of course.
Then there was Haig. The man was practically asexual. She
behaved around him, because he would run and tattle on her to Iago,
saying that she was corrupting the morality of the new regime.
Nothing was further from the truth. Really, she was just corrupting a
few Aureans, and they weren’t even moderately important in the
grand scheme of things. No, she was not concerned in doing
anything so grand as disrupting the regime or the façade of white lies
that covered all that Iago was doing, all his betrayals and political
maneuvers that were coming to a head. She was a simpler sort of
creature than what Haig suspected, content to eek out her existence
in rose-scented, steaming waters with a handsome pair of men.
Haig was the furthest thing from a hedonist though. She’d taken
meals with him, seen how he avoided spice and flavor as if they
were sins. He probably flogged himself nightly to assuage feelings of
inadequacy and guilt – it wouldn’t surprise her in the least. Haig was
something she’d given up on. The First Disciple was a lost cause to
her; he could not become an ally. Therefore, he was a thorn in her
side, a painful inconvenience. On occasion, she liked a bit of pain,
but she loathed annoyances, something Haig was becoming quickly.
Aware that her expression had soured, Avel, the sweet boy that he
was, had begun nibbling at her fingers and the inside of her wrist in a
way he knew she liked. At the moment, it wasn’t cute, as he
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intended. It was stupid, like a useless puppy playing and frolicking
when she needed him to grow up and be a guard dog. She slapped
him away. He took it for more playfulness, so when he started up
again more earnestly, she punched him straight in the lip. Blood spilt
from the split flesh of his mouth, and he recoiled from her. He was
not pained, just startled.
“I can give pleasure or pain with the same hands.” She said, her
only explanation for her sudden lashing out.
Avel nodded slowly, taking the hint. Deo, far more muscular than
Avel but a bit slower in terms of his mind only, cracked a wide grin as
he watched Avel’s blood drip into the bath water. He was a rarity in
Aurean culture, being that he delighted in fighting. Aureans strove for
loftier ideals than getting pleasure out of beating others senseless.
Deo didn’t care. He was a bruiser and a brawler. He’d killed before,
and he liked doing it. Blood excited him.
The former Empress sidled up beside the brawler, slipping through
the steaming water gracefully. She slid up along his front and
straddled his lap, for he was sitting upon a submerged bench of
white stone. Casting a sly look over her shoulder at Avel, whose lip
still dripped and stained the water crimson, she turned to Deo and
sighed.
“What is wrong, and what can I do about it?” He asked, showing a
bit more wisdom than his handsomer counterpart, who had not
shown the instinct to ask her what she needed. Avel had been
discerning enough to detect her need, but he had just acted in hopes
of fulfilling that need, rather than asking what she truly required.
Those were two good questions. “I am like a great Sandcat. I think
they do not have them here. Do you know of them?”
“They’re desert beasts.” He answered quickly, surprising her. He’d
seen them before in fighting pits – an unpopular diversion amongst
Aureans and one of the reasons he’d fallen a bit into disgrace.
“Yes, they’re quite feral.” She answered, digging her nails into his
deltoids. He didn’t flinch, which she found charming. “They’re also
very territorial creatures – they refuse to share lands or mates with
others. They’re quick to protect their offspring as well; they watch
their own.”
“And the problem then is what?”
“Another Sandcat is intruding upon my territory, making it hard for
my offspring to grow.” She sniffed and looked momentarily
distracted. It was left up to the two of them to determine who she
spoke of.
“Haig?” Avel asked. He interrupted her and Deo with an answer that
he hoped would help him avoid any further exclusion. After the
former Empress had let him into her good graces, he very much did
not want to be left out of anything she was planning. After all, he’d
already seen and felt what it meant to be on her good side.
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She nodded slowly, casting a sideways glance once more over her
shoulder. “Haig snoops around, sniffing after me like a hound after a
bitch. Yet, ferocious Sandcat or not, I am an outsider, and he is First
Disciple. He has fame and a following of his own. I cannot touch him,
no matter how sharp my claws may be.” Her fingers dug deeply into
Deo’s shoulders, cutting through his skin with her fingernails, which
were sharpened to points, as she preferred.
“We could kill him for you.” Deo suggested.
She almost smiled again. She had wanted them to offer first,
without her even having mentioned the task other than in passing.
Again, they cut right to the heart of matters. For now, she would feign
innocent. “I would not have such a thing. It just isn’t right.”
“Why?” Avel asked. He was loyal to her now, loyal to a fault, and he
was unafraid of uttering treason. “He spies on you. He has you
followed and harassed. He doesn’t trust you, even though Iago does.
First Disciple or Grand Helion, I don’t care. If he doesn’t believe in
you, he is disagreeing with Iago.”
She had begun massaging Deo’s bleeding shoulders, and she
worked her way up to his thick neck. Her eyes worked as if she was
considering her options, but she’d already decided long ago. If she
was to carve anything out of her existence here after having endured
so much, it could not be under Haig’s watch. “It would be hard to do
away with him. As I said, he is the First Disciple. People respect him
and follow his lead in many things. It would not be good to have him
die suddenly, or fall into disgrace. Whatever happens to him, it will
reflect on Iago, and we must not harm his reputation in any way.”
“We must make him a martyr then.” Avel suggested, sliding up
behind her, and wrapping his arms around her waist so he could be
close enough to bite her back along her spine and below her left
shoulder blade.
“A martyr, here?” She shook her head as she shivered from the
attention. Avel wasn’t entirely useless.
“Even the enemy has spies in great Aetheline.” Avel murmured
from behind her, his lips brushing against her skin once more.
“Iago did not test everyone in the city.” Deo agreed. “He couldn’t
have, since he has so much to do. Some agents of the enemy likely
escaped his notice. They would certainly target someone like the
First Disciple, hoping to disrupt life here and stall any efforts to go
after Cenalium.”
Tahirah III suddenly jerked upright and came free of the two men,
elbowing Avel and stepping on Deo’s groin. The two were wincing
from hurts she’d inflicted, but her mind was whirring a Kilome a
Mynette. She broke out into laughter, a belly laugh that shook her
whole frame. Here she had been puzzling over how to protect herself
and Iago while disposing of Haig, and all she had had to do the
whole time was to ask her two servants.
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Deo, brutish Deo, had had the answer in his thick-necked body all
along. It was amusing to no end. He wasn’t brilliant, but he had a
good mind when it was put to martial matters. He understood
conflict.
“Mistress?” Avel said, rubbing his temple where she had struck him.
She used the handrail built near the side of the bath to pull herself
up out of the steaming water, and then she turned back toward the
two of them and smiled brightly. Water dripped from her ebony skin,
splattering loudly on the heated stone floor. “Help me dress. I must
put in my appearances. Then you two must see to Haig. Make it look
like enemy spies fell him upon. You and a few others I trust will kill
these ‘spies.’ I shall prove my loyalty to Iago and rid myself of a foul
pest all in one swoop. Then the resources of Aetheline will be at my
disposal... to better serve Iago, of course.”
Avel had forgotten his pain from just a moment ago, and his
handsome eyes gleamed with the hope of such prospects. “What will
you do then, when all this is done and you have Aetheline?”
“Why, I haven’t decided yet.” She answered with a shrug. “If I can
think of nothing beyond helping Iago, I shall have to seriously
consider working toward revenge.”
“Revenge?” Deo repeated, liking the sound of it. He, too, had
recovered from his pains, and he folded his thick arms expectantly
across his chest.
“I have enemies, my lovelies. I have enemies who stole a lot from
me, enemies that think they are untouchable. Perhaps I am vain
enough to think them worth the efforts. We shall have to see how
fate plays out for us all.”
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CHAPTER 141
My greatest reservation about Fliers has always been the addition
of arc-lances to what had been a peaceful means of transportation.
There is a sort of people that would hang a weapon on anything that
could carry it, put a sword in any open hand, and arm even children,
but I never thought they would become so prevalent in our society.
Though I was strongly against the addition of weapons to my life’s
labors, unfortunately, no one else could solve the problem of
attaching the weapons, so it fell to me to solve the problem.
My predecessors’ biggest mistake was tying the arc-lances into the
main power supply. They understandably had a large problem on
their hands when the arc-lances were overused, draining the
batteries of the craft to the point where it could no longer power the
turbines and fans. The end result was a spectacular crash that
occurred after burning arc-lances too long. My first thought was to
separate the two battery systems, but that was not something I
would do without a long think on what it would mean to arm the
skies.
At length, I relented and did as I was asked, but worked inherent
weaknesses into the system. I admit to the minor sabotages, but I
could not stand for making such terrible weapons. Even still, my
conscience bothers me. That I was a part of the making of these
flying weapons, limited though their capabilities are, makes me
shudder every time I see one lift off with its arc-lances bristling like
teeth at its forefront…
- Excerpt from Galen the Inventor’s ‘Technological Advances of the
Aurean People’
th

 Thraysdee, the 13 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Despite repeated efforts by Gioia, meeting Galen was something
much more easily imagined than carried out. It seemed that the
venerable inventor had become something of a recluse in his final
Yarres. Galen lived in a copper-colored tower in the quietest part of
town with his lone assistant, one Epifanio, who was appeared to be
resistant to all forms of bribery, flattery, and extortion.
Of course, she’d not approached the young assistant on her own,
just in case the meeting went sour. She didn’t want a single moment
to forever destroy her chances of meeting the inventor. Rather, she
had an interested party, one that could not be traced back to her
without some doing, contact Epifanio and try to arrange for a
conference with his master. The strongly loyal servant shot down
that first request without even blinking an eye. Further evidence of
his loyalty was displayed when a second party, a very attractive and
available young woman made the second plea for a moment of
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Galen’s time. The most recent attempt at a meeting had been made
with a substantial offering of funding for any projects the inventor
was currently pursuing. That, too, had been turned down. Basically,
Galen looked unreachable because his protective servant looked
incorruptible.
This didn’t make for good prospects for her mission or for getting
closer to Nico, who had been busy fighting over Jierjah with his
newest band of pilots while Porfirio coordinated ground defenses
near Daryut. Even when Nico was in the Grancitta, his spirits were
low and he had little energy and spirits for chasing down the creator
of an esoteric Flier design. They would meet, the young captain and
her. Then, they would exchange a few words and pleasantries before
he shambled off to catch some rest before running another training
exercise or another sortie.
From what little Nico said, and from what her contacts in Iago’s
network said, Corydon’s men were pushing on Banwha, and if the
city fell, the interior of Elegius would be open. Before that could
happen, they would have to paralyze or subvert the two cities to
either side of the major port though. Neither Jierjah nor Daryut would
fall easy, not with the Aureans assisting the Elegian Empire in
holding their lands.
Most troubling though, was the fact that forces out of Miniya
seemed poised to either stand by and let the enemy pass them by
unharmed or to take the side of Corydon. Thus far, the isle had
miraculously been spared, and that had raised a lot of eyebrows
across Elegius. She was not alone in suspecting that some deal
might have been made, possibly in agreement for being passed by
without coming under or attack or even for governing rights over the
rest of Elegius should it fall to the Dark Aureans. Just how such a
thing was possible though, she could not imagine. She did not know
any Elegians, so she could not fathom what would cause an island
full of people to do something like betray the rest of their people. Yet,
was not that just what Corydon had done?
All of this left Gioia brooding over how to advance her importance in
the eyes of Nico, who was gentlemanly and cautious in his dealings
with her. The man was already a war hero, and that with his striking
breed of dangerously good looks could have landed him any
unattached woman and not just a few of the attached ones. Still, he
chose to focus his energies on the war and his flying rather than
women, and even on the occasion a woman happened to fall into his
bed, she wasn’t asked to return more than a couple times before he
cast her aside as a distraction. That he had not chosen to do the
same with her either meant that he respected her more and did not
wish to treat her in that manner, or that he was not interested in her
in that way. Either was possible, and both were fine, so long as the
relationship continued and she had a chance to draw him into Iago’s
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fold. She was working on changing his loyalties, not on trying to
marry the man.
Her brooding ended the Dee a pair of damaged Fliers limped back
to Durenia’s landing pads with a strange device strung between
them. Many people gathered around the Fliers, marveling that they
had stayed aloft after having struts sheared straight through, rotors
twisted, and wings bent quite badly. Likely, had the heavy device,
which resembled a gigantic spearhead with hooked chains trailing
out of it, wrapped around one Flier instead of two, the unlucky Flier
would have been crushed and carried the weight all the way to the
ground.
“What happened?” Gioia asked after pushing through to where Nico
stood with his arms crossed and one hand over his mouth as he
regarded the device. She was one of many people gathering around
to have a look, though the others were mostly pilots, crew, and
mechanics.
Nico lowered his hands and looked at her before answering.
Faintly, briefly, he flashed a slight smile and then launched into his
explanation. “We were flying our wing out just west of Jierjah, when
two of our Fliers were suddenly wrapped up in this. They nearly spun
out of control and took a dive, dragging each other down, but the
pilots managed somehow.”
“It was an attack then?”
Nico frowned in disgust and waved his hand at the nasty-looking
weight and chains strung between the two crafts. “Yes, and this
contraption, this thing, finally explains some of our recent losses.
They enemy is dropping these devices on our formations from high
altitudes. They don’t even try to engage. Perhaps, had our wing not
been so large, they’d have dove on us, finishing off the weakened
and damaged Fliers. As it was, with five other crafts buzzing angrily
about these two damaged ones, they didn’t dare.”
“Before this, you weren’t really sure of how they were attacking?”
She asked. She wasn’t a pilot, but it seemed as if they would notice
what was attacking them when they under attack.
“Well, we had ideas, to be sure. When there’s a loud crash and
suddenly the Flier next to you is gone, tumbling in free fall to the
ground far beneath you, you have your suspicions. Most of the time
we don’t have a chance or the time to go examine the wrecks,
because they happen over the seas or in some inaccessible parts of
the mountains. Some of the men were even starting to spread
rumors that were much more farfetched and scarier than the truth.”
Gioia took another long look at the device. “Nonetheless, it looks
rather wicked and deadly.”
“It’s really a simple device, heavy and effective, but simple.”
Someone beside her said.
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She started to open her mouth to respond, only she noticed that it
had not been Nico speaking, but rather a distinguished looking
gentleman standing next to her. Galen she didn’t know by sight, but
she immediately recognized him because of his servant, Epifanio.
She hadn’t introduced herself to the young servant, but she knew
him by sight, having observed him from afar, as well as having
received reports from her agents who tried to seek access to Galen.
His carefully kept hair and immaculate dress were just what she
expected from the detail-oriented, fastidious young man. Although,
she had to admit that he wasn’t much younger than she was.
“You’re…” She started to say, grabbing Nico’s arm for reassurance.
The two of them looked at the man beside them. His clothing was
quite fine, expensive if a bit old-fashioned. His hair was thinning at
the top, which was a rarity for Aurean men. His hair was blowing into
quite a frizzy mess in the strong crosswinds, but he managed to look
calm and collected, rather than foolish, despite the hair. His eyes
were clouding over with age, but there was clarity about those
clouded eyes that belied the cleverness and wit that had not eroded
with age as it did with some people.
“Yes, I’m him, though I’d appreciate it if you didn’t say as much in a
crowd. I’d like to keep my peace.” Galen replied, earning a strong
nod from his manservant, who was also a bodyguard, if his hand
near resting the hilt of an arc-sword on his hip was any indication.
Only licensed carriers were allowed to have an arc-sword, and that
meant he knew how to use it.
“If you are who you say you are,” Nico began, “what do you think
would be a good way to defeat this new tactic of the enemy? Surely
you have some insights.”
The older man’s silvery eyebrows shot up, intrigued by the
challenge. “Oh, I have several, but this tactic is not entirely beatable,
even if you can minimize its effectiveness.”
“I’m listening.” Nico replied, bidding the inventor to continue.
“Well, while flying in wide formation, changing direction and altitude
every few Mynettes would make it harder to track, follow, and hit
your Fliers. Flying lower would also mean that this device, that, while
being fairly aerodynamic, could not adjust its heading once it has
been dropped, would be harder to guide to its target. Dropping it
accurately from heights of several hundred Mayters, perhaps even a
thousand Mayters or more, cannot be easy. That is why, I assume,
they had to add the hooked chains and parachutes at the end of
those chains. A single weight can easily miss, but if the chains
spread out and fall like a net, the devices can much more easily
snare its target.”
“I had thought the same thing. Originally they had simple weights
that they would dive upon us and drop directly on us, but these webbombs are something new. The Auger bombs were bad enough, but
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they had to get in close to use them. We could often see them diving
in at us, though that did not give us much time to try to evade an
incoming attack. With these we might can’t even see them before it’s
too late.”
“The weakness in their new weapon is that it has to be dropped
from higher than the target, and that it needs to be done accurately.
I’m sure they miss much more often than they hit. I wouldn’t be
surprised if they drop six or eight that miss for each one that hits, not
that this is much of a comfort to your pilots, who may find themselves
under a web-bomb, as you named them, at any time.”
“So you can just fly higher than them, and they can’t hit you.” Gioia
suggested.
Nico shook his head. “We cannot fly too high though, or we will
miss what their ground troops and ships are doing. If we do that,
then there is no point in even going out into the skies.”
His answer was the simple facts with no hint of mockery in it,
something that made it easier for her to say, “I see.” She really did
understand now. She just hadn’t thought of those things because
she’d never been in his shoes before.
“And that must be their ploy.” Galen surmised. “They want to split
your Flier forces. They want you to have to dedicate some to
watching for their bombers. It might even be a trap to draw your
pilots into high-altitude fights, for all Maletos knows.” Galen touched
his forehead as he glanced skyward at the sun for a brief Saycund.
“Why is it that their Fliers are more effective than ours at high
altitudes?”
Galen looked thoughtful for a moment, and then raised his hand
before answering, “That question requires both time and a chair.”
“A chair?” Nico asked, surprised by the answer.
“I am not the young man you are or that I once was, and if you wish
to discuss Flier designs, there are more comfortable places than this
windy landing area.” Galen remarked with a slight grin.
“Let us retire to more a more appropriate setting for this discussion
then.” Gioia suggested. She still couldn’t believe her luck, that they’d
meet the inventor by chance when all other efforts had failed. She’d
have to give offerings to Sellae and Gandahar later. She knew a
small chapel in a tower not far from the landing pads.
“Did you intend to meet me – us – here then?” Nico asked, glancing
at Gioia.
She looked away slowly, concealing her emotions. Did he know
about what she’d been doing?
“Truthfully, no. But, now that you’ve gotten me talking about my
favorite subject, I can’t resist. You’re clearly a thoughtful young man,
and a good pilot from what I hear, so I would gladly speak a bit with
you if it might save a few lives of my fellow Durenians.”
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Gioia grabbed both Nico’s and Galen’s arms then, fully intending to
be part of the meeting, though she got a wary look from Epifanio.
Galen smiled softly at her. “I would much enjoy your company as
well. You have a fresh and inquisitive mind. You remind me of one of
my daughters, Maletos bless her.”
Gioia reached over and took Galen’s arm too, so that she held Nico
on her right and the inventor on her left. “Let us go then. From the
look on Nico’s face, he has a dozen questions, and I have questions
of my own, about a design of yours I seem to have found between
the leaves of a book.”
Galen’s eyebrows rose in curiosity, and a grin broke across his
face. “This is going to be an interesting conversation, I think.”
The frown on Epifanio’s face had not disappeared, but he turned it
at the crowd around them instead of her for once, searching for
hidden dangers lurking in faces around them. Gioia was feeling more
optimistic though. Todee, it seemed that nothing could go wrong,
nothing at all. That thought put a smile on her face as she walked off
together with the three men.
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CHAPTER 142
Time is so fragile, even more so than life. My only regret is that I do
not have more of it during which I can give to my people. I will simply
need to work harder, in order that my small mark on history is a good
one. The good I can do must overshadow my illness, my coming
death, and the evils that I have unwittingly done in my life. I have
resolve, and I have these gifts to use. I will not waste them…
- Excerpt from Karena’s ‘Legacies of the World’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 15 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Waking wasn’t painful, not like she’d expected it to be. After so long
growing and changing within the protective cocoon, Anthea had
suspected that she would ache all over, as if she’d lain abed for too
long. In reality, stretching her legs felt great. She could stretch only a
little at first, but she was quickly given more room as the cocoon
started to loosen around her. Any feelings of claustrophobia she had
were fleeting and faint because the cocoon was so soft and warm,
like a blanket. Besides, those were the sort of things that would have
bothered the old Anthea, not the new one.
She might have been unconscious during her time in the cocoon, at
least in most of the traditional senses, but she had been very aware
of time’s passage, the urgency that she go on her way once more,
and events transpiring around her. None of these things had woken
her from her slumber. Even when Sezja had torn apart the cocoon
and made Anthea aware of her presence – she had not felt or
realized there was another like her before that moment – Anthea had
not wanted to wake for more than that brief Saycund. Something
inside her had told her, that despite the danger to her person, it was
her place to stay within the cocoon until the transformation was
finished.
Now it was complete.
Like leaves falling off of their branches in the Saysuhn of Orange,
the thick petals that had enwrapped her fell away one by one,
floating to the ground where they would now rot. They had served
their purpose and now they would nourish the ruined lands of
Ka’Shann. In time they would restore much of what had been lost
from the lands, lost to the Mulo and the creeping vines that had once
covered and protected the city. Those dark magicks had broken
when she had poured everything into enchantments prior to the
death of her old self.
She gave little thought to her old self: the weak, battered girl who
had run away instead of confronting her problems, the simple girl
who had let her friends take the brunt of the attack for her. That was
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all different now. It wasn’t something she had to decide or think
about. She just wasn’t what she had been.
When her feet finally touched the grassy growths that surrounded
the stalk of the crumbling cocoon, she smiled wildly and took a few
quick steps around. Even the grasses that had been damaged by
Sezja had grown back enough to cushion her soles. She laughed
ecstatically, and that was what alerted her companions to her rebirth
and her return to consciousness.
Rolf came first, surprising her. Nishan should have been first, if he
felt as he proclaimed to so often, yet it was the Kerathi who saw her
first. He stopped dead in his tracks and simply stared at what she
had become.
He saw the green that had soaked through her skin, coloring her
pointy fingernails so darkly that they appeared almost like a rose’s
thorns. That green was not so dark on the skin of her hands, but it
was certainly not a normal human skin tone that crept up her wrists
and halfway up her forearms, a measure of how deeply the power of
enchantment and the need for revenge had already burned into her.
Her hair was likewise a strong green, retaining only hints of blondesilver that sparkled dazzlingly when the sun caught them just right.
Her eyes were terrible emeralds without any hint of pupils or whites,
as if they had been chiseled from a mountain of wrathful green stone
and placed into their sockets.
Had his eyes roamed further down her figure, it would have seen a
milky-white complexion that was traced through with green veins, a
marbled look that was neither warm nor inviting. Instead, his eyes
were riveted upon hers, unable to look away from them or the sharp
features that framed them. Gone was the childish warmth of the girl
he had known. In its place was the hardness of a grown woman who
existed only for revenge. That was the feeling she exuded, and it
made even a Kerathi with a Racheneid oath of revenge shiver in
discomfort.
“You live on. That is well. I was not certain you would with all that
happened.” Anthea said at length, tired of the staring contest that
she would easily win.
Rolf stammered before speaking clearly. “Yes. Yes, I am fine. Tuari
is not so well off, but he is well enough.”
“And my beloved?” She inquired, but without the warmth any might
expect when using such a term of endearment.
“Nishan?”
She smiled coldly. “Is there any other I might call that?”
Rolf frowned at her tone. “He is about. We are on watch for more
Guardians, or the return of Sezja.”
“Sezja.” Anthea repeated the name, letting it roll off her tongue. It
was a pleasant thing to do, and it was doubly nice to put a name to
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that dark face that had been burned into her memory. “So, that the
name of the girl who interrupted my sleep, the girl with my blood.”
“The girl with your blood?” Rolf’s brow furrowed deeply. “What do
you mean?”
“She is nearly me, the me I might have been if life had treated me
differently.”
“You’ve lost me. Makan was the spiritual one amongst our cohort,
not I.”
Anthea shrugged and looked around boredly, already tired of this
conversation. “It is of no import. Which way did she go? Did you
see?”
Rolf pointed the way he had seen Sezja flee just a few Dees back.
After nearly dying at her hands and after she had nearly gotten
Anthea despite their best efforts to stop her, he could not forget
Sezja or the way she had suddenly fled upon seeing the very face of
the girl she had wanted to kill. “She went that way, four Dees back.”
There was something in the way she turned to look in that direction
that chilled Rolf to the bone. Even when she looked back at him,
there was something in those shining green upon green eyes that
looked wholly unkind and predatory. These were both things he had
never expected to see in Anthea’s eyes, and it prompted him to ask
her a question to which he did not really want to hear the answer:
“Are you okay?”
“Why? Do I not look okay?”
“We were all worried…” Rolf trailed off, lost for words once more.
He struggled to find words that did not seem too insensitive. “You
look different, and you seem different.”
A wry smile cracked her face briefly. “Let us just say that my brush
with death has had an effect on me, and I see more clearly than
before.”
“Anthea!” Tuari shouted, arriving from the ruins directly to the south
of them. He had heard voices from this direction while resting in a
shelter not far away, a shelter made of rubble, branches, and pine
boughs. He still walked stiffly, if not so bad as he might have had it
not been for the Bosom of Yenis and its restorative drought that he
had partaken of. He had not used all of it, not anywhere near, but a
small swig of the Milk was more than enough to spur on his healing
process.
“Tuari.” She replied simply.
Tuari, ever sensible, shrugged off his cloak and offered it to her. He
had been using it as a pillow just a Mynette prior, and he was not
going to let it hang on his shoulders while she was standing naked
before the two of them. She took it and wrapped it around her body,
knotting it at the corners twice, but they both saw that she did so not
to spare herself any embarrassment, but rather to assuage any
unease the two of them might feel at looking upon her body.
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“You are healthy, I take it?” Tuari asked cautiously, looking her over
for signs of infirmity more intently now that she had covered herself.
Anthea’s teeth glittered like pearls when she smiled. “I am fine, and
quite well. In fact, I have had enough laying around, and I hope to be
on my way soon.”
“Where are you going to go?” Rolf asked, feeling a sinking
sensation of dread. This was the second question to which he feared
to hear the answer.
“I am going after Sezja, of course.”
“To what end?” Tuari wondered.
“I mean to kill her.”
Tuari’s dark little eyes focused sharply and his brow furrowed with
concern. “Sezja is a dangerous adversary, not to be pursued lightly.
In fact, it seems better to leave her alone altogether. We could leave
here soon and go back to Fairport.”
“No, I mean to do away with her.” She seemed quite certain of that
fact, so certain that she added: “Soon.”
“I suppose we could go after her.” Rolf replied hesitantly. “Although,
dealing with her is something of an extra task considering all we
have on our plates already. It seems like a detour from our main
goals.”
“It is no detour for me to destroy that girl, but rather a part of my
mission. She was treated with my blood. I could feel that she has the
same blood running in her veins as mine; it is just pumping with a
different heart. I will not have another person like that walking the
world. I care not what you two think, and I will brook no arguments
on the matter.” Anthea snarled, gnashing her teeth as she declared
her intentions.
“We will not dispute her origins with you. You likely know more than
either of us, but I would still advise caution.” Tuari replied
diplomatically. His tone and expression were purposefully neutral. He
could tell that this new Anthea was quicker to anger than the last,
and he did not wish to upset her over words.
Anthea shook her head fiercely. “Caution is for the hesitant, and I
will crush her without so much as a Saycund of debate. I will grind
her bones into the earth until every drop of blood stolen from me has
been freed from her carcass.”
Nishan came running up just as she finished this vicious
proclamation. His face was red and his eyes were full of blood, which
they only did when he was seeing the future and having a vision. “I
came as quickly as I could, but apparently it was not soon enough. I
heard her heartbeat start again, unmuffled by the cocoon, and I
came running.”
“Dear heart.” Anthea said softly, looking toward Nishan. Somehow,
the words rang false, and Nishan was not the only one to have that
fact register upon his face.
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“What has happened here? What has become of you?” He
demanded. His eyes swam across her in confusion.
“I have become what I need to be to fulfill my task.” She answered.
“Revenge is not worth this price! What have you done?” He
shouted.
Seeing that Nishan was not going to be as easy to deal with as the
others, Anthea turned to Tuari and Rolf and asked for a favor,
“Would you two leave us?”
Her words were spoken with some measure of kindness, and it was
the closest she’d sounded to her old self since she woke. They could
not refuse. Though they wished to hear what she would say and see
her after so long apart, they could not; this moment was not for them.
When they were both out of immediate earshot, Anthea finally
answered Nishan, whose chest rose and fell quickly with his anxious,
uneven breaths. “All my weaknesses have left me. I am truly ready to
seek the death of the man who killed my father and who I believe
has lied to me about my mother.”
Nishan shook his head. “No, you’ve become a tool of the Gods, of
the Dark Pair. I can almost smell the taint of Porceth and Wainseth
upon you.”
“Does it really matter who or what has put their touch upon me so
long as I am able to avenge my father and right the wrongs that have
been done to us?”
“Yes. Vengeance must not be done at the cost of self, or it is done
in vain. The Rumani know that as well as any. Ours has been a long
and terrible history.”
Anthea snorted. “I do not need a history lesson.”
“No, maybe not, but you cannot do this. If letting Sezja go will
restore your humanity, then let her go. This is not some Racheneid
that you have sworn. I’m sure there is a way you can go back.”
“Why would I go back? This may not have been a Racheneid like
Rolf swore, but had I not promised myself to do all that he is going to
do? At least he was brave enough to swear upon his life that he
would accomplish all that he must.”
“This is different from that. His nature is still the same. You are
losing yourself to your hate. The girl you were is being buried by this
monstrosity you are becoming.”
“You mean the monstrosity I have become. I have been released
from my sleep, and now I have business to be about. Do not try to
stop me.” She warned him. “Not even for you would I deter from this
path.”
“Anthea, if you have any love for me at all, do not do this. Let her
go. We will find another way to destroy Corydon. You mustn’t go off
like this.” Nishan pleaded.
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Had she been the same girl, her heart surely would have broken.
Few if any can resist a Rumani man begging for something, but she
could. “I am going. Now.”
Nishan dropped his head and spoke softly. “Please, we can go
back. We can put this behind us all. There is another way.”
“Do not forget who I came here for, who I had to save, because in
saving you, I became this.”
“I know it. I know we failed you – I failed you – and it was you who
paid the price for us, but some things aren’t irreversible. We can fix
this.” Nishan insisted.
“I am what I am, and I will finally begin setting things aright,
beginning with Sezja. That girl should not exist.”
Unable to argue that fact, he figured she would at least let them
assist her. “Let us help you then.”
“No. You will just slow me down and get in the way. The powers I
will have to release to destroy her will be too much to survive if you
are caught in them. I will hunt her down on my own. I need only to
take a few things and then I will be off on my own.”
“And us? What are we to do?”
“Go home. Your roles are at an end.”
“You mean to kill her and then destroy Corydon, all on your own?”
Nishan asked incredulously. He’d experienced small portions of the
forces at Corydon’s disposal, and couldn’t imagine how she
expected to do this all on her own. It just wasn’t possible, or if it was,
he couldn’t see how.
“Do not underestimate what I now am. I am a tool, a weapon honed
for battle. Like a scythe, I’ll cut down my enemies by droves.” Anthea
replied coolly. “Now, I will get my things and go, before that creature
wanders too far from here. I can feel her, not too distant, and I will
not miss this chance to do away with her.”
“I can do nothing, say nothing to dissuade you?” Nishan asked, but
there was no hope in his voice.
“Nothing whatsoever.” She answered, leaving him there to stare at
her back as she left.
Anthea made no effort to say goodbye to the others. Their
usefulness was at an end. They’d gotten her this far, and they could
go their own ways. She took only the supplies she needed, which
was little more than some food and some of their extra clothes that fit
her poorly.
Then she started west, following the tug in her being that would
lead her to Sezja. Corydon had done his work well. He had wanted
to build a compass and an anti-Anthea. However, that compass also
worked in reverse now that she had seen it for what it was. All that
was left to see was if the anti-Anthea was stronger than the original.
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Upon being dismissed from Nishan and Anthea’s conversation,
Tuari had run off to gather his things. He knew Anthea would leave
now. He’d seen something in her emerald eyes, something of a
nature that he didn’t like, but he understood. It was a hunger, and
she would sate it.
So, he would travel light, and he would follow her, whether she liked
it or not. He had made a promise to Bedros, when the Ox-Man had
departed at Lesser Aynglica. He had swore that he would defend
Anthea even if the others failed, and there seemed like no better time
to keep good on his promise than now.
With his spear in hand, the remainder of the milk from the Bosom of
Yenis, some food for the trail, and just a few more basic necessities,
Tuari waited beyond the clearing where the cocoon was now
disintegrating. He waited until Anthea had clothed herself and
gathered a few things of her own to sustain her while she hunted
Sezja. Tuari shadowed her carefully, as if she was a Nanuq bear that
he had to tiptoe around. He was careful to not be seen, even when
she headed west from Ka’Shann.
Tracking her was not hard, but keeping up with her was very
difficult. She moved alarmingly fast, faster than his short legs would
ever carry him even if his side were not wounded. He had not had
time to leave a message for Rolf and Nishan, but he was confident
they would understand what he had done when they noticed he and
his spear were both missing.
He spared only a brief thought for his companions he was
abandoning for now, and then he said a prayer to Yenis and Aaren,
praying in the Uleaut way. After that, he was entirely focused on
following Anthea, even if it meant he’d have to sleep with one eye
open while he was running.
Normally, he wouldn’t do such a thing, but these weren’t the ice
fields. Here he didn’t have to worry about falling in deep crevices or
slipping on uneven terrain. Here it was just rocky plains and rolling
hills with tall grasses. This was child’s play to an Uleaut tracker,
especially with the path she cut for him.
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CHAPTER 143
And the Marked One shall become like a host of many. His spirit
will be conjoined with those that time has left behind. He will die a
hundred times in her service before he can be laid to final rest, and
he shall grow to despise her for all that she makes him do on her
behalf…
- Excerpt from Dorjan the Seer’s ‘The Destiny of the Forgotten’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 15 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
A chill wind picked up as Anthea ran off to begin her hunt. She did
not even saying goodbye to Rolf as she hurried past. He watched
her until she was out of eyesight, and then began walking in the
direction where he expected Nishan to be. He met Nishan halfway
between where he had been and the cocoon grounds. When he saw
Nishan, he could not keep the surprise that overcame him from being
voiced aloud.
“What has happened?” He asked, unable to not notice the change
that had come over Nishan.
Gone was the usual playful shine in the Rumani’s eyes, the light of
humor and good nature that had seemed so perpetual before. He
looked broken and defeated, helpless. His golden eyes suddenly
looked old, much older than the few fine lines around them should
have made him.
“I could not keep her from going. She has gone off on her own to kill
Sezja.”
“What? Why did she not take us with her?”
“She doesn’t need us.” Nishan replied simply.
“Is she coming back then?”
Nishan shook his head and sighed. “I don’t think so. She seemed
intent to go after Corydon after she finished with Sezja. She seemed
like a wildfire on the brink of explosion. She’s dangerous, and she’s
going to burn out like a fire without enough fuel, using herself up on
this course of revenge.”
Rolf stared at Nishan in disbelief. Had the Rumani not looked so
forlorn already, he’d have protested further and offered up
accusations of Nishan’s shortcomings being the cause of all this.
How Nishan had failed so badly, he did not understand. “So what are
we supposed to do? She asked me to come with her to save you,
and then she just abandons me here with you and Tuari?”
“I suppose so.” Nishan answered slowly. He was completely at a
loss, but he possessed enough presence of thought to notice that the
Uleaut was not present and wonder where the he had gone. “Wasn’t
Tuari with you?”
“Yes. He was around. I think he went back to his shelter.”
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Nishan’s eyes went sharp with alarm. “Are you sure? He is still
here? He didn’t go after Anthea?”
“How could he follow her? He’s wounded.”
The Rumani nearly answered Rolf that anything was possible, but a
big gust of wind came up and blew them both nearly sideways,
drowning out the beginning of the sentence so strongly that Nishan
did not even bother to finish it. Bracing himself on a length of a
shattered pillar that might have once adorned the front of a building,
Nishan waited out the gust of wind. Then he took off in the direction
of Tuari’s small shelter.
It was not hard to find. The three of them each had posts set up in a
rough triangle around where the cocoon and Anthea had been. They
had done so to allow for the greatest possible warning in case
anyone or anything had tried to interfere with Anthea’s healing and
transformation processes. Tuari’s hut was only a half a block away,
and it took mere Saycunds to locate.
Tuari’s shelter was a lean-to formation made of broken walls and
crumbled rock with branches spread across the gaps and openings.
It hadn’t been big enough to fit either of them comfortably, so they
had gladly surrendered the dry and wind-sheltered spot to the
Uleaut. Now, it was empty though, void of all but a few skins and
blankets that would slow someone down if they were hurrying
overland.
“Cainel and Comrain! That little guy, he ran off after her. He must
have.” Rolf crunched the knuckles of his fists together in an angry
symbol of respect to his people’s favorite Gods. Unlike other more
sensitive Gods, the brother deities would appreciate the extra
vehemence with which the gesture was made.
Nishan caught his chin between his thumb and forefinger, looking
very thoughtful. “I don’t doubt your assessment, not in the least. The
question is, do we go after him, or do we go about or own business?”
Rolf looked at Nishan as if he’d just said something unbelievably
stupid. “Of course we go after them. What other course is there?”
“Well, we could go back to Aynglica, to help raise an army.”
“What? What kind of army would it be without its leader? Besides,
how can we worry about an army when Anthea is loose and in
danger?” Rolf asked, pulling his light cloak tight against an
unseasonably cold wind blowing down off the mountains of Greveth’s
Mercy.
Nishan smiled bitterly and ignored the cold. “You didn’t see her,
Rolf. She is no girl that we can protect any longer. She spoke of
being a terrible weapon, one with powers too dangerous for us to
even see. She will crush any that oppose her or get in her way even
unintentionally.”
“It seems you think she doesn’t need us, so what good are we
going to do with an army?”
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“No weapon is flawless, Rolf. You should know that better than any
after that god-designed weapon of yours failed to kill Sezja. We will
raise an army, and then we will take it to Cenalium. Anthea may
choose a different course and timeline than we must take, but our
destination is the same.”
“Then you plan to fight your way to Cenalium and defeat Corydon
without her if we must?”
Nishan shook his head. He wasn’t sure. He’d not even imagined
this eventuality, despite having an eye on the future. “Perhaps we
will arrive too late, only to find we do not need an army after all, that
she has destroyed Corydon and all his evils without us. In fact, I pray
to Gandahar and Elecin that this is so.” Nishan quickly touched his
wrists out of habit. He could not mention his Gods without doing so.
“Perhaps we’ll arrive in time to save her if she has failed and has
been captured. On the other hand, maybe we will find we can only
avenge her. Whatever the reason and whatever the outcome, our
destination must still be Cenalium.”
Rolf nodded and rubbed his chest absently, massaging the mark of
the Racheneid that was burned into his skin. “I have wrongs to right
still. You are right. I must go to Cenalium, regardless of whether she
goes without us or does not go at all.” He frowned then. “But what of
Tuari?”
“He, of any of us, probably has the least to worry about. He is able
to take care of himself, and he alone might be able to help her.
Likely, he will save her, help her, and go with her even if we cannot.
If she happens to leave him behind, there are few better hunters, so
he will have no trouble providing for himself. We will leave a
message here, telling him to try to meet us in Mediya or on Aynglica.
He will find a way to follow us.”
“What a team we are, a poor cooperative that cannot even manage
to stick together.” Rolf lamented. “Bedros has gone his way, to be
among his people. Sagira and Makan are schmoozing with royalty on
Aynglica, Tuari and Anthea have run off to hunt a murderous fiend,
and we are sitting here in these worthless Ruins.”
“They are far from worthless, Rolf.” Nishan replied, looking to the
northeast.
Rolf turned that way as well, and when he saw nothing, he realized
what Nishan meant to do. “That offer has its price, Nishan. Will you
take the Hundred Souls and all it means to possess them?”
“I fear I have no choice, Rolf. Even with an eye on the future, and
senses that were surely god-given, I could not help her. I must
become more than I am if we are to have any chance of success.”
“You will die a hundred deaths, if I understand correctly.” Rolf
stated, though it was half a question. When Nishan nodded that this
was so, Rolf shook his head in dismay. “That is no fate I would wish,
though a good Kerathi would make each of them count.”
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“So will a good Rumani.” Nishan vowed solemnly.
“Go quickly then and accept what they offer.” Rolf bid him, shooing
his last companion off with a careless hand. “I will gather our things
here, and I will await your return.”

Nishan entered the catacombs beneath the broken hold that Kostya
himself had once occupied. It had just begun to sprinkle above,
which was not uncommon for the Saysuhn of Red, even if it was a
colder rain than Rummas and Fairport usually had this time of Yarre.
He had kept his torch beneath his cloak until he needed it, so it was
still dry when he reached the staircase that went down into the
ancient castle. With a few quick flicks of his wrist his steel rang upon
flint, throwing sparks onto the torch fuel. The light sputtered and
hissed into life, and then it was once more into the musty caverns,
down the winding staircase and to the nexus room with all of the
tunnels leading away from it.
He had no more set a foot down there than did he hear
approaching footsteps. Just like the last time, there were many
footsteps and an approaching crowd. They were all singing in
Rumman; the song preceded them down the halls, reaching Nishan’s
ears far before they reached his eyes. It was not eerie, as it might
have been for any who did not know the strange words, but being
Rumani, he understood every syllable. It was a song of hope, of
triumph, and of release from bondage.
Nishan’s heart hammered in his chest so hard that he could feel his
pulse throbbing in his extremities and thrumming along his neck. His
hands trembled as the spokesman showed himself once more,
emerging from the passageways at the head of his host of ninetynine others. There was a sea of overjoyed faces, but his bearded,
still-youthful face stood out as the brightest. There was just
something in his eyes that made even Nishan feel as if there was
something truly amazing about to happen.
“You have returned to us.” The spokesman said, smiling invitingly.
Nishan nodded slowly as he took in the faces gathered around him.
“I have, for I have need of you now.”
The spokesman’s smile faded to a look that was all business.
“Need is something we understand well. Perhaps after this is over,
you will not judge us so harshly as you did before. You will know how
much we have suffered to get this far.” Nishan continued to look a bit
skeptical, even though he had come here, but the spokesman did not
care. “It is fine. That you are here is the important thing.”
“Shall we begin? Where will these things happen? What all does
this entitle?” Nishan asked, looking around for implements of a
magical or arcane sort that might be used in the task of transferring
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souls. He really did not know what to expect, but he figured it would
hurt.
“No. We will do this further in the caverns, within sight of Kostya’s
tomb.”
“Kostya’s tomb? His body lies here?” It was an incredible thing to
even imagine, that the body of one of the greatest Rumani men who
had ever lived might be so near.
“Sadly, no.” Another of the Hundred answered. He was an old man,
old physically as well as temporally. He had lived a long life even
before undergoing the change to live forever as a caretaker of this
place. “His body was but one of the things taken from us during The
Second Loss. We recovered all we could that had been his, and we
put it in a shrine made in his likeness.”
“Still, such a cache of things Kostya himself handled… its worth is
beyond anything I can imagine.”
“Come this way then, and see the shrine for yourself.” Another of
the Hundred bid him as the crowd parted to form a human hallway.
Nishan took their invitation, walking into the gap in their midst that
they had made for him. Some of them reached out shyly to touch him
as he walked by, but this did not bother him. The touches were
curious and gentle, and he could see on the faces of those who
reached out that they meant him no harm. They saw him as a savior.
He was not a stranger, but rather a child of their people who came to
release them.
As he passed them, he took note that many of them could have
been his relatives. They were Rumani, through and through, and yet
they had been left out of the normal cycle of time, unable to carry on
and create progeny. Here was a segment of his people that had not
contributed to what his people now were, a group that was
unchanged from what his people had been in Kostya’s time. It was
comforting to see that they were still so familiar, all but the cuts of the
aged clothes they wore and the old-fashioned hairstyles.
With the spokesman at his side and the crowd following, Nishan
marched through the stone corridors that ran into the bowels of the
undercity of Ka’Shann. The spokesman pointed out things here and
there, things that were of import to them or that might be of interest
to Nishan, since he had never been down this far before. They
walked past mushroom caves, rooms lined with flowers and edible
plants, chambers that glittered with the amethyst and quartz in their
walls, and over bridges that spanned cracks in the floor that had
sprung up from Greveth’s occasional heaving.
There were even rooms filled with paintings, art, and weavings that
were recently made. Despite having been recently made, Nishan
noticed that they were still all of an older style. They lacked any
inspiration from recent times. Trapped down here, there were no new
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ideas. The art, much like the people that had created it, was stuck in
time. Would he become like that?
“Why would you require all of this food or any of this art?” Nishan
asked. ”I thought you were eternal.”
The spokesman and his followers all stopped. After what seemed to
be a patient breath, Nishan’s answer came: “Even the eternal wish
for a taste of mortality sometimes, or a glimpse of beauty like only
flowers offer, no matter how fleeting. Just because we do not require
food and art does not mean we cannot partake of them.”
They continued along once more, and Nishan kept his thoughts to
himself after that. At least, that is, until the came to the end of their
tunnel, to a broad chamber. Unlike the walls and finished surfaces of
the other chambers and tunnels he’d seen, it had been rough-hewn
out of the bedrock and not covered with any sort of finished stone
and rock. The walls, floor, and ceiling hadn’t even been smoothed
out, but that did not detract from the overall aesthetic of the room or
what it held.
A series of torches, or rather gas vents that looked as if they burned
perpetually, lit the room, creating a much warmer atmosphere than
the rest of the underground had. The fires heated the room to a
humid temperature that was closer to one expected of this Saysuhn,
whereas the other chambers and tunnels had been damp and drafty.
Vents to either side of the room and along the ceiling apparently ran
to the surface, allowing in the fresh air that was needed for
combustion. Even still, they were slow vents that did not entirely
dissipate the greater warmth of this area. He had felt the waves of
increasing heat across his skin as they approached this final
location, but he had not suspected this. It seemed as if Greveth
herself had wanted to warm and light this location out of respect for
Kostya, whose tomb sat in the middle of the room.
Dominating the oval-shaped room was a four-Mayter statue of
Kostya with his arms uplifted, as he looked outward at something
only he could see. He wore the garb of a seer: long robes and
sandals, but with the ornamentation and jewelry that Rumani
preferred. The rings, bracelets, and earrings were man of gold with
real gemstones, albeit on a larger scale.
The statue stood upon a carved set of steps like a dais that
appeared to also be a container of sorts; it had been sealed with a
bead of gold that ran around its lid. Clearly, this was where the
artifacts relating to the prophet and leader had been stored for
safekeeping. In all of the room, the only finished surfaces were a ring
of floor around the base of the statue and a corresponding ring of
ceiling and around the head.
Nishan was overcome upon looking at the statue. The face of
Kostya was purposely rough, as if the idea of the man could not be
clearly defined. Perhaps each person saw a different face in the
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stone, all of them Kostya in a way, or the idea of him at least. For
Nishan, Kostya was a visionary, a builder among the many
squanderers and wastrels his folk produced. In the face of the statue,
he felt a tremble within his spirit. He realized that he felt himself to be
irresponsible, another counterexample of what his people could be,
rather than following the example of one as enlightened as the
builder of Ka’Shann, the almost rescuer of the Rumani people. Yes,
Kostya had failed, but his failures did not make his efforts any less
notable, not to any Rumani.
“I have lived here for Hectoyarres, but I still feel it too, sometimes.”
The spokesman admitted, sighing heavily.
Nishan nodded in agreement. “And how could any Rumani not feel
something here? Hope, profound sorrow at the loss of what had
almost been, and a chance that something good might happen once
again – they are all here and more.”
“It was good to look upon it one final time.” The spokesman
announced, earning a worried look from Nishan. “This will be my last
time seeing it, and perhaps yours as well, unless you come back
here in the future.”
Nishan looked at him nervously. “Then it is to happen here?”
A nod was his only answer, that and the gathering around of the
Hundred Souls that were to be his. They closed in around him; they
formed a living wall that would have blocked his sight of Kostya’s
statue had it not been so tall. They moved in, blocking any retreat.
He was stuck here with his choice now. Even a man such as he
could not escape such overwhelming numbers, but he did not wish to
escape anyway.
Nishan eventually looked down from the statue at the faces that
belonged to the bodies that pressed in so tightly around him,
touching him. He saw many faces, but once more his eyes focused
on the spokesman’s gentle features, even in the dim light. “Will I still
be myself when this is over?”
“You will be yourself, and more, for we will be with you.” He
answered.
“What is your name then, if we are to share a mind and soul?”
Nishan asked. “Tell me before this begins and I am no longer only
myself.”
“My name was Sarmad.”
“Sarmad, let us be done with this then. The world above has gone
mad, and I need to be more than I am if we are to fix it.”
Sarmad smiled. “The world will always be mad, but I will help you
through this. I will be the last to go, so keep your mind focused on
me as the others join with your spirit.”
He offered his hands to Nishan when he had finished speaking.
Nishan took a deep breath and took the other man by the wrists as
chanting began around him. The voices swelled, echoing strongly as
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if the room were very small. Suddenly it began to feel oppressively
warm, and sweat began to bead on his brow. He felt dizzy, but
Sarmad would not let him look away. His eyes had locked on, and
Nishan could not so much as blink, even when the voices grew so
loud they felt like they were actually pressing in through his ears and
invading his skull.
There was a great pressure that grew on his shoulders, and his
thighs shook with the straining effort it took to remain standing. The
pressure continued to build until he felt as if he could stand no more.
Still, the voices came louder. His eyes swam as they only did when
he’d been struck on the head or if he’d inhaled a good measure of
Rumani Pleasure Vapors, a narcotic gas that rotted the brain.
Time was indistinct, but it seemed as if a great amount of time had
passed before only Sarmad stood before him, and the room was
empty. Nishan stood wavering on his feet, in a body that felt as if it
was not his own. He had changed, perhaps not visibly, but every
perception was different. Every sight and sound felt as if he were
viewing and hearing them through the eyes and ears of another. It
was surreal and disorientating.
“Before I go, I must tell you that you must be a leader now. You will
understand what I mean very soon. But now, it is time for me to join
the others.” Sarmad said wistfully. “I have waited long. I will be the
last to die within you, since I am the last to join you. We will share
the longest time together, you and I, but I was their leader of a sort,
and it is my duty to wait until they have all gone before I leave this
world.”
Nishan nodded slowly; he was too weary to wonder much about
Sarmad’s cryptic comment about being a leader. “Be done with it
then.” The ancient man suddenly didn’t look much older than he was,
and part of him could imagine their roles reversed. It was an odd
thing to be so similar to a man from such a different time.
While he had not actually seen the other ninety-nine people
disappear, because he had been concentrating on Sarmad’s eyes,
he half-expected something violent or something more than what
actually occurred. Sarmad took both of his wrists in his hands, and
he simply held on, matching his gaze to Nishan’s. Then, Sarmad’s
grip on his wrists grew more gentle and gentle until it just wasn’t
there anymore. Likewise, the man slowly faded from sight, his wistful
smile fading into one of relief as he finally disappeared from sight.
His eyes were the last things Nishan remembered seeing before it
was over.
Nishan sank onto his knees when it was over and breathed heavily,
left alone to stare up at the statue of Kostya. He wasn’t sure, but with
the Hundred Souls within him, he thought that perhaps he could see
what the statue was looking off at in the unseeable distance: hope.
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When he’d rested only a short while, he stood up once more. It was
time to leave, time to go find Rolf and start on their way to Mediya.

Rolf waited as he was asked to do. Even when the rain picked up,
all he did was turn up the collar and pull down the hood of his oiled
leather cloak. Rain wasn’t going to throw him, not in the least. He
was Kerathi and a hunter on top of that. He’d waited for Ouers before
without changing his pose, he’d braved all kinds of weather, and he’d
always come out fine. A little rain would do little more than wash the
dust and travel-stains from his clothes, which might even be
welcome.
So, he stood guard over their supplies and waited. All he had to do
was stand with his rifle leaning up against his leg, ready to be lifted
up and aimed at whatever arrived. Anything that came to a place like
Ka’Shann wasn’t going to mean them anything but harm; Sezja and
the Guardians that had accompanied her had proven that. Standing
and waiting – that was simple enough to do, and reasonably relaxing
after all that had happened lately.
The rain gave no sign of letting up. In fact, it picked up, and still he
waited. The rain fell in sheets at times, until there was so much rain
that the gravelly earth of the barren city could no longer hold it all.
The water seeped into the canals, which surprisingly still held water
after so many Yarres of disuse. Rolf watched Decayarres of
composting leaves and muck wash free from their stone channels
and begin floating down the canals. They led somewhere, though he
wasn’t exactly sure where. Tuari would have known, since he’d
explored more of the city than either of them had.
He didn’t have any fancy timepieces like he’d seen in Fairport,
especially in the areas where artificers of Chaveaoux were
prominent, but he had an inkling that he’d been waiting for over two
Ouers. It was easy enough to tell by the occasional faint glimpses of
the sun he was able to spot between dark clouds when the rain gave
the impression that it might be breaking up. Of course, the rain didn’t
do anything so kind as let up, even after those brief exposures of
naked sky, but he was able to get an idea of the time of Dee at least.
Something close to three Ouers had passed when he felt the
ground rumble beneath him. He’d been chewing a piece of jerked
meat and staring off blankly into the distance when it happened, but
the shake brought him quickly back to awareness. Muttering under
his breath, he took a step to either side of the pile of supplies he’d
heaped under a stone overhang, and looked around expectantly.
With a rumble of the ground, he sort of thought he’d see something
change. Rocks should have tumbled over and rolled down from the
rubble piles. As it was, nothing larger than pea-sized scree moved,
having been shaken loose to rattle here and there throughout the
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ruins as it sought a new places to rest. It was disappointing. The
ground could have opened up to reveal Nishan ready to go, or the
rain could have stopped. Something, anything would have been
nice. Unfortunately, the world didn’t always work toward fulfilling his
expectations.
After a few Mynettes, Rolf settled into a crouch and dug into their
supplies to produce a handful of an early crop of berries Tuari had
found just yesterdee. Felderbeeren grew in cold climes and gave fruit
often, sometimes several times in a Saysuhn. The fruit was a favorite
of Kerathi and also bears. They weren’t terribly tasty, but a strong
wine could be made from them. The wine had a good bite to it, but it
tended to leave its drinkers with bad headaches. Rolf had always
liked them well enough though, perhaps because there were a lot of
them that grew near his hometown of Harsbrukke, or at least there
had been. He popped several of them into his mouth, crushed them
between his tongue and palate, and savored their bitter juice for a
Saycund or two before he ground the little berry seeds between his
molars.
He was working on his third mouthful of Felderbeeren in this
fashion when he saw a flicker of light on the southern horizon. It
disappeared shortly after, so at first he thought it was nothing,
because it did not reappear, and it was certainly too low to be a Flier.
He came out of his crouch, popped the last of the berries into his
mouth, and moved southward through the ruins to go get a better
look. He didn’t go far, just a block or two, which was enough to find a
better vantage point.
The shimmer returned, but it was wider and broader this time, like
the last flash of light rippling across water just as the sun dove
behind the horizon, only they were many Kilomes from any body of
water larger than a pond or a creek. Rolf frowned and continued to
watch, only to see that whatever was on the horizon was moving
closer. Had it been an earthquake, surely the ripple of land would
have reached here by now, he considered, and it was certainly too
low to be a lightning storm.
“Nishan had better hurry up with his little party.” Rolf mumbled
anxiously.
He watched for a few more Mynettes, seeing the movement on the
horizon grow closer with each heartbeat. It was agonizing to watch,
because whatever it was happened to be moving so slow that there
seemed to be almost no progress. His two choices then, were to wait
for Nishan and watch this, or to go try to find Nishan so they could
get out of there. Indecision racked him, but he decided that he
needed to just wait.
The movement on the horizon grew closer and closer, close
enough that he could hear the shuffling of many feet and the jangling
of metal, likely weapons. More lights began to spring up as the
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darkness of night began to descend, dozens or maybe scores of
torches held aloft. A rumble of voices accompanied the procession
as well, and the bits of the distant singing that reached Rolf’s ears
did not sound at all like Kerathi songs, for Kerathi songs usually
featured shouting, the pounding of drums and cymbals, and the
blowing of horns.
Whatever army it was, he took comfort in knowing that he could lay
waste to them before they reached him. He hoped that wouldn’t be
necessary, since they didn’t seem to be Aureans invading to finish
off what Sezja had started. He’d never seen or heard Aureans sing
or chant while marching. Aureans mostly seemed to attack quickly
and without warning, using sizzling arc-lance fire and Fliers. The
approaching army certainly didn’t seem like that. Still, he had
concerns. They were without allies in this part of the world, and the
stories Tuari and Nishan had shared with them of Mediya did not
endear the local populace to Rolf. There were but two of them now,
and even a single stranger could be dangerous.
Some time later, when the voices were nearly to the city, he slid off
of the rock pile he’d been prone upon so that he could get feeling
back into his legs. Mobility would be important if he was going to stay
out of the army’s way, and he couldn’t be very mobile with his legs
numb. Pins and needles ran through his muscles as the circulation
returned. Dark had almost completely fallen, so he had to be careful
of his footing as he went. Moonlight was sparse with so many clouds,
even if the rain had lightened to just a slight sprinkle – just enough to
make sure he would remain completely damp.
He then began to give ground as the advance parties of the army to
the south began to arrive, keeping his eyes on the south while
working his way back toward the northeast so that he could check on
Nishan. With any luck, the new arrivals might even stop to poke
through his supplies, making themselves easy targets for him. If they
didn’t, he’d still have gained the highest ground in the ruins, that
being the remains of the complex that Nishan had gone into. It had
been the largest building in the city, so it had the largest piles of rock,
which meant the best point to defend from.
He’d nearly reached that part of the ruins when Nishan stumbled
upon him. Rolf had had his eyes mostly to the south as he was
walking, so he didn’t see Nishan until he’d almost ran into him. Even
then, he hadn’t recognized Nishan immediately in the moonlight and
he had brought his rifle up to shoot at him.
“I’m not the enemy.” Nishan said with a smile, holding his hands
palms outward to show he was unarmed.
“I know that.” Rolf snapped at him, lowering his weapon. “I was
merely being cautious. You were gone a long time, and with that
army approaching from the south, I didn’t know if you were an enemy
scout or not.”
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“Army?” Nishan’s left eyebrow rose.
“Yes. There’s a whole troop of people coming this way. I can hear
them singing, can you not? You always talk about how good your
ears are…”
Nishan paused to turn an ear southward, and listened. Suddenly, a
smile broke across his face, followed by a look of wonder.
“Unbelievable.”
“What is it?” Rolf demanded anxiously.
“The Forlatett.”
“Who’re they? Friendly?”
Nishan looked at Rolf for a moment. He had forgotten that Rolf had
not been with him and Tuari when they had come north, and
therefore had no idea who the Forlatett were. He had not seen any of
the wild men and women living in the forests surrounding Mediya.
“They’re self-serving usually. They’re a broken and lost tribe of
Rumani who live in the wilds around here. As to being friendly, that
depends on their individual moods.”
“What are they doing here? Mediya is south of here, if I remember
Makan’s map lessons correctly.”
“They usually aren’t here. I can only assume, from what I was told
by the Hundred Souls, that they have come to see me.”
It was Rolf’s turn to look surprised. “You? How would they even
know you’re here? What do they want with you?”
“I’m not entirely sure yet, but the spokesman of the Hundred,
Sarmad, said something that makes me think that they are here to
see me.”
“So how are we to treat with these Forla-“ Rolf struggled with the
unfamiliar word, “err, folks?”
“I’m not an expert on them by any means, but I think we should
build up a big fire and welcome them.”
Rolf grunted. “Build a fire he says, after a downpour.”
“Has it rained much?” Nishan asked, looking around. There
certainly were a large number of puddles, and the nearest canal still
ran with muck and debris.
“A lot.” Rolf replied, shaking out his oiled cloak. He grinned. “I think
Tulis and Marceaupo were playing in the clouds.”
“Perhaps that’s because the curse of this land is lifted.” Nishan
ventured, casting a look around the ruins. “Things will grow here
again, and the rains will not avoid this city any longer.”
“That’s good for the city, bad for me. I had to sit out here and wait.”
“I’m sorry you had to wait, but thank you for doing it.”
Rolf said nothing. He just looked at Nishan, noting that a sort of
contentment and peace had come over him. There had always been
an edge to the man before, as if he were untamed or unable to sit
still for too long. Nishan’s Rumani wanderlust had vanished it
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seemed, replaced by some inner fire or goal that Rolf could feel just
by standing next to him.
Nishan noticed Rolf looking at him and smiled. “I feel it too. It is as if
I have been remade.”
“Let us hope for the better.” Rolf said with a sigh. He’d seen too
many changes in himself and his companions to feel good about yet
another.
“It is.” Nishan assured him.
“I’ll take your word for it for now then. We should get to that fire. I
think Tuari and I hid some logs and tinder in caches that should have
kept mostly dry even through the downpour.”
Nishan nodded and set to helping Rolf with the signal fire.

The Forlatett were wary about entering the city at first, and they
gathered at the edge, looking in but fearing to tread upon the sacred
grounds. They sent only a small scouting party, who entered the fire
circle where Rolf and Nishan waited for them. They looked first at
Rolf, whom they seemingly dismissed as unimportant, even though
he shifted nervously and itched to be holding a weapon. Then they
looked at Nishan, and appeared to like what they saw.
With only a few hand signals, the leader of the scouting party sent
his fellows running back to the others. They whooped and shouted
as they went, which reminded Rolf quite strongly of his own kind and
brought a grin to his face. The leader of the scouting party took a
seat at the perimeter of the fire circle, six Mayters or so back, where
the fire threw light across the man, so Rolf and Nishan could see him
and his costume quite well.
The Forlatett man had dark hair that fell in long waves at the back,
though the front had been hacked off short, apparently with a dull
knife from the raggedness of the cut. Brass rings lined the man’s
earlobes and the rim of his ears. They didn’t seem to pierce through,
but rather they were linked together and pinched tightly around the
flesh, staining his skin green in places. Flashy necklaces hung inside
and outside the man’s hide shirt, adorned with gemstones of only
modest value and animal claws. Most things about the man were of
poor or fair quality, all except his sword and a colored band of cloth
that was tied around his left wrist. The sword was worn from service,
but fine quality nonetheless. It looked to have been made in
Aynglica. As for the cloth, that looked as fine as and cloth they’d
seen in their travels, and as many living near Mediya were thieves, it
might very well have come from the same Aynglican that
surrendered the sword.
“I am Fadri son of Andrin, who is Lord of the Forlatett.” The scout
leader said in oddly accented Lower Elegian. Even if he was not a
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strict Rumani, he clearly did not want to speak Rumman in front of a
Kerathi.
Nishan smiled. The term ‘Forlatett’ was not complementary,
meaning something like ‘those who live without rules,’ but these
people had taken it as their badge of honor. They were not ashamed
of what they were, and would make no apologies for it. “I am Nishan,
the vessel of the Hundred Souls that are keepers of Kostya’s
legacy.”
“You have seen it?” Fadri asked. His eyes glowed with envy.
“I have. It was before the feet of Kostya that I accepted the souls of
the Hundred who waited for his return.”
“I would see it for myself.” Fadri declared boldly and defiantly,
seemingly expecting Nishan to refuse him.
“You may see it. I will show you myself.”
“Let us go quickly then, for my father will be here soon. I would see
it before so that I might confirm your story for him.”
“Would he not want to see it himself?” Rolf asked. Nishan had filled
him in on what had happened in the chambers below ground, at least
what he understood of the ceremony himself, while they had built the
fire and waited for the arrival of the wild men.
Fadri looked at Rolf and shook his head curtly. “He would not
accept such an honor, and he will rebuke me for doing so myself, but
I must see it with my own two eyes.”
“We shall go with haste, Fadri. Rolf, if you would stay here and wait
once more.”
Rolf nodded and once more stood waiting. At least this time he
stood tending the fire while they went to look at the tomb instead of
standing in the rain. He was curious as well, but he knew how
important Kostya was to the Rumani, and didn’t want to step on
anyone’s toes by viewing something that was seen as holy and
belonging only to the Rumani. Besides, he had enough trouble with
attention from the Gods without going and getting the Rumani ones
interested in him as well.
Fadri was singing when they returned some thirty Mynettes later.
He stopped when he saw Rolf, as he was singing in Rumman, but
then he just burst out in song once more anyway, ignoring the fact
that a foreigner was hearing his words. He laughed and sang until
joyful tears ran down his face. Then he knelt, clasped wrists with
Nishan, and said something quickly.
Nishan smiled and lifted Fadri back to his feet.
“What is it?” Rolf asked.
“He’s pledged himself to me, to our cause, regardless of what his
people do.”
“He’s going to fight Aureans?”
Fadri nodded and gave Rolf a fierce glare. “I will fight anyone, from
anywhere, at any time, if Kostya reborn tells me it is his will.”
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“And your father will agree?”
Rolf’s mention of Fadri’s father coincided with the arrival of the
actual man. Fadri’s father was a massive man, rotund and tall, with a
powerful build that came from wrestling both men and bears, if the
bearskins and claws that were the largest part of his costume were
of any indication. Scars crisscrossed his bearded face, some clearly
made from bear claws and others from knives. He was missing an
eye and had scars running back into his scalp, making his hairline
jagged and irregular. He also walked with a slight limp that somehow
didn’t seem to make him any less mobile. The beard he’d grown was
more Kerathi than Rumani, making Rolf wonder if this was a man of
mixed blood, a dangerous mix of blood.
“Will I agree to what?” Andrin inquired in a booming voice.
Fadri ran to his father’s side and grasped him by the bicep, though
it took both of his sizeable hands to fully reach around Andrin’s arm.
Andrin glared at his son, shook his arm free of his grasp, and batted
him to the ground with an open-handed slap across the shoulder.
Fadri picked himself up quickly and grinned, showing off several halfrotted teeth. It was a handsome smile, for a Forlatett.
“Father, I have agreed to follow this man.” Fadri explained quickly
and without details, pointing at Nishan as his new leader.
“Why would you do that?”
Fadri leaned over and whispered loudly up at his father’s nearest
ear, cupping his hands so his voice would carry better. “He is the
vessel of the keepers of Kostya’s legacy. He carries the Hundred
Souls of those who wait.”
Andrin, Lord of the Forlatett, crossed his arms across his great
belly, and stared down and across the fire at Nishan with his one
good eye. “If this is so, I will require proof.”
“I have seen Kostya’s tomb, father! It is glorious, it is –“
Andrin hit his son again, this time with a fist the size of a ham. Fadri
got up much slower than before, holding his arm against his side as
he did so. Andrin released a torrent of Rumman syllables, angry
enough syllables that even Rolf cringed. He could only imagine
getting such a tongue-lashing from his Hersker Esben or someone
else he respected. Fadri hung his head for most of the berating, only
lifting it to grin at Nishan when Andrin had finished and was no
longer looking at him. Andrin knew his son and apparently expected
such defiant behavior, so he slapped his son once more. That ended
any such foolish grinning.
“I must apologize for my son. He is an idiot. I myself would not have
done such a thing as to gaze upon Kostya’s tomb. It is not for one
such as I, but I do not doubt what he has said about the tomb. We
knew it was there, but we have never dared to gaze upon it. What I
do doubt is that you are the true heir to Kostya’s destiny, that you
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hold the Hundred Souls of those who waited for the arrival of
someone who would take Kostya’s place.”
Nishan nodded slowly. “There is an easy way to prove it to you.”
Andrin smiled and drew a jagged blade that had once been a twohanded sword before the tip and the end third of the blade had
snapped off. It looked like a toy in his big hand. “Come give us a
show then.” He had heard many of his people gathering just beyond
the firelight, and he knew for certain that they would witness the
unmasking of a liar.
Rolf moved to pick up his rifle, but Nishan stilled him with a hand
when he had it. To him he said, “It will be okay. If I must die once
here to prove myself, remember that I can die another ninety-nine
times.”
Not liking this one bit, Rolf frowned and picked up his rifle anyway.
“If for any reason you do not rise up again, I will kill them all. I swear
it.”
Nishan shrugged. “If I don’t rise up, I can’t exactly stop you, and
they’ll probably kill you for being the friend of a liar. So, do what you
must, but wait for me to rise first.”
As Nishan walked over to submit himself to Andrin’s sword, Andrin
looked over to Rolf and said, “Loyalty. I like that in a man. I think if he
truly dies at the end of my sword as I suspect he will, I might just
spare you a terrible end and kill you quickly because of that.”
“A Kerathi doesn’t die easy, not for a Lord or for any man.” Rolf
replied, nodding toward his rifle.
“Good. I like a challenge.” Andrin said, grinning eagerly. He was a
man who enjoyed a good fight, even if it cost him an eye.
Then, Andrin turned to Nishan, who was only a few paces away. He
was still cautious, feinting once in case there was some duplicity on
Nishan’s behalf. Nishan didn’t flinch or duck away; he didn’t close his
eyes, not even when the killing blow struck him straight in the heart.
Bones crunched and tissues parted as the jagged end of the sword
punched through Nishan’s front and emerged through his back.
Nishan gasped when Andrin pulled out his sword, and he sank to
his knees. Slowly, he teetered forward, and almost fell onto his face,
but he caught himself with his hands, as if he was doing a pushup
from his knees. Everyone expected him to fall flat then and expire
upon the ground before the fire. No one dared to take a breath.
Instead of falling flat and dying, Nishan pushed himself back
upright, and got to his feet, putting out one foot first, while resting on
his other knee. Then he stood fully upright and took a normal breath.
When he pulled his shirt aside and turned slowly to show the closed
scar that existed over where he had been stabbed, Rolf gawked at
the healed wound and lowered his weapon, whispering praise to
Cainel and Comrain.
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At that, howls and shouts filled the air from voices hundreds strong.
The Forlatett believed. Andrin dropped his sword and backed away.
Fadri laughed joyously once more.
Nishan faced Andrin fully and held up a hand in accusation. “You,
who could not believe, you will stay here and help the old and the
young rebuild this place. You may never set foot in Kostya’s tomb,
but I bid the others go to see it now, all of you. Fadri will lead the
way.”
Andrin nodded slowly, accepting his fate. His time as leader of the
Forlatett had just ended. He stripped off several tokens and
decorations upon his costume, acknowledging his defeat by offering
them to Nishan, who took them with honor.
“What of us, the others who do not rebuild?” Someone asked. It
sounded like a woman.
“You will be my army,” Nishan answered, “which I will lead to a
mountaintop thousands of Kilomes from here. Ours is a story of
vengeance, sorrow, and retribution. Surely we Rumani know
something about those things?”
Laughs and shouts filled the air once more, but they silenced
quickly when Nishan held up his hand so that he could continue.
“Todee, your wandering ends. Todee, you are builders, craftsmen,
hunters, and farmers if you are warriors beside me. You may choose
to stay, and it may be better for you to do so. Though I wish I could, I
do not plan to bring any of you home with me, as I do not plan to live
through this myself. I will die ninety-nine more times before the war
we embark on is over. I will cleanse the world of the Dark Aureans
and their evil that threatens the entire Broken Crown. Yet, I will leave
this legacy here, a new colony of the Rumani, another chance to
prosper.”
No one had any response. Even Fadri was sober-faced. They knew
nothing of the Dark Aureans, but they could all feel the oppressive
darkness that threatened the world. Before, it had been a nameless
evil. Now it had a name and a home, and they were to go there and
fight it.
“Go now and see the Tomb. Decide then upon seeing it, each of
you, if you will stay or if you will go. I leave nextdee, early, with all
that will accompany me of their own free will. We must march first to
Mediya, and then we will go by boat to Aynglica, where I plan to
meet with more friends. From there it will be a long and treacherous
trip to the mountain that will likely be our tomb.”
The Forlatett rushed past them when he signaled he was finished,
following Fadri as he raced to the stairwell in the ruins of the keep.
Some would find it in them to stay, and others would decide to go
and take up the banner of Kostya’s chosen successor, as they had
all decided Nishan was. As Nishan had commanded, Andrin did not
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go. Instead, he sat down heavily and stared at the fire. Somehow, he
seemed pleased, but Rolf wasn’t sure how.
“Are you truly alright?” Rolf asked Nishan when they were alone,
other than Andrin’s heavy silence.
“I am fine.” Nishan assured him, smiling peacefully, far more
peacefully than a man who had just died should have been able to
do.
“What did it feel like?”
“It felt like a release. A soul has left me, Rolf. She has gone to
Nelius’ House of Endless Rooms.”
Rolf didn’t ask how Nishan knew it was a she that had left him. He
didn’t want to know. He was just happy that Nishan lived on, and he
didn’t have to fight an army of crazed Rumani wildmen. He was also
pleased to be part of an army after being reduced to a party of two.
Rumani or not, these Forlatett would make getting to Cenalium that
much more possible.
It would be a long trip, though, a very long trip.
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CHAPTER 144
Nature is its own greatest defender and innovator. It is fearful in its
ingenuity…
- Excerpt from Okapi’s ‘Flora and Fauna of the Broken Crown’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 16 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
The ground rose up and sloughed away from Bedros in sheets,
peeling away like layers of an onion. When it had finished, he stood
in the middle of a shallow depression, a crater of sorts. He was
spotless and clean of any mud that should have been caked upon
him from head to toe.
He blinked his new serpentine eyes as he looked at his five
companions, and then he stretched out his jaw, which now unhinged
much like a snake’s mouth would. His original three companions, OxMen through and through, were unsettled by the changes in his
appearance, especially the fangs that had unfolded when his jaws
opened to their fullest extent, only to fold back under and hide when
his mouth closed.
Even if they were disquieted, the changes his companions saw did
not matter to him. They were a growing pain, a necessary evil on his
way to becoming the Sum of All Lands. He had to merge with each
kind of land, take on its properties, and learn how to speak to the
land in each of its regional voices. If he failed in any of this, he could
not properly awaken the earth itself. If he did not awaken the earth, it
would not be able to defend itself or heal the hurts that had been
dealt to it by the mismanagement of men and the things worse than
men that now dwelt in the world.
Besides, he knew that these latest changes would get buried under
the next set of changes, and that new traits would emerge to
dominate, whichever characteristics the new region decided were
best for him. On the sands of Elegius, he suspected that he would
grow more like a Sandcat or perhaps like a camel, taking on traits of
either or both of those animals to better suit that particular
environment. Then he’d move on to Kerathi lands, where the
woodlands would influence his last set of changes before he could
move back into his mountain home and complete the circle. When he
stood once more in Cenalium, his task would be complete and the
circle would be closed. However, all of that was still a third of a world
away.
Bedros took a deep breath of muggy air, marveling at the way his
lungs now handled the heavy air. His skin had changed, too, so that
it now seemed to absorb just enough of the ambient moisture, but
not too much. His hair follicles were much more waxy, almost quill-

223

PERENNIALS
like in its thickness, which allowed them to shed water and not rot or
get matted down.
“We need to move along soon.” He announced with a slight
sibilance, startling Wandering-Eyes.
“Where do we go next?” Red-Tail asked, always the brave one,
ready to charge forward.
“We move from the swamps into the Drylands of Elegius. Water will
be scarce, so drink your share here.” He said this last part not so
much for his fellow Ox-Men, but for Horn-Tree and Gnasher, who
might not do so well in a dry climate. Ox-Men survived dry weather
on the plains just fine though, so long as it was not too long of a
spell.
“Who will be going?” Wandering-Eyes inquired, eyeing both HornTree and Gnasher, whom he still did not trust, but that was his
personality.
Bedros did not have it in him to be patient. He gritted his teeth and
stamped the ground with both feet, a double tap that resounded
wetly upon the damp ground. “Have these two failed you in any way?
Have they let you down or inconvenienced you?” He demanded of
Wandering-Eyes.
Wandering-Eyes shrunk back from Bedros, and his eyes rolled
anxiously in their orbits, showing off a great portion of their whites.
“No.” He answered, using only a short grunt and a rapid flare of his
nostrils to reply, the simplest way of many to say no in the Ox-Men
language, the way a child might reply to an adult.
“Then they come.” Bedros insisted. “The road is long, and these
lost brothers must be brought to the herd in The Vale. One-Ear will
wish to meet them. There is much to be learned from them.”
Gnasher ground his teeth audibly and looked back and forth
between Bedros and Wandering-Eyes. He seemed uncomfortable,
and only a few grunts and gestures in the pidgin they shared calmed
him.
Bedros noticed this, and took an inviting step toward the pair. They
stood apart from the other three, as they always had. “You two are of
my herd now, even if these ones and the others will not accept you.
You will always be welcome at my side, for we are more alike than
they may see.”
Horn-Tree stepped forward and nodded. “We go with you. Always.”
Gnasher ground his teeth once more, but in an affirmative fashion.
“We will defer to your wisdom in this matter.” Red-Tail declared,
glaring at Wandering-Eyes for having made an issue of this once
more.
Bedros turned to take in his other three companions, twisting his
neck in a way that no other Ox-Man could as he did so. “See that
you do. I have no time or patience for these petty challenges.
Division hurts our cause. It is why our people have been shoved into
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two small, island corrals instead of being left free to wander the lands
of the Broken Crown. We, the Land’s Children, have been relegated
to a small portion of the lands we protect and worship. It is a travesty
that I intend to right before I am done.”
It was a long speech, especially in the Ox-Man tongue. None could
argue the current plight of the Ox-Man with Bedros, who knew better
than any. He had seen many lands, and he was the offspring of a
captured herd of Ox-Men who had been bred as servants and
laborers for the crystal mines of the Aureans. Had the Ox-Men
retained their old power, such things would never have happened.
Coat-of-Dust, although Muddy-Coat might have been a more apt
name now, grabbed a double-handful of greenery and stepped
forward, invading the crater Bedros stood within. “Take, eat. We
have far to run, our herd of six. You must be fully nourished before
such a run.”
Bedros turned a less serious face upon his fellows then, and
graciously accepted the greens. “I will eat while we walk to the coast.
We will forage along the way, and carry extra with us. There are but
few oases in the Drylands. Your skin will blister and your noses will
crack for want of water and moist grasses to chew. Gorge yourselves
now on this bounty around us.”
They began walked then, following Bedros’ lead as he left his
craterlet and started north. It would be several Ouers at a good pace
before they reached a wide river that they could easily follow to the
Inner Seas. It would be another Dee then before Bedros generated a
disk of solidified water upon which the six of them could race. That
expanse of hardened water carried them north then, toward the
settlements of Nehkel, Beni Sufi, and Ras Edir on the southern
fringes of Elegius.

225

PERENNIALS
CHAPTER 145
It is in the nature of royalty, of kings, queens, and other lesser
members of the monarchy, to be vain. Vanity and pride are an
essential part of ruling. If one has no pride, how can they rule others
and guide them? Some rulers have no pride, and their reigns
struggle awfully for it. Such leaders must use the lash and cold steel
to maintain their positions. It is not a pretty thing, and even pleasure
women such as I can suffer under the heavy yoke of such brutal
leaders.
Unfortunately, even the children of good kings and queens cannot
be expected to be of the same high standards as their lords and
ladies. If some children have it within them to surpass their sires,
many do not or purposely choose not to so they can pursue selfish
gains. When this happens, the whole kingdom may suffer for want of
better character in one man…
- Excerpt from Suri Amani’s ‘Dubious Offerings’
th

 Sayvensdee, the 17 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Sagira’s victory at The Earl of Chasseralle’s dinner table had
gained her greater influence, and perhaps a bit of notoriety. The
King’s elder cousin was one of the largest names in the whole
kingdom, and anyone who dined with him was worthy of note; few
were invited to his table, and fewer still emerged unscathed by his
offensiveness and wickedly peculiar sense of humor. True, it didn’t
hurt that Raul Cerenti had also spoken only high praise of her and
her intellect since that meeting. If Alfred was known as a man of
strong vices, Lord Cerenti of Outer Aynglica was known as a man
who started things, a trendsetter of sorts. People followed his
example, for he was wise. Moreover, if people did not follow his
example, they at least took note of his examples, because he was a
very introspective fellow. Outer Aynglicans had to be introspective if
they wanted to have any chance of competing with Lesser Aynglica
and Greater Aynglica herself.
Since that dinner with the Earl Alfred, Sagira had had to turn down
numerous invites. Invites arrived in droves, mostly from the middle
tier of nobility that wished to know what it was exactly that had made
her worth hosting at such a public affair, as well as wanting to
capitalize off her sudden fame. When she attended any event with
her mysterious bodyguard, about whom there was now a growing
amount of interest and rumors, she was very selective. There were
several requirements that the invite had to meet before she would
even consider taking so much as tea with another person.
First and foremost of her requirements, was that the person or
persons doing the inviting had to have positive ties to the King and
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Queen. The boy servant, Bastien, seemed to be a wealth of
knowledge insofar as this went. Alfred was merely the first doorway
to local society, but the others she chose to meet would open
pathways to the monarchs. Although he was infamous, Alfred was
still in good graces with King Nicholas VI, so she had to continue the
bridge that had been started with him so that she could have the ear
of the Queen and King. Therefore, it just wouldn’t do to meet with
anyone or any group that was known to not be in the good graces of
the reigning monarchs.
Second, she made sure that the inviters were in no way, directly or
indirectly, connected to Count Reynard. The man was insufferable,
and continued to pretend as if he were her staunchest ally. His spies
among the household maids, servers, and housecarls were very
adept at finding out her schedule, which he would use to make very
public greetings with her. She could not openly reject him, because
he was reasonably powerful and it would reflect negatively upon her
if she were at odds with him. Her cold hellos were evidence enough
to many that they did not entirely agree on something. Their little
feud, as many had labeled it, was the subject of much gossip. Few
suspected or knew the truth, and those were the sort that she
wanted to meet, intuitive people like Raul Cerenti.
Finally, she wanted to meet people with the resources and motives
to help. If they were too poor to be of any use to the cause or if they
were morally uninclined to help, she had no interest in them. She
wasn’t here for a holidee, but rather for work, and she wasn’t about
to waste her time with even the kindest potential supporter if they
had nothing to bring to the table – almost literally.
For the last several Dees, there had been breakfasts, brunches,
lunches, dinners, and suppers. There had been strolls in the
gardens, parties over supposedly innocent card games, and latenight drinks. They had met dozens of nobles, from Marquises and
Marquesses to Counts and Countesses. They’d also met several
very rich men, with their ladies, who were involved in major
industries and trade, especially those with access to the materials of
war, such as: gunpowder, steel, lead, lumber, ships, medicine, and
mercenaries.
Now, mercenaries were not something that were generally looked
upon as a positive thing, they certainly weren’t on Elegius anyway.
Sell-swords were only loyal to the highest bidders, trustworthy only
when you had a lot of coin to throw around. In contrast to other parts
of the Broken Crown, here in Aynglica, it was often mercenaries that
solved border disputes. Aynglicans thought it more civilized to use
paid, trained fighting men as fodder rather than conscripting their
untrained peasants to battle for them, which would result in leaving
fields barren and resources undug, uncut, and unharvested. That
sort of thing translated into losing money, which most nobles hated
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to do, even to protect their lands in a war. This had led to the
creation of a legal and respectable mercenary system on Aynglica.
Of course, there were still militias, official government troops with
noble-born officers, and town musters, but the mercenaries that
paraded around the Aynglica territories often outnumbered them.
Todee’s meeting was at the royal practice grounds. A high roof and
walls of stone enclosed the grounds, but the windows high upon the
walls and set into the roof allowed in copious amounts of light. Pillars
nearly twenty Mayters tall reached up to the ceiling, bracing the
trusses and metal-jacketed wood of the roof, as well as providing
anchoring points for the two tiers of galleries that ringed the floors.
Each of the tiers was lined with girls both young and old that
practiced and honed their courting gestures and come-hither gazes
while wearing their finery. It was distracting to many of the young
men below, but only for the ones who took women more seriously
than the weapons they held. That sort was easy to distinguish from
the professional trainers and blades.
It took a lot to get invited here, since it was where the best of the
best trained, or so they would have you believe. Presently, there
were several sword masters on the floor who were of repute and skill
great enough to be considered among the best currently living in the
Broken Crown, but many of those who frequented the royal practice
grounds did so for social reasons. The majority of those who
practiced here were the brats and the offspring, legitimate or not, of
the major players in Aynglican society. It was here that they honed
their skills, both martial and social. It was not easy to rub elbows with
one’s fellows without good reason, so on these practice grounds, in
squares or circles drawn on floors or made of sand, the leaders of
the future met. It was also something of a leveling field, where being
better born or richer than your opponent did not insure that you
would necessarily be the better wrestler, swordsman, or pugilist.
Humility was taught here, and alliances were made, broken, and
remade.
Sagira thought it a bit silly, a prime example of big fish in little
ponds, but she understood the usefulness of such a place. And if she
had her reservations about the hall, Makan loved it. The honing of
one’s skills was a constructive and valuable use of time so far as he
was considered. Muerans practiced with their spears regularly,
almost religiously. Unfortunately, their culture was one of small
communities that rarely saw each other, so such a place as the royal
practice grounds was fascinating to him, since they could not and did
not have anything to match it anywhere in Mueran territories. He
watched the matches with great interest, almost, but not quite to the
point of ignoring Sagira’s work.
That was fine with her though. She wanted him to relax and watch.
He did much as her escort, and asked for little or nothing in return.
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Certainly, he deserved some diversion, and it would allow her to
focus on the task at hand, which was entertaining and gaining the
support of her diverse company.
Young Bastien had been allowed to stay only so long as it took to
escort them here, despite his disappointment at his services not
being required further. Raul Cerenti was present, as was common
these Dees. He was her staunchest ally in this place, inseparable
and wholly dependable. Lady Mariska Fontaine had come along too.
The wife of the fishing baron from Eidenbren had determined that
Sagira was an important figure, and while she hadn’t quite figured
out why Sagira was important, she had decided that she would
watch, learn, and offer criticism – even if her pearls of wisdom hadn’t
been asked for. Also accompanying them were Blaise Helford, a
prominent mercenary broker, Inigo Pasteras, a fiery-tempered shipbuilder from a small town near Four Bridges, and Earl Alfred’s latest
mistress, Cerise, who had impossibly large bosoms and lips so
plump that rumors insisting her mouth was purposely stung by bees
every morning to achieve their volume seemed entirely founded.
Blaise and Inigo were there of her own invitation, as two men who
might make the war against Corydon possible. Cerise was there
because Raul had advised against turning down Alfred’s request to
entertain his plaything, because it would likely anger the fickle Earl,
and because being seen only in the company of only men, especially
a war council like this group, would make her seem less
approachable and less interesting to the people of Alacazzare.
Tomboys were not something Aynglicans appreciated. Women
were to be seen, envied, and adored, not taken seriously. Sagira did
not like having a woman like Cerise associated with her – she was
little better than a walking, talking doll – but she could see the
wisdom in keeping such enigmatic company. Who else in the city
walked around with such strange companions? Such whispers and
stares made her miss Anthea and the others for the comments
they’d used to elicit walking about as a group, but she endured for
their sake.
“There’s hardly a good sword in the whole place.” Blaise
announced critically, though his eyes said that he spoke a lie.
Despite his words, he was eyeing a few soldiers keenly, perhaps
thinking about becoming their agent. He was a man known for
liberally doling out criticism to a soldier’s face, and then praising that
same soldier to a prospective buyer. Profits were all he was truly
interested in, and the better a soldier was, the more he could charge
for that soldier.
Makan shook his head in disagreement. “There are some who are
good.” There were few that were good with swords, but the few that
were good were actually quite skilled. Swords were not his weapons
of choice though, so he found his interest drawn toward a couple of
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men sparring with corked spears toward the end of the yard. The pair
completely ignored everyone except each other, but their grunts and
savage fight had drawn the eyes of even men and ladies who
normally had little interest in fighting.
Blaise was looking that way as well. At fifty-six Yarres of age, he’d
seen many soldiers, but those two surprised even him. He grinned
when he noted Makan’s interest. “You have an eye for soldiers. You
would be a good broker.”
Makan shrugged. “I just know a good spearman when I see one.
Muerans are the best in the Broken Crown, and these two would give
many of our best a run for their money.”
Blaise nodded in agreement. “They would. Sadly, for me at least,
they’re a few of the king’s favorite ‘nephews.‘ In actuality, they’re first
or second cousins, once removed. The left one, the taller and more
handsome of the two, is named Jerod. He is the son of the King’s
late cousin Edwina, a younger and highly favored cousin of his. She
died giving birth to her son, and the boy has all the more fire in him
for it. Our King is known to dote on him because of the deceased
mother.”
Makan watched as the boys exchanged blows, driving each other
back across the floor and wheeling about wildly. Their moves
seemed exaggerated, but they were actually executed with great
control. “And the other?” Makan inquired.
“Reid. He’s a bastard son of the Earl Alfred, someone both of you
know well. He is a bit moody and takes to womanizing, like his
father.” Blaise nodded to Raul as he said this. Raul nodded back,
confirming his story.
Mr. Inigo Pasteras grunted at this. He was a moral and decent man,
prone to working hard. His three sons followed him in terms of
personality, and his daughter was supposedly a great beauty whose
hand was much sought after amongst lower nobility. She had three
very protective brothers though, which presented a problem for most
suitors, since they insisted that her future husband must be able to
wrestle each of them to the ground to prove his worth before he
could even be considered as a proper match for their sister. Her
father protected her even further, keeping her cloistered away either
at their estates with her mother or a bit northwest of Loch Laseen,
where the family’s shipyards and her brothers were.
Sagira smiled. “Men can’t all be gentlemen, Mr. Pasteras.” She
might have responded to the conversation aptly, but, in truth, her
mind was on the fighting pair at the end of the hall and the chance
they represented. Possibilities sprang into her mind, and she went to
Makan’s side, where she whispered in his ear.
Inigo nodded at that and replied; he did not notice that her attention
was now given mostly to Makan. “No, they cannot. That Jerod,
though, he might make a good King someday, or a king’s right hand.
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They say that King Nicholas is already grooming him for such a
spot.”
“Perhaps that is why his cousin Reid fights him so hard, because
Reid was not so lucky as to be favored so well. It must break my
poor dear Alfred’s heart.” Cerise lamented, pursing her lips to an
even greater volume. Then she sighed deep enough that the
straining of her corset was audible.
Lady Fontaine laughed, covering her mouth. “If your dear Alfred has
a heart, which I’m not sure he does, it certainly cares less about Reid
and his other children than it does about wine, spending money, and
gambling.”
Raul cracked a smile, but had to come to his friend’s defense.
“Now, now, let us not disparage such an obvious scoundrel. He
cannot even defend himself here.”
Cerise stared at the pair, trying to figure out who was insulting her
man and who was defending him. She had a sinking suspicion that
everyone was against her Alfred, but she wasn’t clever enough with
words to be certain. Instead, she watched and listened, wearing a
look of concentration that made others assume she had a headache.
Lady Fontaine took Raul’s arm and shook her head. “He is so lucky
to have such a steadfast, incorruptible friend as you. Whatever do
you get out of that man, that he is worthy of such a friendship?”
Raul patted her chubby hand softly. “In matters of culture, art, and
wine, I defer to my good friend the Earl. However, in matters of
commerce and politics, he mostly listens to me. And, without being
humble, I must say that I am the sole reason that a wastrel such as
he hasn’t beggared himself yet.” Then, to rebuke her, for she was
one of those who never counseled the Earl against such behavior,
he added, “And friends of his like you, Lady Fontaine, should not
encourage him so when he starts acting foolishly, which only makes
him act worse.”
“So he is the culture to your brains.” Blaise remarked,
understanding the relationship well now. He was not a man of any
particular sophistication, even if he had money. He was a man of
simple pleasures in a simple business. “That is a fair trade, I would
say.”
“I much agree.” Raul replied.
While they spoke of those things, Sagira and Makan were carefully
watching the end of Reid and Jerod’s sparring session. It ended with
both of them panting and patting each other on the backs in a
companionable manner. Sagira and Makan exchanged a glance, and
Makan nodded, understanding her plan perfectly.
“Go get them.” Sagira urged Makan.
Makan needed little encouragement. He’d been cooped up too long
with too little strenuous exercise, unless curbing his tongue and
manners to keep from thrashing rude nobles could be considered
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exercise. He took his jacket off and hung it on a peg on the wall, one
of many along the wall that were provided for the men or the
occasional woman on the exercise floor to hang his or her hand
towels, coats, or other equipment upon. Lady Fontaine stared at
Makan with outright amazement as he shed his shirt and shoes as
well, stripping down to a set of breeches.
He went barefoot with only his narwhal spear, which suddenly did
not seem like a walking stick or a cane to anyone. Somehow, most
people made the mistake of considering the curved tusk as
something of a decoration or an accessory, perhaps because of the
decorative Uleaut carvings along its length. He twirled it around and
stalked immediately across the floor toward Reid and Jerod. His
purposeful gait carried him past and around other combatants, but
gracefully enough that he did not intrude on any match. He warmed
up as he walked, going through a complex set of spear exercises as
he closed in on Reid and Jerod. To anyone watching, it was
suddenly quite clear that the tusk was anything but a decoration.
“He can’t mean to… he wouldn’t…” Cerise stammered, putting a
hand to her considerable chest as if to still her heart, or perhaps to
cover an indecent amount of flesh that exposed itself over the top of
her corset when she breathed deeply.
Sagira grinned at the Earl’s plaything and then at Blaise Helford,
whose eyebrows looked like they would leap off the top of his
forehead, he was so intrigued. “He would and he means to thrash
those two soundly.”
“He can’t do that.” Lady Fontaine protested, putting her hands on
her ample hips. She was a woman who knew her position in society,
and she would no more consider walking up to her betters without an
invitation than she would set her head on fire.
“Why not?” Sagira asked, grinning even more wickedly. Makan was
speaking to the boys now, and they seemed to be listening very
intently. Whispers filled the hall and all attention had moved that way,
more than even before.
“It’s unseemly to go out there and challenge the King’s nephews.
There is not another man in this room that would dare to do the
same.” Mariska Fontaine insisted.
Sagira nodded. “I agree. There is not another man like Makan
present.”
“Nothing builds character like being whipped soundly.“ Inigo offered
supportively. He, like Blaise and Sagira, were very interested in
watching, even if Cerise and Mariska seemed appalled by the entire
concept of the challenge. “Why don’t we move closer to watch?”
“I have never seen anything of the sort.” Mariska continued,
completely beside herself.
“It’s offensive. I can’t believe you would even ask him to do such a
thing.” Cerise snorted and looked away.
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“I didn’t need to ask him. He offered eagerly. Besides, it is no
business of yours what I ask my man to do for me. I certainly don’t
ask you what you request of beau.” Sagira replied curtly, letting the
word beau hang in the air long enough that everyone knew what she
thought of Cerise’s place in Alfred’s arrangements.
Cerise turned back to Sagira and regarded her coldly. “A woman
should know her place, and that is behind and to the left side of her
man, listening and advising. Servitude is her lot and duty. You
shame us all with your actions.”
“Do not forget that I am not Aynglican, girl.” Sagira hissed, nearly
drawing a yataghan long knife from her sash. “I am no toy for the
amusement of my benefactor. I am a woman of will and desires. I will
not be subjugated by any man; I am both Makan’s equal and
partner.”
Cerise backed down immediately, sensing that she was in the
presence of a woman much stronger and more dangerous than she
was. She huffed once, but then had the presence of mind not to do it
again. By the time she recovered enough presence of mind to
respond, Sagira and the others were already walking away so they
could get a better vantage for the fight that was about to begin, so
Cerise put on a pouty face and followed obediently. She either had to
follow them or stand all by her lonesome, as if she was some sort of
fool, and she hated to be out in public alone.

Makan’s heart began beating very quickly as he strolled across the
practice grounds, weaving his way through the few matches that
were going on at the time. He passed a few half-hearted fencing
matches, mostly fops slapping at each other with dull-tipped lengths
of metal, and then he curved around a wrestling match that was
actually quite good. He didn’t give any of it a second thought. He
might normally be stoic, but a good spear match was something he
could really get excited about.
He broke into an uncharacteristic grin when he was still several
Mayters away from the youths. They were both about sixteen, nearly
fully grown, and they were not the least bit fragile looking. They had
lithe masses of muscles wrapping around their bodies, the sort of
muscles built from lunging, stabbing, and standing your ground
against an enemy. Spear fighters used many of the same techniques
as swordsmen, but the wielding of a spear is much different from that
of a sword. It takes practice to make a spear into a defensive and an
offensive weapon, and these boys had acquired a fair amount of skill
somewhere.
One of the boys was paying close attention to his approach. “Jerod,
look at this guy. What would you say he is, Elegian?” This was Reid,
the by-blow of The Earl of Chasseralle. His dark hair was unruly, and
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he had his father’s large ears, as well as unfortunately large
eyebrows, which seemed to stretch nearly up to his mop of hair.
Jerod, the taller and more handsome of the two, shook his head.
“Elegians are darker yet, and taller. He’s Mueran, Reid.”
“Think he knows how to use that little stick he has?” Reid asked. He
was Alfred’s son after all, and so he was given to making the same
disrespectful jibes that his father was famous for.
“I would wager that he does.” Jerod said thoughtfully. “Muerans are
great spearmen, the greatest, I hear.”
“Is that so?”
Makan waited until this point to introduce himself. He bowed his
head very slightly, and then stood up proudly and straight once
more. “I am Makan. I will spar with the pair of you, if you are willing.”
He did not need to say who he was or what he was, but he gave his
name to be polite. A Mueran in Aynglica did not get by without
learning some of their rules and social niceties.
“Both?” Reid looked surprised. “You mean at the same time or
individually?”
“At the same time.” Makan answered, planting his spear’s butt upon
the ground, just in front of his foot.
“Two on one?”
“Two on one.”
“You’re joking. You must be joking.”
“I am not joking.” Makan responded simply.
Reid licked his lips and eyed Makan dangerously. He was ready to
go right then, but his partner was not going to jump without looking
before he leapt.
Jerod frowned and crossed his arms over his chest, holding his
spear in the crook of his arm. “Why would you do that? What have
you to gain? Do you expect to gain some prominence or favor for
beating the two of us? Win or lose, what will we or you have we to
gain?”
“I expect an introduction to your uncle, the king, if I win.” Makan told
Jerod, whose cracked a smile at hearing the answer.
“That is your reward. What is ours?” Reid demanded. He didn’t
really care. He would fight either way just to prove himself.
“You may have my spear if you win, if either or both of you can
defeat me.” Makan offered, picking it up and twirling it for them to
see. It was a fine weapon. That much was easy to see.
“Why do you want to meet with my uncle?” Jerod asked.
“I do not. My mate does.” Makan indicated Sagira in the crowd to
their left. Sagira, Raul, and her other escorts had moved around the
periphery of the grounds and stood nearby to watch. He had no
trouble picking her out of a crowd though. He knew her face quite
well, and she was the only Elegian in sight.
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Jerod picked out the face that Makan was pointing at and frowned.
He nudged Reid and said, “I believe I know her, by reputation at
least. She’s that Elegian woman speaking of the coming war.”
“Oh.” Reid said. He had apparently heard of her as well, even if
he’d not known her by sight.
“I hadn’t expected her to look so young and vibrant. You are a lucky
man, Makan, luckier still because we will accept your challenge and
your terms.” Jerod announced.
Cheers went up from the crowd on the ground floor and from the
two tiers above. Sagira and her companions cheered loudest, all but
Cerise, who was still pouting. She would not do much more than
primp her hair and fan herself and her considerable bosoms.
Makan bowed slightly once more. “Thank you.” He stepped forward
then until he was just five paces away from them, with Reid on his
right and Jerod on his left.
“Shall we begin?” Reid asked eagerly, already bouncing on the
balls of his feet and rolling his shoulders to get loose once more.
“Please.” Makan bid them, and then they were off.
The two came in together, attacking almost perfectly in unison,
illustrating just how much they’d practiced together. If they were
good together, he would just have to separate them. Makan spun to
the left, knocking both spears sideways and into each other. His
spear swept around and stung flatly across Jerod’s right thigh. Jerod
winced in pain, but did not even go to one knee. He was too good for
that.
Reid knocked the point of his cousin’s spear down, hopped over it,
and stabbed at Makan in one fluid set of motions. Makan knocked
the oncoming spear point aside, ducked inside the Reid’s guard, and
drove his fist into the boy’s upper chest. That, combined with his
Reid’s forward momentum, served to land the boy flat on his back,
with his breath rushing out of his lungs.
Jerod wasted no time in springing to his cousin’s aid. He swung his
spear just over Reid’s face, coming across horizontally at Makan’s
legs. Makan brought his spear tip down to block, spun left once more
and tried to slap Jerod upside the head. Perhaps he hesitated a bit
or Jerod had read the move, because he ducked under it, and tried
to deliver a punch to Makan like the Mueran had landed on Reid.
Makan caught the punch with his right hand, and then swept his
spear around to deflect yet another attack from Reid, who was
already back on his feet and attacking.
Makan twisted Jerod’s wrist painfully and shoved him back. Without
stopping, he drove to his right, bringing his shoulder square into
Reid’s abdomen. Reid had expected to block a spear, not a
shoulder, so the shaft of his spear was trapped uselessly against his
body as Makan pushed in close once more. While Reid stumbled
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backward, Makan brought his spear’s butt down on Reid’s left foot,
making his eyes widen in surprise and pain.
Jerod was doing another of the leaping attacks that the boys
seemed to favor. He found his attack driven aside, and a hand at his
collar. Makan used the boy’s momentum to roll him in midair and
drop him onto his back. It was Jerod’s turn to be out of breath, and
Reid’s turn to attack from behind. Makan expected such an attack,
dropped low, and brought his spear around to catch Reid on the
floating ribs, while Reid’s spearpoint slipped right over his head.
Reid recovered quickly, and decided to fight up close. He drove
aside Makan’s next attack and tried to grapple with Makan. He
should have known never to grapple with a stouter, stronger man.
Makan had him twisted up into a shoulder lock before he knew what
happened, and he had the distinct displeasure of being used as a
shield against Jerod’s attack. He took a corked spear point in the
heart, and was considered dead so far as sparring went.
Jerod’s jaw dropped when he realized that he’d just killed his
cousin, but he recovered almost as quickly as the man he’d just
inadvertently killed. He needed to, because Makan was on him,
sending his narwhal spear in at a dozen different angles, looking for
his extremities. He blocked most of those dozen attacks, but one
stung him right in the armpit, catching a nerve and numbing him all
the way to his fingertips. His spear fell from his hands, and he had a
spear point at his throat a Saycund later.
“I yield.” He said, panting.
The crowds burst into a round of astonished applause. There had
been almost no conversation for the duration of the match. Most of
the onlookers were too busy trying to watch and see what was
happening, and many had missed it because it had gone very
quickly. The whole hall broke into a cacophony, as those who’d not
been able to observe the match tried to get the details from those
who had, but most of the people who had watched found themselves
unable to accurately relate all that had happened to their hapless
questioners.
Sagira caught Makan’s eye from the crowd, and she flashed him a
proud smile. He nodded to her, turned, and helped Reid up. He had
been kneeling and rubbing his chest. Already a bruise was forming
where his friend had stabbed him with the blunted point of his spear,
and others would join that before the Dee was up. Makan hadn’t
exactly been gentle with the pair.
Makan eyed Jerod with utmost seriousness. “I hope you will keep
your promise about the meeting.”
Jerod nodded. “I will, but on one condition.”
“There were no conditions.” Makan said evenly. He had not
expected this duplicity.
“The condition is not a bad one, I think.” Jerod replied.
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“What is it then?” Makan asked, reserving judgment until he’d heard
the condition.
“Spar with us again, soon.” Reid answered, reading his cousin’s
mind. Jerod nodded in agreement.
Makan grinned, suddenly understanding. “It would be my pleasure.
I have had no one to fight against for some time, and I have resigned
myself to drilling alone in my quarters.”
“That is a shame, and we will gladly take you as a third training
partner for the duration of your stay. The two of us are always eager
to absorb new techniques.” Reid announced loudly, loud enough that
others would hear that he would learn from this man who had bested
him and he would get even better because of it. He was hungry to
improve, especially after such a sound thrashing.
“Perhaps I will even have some time todee, depending on the
schedule of my lady.” Makan offered.
“Then I will see to it that my uncle knows that there is such a fighter
as you under his roof, and that he has a Lady of great importance
with him.” Jerod said with a smile. He meant every word of it, too.
Makan smiled as well. He liked these two already. They had good
heart, even Reid, who he had suspected might take losing badly.
Earl Alfred’s son had not reacted badly though, earning him a bit of
respect in Makan’s eyes, respect that Reid could see and basked in.
Despite his origins, Reid was a boy of some respectable qualities.
Sagira, at the sidelines, could not have been more pleased. Makan
had built their bridge to the king, and it was a strong one. Now, she
had only to wait. She hoped that it would not be too long, but
audiences with kings just didn’t happen overnight. She nodded to
Raul, who also looked quite pleased, and then to Blaise, who was
shaking his head as he looked at Makan, likely wondering how much
such a man could earn him as a mercenary. He knew that there was
no chance of such a thing occurring – Makan was clearly in Sagira’s
camp and not for rent – but every man has dreams, especially men
looking to make a few Markes.
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CHAPTER 146
A Thaumaturge of War is a unique creature, far rarer and stranger
than a regular Kerathi Flower-Enchanter. Changes come over them
that alter them from what they once were. Both physically and
mentally, they are not the same sort of being, according to all
information I can find on them. They become rangier, especially in
the fingers, which darken as they lengthen. Their skin grows pale
and greenish, but not the sickly color of green, but rather a vibrant
green like grass after a rain. Their eyes are harder, sharper, and far
crueler, perhaps the greatest indication of the evils within them.
If their physical changes are great, they are nothing compared to
the changes within. Typically, Thaumaturges are of a gentle
disposition, prone to helping those around them. They are healers
and are capable of many kind deeds. Thaumaturges of War are an
entirely different breed. They are cruel, petty, and quick to anger. In
a flash, they can erupt with enough rage to level a village or strike
dozens of men down. It seems as if these few Thaumaturges who
have turned feral must balance out the total kindnesses done by their
kinder counterparts.
Occasionally, as was the case of Hilde of Norsakke and also with
Paiva, a Thaumaturge becomes a locus of power after the others of
her kind have died or been killed. If that locus is to turn, they are
capable of unspeakable acts of great magnitudes…
- Excerpt from Alistair’s ‘The History of the Thaumaturges’
th

 Noinsdee, the 19 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Anthea slowed to a halt, digging her heels into the soil as she slid to
a stop. She had run for four Dees straight, and her running had
brought her here, to the wooded slopes of Greveth’s Mercy along the
Inner Seas. She was west of the Ruins of Ka’Shann, and northwest
of Mediya. It was here that Sezja was hiding, or living in exile if that
was a more correct way of putting her poor excuse for a life as it was
now.
Sezja had run this way nearly a Wayke ago, running away from all
that she was not. In Anthea, she had seen her flaws and her
shortcomings. It was obvious that she was a bad mirror image of the
true thing, twisted and unfinished. She had come here to escape
herself, only to find that in being alone she had to deal with herself
and what she was because there were no distractions. Such selfdiscovery hadn’t made her happy in the least. Almost, she had
longed for Nadie’s incessant wailing and Synnove’s far-off stares.
Even Corydon’s greedy eyes, eyes that saw only the power she
possessed, would have been preferable to the silence of her
loneliness.
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Then there was Favian, her almost-friend, or at least the closest
thing to a companion she’d had since the Dee she’d been captured
and then tormented with Corydon’s dreadful transfusions and rituals.
He was gone, dead. It didn’t take a visual confirmation for her to feel
that he was gone. His spiritual connection to her, a bond forged by
their prolonged proximity, was severed. She could no longer feel him
where before he had been a light, comforting pressure in the back of
her mind.
She had taken her time to think about what had become of her.
There had been her capture, her torturous transformation, her
release, and then her failure. It had all been for naught, and now she
sat in the middle of nowhere, with only the mountain winds to cool
her anger at being forced into such an impossible situation. Birds
avoided her, as did the squirrels and other small critters. They could
sense the rage boiling in her, even if the insects could not. Insects
seemed drawn to her, especially midges and biting flies. They
feasted on her blood until they were gorged on the power that flowed
through her veins. She would let them partake of her flesh, but it
would be their last meal. Just as they lifted their wings to fly away,
she would crush them spitefully with a shell of hardened air,
smashing them into specks almost too small to see. The droplets of
blood they’d pilfered from her tainted flesh were set free to fall to the
ground, splashing on the grit and gravel around her.
It was like this that Anthea found Sezja, sitting amongst a collection
of shattered trees. The trees were partly her doing, and partly the
doing of one of Aaren’s many storms. Sezja’s dark hair spilled down
her hunched-over shoulders as she sat on a broad shelf of dark
stone; her knees were pulled up to her chest and her chin rested
upon her knees, with her arms dangling limply to either side of her so
her fingers could twine in the grasses and pull them out by their roots.
Sezja looked up when Anthea skidded to an audible halt some thirty
Mayters away from her. Startled, she quickly came to her feet, but
found that Anthea did not attack her immediately. A surprise attack
had never been part of Anthea’s plan. No, she wanted to enjoy the
confrontation.
“You have come then.” Sezja snarled, the closest to a greeting she
could force herself to speak. She was staring at everything she hated
incarnate in the girl who had brought this horrible fate down upon her.
All she knew was that if this girl had not been born, there would have
been no reason for her to have been captured and put through the
transformation. What she couldn’t know was that had Anthea never
been born, the whole war would have never happened either.
“I have come.” Anthea replied casually, glancing around for only the
scantest of Saycunds before turning back toward the other girl. The
whispering pines, the waves crashing on the rocky shores in the near
distance, the mating dances of dragonflies – all of these things held
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no interest for her.
Sezja took a step toward Anthea, and Anthea did the same toward
her. They both took a long pause to stare at the other, each sizing up
the other girl, black eyes staring green ones so dark that they were
nearly black also.
Anthea was taller than Sezja, now at least. Before her
transformation, she would have likely been of a similar height with
the Kerathi girl, although Sezja wasn’t strictly just a Kerathi anymore.
She had undergone changes as well, shedding some of the heavier
build that a Kerathi girl would have when compared to an Aurean girl.
An Aurean-Kerathi girl and a Kerathi girl with Aurean blood that had
been forced into her veins, they were fairly similar in build and also in
other respects. In coloring, they had some similarities as well, but
where Sezja’s skin was pale with a dark, bruised pallor to it,
especially where the dark veins carrying the Dark Aurean ichors
showed through her translucent skin, Anthea’s skin was of a milkier
tone with green tracings evident beneath it. Both girls had a
darkness that hung about them, a wildness that was quite overt:
Sezja was miserable, tortured rage in the flesh, and Anthea was the
heart of vengeance embodied.
“You think you can kill me then? Is that what you mean to do?”
Sezja scoffed.
Anthea nodded solemnly. “I cannot let such a creature as you walk
the world. You are a theft of my nature, a stolen bit of me made into
a monster.”
Sezja barked a laugh. “You think that I am a monster? Have you
not seen yourself lately?”
Anthea held her hands up and looked at them. Her fingernails
stretched out from elongated fingers like the thorns of a rose. “This is
beauty. I have been remade to better suit my purpose.”
“You may be able to deceive yourself, but what did your
companions think of you?” Sezja wondered. Deep down, she knew
that Anthea was not what she had always been. The real Anthea
should have been more like Synnove, lighter, softer, and kinder in
appearance. It was unfortunate. Perhaps that original form would
have been no match for her, as Corydon must have intended, but
this new form looked to be quite formidable. She could feel the raw
power emanating from Anthea, and it angered her that she was so
incomplete in the face of this girl, so she took out her anger on
Anthea verbally. “Did they view you with wariness where once there
had been affection and care, or did your new form please them?”
“I do not care what they think of me. I have a task, and I must see
to it. Anything else is immaterial.”
“And after your task, after you have killed me and then Corydon, not
that I will miss him, what will become of this new shell of yours?”
Anthea shrugged. “It matters not, so long as I have my revenge.”
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“You gave up everything and everyone you had to become like this.
I was not so fortunate as to have such a collection of friends, but our
paths are not so different, I suppose. I could have died – I could have
given up and let my soul go free like the other girls did. Yet, I
struggled on, hoping to kill whoever was responsible for my pain.
Now, she stands before me. You, you, are the author of my
suffering.” Sezja growled out her accusations. “Were it not for you,
none of this would have befallen me!”
“Maybe that is so, but it is Corydon who stole part of my being to
incorporate it into your perverse body. I would never have wittingly
participated in the creation of something so disgusting. You are a
twisted reflection of me, and must be destroyed. You are too
unnatural to exist.”
“Yet here I am.” Sezja replied.
“Not for long.” Anthea vowed, balling up her fists at her side so
tightly that she her fingertips drew blood on her palms. “But before I
kill you, I need to know how it is that you came to have part of me
within yourself. Where did they get my blood?”
Sezja eyed Anthea, wondering if this was a distraction technique,
but she could tell as she watched Anthea’s face that her curiosity
was genuine. “It wasn’t your blood, I think, but rather your mother’s
blood that was used in my making.”
“My mother is dead.” Anthea hoped that was true, but things she’d
seen, things she’d experienced made her doubt that assertion. She
had never questioned her mother’s death until recently, and she was
suddenly unsure.
“Surely it was she who birthed us with her blood. I saw her, and I
can see her face in yours.”
Any other time, Anthea would have been overjoyed to hear that she
resembled her mother, but hearing it from this girl’s lips just made
her furious. “You lie. I should have expected no less from a creation
of a man such as Corydon.”
“Do I lie? I can still recall the way your mother wailed when she saw
Synnove in that room that must have once been yours. It was like
she was reliving some terrible agony. Maybe she is not so simple in
the head as she appears.” Sezja smiled wickedly when she saw that
her words had struck a chord with Anthea.
Anthea’s face froze and her heart pounded thunderously in her ears.
She did not know what to say. This seemed like a confirmation of her
suspicions that her mother might actually still be alive, but that
should have been impossible. She had seen her mother’s dead body
Yarres ago, and she had mourned for her mother with her father. If
she lived, it was only through more of Corydon’s sick magick. Her
mother’s soul would be in Nelius’ House of Endless Rooms. There
was no other way it could be.
“This is all just a sick joke, half-truths cloaked in deception.” Anthea
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said at length, but there was no conviction in her declaration.
Sezja smiled. “I could paint a picture of her face if I cared to. Maybe
I’ll do it with your own blood, while you lay breathing your last. Would
you like that?”
Anthea took another threatening step forward. Grasses and plants
began to grow miraculously fast around her, sprouting up several
Centis in only a Saycund. Flowers popped out of the ground
moments later, as Sezja also took another step forward, hardening
the air around her as she grew closer to her greatest enemy, her
antithesis. As much as she wanted this fight, Sezja hesitated then.
The new plants around Anthea began to find roots even on the rocky
ground. Colorful sprouts suffused the area, flowering and spreading
leaves skyward in an expanding ring around the original AureanKerathi girl. Sezja felt doubt creep into her heart, squeezing her like
a hand was in her chest; her eyes shifted side to side, like an animal
looking for a way out of a corner.
“There’s nowhere for you to go. There is nothing left in this world for
you but death.” Anthea chided.
Sezja found her sneer and her backbone once more. “If I am to die,
then may I take you with me when I go. Let us do this then, and see
if Nelius will have either of us, for we are an unholy pair, the two of
us.”
Anthea nodded. She cared little for what happened to Sezja in the
afterlife, so long as she died in this life. Her muscles tightened and
contracted suddenly, triggering an explosion of growth around her, a
Saysuhn’s worth of growth in an instant. Deep grasses and flowering
plants shot up to her waist and some rose even to shoulder height.
Sezja let loose a bloody cry and charged at Anthea. Her hands
were straight like knives and the air around her hardened until it was
so dark that it looked as if she had been cast in shade, her own
personal eclipse. She reached the edge of the new growth, Anthea’s
ring of green. Anthea threw herself forward to meet Sezja head on,
and the two collided.
Plants recoiled like a gust of sudden wind had swept them back,
and Sezja’s hardened sphere of air cracked like a giant globe of
glass that had been struck sharply with a heavy chisel. The hard air
parted around Sezja and dissipated, while she staggered from the
blow Anthea landed right in the middle of her chest. Her own hands
had scored Anthea across the cheek and shoulder, and greenish
blood ran there, but the wounds closed quickly.
Sezja rose to her full height once again and rebuilt her shield of air,
but only in a frontward arc, which she held up in front of her, bracing
it with her forearms as if it were an actual shield. Anthea wound up
and struck the shield with one fist and then the other, but her hands
merely glanced off the shield. Sezja thrust the shield forward,
rebuffing her attacker and driving Anthea backed away.
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Anthea’s eyes flared bright green, smoldering with hate. Her
eyelashes grew longer and greener, curling to grow up into the
weaves of tangled vines that her eyebrows had become. Leaves
sprouted in her hair, and the dark green crept farther up her forearms.
She reached down and marigolds bloomed in her cupped hands,
which she drew upward, plucking them when they’d matured. Her
green eyes went white and words spilled from her mouth:
Marigold, cruel and spitefully bold,
Orange captured from the sun,
Take this enemy and make her cold,
Make her blood cease to run.
At first, nothing happened. It felt as if the enchantment had slid right
off of Sezja. Anthea’s eyes burned brightly as she focused her
energies on Sezja, glowing as if two candles had been set into her
eye sockets. Her focus drew the enchantment toward her target.
Sezja did not make this easy, though. She continued to move in,
pushing Anthea back toward the sea with one shove of her shield
after another.
Then, Anthea’s concentration finally paid off. The fluffy orange rings
disappeared with a frigid flash of blue light that lanced out and
pierced Sezja through the heart. Her enchantment had found its
mark, and Sezja’s howls of pain filled the air. Her pale white skin
faded to a sickly grey, the color of a corpse. Her arms shook wildly,
and her shield of air crumbled around her. Her teeth gnashed
together repeatedly as she fought the pain, tearing up her lips when
they got in the way. She fell to the ground and writhed like a fish on a
hook. Anthea laughed pitilessly and moved over to her side to look
down upon her and finish her off.
A vengeful wave of air, strong enough to crush bones into dust,
shot out from Sezja, knocking Anthea into the air. She sailed a dozen
Mayters through the air and crashed into the ground. The blooms
she’d been standing amidst wilted without her presence, but the
ground around where she now laid began to spring into life to
compensate.
Sezja got to her feet slowly, shivering as she wiped the blood away
from her mouth, blood that continued to flow despite being wiped
away once. Anthea was slower getting up, but she got up as well.
She arched an eyebrow and tested her limbs; they all worked. She
was unharmed.
“I hadn’t expected you to fall so easily. It is well that you are not
finished. It would have been disappointing.” Sezja remarked.
“I was thinking the same of you.” Anthea replied.
Sezja drew darkness about her once more, this time in two long
arcs that extended out from her arms, like a pair of scimitars. The air
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shimmered sickly around the blades that extended from each of her
fists. “Let’s try this again, shall we?” She inquired.
Anthea reached down for another set of blooms; these ones were
yellow bunches of small flowers that grew upon thin stems. The
flowers sprang up toward her cupped hands and nodded to Sezja to
go ahead. “You first.”
Sezja did not need a second invitation. She ran forward, darting
back and forth across the uneven, rocky terrain. Just before she
reached Anthea, she whirled her arm around and whipped one of her
darkened shafts of hardened air at Anthea, throwing it like a spear.
The other she swept along the ground, throwing up stones and
shredding Anthea’s fresh flowers and greenery as she ran.
Anthea let go of the two blooms so that her hands were free to put
out in front of her to block Sezja’s spear of air. Even for her taloned
fingers, it was hard to grip something as ephemeral as hardened air.
The blade slid through her fingertips and struck her near her left
collarbone, piercing all the way through her. She clawed at the
wound, trying to pull the spear free, but it simply melted away as
Sezja came swiping at her legs from the side. Anthea danced aside,
getting pelted with large chunks of gravel and bits of shredded plants
that flew up from the sickle swipes of her adversary.
Sezja pursued her, chasing her nearly to the edge of the sea where
their feet crunched in the stones that had been cast upon the shore.
With the surf rolling almost up onto their feet, the clashed once more.
Sezja cut viciously at Anthea’s body, but could never seem to find
anything vital. Again and again she cut arms, hands, and legs, but
Anthea’s neck and torso were elusive and unreachable. Worse yet,
every cut she dealt Anthea would heal quickly. Her futile cuts would
scab over with crusty green blood, and that would turn into dust and
fall to the ground, where it fertilized the flowers that continually
sprouted up and turned their heads toward Anthea instead of the
sun.
With a grunt of anger, Sezja delivered an overhand cut to Anthea’s
forearm, ducked down low and took a swipe at her legs. While
Anthea was still backpedaling, Sezja came back up and threw a
handful of pea-sized gravel into her eyes. Even though the hail of
gravel blinded her, she could still feel the pair of yarrow flowers she’d
plucked right before Sezja’s attacks. She didn’t need to see them
anyway, just so long as she could feel them nearby. Again, her
mouth opened, and the otherworldly words came to her:
Yarrow, yarrow, my great flaxen sorrow,
See you this wretched thing?
Make her ache in her deepest marrow.
Yarrow, yarrow, she shall see no morrow,
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We, her painful death, bring.
Make her fall as if pierced by an arrow.
Once more, Anthea had to struggle to make the enchantment find
its way home. The magic slid in her hands like never before, refusing
to obey, as it should. Sezja pierced Anthea’s body three more times
with her spear of dark air, making more of her green blood flow
before Anthea could make the enchantment find its focus upon
Sezja.
When it did, Sezja fell as if hit by an axe. Her limbs went limp, and
she found she could not move. Her heart thudded out of beat,
struggling to continue its perpetual motion. She grimaced and clawed
at her chest as her vision darkened, but her eyes did not go
completely dark. She struggled to regain her feet, but could not find
her equilibrium. Stars danced before her eyes as she slumped over
once more, breathing laboredly.
Anthea did not close in on her beleaguered prey just yet. She
waited and watched as the strength seeped out of Sezja. Several
times the other woman tried to summon a protective shield, but she
could not seem to keep any shield intact for more than a fraction of a
Saycund. Her life was leeching away from her.
Strangely, Anthea felt a piece of herself being renewed as Sezja
began to slip away. Somehow, a part of herself had been trapped in
the Kerathi girl that lay dying in front of her. In her mind’s eye, she
saw a bit of her mother in the dying girl, and she took pity on her.
“I will end it now, swiftly.” Anthea announced.
Sezja flailed around at hearing this, struggling once more to gain
her footing. Her heart had shut down though, and it was beating its
last. With her last breathes, she pushed herself upright and faced the
direction of Anthea’s voice. She could no longer see anything but a
faint greenish haze that seemed to penetrate the encroaching
blackness that filled her vision.
“You think you’ve won.”
Anthea reached down and another plant sprouted under her
fingertips, a seedling of what might become a mighty cypress in time.
“I know I have.”
“Killing me will not save your mother from those who encage her.”
Sezja warned her, panting with the struggle of speaking when her
lungs no longer wanted to draw air and her heart had stopped
sending enough blood to her head.
“But it will set free the part of me within you, and you will be gone.”
Anthea answered, caressing the boughs of the cypress that grew
swiftly beside her.
Sezja sank to her knees then, and said no more as Anthea began
another enchantment. She took special care this time to focus all of
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her attention and energies on Sezja, cutting through the failing
protective barrier that surrounded Corydon’s experiment.
With the death of this one near,
May you become strong here.
Cypress, grow from this shoot.
Take this one as food and root.
The cypress vanished from beside Anthea, only to reappear above
Sezja. Its branches lifted upward toward the sky, but its roots delved
down, piercing Sezja’s skin. The tree roots burrowed deeply,
following Sezja’s blood canals. Where blood had once flowed, sap
began to channel through. The tree lifted Sezja’s body, tearing it
apart as it mated with it. Her arms became mighty branches
supported by the trunk her legs were becoming, and her hair lifted up
to become dark greenish-grey boughs. The trunk shot up then,
absorbing the last of her features as her skin melted away to become
the hardened, scaly trunk of the tree.
Anthea stood beneath the tree, basking in its presence as it
continued to grow. She was nearly thrown off her feet twice as the
rocks and ground shifted beneath her; this was a result of the tree’s
taproots tunneling down beneath the rocky ground and upsetting the
boulders in the area while it did so. It took several Mynettes for it to
reach its adult height, some sixty Mayters high. Its trunk had grown
massive, large enough that it would take several men standing
around it with arms outstretched to reach all the way around it.
When the tree had finished, though it would likely continue to grow
slowly for several Hectoyarres more, Anthea felt tiredness surge over
her. Though her wounds had healed, her body was tired from the
efforts it had just put forth, so she sat down in the shade of Sezja’s
tree, with her back against its trunk. As she sat with the tree against
her, she began to feel two more presences in the distance, two
presences that were similar to what Sezja had felt like.
“There are two more I must kill. I must release them too if I am to be
whole.” She murmured in wonder.
Somehow, Corydon had managed to create three girls like her, and
yet they were also very dissimilar to her. She thought back over
Sezja’s words, looking for clues. Sezja had mentioned at least one
name, a girl named Synnove. The other one’s name she hadn’t the
slightest clue about, but the name Synnove she would not forget
anytime soon. After all, Anthea’s mother had supposedly reacted
strongly to seeing Synnove.
Her mother – that she was alive was unbelievable, and yet it had to
be true. Corydon would pay for that, too. Surely, it was he that had
done something to her. He must have brought her body back to life,
or hidden her death somehow. Was there no end to that man’s sins?
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His day of reckoning would be soon. He would die after she’d found
the two girls who carried a part of her within them. She would end
them. Then, she would find her mother and kill Corydon for what he’d
done to her family.
First, she needed to rest though. She was so tired. The battle had
taken a lot out of her, and her wounds hadn’t even really been that
serious. Making an enchantment stick to Sezja had taken a lot of
concentration, more than she ever recalled needing before. It had
been like trying to hold a slimy fish underwater while it flopped
around and tried to escape. She hoped that Sezja would be the
worst of what she had to face, but somehow she doubted it. There
was always something worse out there. As she considered what
trials still lay in wait for her in Cenalium, Anthea fell into a deep
sleep, unaware that Tuari was following her trail.
Although he ran as fast as his legs could manage, Tuari was still
Dees away from her location. In the tireless manner of the Uleaut
hunters, he would run endlessly, stopping only when he absolutely
had to. He was a young man on a mission, and he would not be
deterred by weather, terrain, or the limitations of his body.
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CHAPTER 147
Some lands were built on glorious deeds and some kingdoms were
founded on the principles of justice and honor. Elegia is not at all like
that. Our land was forged by dark deeds. The Empire is a kingdom of
the knife and of poison. In a world generally disposed to peace and
fair play, the underhanded and the clever will always win out, and our
women are the most treacherous ever born. No other land or species
has such ruthless females, and we men love them all the more for it.
It is a strange arrangement, to love those responsible for much of
your suffering…
- Excerpt from Ramessef’s ‘A Chronicle of Elegius’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 20 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Killing a man was an easy thing to do, but getting away with it
cleanly was not. To kill a man, one has to plan the details carefully.
Crimes of passion leave too much mess, but one done coldly can
often be concealed if the conditions are correct. Still, killing someone
who was as much of a public figure as the First Disciple was would
not be easy for anyone. That was the whole point of being a powerful
figure in the community.
It had taken planning, but Tahirah was certain that the elements
were all in place, and Haig did not seem to suspect a thing. She had
had him shadowed for Dees now, by an ever-changing assortment of
men known by Avel’s and Deo’s friends and acquaintances. She
would never show her two servants in the open, as it might tip her
hand. Nor would she ever expose herself by involving her servants
directly in a murder. Anything done had to be done by people several
times removed from her, and it was done in such a way so as to
never make anyone suspect what they were doing and why. In fact,
most of the people who had helped her plan the murder did not even
know they were aiding in seeking his death; most of them loved the
man.
A man would not be hired or have it hinted to them that they were to
tail Haig and write down his exact schedule. Rather, they would
attend a meeting or function, then they would be casually
approached to discuss the meeting, and all the while, they’d be
carefully milked of information about Haig and his followers.
Servants, statesmen, shop owners, merchants, cooks, maids… no
one was of too little importance to get information from, nor was
anyone too unapproachable. Little pieces were quickly and
masterfully assembled for a broad and surprisingly accurate image of
Haig’s life, schedule, and companions. Haig surely would have been
dismayed to know just how well Tahirah III knew the minutiae of his
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life, and how much of that information his close associations had
freely betrayed in an unwitting fashion.
The former empress knew Haig and his habits, and she had found
a window of opportunity. With some spare monies that she’d
managed to acquire by various means, and by a lot of clever
manipulating of people who were owed favors or who owed favors,
she had Avel and Deo hire out men who sought out the rare,
unsavory types among Aurean society. They were few and far
between, and they knew well how to hide their dysfunctions, but
there were brutal and vicious Aureans to be found if one looked hard
enough. There were men in every city, she had come to understand,
who would gladly kill someone if the situation were right. The best
ones were the ones that could be made to do it for no money, the
kind that would thank you for the privilege of stealing away another
man’s life even though you didn’t give them a single coin for doing it.
Aetheline, unlike cities on Elegius, was not rife with assassins,
thugs, and brutes with large knuckles and no compunctions about
using them. Therefore, Tahirah III had to be a bit more creative in
finding her murderers. Ironically, in a city where violent sports were
unheard of and where there were no good outlets for violent
tendencies that were a socially unacceptable and surprisingly
uncommon trait, the Guardians happened to be the best place to
look. Yes, the defenders of Aurean society were also some of the
meanest men the gentle and moralistic folk had to offer. The
Guardians were also a group that was likely to have a lot of
Corydon’s spies and agents. The Guardians were an appealing
target for infiltration, and that made them entirely better than any
other options.
Even with spies digging and succeeding in finding out the sins of
the many members of the capital city’s defenders, it took some doing
to find men who were violent enough, capable enough, and, most
importantly, willing enough to kill a man like Haig. He was, after all,
respected throughout most of the city, but where there was respect
there was also envy and hate. Haig certainly had his enemies,
enemies he’d created through his high-handed practices in doling out
justice.
Tahirah III simply had to apply her charms and the right amount of
pressure and coin in the right areas to make things happen. It was
like pushing a single stone out of place and watching a whole wall
tumble on her enemy. Haig was as good as in Nelius’ hands, and
while his life was taken from him, she would be relaxing in her
rooms, preparing a rousing tribute speech to a life she was
responsible for taking.
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Haig had long suspected that Tahirah III disliked him and might see
harm done to him if it would benefit her, but what he did not suspect
was that a Lowlander woman was capable of seducing Aurean men.
The thought never even crossed his mind that a woman such as her
could be found appealing to the pure men of the mountains. After all,
why would men want a crude, foreign woman like her when they
could have a graceful, beautiful Aurean woman of fine breeding? It
was like choosing a lump of coal instead of a diamond.
Pride and ignorance were to be his downfalls, but not because he
was stupid; he was simply of limited imagination and therefore
unable to comprehend what other men might want, do, or find
appealing. A relatively young man with few appetites and less
experience with the fairer sex, he could not have known the power a
strong woman could hold over men, and what drastic acts that
manipulative power could bring those men to commit.
Tahirah III was quite a woman in her own rights, sharper and more
devious than he gave her credit for, and certainly more seductive.
Haig was skilled with words and people, but lacking in aspects
concerning women and relationships with them. If he underestimated
women, he certainly did not underestimate men. He had been there
for the coronation of his master, Iago, and he had seen the fear, the
barely veiled lies, and the hate in many eyes. Iago must have seen
those things in many eyes too, but he had chosen to spare many
who might have otherwise been sent to Nelius under his touch.
Those he could understand, if only because they still had uses and
that it wouldn’t do to erase the entirety of Aurean nobility and
governance in Aetheline.
Then there was the puzzling Elegian woman, who Iago found useful
on occasion, usually as a go-between with the Lowlanders. At first, it
had confounded Haig to no end that Iago would allow men such as
these and a woman such as Tahirah to remain alive and within the
city, but Iago had summed it all up for Haig once. He had noticed
Haig’s consternation, and had answered a question about why such
men, and Tahirah, were allowed to live like so: “Tools come in all
sizes. Like pieces of a puzzle that may later be useful, when more of
the picture is revealed, a man would be a fool to discard a single one
that might be important later.”
Tools or not, Haig knew that there were men living in the Grancitta,
and certainly other Aurean settlements as well, who would gladly see
Iago and his loyal servants dead. As First Disciple, he was definitely
a target, but he had taken measures to protect himself. It was his job
to protect himself, so that he could continue to loyally serve the
Voice of the Firmament. Through protecting himself, he could be
available to aid Iago, and protect him as well. He had to be alive to
do those tasks, so he made surviving his number two priority, second
only to servitude.
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Therefore, he was rarely alone – he’d surrounded himself with men
he trusted to be completely loyal to Iago and the cause of Aurean
purification. Men he trusted completely were rare, but there were a
few other disciples he knew he could trust, men whose eyes had not
quaked with fear and hatred when Iago had touched them in the
Atriondi Giuramenti. These fellow disciples flanked him in public
places, accompanied him to the baths, spoke with him and in support
of him in meeting halls, recruited more like-minded men to Iago’s
cause, and even lived nearby him in the city.
Together, they were the guides of Aurean hearts, the sifters of
humanity, and the scales by which men’s hearts were weighed in the
absence of Iago’s famous judging hands. Where they went, men
were made or broken. Alliances were forged and the self-serving
were condemned publicly. For these reasons, they were collectively
known as the Throat of Iago, supporting him as the Voice. They were
nearly god-chosen themselves as Iago had been, since he had
chosen them in turn, and he had the word of the Gods in his ears.
Now, this didn’t mean their elite cadre always saw eye to eye, or
that they followed his lead a hundred percent of the time, but they
worked well together more or less as they cohesively changed and
made policies. Nevertheless, some members of their group were
more competitive for Haig’s notice – and Iago’s notice through him.
Competition was inevitable where ambition existed, and Aureans
could be quite ambitious, even if their schemes were often longwinded, taking Yarres or even Decayarres to come to fruition.
That was another way in which Haig misunderstood Tahirah III.
Aureans are long-lived, and their plots are accordingly lengthy.
Aureans are careful and rarely act in haste, so Haig could not
conceive of the speed at which Tahirah III’s plans were designed and
how quickly they unfolded. If he were to want to kill someone,
something he wouldn’t do lightly, he would never plan it in the space
of a few Dees, which is not to say that the former Empress was
neglectful in her own preparations. He was just too detail-oriented to
do such a thing quickly. Never in his maddest moments would he
give in to such a passionate crime. He was calculating and slow, a
glacier that moved inexorably toward a goal. Thus, he could not
comprehend the abruptness of a murder as planned by a Lowlander
woman who had her hateful eyes upon him.
Indeed, he did not even suspect it when death came and looked
him in the eyes.
Other, less audacious foes, might have chosen a private hallway or
a dark alley for the murder, but Tahirah III, former Empress of the
Elegian Empire, had chosen a more public execution. She had
chosen a place where Haig could not feel any safer and where his
security should not have been stronger. It was all for effect. Anyone
who suspected her at all, even if she had no apparent ties to the

251

PERENNIALS
murder, would immediately see how dangerous of an adversary she
was if she could take out the most important man currently in the
city, and do it publicly. She would be untouchable and feared. None
would lift a finger against her unless Iago denounced her.
The Colonnadi Dignitae was the greatest structure in all of
Aetheline. It was the tallest tower ever built by Aurean hands, and
therefore the tallest tower in all of the Broken Crown, since none can
build higher and better than the Aureans, not even the Ox-men,
whose skilled hands had been contracted to build much of the
Elegian Empire. The glimmering tower was a beacon to the Aurean
people, which, at its crown, held the offices the Grand Helion and the
Voice of the Firmament used when they were in the Grancitta. No
expenses had been spared, and all earthly comforts had been
provided for the two greatest men in Aurean society, available
whenever they needed them, so they could focus instead on matters
of society and governance without worries of discomfort or want.
The lower levels of the Colonnadi Dignitae, below the luxurious
apartments and accommodations of the tower’s crown, also served
as meeting halls. The rich could rent out rooms and halls, or the
governmental figures of Aetheline’s congress, strictly a tool of the
Grand Helion used to govern in his absence, could meet to help
decide policies that supported the Grand Helion’s stances on matters
of state. Again, no expenses had been spared.
Rib vaults held up lofty ceilings over the wide hallways and in the
private chambers that ran long their sides. Typically, Aureans
preferred open areas with light colors, like cream, white, silver, and
other metallic shades. Here, tints had been added to the transparent
windows and panels, giving pastel blue and green shading to the
sunlight, and special colored crystal-pods that cast golden light down
on the nobles pacing the halls below. The walls were still mostly
white, a mixture of marble, mineral rocks, and crystal that formed the
backbone of the tower. This far down, the pillars were tremendously
thick, a requirement when one considered the weight above them
that had to be held up.
Stunning though they were, such architectural puzzles were not in
the minds of the men and women of the court todee. If they were not
in a meeting, they were likely perusing the galleries and statuary
displayed in alcoves and on kiosks spaced throughout the halls.
Some of the finest art in the Aurean world was displayed in these
halls. Those new to the halls were to be seen gawking at this piece
or that, only to close their mouths in embarrassment after finishing
their viewing. Many of those present had seen such wonders so
many times that they were mostly unimpressed at this point. These
seemingly uncaring folk were the governors and congressmen of
Aetheline.
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If any of these governmental figures were unimpressed by the art,
they and everyone else present were certainly impressed by Haig
and the Throat of the Voice as they marched through the halls of the
Colonnadi Dignitae with their heads up proudly. Haig was perhaps
the most powerful man currently in the city, and he knew he owed his
importance to Iago. He knew he was only important by association,
but he loved that he was able to serve his master so well. His
staunch allies flanked him to either side, members of the team of
wise men that was the Throat of the Voice. They, too, had similar
feelings of grandeur and pride at being associated with Haig, and
Iago through him. Few others in the city could claim such a lofty
thing.
Like Haig, they dressed in the plainest clothes they could find, even
if they were exquisitely cut. They were expensive without appearing
rich and gaudy. It was important to be heard, and not seen, Iago had
taught them. Iago himself dressed much more simply than was
common for a man in his position, and men certainly listened when
his lips moved.
Haig and the Throat of the Voice were going to a large hall on the
northern side of the tower. They were to depart their wisdom upon
the masses, inspiring them to allocate more of their otherwisesquandered resources on the war efforts. There were Fliers to be
built, pilots to be trained, crystals and ores to be mined, and more
supplies to be donated. What good, they would ask, would riches do
when Corydon and his heathens pulled down the luxurious towers of
Aetheline and crushed its famed domes like little more than quaint
eggshells?
Haig, surrounded by his fellows and his fellow citizens, feared
nothing in that moment. His mind was completely focused on the
conversation he was having with members of the Throat. There was
something of a running argument, a polite disagreement, as to how
to best determine the faithfulness of the citizenry without Iago’s
touch. Haig insisted that he and a council of the Throat were quite
capable of determining the faithfulness of the people, while a few of
his fellows thought that a tithing or a donation system would better
determine the faithfulness of the people, if the amount of their
donations of time and money were assessed according to what each
person had available.
“The rich need to give the gifts of their labor as much as the poor,
and even if the poor cannot match the donations of the rich, a poor
man’s gifts of money are no less valuable.” One member remarked.
Another member of the Throat shook his head, disagreeing. “There
is no fair way to determine a good percentage rate or donation
system. Each situation must be handled case-by-case.”
Both men looked to Haig for direction, hoping to hear his thoughts
on the matter. “I would not presume to judge a man by the weight of
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his donations. We must look to the heart of a man, not to his
finances.” Haig insisted, speaking as he walked.
Men and women bowed out of his way or watched him in awe as he
passed. He lifted his hands or nodded to them. He did not smile. He
was happy, and there was joy in his service to Iago, but he was
about serious business, and he would not detract from his business
by offering even so much as a cheerful expression.
Guardians patrolled the halls, as was the norm. They were present
in greater numbers than ever, mostly because of the need for
increased security that had arisen since Iago was not in the
Grancitta. There was also the ever-constant worry about Corydon’s
spies. After all, the mice did like to play while the cat was away. Haig
liked to consider himself as something of a cat himself, and he was
not about to let order in the city slip through his fingers. He, for one,
felt more secure with all the Guardians patrolling the towers and the
lanes of Aetheline. Only the dishonest and disloyal had anything to
fear from those protecting the interests of the city, and he was
neither of those things.
Perhaps if he had not been so confident, he would have seen what
happened next coming. He might have even known a little healthy
fear.
Out of the crowd ahead, a full group of nine Guardians patrolling a
hallway running perpendicular to the one that Haig was presently
walking through abruptly changed directions and began marching
straight toward Haig and his group. They looked much like any
Guardians, but signs would later be found on them that would lead
investigators headed by the surviving members of the Throat of the
Voice to surmise that Corydon’s spies had murdered the First
Disciple. The nine Guardians were of somewhat larger size than the
norm, they had darker hair, and they also had several strange marks
on their arms and elsewhere on their bodies that might have been
caused by Corydon’s terrible magicks during the transformations that
Dark Aureans supposedly went through.
There were also special orders that would be found in the
apartments of several of the Guardians, orders implicating them as
spies, as well as indicate some of their contacts that had helped
plant he assassination. These contacts were other men that Tahirah
III had reasons to dislike, and it was an added bonus to her that
would need to be hunted down and executed as traitors.
Haig did not notice the Guardians at first, because he was so
engrossed he in his conversation. When the Guardians were only a
few paces ahead and showed no signs of moving aside, he took note
of them, and, raising an eyebrow in surprise, stepped aside and
motioned for his group to part and give way to the Guardians.
Usually, he was treated with deference, given the right of way in any
part of the city. Still, these could have been new recruits. There were
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many fresh conscripts who were to be sent north for the war, as per
Iago’s orders.
When the Guardians were only a few paces away, Haig noticed that
the one nearest him was gripping his sword with white knuckles. He
felt a slight tremble of misapprehension that he would have done well
to acknowledge. He did not though, and he could not hide his
disbelief when that white-knuckled hand drew that same sword and
thrust it through his guts. The Guardians beside his killer had also
drawn their weapons, and they fell upon the members of the Throat
of the Voice with a fury.
Haig’s killer grabbed Haig by the shoulders and pulled him closer,
into a near embrace, with his mouth near Haig’s ear. Haig stared at
the man in surprise, unable to speak but unable to look away from
the man’s face. There was such hate in the man’s eyes.
“You have brought this upon yourself.” The Guardian whispered
acidly as he twisted the sword in Haig’s guts.
“Why? What is this?” Haig whispered in pain and confusion,
clutching at the pommel of the sword that was twisting inside him.
“Your lies end here, traitor.” The Guardian answered him. Then he
pushed away from Haig, freeing his arc-sword from the First
Disciple’s body.
The First Disciple crumpled to the floor, spilling his blood out onto
the polished stone he laid upon. “I have betrayed no one.” Haig
insisted, talking at a level audible to no one but himself, such was the
commotion that erupted.
Haig’s killer, one Domani, was under the impression that Haig and
his associates were holding the children of several Guardian officers
hostage to force them to heed the will of Haig, who had his designs
on the Grand Helion’s office. In actuality, Tahirah III’s men held those
children, and they had chosen Domani as the man to do Haig’s
murder. The other eight with him had also been maneuvered into
believing they were somehow doing the Aurean people a favor.
Some had been assured that they would be protected after Haig was
gone. Others had been conned into believing an officer that had
been bribed to tell lies, and the last had been promised a recent
disgrace would be overlooked in exchange for a favor.
Domani had been a good, loyal Guardian, and he had been the
keystone in the plan. The others had been unremarkable or of mild
disrepute, but Domani had been the upstanding one. No one would
believe he could fall from grace, not until they saw all the evidence
that showed him to be one of Corydon’s most important agents, one
who had been given a suicide mission. Because of his honor and
incorruptibility, he had been hardest to convince. Only the body he
believed to be of a murdered officer’s child – a child who had actually
tragically fallen from a tower with Avel’s push – had finally convinced
him that he had to see to the end of Haig.
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Now, Domani and his men were surprised to find that they were
being set upon by other Guardians, more Guardians working
unknowingly for the deposed Empress. These other patrols had been
pulled for duty and put together in the Colonnadi Dignitae because
they were of a bloodthirsty sort. These Guardians would let none of
the nine assassins escape, not after their unprovoked slaughter of
Haig and most of the members of the Throat of the Voice. Todee’s
assassinations left only a few members of the Throat alive, and the
remaining members were either all on Tahirah III’s side or they would
be too scared to oppose her after these events.
Domani had not expected to be surrounded so quickly. He hadn’t
even seen any other Guardians within eyesight before the attack. It
had been timed that way on purpose. The slaughter itself had taken
under a Mynette, and the halls were quite large. They knew this deed
would be questioned; that’s why they were supposed to have fled
from the halls after the deed so that they could lay low until they
could prove that they had done the right thing.
Ever a loyal solider, he would not raise his sword against a fellow
Guardian, not even to defend himself. He could not have known that
they would not listen to a word he said, that they would not accept
his surrender, and that he would be reviled as the worst traitor the
city had seen in Hectoyarres. Haig would be mourned, but he would
be hated as the treasonous murderer of a great man. He died with
his neck cut even though his hands were open in surrender and his
sword was already on the ground. His eight companions fought
harder, for they were of a more desperate sort. Twenty Guardians
died in those halls before all nine of the assassins were dead, along
with Haig and twelve members of the Throat of the Voice.
From a concealed location, Avel and Deo watched it all, and they
went back to their mistress to report her success. She laughed aloud
upon hearing the details from her two lovers, and then finished
dressing for the speech she would give in Haig’s honor. She took her
time preparing, because she knew she still had to wait several Ouers
for the news to spread throughout the city before she could give her
speech.
The city would be in shock, and Tahirah III would help them see a
way through it, all the while consolidating more power. She would
hide behind the puppets within the Throat of the Voice that she had
purposely left alive, and she would rule from the shadows. As Iago’s
chief servant remaining in Aetheline, and as his official ambassador
to the Lowlands, there was no one left to question her. She
suspected that Iago wouldn’t even care about Haig, not so long as
she did not harm his own reputation, and she continued to ship
soldiers, Fliers, and other war materials north to further his
ambitions. As long as she didn’t interfere with his plans to discredit
the Grand Helion and take control of the Aurean nation for himself,
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he would care little for the small piece of the Aurean world that she
claimed for herself, not when he got the rest.
Besides, she didn’t really want Aetheline, not when her old kingdom
and her betrayer were waiting for her back on Elegius. She would
use Aetheline and its resources, and upon retaking her throne, she
would build a new empire, one forged with Elegian hands and
Aurean technology.
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CHAPTER 148
No man is without his misdeeds and no land is entirely merciless. It
is good then, that we seek forgiveness for all we have done and all
we should have done whenever we are dealt a more than fair hand
by the world we live in, even if it is not often. This act of balancing
out one’s soul can mean all the difference…
- Excerpt from Ezhno’s ‘The World is Still Blue’
 Tewsdee, the 22

nd

of Growing, 769 A.E. 

Tuari had run for the better part of a Wayke now. To those few who
saw him as he ran, and they gave him wide berth to be sure, he
appeared to be a strange sort of dust devil or tumbleweed whipping
its way across the plains north of Mediya. Unbeknownst to him,
Aaren’s winds had wrapped him up, protecting him as they lifted his
feet and gave him a push at his back. There was not much in terms
of snow or dust to gather around him, but in the mornings, dew
would lift from the blades of grass he ran across, wetting his lips and
skin, and in the afternoons and evenings, grasses would part or swirl
around him, never once holding him back as he put one foot in front
of another.
Uleaut hunters had great reserves of strength, but this was far
beyond natural. It was divine action, and only the gifts of his people’s
favored Gods kept him moving. Anthea had moved quickly, using her
powers to cross the land, and he could not replicate that feat. He
could, however, follow the trail of greenery and blooming flowers that
she had left. Everywhere her powers had touched as she had gone
west to hunt down Sezja, life had sprung up. It was an easy road to
follow, but it was one that need forced him to travel alone.
He knew that the others would not follow him, that they could not
follow him as he went. He also suspected that the few wild men and
women he’d seen were heading east to Ka’Shann, presumably to
meet with Nishan and Rolf. He did not know a lot about what Nishan
had gone through, but he had heard enough talk to know that
something major would happen if Nishan went through with taking
the Hundred Souls. There had been many talks over campfires and
during solemn dinners of jerked meat and porridge. He had an
inkling of what might happen, and it had occurred to him that
Ka’Shann might very well draw some attention if Nishan did what he
must.
Tuari spared little thought for such things though, focusing instead
on running. He was nearly in a trance-like state, pausing only when
he had to, and then not for long, lest his muscles give out. Like
running down a mountain, it was easier just to keep going until the
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end. Stopping just made it harder to start going again, even if it wore
his body out to press on indefinitely.
Near the coast, Tuari’s mind began to reassert itself from the
animal level it had been operating at. It had made it easier to push
on when he gave little thought to real things. Run, eat, sleep if
necessary, go about nature’s business, and run some more. That
had mostly been the extent of his thinking over the last few Dees,
and only at the Coast did he become more aware of his
surroundings.
In front of him, he began to see the part of the Inner Seas that
sloshed upon the shores of Greveth’s Mercy, and to the north, on his
right, he saw the foothills that bordered the southern slopes of the
great mountain range that ran along the length of Greveth’s Mercy.
The foothills were modest in their own rights, but to a boy who had
seen only hills of ice and mounds of snow for most of his life, they
were quite impressive. More impressive still, was a solitary, great
tree that rose above a few of those hills. He’d been all through the
forests in this part of the world, but he’d not seen a tree that looked
so thick and so large from afar. Perhaps it was just because the tree
seemed to stand alone, but surely, it was one of the greatest trees in
the area, if not the world.
He ran toward the tree, since that was where Anthea’s track of
greening grasses and flowers led. In this area, where the sea’s
moisture was often dumped in great quantities of precipitation, the
plants had to be hardy, with deep roots that held on during any sort
of inclement weather. Therefore, it was odd to see such a swathe of
fresh green, especially if it seemed like a road made up of glittering
green grasses as high as one’s waist and was suffused with
abnormally large wild violets and many other varieties of oversized
petaled plants.
Nevertheless, the end of this blissful trail was not so bright. There
was something about that tree at the end of this trail that bothered
Tuari, something not quite right, something unwholesome in a
barely-perceptible way. The feeling grew as Tuari’s feet crested
those last few hills.
His feet grew more sluggish as he wound down to the end of his
trail and Aaren’s blessed winds began to part ways with him. It was a
slow loss of momentum, but one he felt keenly when the last breath
of God’s winds had gone. Panting, Tuari sat down on a large stone
that was positioned well to look down at the roots of the tree, where
they had shifted boulders and grown rampant through the rocky
terrain.
The tree, like a living drill, had burrowed where no tree should have
grown. Tuari could see that, even if he was not a boy knowledgeable
in the ways of trees. Yet, here it stood, perhaps seventy Mayters tall.
A plant of that size was impossibly tall to a boy of small stature, a
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boy who had seen the volcanic mountain of Kunoeha, the wideness
of the Outer Seas, and the many-storied buildings of Fairport. He
had seen much, but he had never seen such a sight as this.
The tree was immense, with a trunk that was several Mayters in
diameter. Its deep green branches spread out in a great cone that
tapered toward the top, spreading shade over most of the rocky
valley the tree grew up out of. The branches did not reach the
ground, though; for nearly twenty Mayters from the ground, the trunk
rose, unmarred by branches, even if its scaly trunk was twisted in a
shape faintly resembling a woman. Had his eyes not been so keen to
determine partial patterns in things, an ability honed in the Uleaut ice
floes where he might see only a small portion of a whitish animal
sticking above the snowcover, he would not have seen the remains
of Sezja in this tree.
It took him several Mynettes of just plain gawking at this tree to
determine what had happened, and several more to spy Anthea
rising from a position of slumber upon the ground beside the tree’s
massive trunk. The grasses that grew at the bottom of the trunk,
around where she had slept, grew nearly to her armpits, so they had
hidden her in her repose. Like stalks of corn, the blades of wild
grasses and scented weeds grew thickly about her.
In his heart of hearts, his inner senses, he could feel her being
quest outward, westward toward Cenalium. He felt her presence
expand like a sheet of rain sweeping around the hills. Her being
seemed to find some similarity between herself and the tree beside
her, connecting to what remained of Sezja in that giant conifer. Her
presence then shot further westward, poking and teasing for a
reaction until it found one. Like a pair of lodestones, she and distant
Cenalium connected.
Tuari saw her smile and reach down then. Purplish blooms like
wide bells reached up toward her hands. They were Comfrey, and he
didn’t need to have been present in Fairport to know what she
planned next. He knew she was going west, that she would try to
travel alone to Cenalium and face Corydon alone.
He wanted to run down there, say something to stop her, or offer to
go with her. Still, she must have known he was here. He had felt her
presence questing out around the valley. She must have felt him,
and yet she ignored him. This puzzled him greatly. Was he so
useless or unimportant that she would ignore him like a pest? Had
he run so far for nothing?
As he tried to get up, his legs buckled. His knees shook and his
ankles quivered. His legs were like rubber. The muscles were worn
and dead. Like stiff rubber, they would not move, not unless he
rested. He nearly despaired, for he saw her raise the purple flowers
aloft. She would cast an enchantment, and she would be gone,
leaving him here alone on the shores of a far corner of the world. An

260

PERENNIALS
idea struck him then and there, that if his body would not obey him,
he would have to go to her in an ethereal form. Seeing no other
option, he took a claming breath, and loosed his spirit from his body.
Down the hill he went, pushed through the weeds and grasses that
were head-high on him, but they were no bother to a spirit without
form. His spirit skimmed along them toward Anthea, and when he
neared her, he could see just how green her arms were becoming,
and how vines now grew thickly through her hair and reached out
toward the plants on the ground. She did not see him or she did not
care – he did not know which.
Her mouth and throat stretched to form words, and the
enchantment came.
Comfrey, gift of the earth,
Carry me to the place of my birth.
I go for revenge, an end to surely make.
To Cenalium, my body quickly take.
In spirit form, free of his body, he could hear things quite well. He
could also smell and feel sensations such as air and temperatures.
Around Anthea, there were all of these things: a sharp explosion of
sound, the smell of grasses on a hot Dee, growing warmth, and an
abrupt swooshing inward of air where Anthea had been. Anthea’s
body vanished, turned into light. A slash of light arced through the
sky, launched skyward from beneath Sezja’s tree. It sailed westward
toward its goal.
Like a weight on the end of a rope, or a swimmer getting pulled
down in the vortex of a sinking ship, Tuari found that he was jerked
along with Anthea on the ray of light. He felt his body vanish from the
hilltop along with his spirit. Disembodied and turned into the energy
of will as Anthea had been, his body and spirit tumbled separately
after Anthea, pulled through the stream of light after her.
He did not know how he would land or what would become of him,
but anywhere he went, so long as it was near her, was better than
abandoning his promise to Bedros to protect her. Even if it killed him,
he would follow. Instinctively, he knew that determination and focus
were all that would keep his spirit intact. If he wavered at all and
forgot who he was, he would dissolve and become nothing. Even his
soul would die if he failed. Nelius could not put back a shattered
being such as he would become if he could not remember who he
was.
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CHAPTER 149
Everyone examines the costs before they begin a new undertaking,
no matter how small. Perhaps it’s only for a few Saycunds as their
mind silently weighs consequences and alternatives, or it might be a
long period of consideration. Regardless, it happens. I am no
different in this.
Before I undertook this thing that I do, I considered all it would cost
my people and me; I wracked my brain and searched for
alternatives; consequences were sought and examined. In the end, I
came to a simple understanding that has brought me through
everything: the cost is unimportant when compared to the reward we
will reap when this is over. There can be no price put on a life of
freedom, and the cost in lives, Aurean or otherwise, needed to
achieve this freedom are inconsequential.
This truth sustains me as it also sustains the cause…
- Excerpt from Corydon’s ‘Uncovered Truths’
 Tewsdee, the 22

nd

of Growing, 769 A.E. 

Corydon sat on the bed beside Synnove. It was comfortable,
especially considering that it was a prison bed, but the room was
strangely oppressive. The flowers were blooming strongly, thanks to
Synnove’s efforts, but the room made him feel heavy and sluggish.
The humid air was thick with the heady scents of blossoms and
damp earth, but there was something else there, too. He couldn’t
quite put his finger on it, but it may have been an underlying feeling
of accusation that sat upon him whenever he sat in the room that
had been Anthea’s. It was not a place or a sensation that he found
pleasant.
Normally, he stayed outside of the cell, mostly because Linnea had
grown more willful as of late, defying his orders and carrying on
whenever she heard Synnove’s voice. The woman had gone into a
hysterical fit just about a Wayke ago, and he had had to drag her out
of the chamber and out of Lower Cenalium. Finalizing troop
movements had kept him from returning, but his curiosity had eaten
at him; he’d wondered at Linnea’s reaction, and was just now
learning the reasons why. As for Linnea, he no longer brought her
down here, and he had forbidden the Lost Ones to enter this
chamber. They waited on the other side of the crystal, listening, but
at a distance. It was important that Synnove remained unaffected by
their presence, untainted.
Corydon and Synnove both stared at the map on the wall opposite
the bed. He was trying to decipher the meanings of all the marks
she’d drawn upon it, especially the one of the giant tree near Mediya
on Greveth’s Mercy.
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“Tell me again what happened to Anthea.” He commanded,
crossing his arms, as he looked expectantly at Synnove.
Synnove brushed her silver-traced with reddish brown hair back
behind her small ears and nodded. Her eyes, once swollen with the
transformations that had wracked her body with pain, had turned a
bright, intelligent shade of green. Her face was thin, almost bony
around the brow and cheekbones, and she was taller than she had
been when captured. She was now Half-Aurean, with the blood of
two peoples flowing through her veins, half of it having come from
Linnea, Anthea’s mother. The mix was not unattractive.
“She had been sleeping, resting, but she woke up seven Dees
ago.” Synnove explained.
Corydon’s brow furrowed. His Lower Elegian wasn’t perfect, but
between that and Synnove’s growing understanding of Higher
Elegian, the two could understand each other well enough.
“Sleeping, but not like you or I sleep, I take it?”
Synnove nodded. “She was in a sort of extended rest. I think she
had been injured and was recuperating.”
“Do you know what hurt her? How was she injured?” Corydon
asked.
“I have no idea.” She answered. Then, seeing in Corydon’s steely
eyes that he was not pleased with such an answer, she hazarded a
guess. “I know only that she expended a lot of power before she
went to sleep. Maybe she overextended herself.”
“I’ll buy that. Those lands are not kind to anyone, so far as I can tell.
It has been like that for Hectoyarres. Whatever the reason, she was
injured somehow, and went into some sort of hibernation, a
rejuvenating sleep.” Corydon summarized. When Synnove nodded,
he continued his questions. “What has happened since then? I
understand Sezja has arrived in that area. How did she fare?”
“As far as I can tell, Sezja went into the ruins of an ancient city in
that area about a Wayke ago. It’s hard to be certain in this cell, with
no calendar and not much besides the walls to scribble on.” Synnove
paused here and gave Corydon an irritated look. He ignored it,
nodding for her to go on. “There, she seemed to battle someone, or
so I took it. The feelings I received from her were vague. After that,
she went west, for reasons I can’t understand. It may be possible
that she was defeated.”
“You said she battled someone. Wasn’t it Anthea? That was who
she went there to see.”
Synnove shook her head. “Anthea was still sleeping then, so it
couldn’t have been her.”
“Oh. Her companions then, it must have been them. They have
proven to be rather formidable in the past.” The idea that a creature
such as Sezja could be defeated by anyone short of Anthea was
disquieting. She’d been far stronger than any of his Guardians, even
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the Lost Ones. She was worth a hundred of them, maybe a thousand
of them, and she had been defeated?
“I wouldn’t know about them. Nothing has ever been said to me
about her companions. Anyway, Sezja went west after that, stopping
near the sea.”
Corydon noted a series of X’s and lines scribbled around what
should have been the ruins of a Rumani settlement, if his memory of
Lowlander geography held true. From there, the lines went almost
due west, stopping right at the eaves of the great mountains that
protected the northern side of that part of Greveth’s Mercy. “That’s
where you’ve drawn a great big tree. What does that mean?”
“At first, I was not certain myself. Now I think I know. After Anthea
rose out of her slumber, she followed Sezja west. There was another
battle. This one was definitely between the two of them, even if the
first one that was Dees before didn’t seem to be. I could feel them
struggling.”
“The results were not favorable, I take it?” Corydon asked, not liking
where this was going on bit.
She was unclear on how to answer at first. She certainly didn’t have
any affinity for the thing Sezja had become. As dangerous as she
had become, it might even be safer for her if Sezja was dead, but it
would matter a lot to Corydon if he’d lost his pet. In the end, she
chose honesty, because she hadn’t the guile to fool a man like
Corydon. “I have come to the conclusion that Sezja is dead. She is a
tree now.”
Corydon looked over from the map to Synnove, expecting to find
her smirking or for there to be a twinkling in her eyes betraying a
joke. There was nothing of that sort. She was completely serious. He
cleared his throat before repeating, “She’s a tree.” He frowned
deeply and tried to comprehend such a thing. “How can anyone be a
tree?”
“You know Anthea better than I, perhaps you would like to answer
your own question.” Synnove replied impatiently, betraying a little bit
of the impertinence left over from her Kerathi side, which had not
totally subsided despite the treatments and changes that had
overtaken her original nature.
“Assuming that you’re correct, and that Sezja is dead –“ Corydon
began, only he was interrupted with a correction.
“She’s not completely dead. She’s a tree. Her life energies are
infused in a tree somehow.”
“Alright, so Sezja is a tree now, and is therefore useless to us,
unless we need lumber.” Corydon didn’t crack a smile, despite
delivering the sentence in a humorous tone.
Synnove didn’t smile back. Her eyes burned hatefully, and the Lost
Ones shifted uneasily on the other side of the crystal glass. He’d
forgotten that Sezja had been this girl’s countrywoman, and even all
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that had happened didn’t change that. Quickly, he reminded himself
with a glance around the room that this room was unfriendly territory.
If Synnove learned the trick to enchanting, she would become as
dangerous to him as Anthea was. Corydon cleared his throat again,
and Synnove looked away at last.
“What can you tell me about Anthea then? Where is she?” He
asked.
“She’s coming here.”
“Here? To Cenalium? Why would she do that?”
Synnove nodded. “I assume she means to kill you.”
“Wait, how is she coming here? How soon will she arrive?”
“I’m not exactly sure what method of travel she’s using, but it’s fast.
It could be Dees, perhaps a Wayke.”
“Not even a Recon Flier with modifications could come that quick. It
must be an enchantment then. She’s learned how to travel using
enchantments.” Corydon remarked, making the only inference that
made sense to him given the facts.
“It might not have been the first time, either. Somehow, she seemed
to have arrived suddenly in that area, and now she’s coming here.
She might be using the method she’s used before and has now
perfected.” Synnove was unable to keep her excitement out of her
voice. She was looking forward to meeting Anthea, and while she
didn’t expect a friendly, sisterly meeting, it would be interesting at the
least. Perhaps Anthea would free her, perhaps she would kill her, but
either alternative would be better than rotting in her cell forever.
“I shall have to ready the city. We shall be on guard at all times.
Patrols shall have to march through the city at all Ouers, looking for
her arrival.” Corydon said, thinking aloud.
Suddenly, he wished that he hadn’t sent all those Guardians out
against the Aynglicans and the Elegians. Yet, if the few hundred
soldiers he had left in reserve couldn’t handle her, he doubted that
the other soldiers could help much. There was always Linnea, too.
He could certainly use her as bait for a trap. First, he would use
these girls, though. Anthea might feel sympathy or pity for them, and
he could use that to trap or kill her. However he did it, he would
neutralize her, and then the world would be his. There would be
none left that could stop him.
“Anthea is going to make a visit. I shall have to prepare a nice
homecoming for her.” Corydon announced to Synnove, smiling
ruthlessly as he patted her arm. She shivered and pulled away. He
laughed. “Why, don’t be so surprised. You have no reason to be
happy to see her. She is as like to kill you, as she is to say hello. She
has no reason to love you, not when she sees that the blood of her
mother is in you.”
Synnove blinked in surprise. “Her mother?” She had known there
was something special about the woman that Corydon had always
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had at his side up until the last couple visits, ever since her great
outburst. Now that she thought about it, that outburst the woman had
had did seem to coincide with Anthea’s waking, or very near to it.
Then there was always that weird way Linnea stared at her through
the glass, like seeing a familiar face that you couldn’t quite place.
Corydon laughed as the realization flashed across the girl’s face.
He stood and walked over to the airlock door so he could let himself
out. Quentin and two more Guardians stood near the cell’s entry,
waiting in case she tried to escape or harm their master, which she
never did.
“You and I need to work together, Synnove. You’ve been very
helpful thus far, but don’t forget that Anthea is your enemy, too.”
Synnove pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms
around them. She watched Corydon go, making no move toward the
door or any effort to escape. Nadie wailed in the chamber outside,
loud enough that her cries were audible even through the crystal wall
that separated them.
Corydon tapped at the glass from the other side, and spoke into a
speaking tube so she could hear. “Don’t forget what I said. I can
protect you, but not if you don’t help me. I need adequate warning to
stop her, and I may need your help against her. She will have no
compunctions about killing us all, but especially you two. You two are
a representation of everything wrong that I have done to her and the
world, and you will bear the brunt of her terrible rage.”
Those words echoed in Synnove’s mind for a long time after that.
She couldn’t help but hope that Anthea would help them, but she
also realized that Anthea had no reason to do so. They were part of
the reason her mother had been tortured to give up blood. Linnea’s
treatment had been little better than theirs, and theirs had been
inhumanly agonizing. They were vessels sharing her mother,
unwillingly or not. Somehow, she didn’t think that would bode well
with Anthea, and she began to dread her sister’s arrival.
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CHAPTER 150
I am guilty – of loving more than I am loved. I have a man who has
many other women, and yet I care not. When I am alone with him, I
can see that there is no thought of another woman in his eyes. When
it is just the two of us, I captivate him entirely. It was the same with
his father, and his father before him.
The heart is strange and queer in its affections, and the world in
which we live is odder still for it. Loyalty and love, they are such fickle
and yet such important things. No land could exist without them…
- Excerpt from Suri Amani’s ‘Dubious Offerings’
rd

 Thraysdee, the 23 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Makan grinned over at Sagira, whose hand was upon his forearm
as he escorted her into the most exclusive gardens in all of Aynglica.
Normally quite reserved, he was absolutely beaming, if mostly as a
reflection of the triumphant aura that Sagira exuded. All of their hard
work, all of the meetings and rubbing shoulders with the who’s who
of the Aynglican world, and all of the careful maneuvering had finally
led to this: a meeting with the monarchs of Aynglica. They had not
met King Nicholas VI and his wife, Queen Aleta, but they were set to
do so shortly, and they were waiting in the private gardens of the
monarchs until their earliest convenience.
Their only companions as they waited were none other than Jerod
and Reid, who walked leisurely and talked loudly a few paces ahead
of Sagira and Makan. They were there because they were the King’s
favorite nephews, and he had few chances to meet them otherwise,
such were the demands on the monarch’s time. Jerod was dressed
finely, but not so fine as Reid. Jerod was the King’s obvious favorite,
and Makan had found that he was quite clever. Reid was not so
clever, but he was vastly more determined and ambitious than his
cousin. He knew he would have to try twice as hard and do double
what Jerod did just to get the same attention from the King. It was
nothing but a fault of his birth, that he had not been a child of
Edwina, the King’s favorite cousin. Still, the realization that he was
not the favorite had not embittered him, not yet anyway.
Sagira had noted that Raul Cerenti, the Earl of Chasseralle, and
other acquaintances she was frequently seen out in public with had
not been similarly invited. She supposed that she and Makan had
been purposely singled out so that she could be tested once more,
or at least seen in an unadulterated form, without any of her friends
to back her up. She would have to stand on her own two feet and
use only her own voice to make her points, and that was fine by her.
Let them see her as she was. That was a challenge an Elegian
woman and a straightforward Mueran man could both appreciate.
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It would have been easy to ignore the glamour of the park they
were in, choosing instead to concentrate on what lied ahead.
Somehow, she got the impression that such a thing would not please
her hosts. Many in the city of Alacazzare, as well as thousands more
in the Kingdom of Aynglica and beyond, would have gone to drastic
measures to receive such an invitation, or even a chance at a stroll
around the gardens with or without the monarchs being present. How
then could she ignore the beauty around her? It would be like a slap
in the face to the men and women who had spent their entire lives
watering, pruning, planting, and shaping these tree-filled gardens.
This was the inner sanctuary of the King and Queen, a place few
would ever be able to venture into. The place was quite exclusive,
and was guarded from the walls and by the gates. Even now, there
were no fewer than a score of marksmen and archers watching
them.
The guarded gateway they had entered through to get into the
gardens had been one of fieldstone with a wrought-iron grate like a
portcullis for a door, which had been set in heavy wooden
casements. Like a temptation, one could see the beginning of the
gardens beyond, and a wall of trees prevented seeing more than
that. The walls continued to either side of the gateway, enclosing the
gardens entirely. Legend had it that the wall around this garden was
the oldest structure left standing in Aynglica. The walls had survived
wars, troubled successions, revolts, assassinations, and even
Elegian occupation. From where they were presently, because of the
trees within the garden, she could no longer see the gates or the
walls, but she knew that if she walked farther, she would soon
encounter part of the wall. There were but two ways in or out of the
semicircular walls that enclosed the royal gardens, and they were
located on opposite ends of the flat side of the semicircle. One was
used for public entry, whenever guests were allowed into the
gardens that is, and only the King and Queen ever used the other
entry, the one other than the one they had used. Not even the
gardeners were permitted to go through that entry for any reason.
Sagira put her thoughts of all that she had to say aside, and
focused instead on the gardens. She looked up and around her,
noting that Makan was doing the same. Her eyes first went to the
shaded canopy above, made of interlocking branches of trees on
either side of the trails that shaded the paths between the trees. A
soft breeze rustled through the leaves and pine boughs in the
gardens, just enough to bend trees until they creaked gently. A
wooded scent filled the air, a scent Rolf would have found homey
had he been present. Chipmunks scurried around the ground and
nesting birds flitted about the branches above. A pair of chubby,
grey, long-eared rabbits sat munching contentedly at a small bait pile
that had been left for them. They didn’t even bother trying to hide,
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not that there was much of a place along the ground for them to do
so. While mulch and leaves were abundant in supply, there was
almost no underbrush. The underbrush had been carefully cleared.
Beds of ferns, the spidery vines of creepers, and patches of low-lying
flowers and morel mushrooms covered the ground instead, all except
upon the graveled walkways.
Careful channels had been laid through the garden for water to
irrigate this miniature forest, stone-filled waterways that were an
easy hop across in all but the widest places, where they deepened
and widened enough to hold fish and frogs. Lily pads with fragrant
pink and blue blossoms floated upon the water, giving shade to the
golden and white carp swimming lazily beneath them as well as
offering a place to sit for the fat bullfrogs that called out challenges to
one another. Dragonflies mated and buzzed around the small pools,
landing on reeds or on the meticulously designed footbridges that
spanned the creeks.
The Queen’s hands were evident in many of the designs and
fixtures of the gardens. Sagira might not have met her before, but
she was reputed to be a very serious gardener. Previous queens had
supposedly left much of these gardens’ care in the hands of laborers,
but Queen Aleta saw to their care herself, as much as was possible
for someone of her position. She had grown up on Lesser Aynglica,
in Caeomn, where trees and plants such as these did not grow, and
upon her arrival she had taken it upon herself to restore these
gardens to a level of beauty as had not been seen in many
Decayarres or perhaps ever.
These beautification efforts were most evident in a shrine toward
the eastern side of the gardens, almost against the fieldstone wall.
There, a pair of oaks hugged the wall, dislodging a few of the stones
where their broad roots had shifted the soil near the wall. The
branches closest to the wall were dead from lack of sunlight, but the
others that grew upward and out toward the rest of the garden were
thick and strong. In the gully between the roots of the two great
trees, there was a pair of statues, not unlike what you might find in a
small village. One was of a heavyset woman with kind eyes:
Holeitha, the matron. Holeitha was the Goddess of Children and
Childbirth. She watched over the young, babies, and mothers. The
other statue was of Deneurs. Strong and muscular, he had a
thoughtful look upon his face, sweat upon his brow, and a hammer in
his hand. Deneurs was the God of Builders and Craftsmen.
Both deities were beloved of many of the folks of the Broken
Crown, but not commonly by Kings and Queens. Typically, monarchs
and leaders sought to please greater Gods than these, and that
seemed to speak of the character present in these rulers of Aynglica.
Sagira had an inkling that she would get along well with King
Nicholas VI and his Queen Aleta.
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The four of them stood there, looking at the ancient moss-covered
walls, the two oaks, and the two statues. There was a profound
sense of peace around these humble statues, a calming effect that
quieted even Jerod and Reid’s spirited conversation. Gold and
wealth had not been squandered here, where none would see.
Instead, there were two beloved statues, which must have been
scrubbed frequently to keep moss and from growing on their
surfaces or dirt and leaves from collecting. Pewter offering plates lay
at the feet of both statues. Birds ate of the breadcrumbs and scraps
of meat that had been left there. Squirrels had already run off with
most of the nuts and last Yarre’s acorns.
“I see you have found our little place of worship.” A woman’s voice
called out softly, softly enough that not even the birds took to flight as
they might have upon hearing another’s voice.
Sagira turned to find the Queen standing behind them, and the King
just a step behind her. They had approached quietly, so quietly that
none had heard their footfalls. The Queen was of regal, but strong
bearing. She was not dainty or weak, but rather a woman who could
look fine and beautiful while having hands that were not entirely
smooth from lack of labor. She had gentle eyes, a strong nose, a
swan-like neck, and a tall stature. Her blonde hair flowed down her
shoulders in straight sheets of gold, curling several times but only at
the ends. Her eyes were sharp with intelligence, but soft with a
wealth of kindness. Sagira understood immediately why a woman
such as this had chosen Holeitha as her favorite Goddess, even if
Holeitha was often considered one of little importance.
Then there was King Nicholas VI. There was something pretty
about him, and yet very manly. His eyes were clever, and he had a
reputation for being shrewd. There were smile lines above his mouth,
to either side of his nose, and the beginning of crow’s feet had
sprouted to either side of those sharp blue eyes. He was just barely
as tall as his wife, being of a broader build, with square shoulders
that seemed to match his wide, bearded jaw. He still had a full head
of hair, and he looked every bit the monarch with the silver and
sapphire diadem of Aynglican sovereignty upon his brow. His hands
were similarly worn to match his wife’s, but his from the use of a
sword, and not gardening. Still, he was no stranger to tools and
implements of trade. Stories spoke that he had hammered out many
swords and battered shields in his youth, and still found ways to
keep his muscles firm and his grip hard.
Sagira gathered her desert-tone satin skirts in her hands and
curtsied deeply, while Makan took a knee and bowed his head
respectfully. Jerod nodded toward his uncle, and ran over to clasp
hands with him. Reid followed more cautiously and with more regard,
but it was clear that didn’t want to be left behind. With King Nicholas
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VI occupied by his nephews, it fell upon his wife, Queen Aleta, to
motion for Sagira and Makan to stand.
“Stand, please.” She said softly, smiling.
Makan offered his hand to his lady, helping her up though she was
no frail creature. Sagira felt grateful for something to focus her
attention on, even if it was simply an arm, because she found herself
disarmed. This meeting was the entire reason why they’d come here,
all summed up in just a few Mynettes, and she suddenly wasn’t sure
she could do what she needed to. A reassuring look from Makan
gave her strength.
Sagira took a slight breath, and turned from her steadfast Mueran
companion to face the Aynglican Queen. Aleta’s discerning eyes had
caught the exchange, but she appeared calm and serene
nonetheless. It was not uncommon for her to meet men and women
who were dumbstruck or tongue-tied around her. She was not a
particularly imposing figure, but she found that even a woman as
kind as her could inspire fear and cold sweats in the right setting.
“Your Graces,” Sagira said evenly, glad that her voice did not
tremble, “we greatly appreciate your invitation to these private
grounds.”
“And how could we not invite the man who was whipping my two
favorite nephews so soundly on an almost daily basis?” King
Nicholas VI asked. His eyes filled with amusement as he regarded
Jerod and Reid. Neither looked ashamed at having their defeats
known, not since they respected Makan’s abilities so greatly.
“Nicholas,” Aleta scolded ever so gently, “do not forget that the
boys’ new mentor is not our only guest.”
“Ah, yes. My sincerest apologies, Lady Sagira.” The King cleared
his throat in mild embarrassment. “I did not mean to overlook your
presence. You must forgive me for having such a martial mind. It is
one of the reasons I am so connected with my nephews, but, alas, it
can be a drawback when socializing with gentler folk with broader
minds.”
“On the contrary, Good King, I am pleased to hear that, for martial
matters are at the core of what I wish to speak of this Dee.” Sagira
replied smoothly, smiling brightly.
The King eyed her carefully, taking in her broad smile of metal and
enamel – she had not changed her false teeth to the more Aynglican
style of ivory or polished wood. She remained Elegian in many ways,
even if her gown was of a more Aynglican style. She was more
properly dressed than an Elegian woman of prominence would have
been in Jhiza, at least so far as Aynglican sensibilities would see it,
but she did not have the grace and long-limbed body of her majesty,
Queen Aleta. Sagira was not a delicate beauty; her muscles were
firm and her body was hard, like a soldier’s body should be.
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“I would wager you know your way around a few weapons, Lady
Sagira. What is it they say you carry on your person sometimes? Is it
Yataghan knives?” The King inquired, letting his hand come to rest
on the pommel of a decorated but very serviceable sword. The
scabbard was worn with use, and she knew that the blade would be,
too.
Sagira smiled, taking the question not as a challenge, but as praise.
Still, she played it cautious. “Yes, I usually carry those, but I would
not and I did not bring them to this meeting.”
“Of course not. The guards would have taken them from you
anyway. Just as I’m sure they took your friend’s famous spear.” The
King turned his sharp gaze onto Makan now. “It is not, as I
understand, a typical Mueran weapon. I had thought it to be a
mistake, until I saw it myself. It is quite beautiful, especially the
careful scrimshaw done upon its surface. Still, I would not have
thought any Mueran would carry a whale tusk.”
Makan met his gaze full on, without even blinking an eye. “Nor
would I carry it, had I not taken in with the heaviest of hearts and the
greatest of responsibilities. It was a gift from an Uleaut wise man, a
man who was wise beyond any I think I have met during my
considerable travels. It is a burden and yet an honor to carry the tusk
of a creature so honored by my people.”
“Nicholas, I think you have interrogated our guests quite long
enough. Do not forget that we are here to meet them, not to force
them to share every intimate detail of their lives.” Aleta said finally,
interrupting a long gaze between her husband and her guest.
The King lifted his eyes from Makan, and looked to his wife.
Instantly, his expression softened. Reid flashed Makan a
sympathetic grin, but Makan pretended not to see it. He was no boy
to be cowed by any man, even a king. His spine was straight and he
would answer for his actions proudly, no matter who asked, so long
as the question was not made in spite. He could tell that the King
was merely testing his mettle, seeing if he was all that the King’s
nephews must have said of him, and he would not take offense from
questions made for this purpose.
“Again, my wife has proven herself to be the more courteous and
well-mannered of the two of us.” King Nicholas VI announced with a
warm smile. “Alas, I am a cautious man with moods as hot and cold
as the Saysuhns. She tempers me and makes me more flexible in
my thinking.”
“That is a wife’s duty.” Aleta agreed, reaching out to clasp hands
with her mate. “One of many.”
Sagira cast a look over at the statue of Holeitha. “I can see why you
favor The Matron, your Grace.”
“Oh?”
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“You treat everyone with the care and attention of a mother to a
child, with a care to their egos and their feelings that only a mother
can know.”
“But I have no children of my own.” The Queen said sadly. The King
squeezed her hand and smiled at her, but she could see that it was a
pained smile. It was clear that he wished to have children. “How can
I know what it is to be a mother when I have no children?”
Makan answered her, speaking from his heart on what he felt from
this woman. “Some say that motherhood is instinctual. Others say it
is a learned set of traits, things you pick up from other women –
mothers, grandmothers, aunts, and older sisters. I think, whatever
the cause or source of maternal abilities, you have a great wealth of
them. You are a mother, whether you realize it or not. You are
mother to a wide kingdom, even if you have not given birth to them
yourself.”
“You are too much.” Aleta laughed graciously. “I have heard it put
that way before, but I cannot see myself as mother to a kingdom, no
matter how many of my country’s babes I hold, or how many of their
mouths I wipe.”
“I would not speak of dark things when the mood is light, but I fear I
must.” Sagira remarked, pausing when she saw that she had
everyone’s attention. “Another aspect of motherhood that has not
been spoken of is the protectiveness a mother has. A mother
Sandcat is fierce in the protection of her young, as are your bears
that live in this region, as I understand. I hope, good Queen, that you
share this admirable, maternal virtue with these noble animals.” She
watched the Queen’s eyes as she spoke, watching her reaction.
“You speak of the threats of attack, of Aureans flooding across our
lands as they do in the Kerathi Clan Isles to the west.” Aleta sighed
and freed her hand from her husband. “Like those animals you speak
of, I will be quick in the defense of my children – my people – but I
will not be quick to be the aggressor.”
“And that is where your husband comes in. For if you are a
Sandcat, surely he is a lion.” Sagira replied, looking now to the King.
“At the lead, he hunts for those who might threaten his reign over the
pride, and he strikes them down before they threaten his home.”
King Nicholas VI put on an amused smile. “Flattery does no good
on ears that have heard too much of that sort of talk, and I have
heard it all before a dozen times.”
Sagira tried a different tactic. “Then let me appeal to you as a
warrior and a man and ask you this: What would it take for you to
decide it was worth attacking the Aureans before they attack you?”
The King was surprised she would try such a direct line of
questioning, but he recovered quickly. “It would take much, Lady
Sagira. My sources tell me that the Aureans are engaged in massive
troop movements against your people, as well as against the
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remainder of the Kerathi people. It is taking them some time to mop
up the remnants of our proud neighbors, and then I believe they will
need what is left of their forces in the north to help subdue the
Elegians, if such a thing is actually possible.”
“So you feel no qualms about hiding behind a human shield of
Kerathi and Elegian lives?” Sagira asked bitterly. She was being
rude, but she could not help but feel disdain for anyone who would
sit by and watch others suffer.
Nicholas VI’s eyebrow rose. He almost felt affront at being accused
of cowardice, but he knew it was just a ploy to drive him deeper into
the debate. “Aynglica is a proud land, surely you can see that. We
have won wars and lost wars against both of those peoples you
claim we hide behind. The Aynglican people will fight to protect our
way of life, but we are not quick to sacrifice ourselves on the behalf
of their enemies. It is not our way.”
“How can you doubt that they intend to come here next? Already
they have hit Trents and made motions toward Aynglican holdings.”
The King grinned. He knew exactly what she was trying, and he
had expected it fully. “That was not even a feint, so far as I can tell.
That was a tactic not in line with their way of operating. Either that
group was mistakenly off course, or it would seem to indicate that
there is some infighting in the Aurean ranks. Mostly, I think they were
off course. I imagine that from the sky it is easy to mistake one land
as another up there, with so many isles. Nevertheless, our armies
and navies are at a state of ready to repel any attackers that push
toward our shores. I have already dispatched a fleet to watch the
gaps between isles in the disputed waters to the west of here.”
“The Kerathi are all but gone, and even the Elegians are reeling
against superior forces. Qinor and the pride of the Elegian navy are
gone, and the Aureans seem to be pushing down the Gulf of Royals.
They will come here, sooner or later, but I think it will be sooner,
rather than later as you suspect.” Sagira insisted.
“Your points and intentions are good, and yet I have news that
Cenalium is being emptied. There will be no more troops coming out
of that place. The populace is gone. When these last few thousand
soldiers die killing enemies of my people, the threat shall be lifted.
No war can be waged when there are no men left to wield weapons.”
“Even a few thousand of those soldiers are a deadly threat.” Makan
interjected. “I have seen what they can do, and the least of their
soldiers is more than a match for any one man. If there are even a
thousand of them, you must be prepared to throw four times your
own forces or more at them if you wish to have a chance of
prevailing, and that is on even grounds. The Aureans will fight where
it benefits them, not you. Your losses will be terrible, perhaps six or
ten to one.”
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“You have fought many of them, then?” The Queen asked Makan.
Reid and Jerod perked up at this, as they had spoken much to
Makan, or asked much at least, but he had never discussed the
grisly details of his life.
“I faced Aureans on Maethlin before they burned Norsjalde, during
a Faestivul on Rummas, more while climbing the Great Stairs of
Aetheline on The Crooked Ridge, and my companion spied them
from the roofs of Fairport. Those I have seen were unlike any
legends I had heard of their people. The ones I have fought are
stronger and faster than what they should have been. Most
importantly, though, they do not need light to survive anymore. They
are cunning adversaries, ruthless and lethal, and they grow more so
each time we see them.”
“In Fairport, you have seen Aureans?” The Queen asked in alarm.
Her hand went to her mouth and her eyes grew very wide with
concern. Her eyes flickered toward her husband, whose mouth had
set in a determined line.
“I have not seen them personally, but one of our companions, an
Uleaut hunter who has since gone to the lands north of Mediya,
fought and killed several spies that associated with them. He saw
their Fliers trying to sneak in unseen through the morning’s mist.”
Makan explained.
King Nicholas VI frowned at this recounting and crossed his arms
over his broad chest. “Every land has spies in every other land, even
the Aureans. They are hard to infiltrate, but I trust what I hear from
my contacts in their Grancittas. I know that the Aureans are not a
people united in this war on the Kerathi and Elegians. They cannot
succeed against us all, even if they appear to have nearly defeated
the Kerathi.”
“Let us all pray that you are right, but what if you are wrong?”
Sagira asked.
“Then we shall fight them off. We are not without soldiers, ships,
siege weapons, and resources. We are a wide and rich country.” The
King answered confidently.
“By then you shall be left standing alone, good King.” Sagira said
ominously. She sighed worriedly and then explained: “With the
Kerathi nearly extinguished, and the Elegians battling to save their
own homes, there is no one left to save you. The Rumani are too
divisive. They have no armies, and it is my understanding that
musicians, merchants, and entertainers don’t make for the best menat-arms. Similarly, the Muerans and Uleauts, peoples whose nature it
is to live far and few between, cannot come to your aid. You will
stand and fall alone, with all of your people. Is there not a single
thread of doubt in your mind that you cannot do all you hope against
such a foe? Could not your sources be wrong? Might there not be a
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grand army of invaders just Dees away from sacking your beloved
cities?”
“Spies are not always correct.” Aleta agreed.
The King looked at his wife and nodded grudgingly. “That is why I
have increased the forces under my own command. Typically, an
Aynglican King has perhaps a thousand and a half, maybe two
thousand soldiers that answer to them directly. I have nearly double
that, most of them in this city or nearby. Any other soldiers fighting
for the crown are brought in groups of all sizes by the Council of
Great Lords. One Lord might bring a hundred pikemen, while another
brings three hundred bowmen, fifty musketeers, or twenty
cavalrymen. All told, the hosts of Aynglica are quite large. No one
knows exactly how large, because they have never all been
mustered into one place. The arm of Aynglica is long, Lady Sagira,
and it is not a weak arm.”
“So you have about four thousand men in and around the city of
Alacazzare. That number, combined with the personal guards of
nobles who’re visiting the city or who live here permanently, might
total around six thousand soldiers then?”
The King nodded slowly, seeing once more where Sagira was
going. “That might be correct. I would have to check with my masterat-arms to see what the total garrisons and the personal guards in
the city currently are.”
“That’s enough, if you’re lucky, to fight off only a thousand Aurean
Guardians at the most, and they will come with far more than that. I
have it that there were under a thousand Aurean casualties in the
taking of Qinor, and that city was protected with large siege batteries
and an impressive fleet of sailors who were willing to part with their
lives for the glory of the Empress. It was not enough.” Sagira said
forcefully. Her hands had balled into fists. She might not have been
an officer in her Empress’ service any longer, but she was still an
Elegian, and it burned at her to think about the loss of Elegian lives
in that battle.
“When things grew desperate, they rammed ships full of ordinance
into the Aurean vessels, hoping to kill them before they could reach
the shore. At most, they slowed the advance down enough that the
shore batteries could hit a few more galleys before they reached the
shores. Survivors reported that when the Aureans broke the shore,
they quickly formed ranks and shattered the Elegian phalanxes. It
was street-to-street fighting after that, and all that while, Fliers were
burning the defenders alive and setting buildings afire.”
“They burned the whole city?” The Queen asked, aghast, as well as
surprised that they had not simply captured and occupied the city to
use it as a strategic placement in their war.
Sagira shook her head sadly. “It is not their goal to capture, your
Grace. They aim at extermination, so far as any can tell. These new
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Aureans do not build. They do not capture. They pillage, destroy,
and burn. Then, they find the next stronghold, and repeat this
wickedness. I have no doubt they’d firebomb a city even as fair as
Alacazzare, just as they will try to do with Jhiza, Rummas, and every
other city they encounter.”
The King grimaced at this telling of the fall of Qinor, and his grimace
grew deeper when he heard how badly the cities of the defeated
were treated. “I still cannot believe that any foe could reach the walls
of this city, not while they are embattled with the Elegians. Your
people are strong and numerous. How could any people such as
they fail in the defense of their lands?”
Sagira smiled softly, and let her hands relax out of the fists they’d
been in. “You might not ask that if Chaveaoux was your favorite
among the Pantheon. You see, great King, you are a builder and a
developer. You leave things better and more orderly than you find
them. They, on the other hand, have technologies that even
Chaveaoux has not seen fitting to bestow onto the Aynglicans, for
worry of what they might do with them. They harness the light,
thunder, and the lightning from the skies, and the might of stone and
crystal. Their weapons are unmatchable and their wills are set on
domination and destruction.”
The Queen looked to her husband with worry plain on her face. He
was unable to reassure her with a look of confidence that he did not
feel. “You paint a grim picture.” The Queen said quietly.
“I do it out of necessity. I am not a warmonger or a woman who
loves bloodshed. I am a woman worried about my people, and the
rest of the world as well.”
“You give me much to think upon. Know this, even if you manage to
convince me, and I am not entirely convinced yet, a King cannot go
to war alone. Any King can declare war and march his few loyal
servants off to fight it, but it is the will of the lords and their vassals
that make such a war possible.” The King admitted, though he did
not like to do so. Any King would like to say that he was the end-all,
the final say. Even kings have their limits, especially in Aynglica.
“I’m sure the Outer Aynglicans would be willing to devote some of
their forces toward safeguarding their shores and aiding would-be
allies against a mutual threat.”
“The Outer Aynglicans are the easy part, Lady Sagira. It is Greater
Aynglica herself that is hard to move into war. But when she does
move, Greater Aynglica is a force to be reckoned with.”
“Let us hope then, that I can convince you and the Council of Great
Lords, that this is a necessity.”
“I would say instead, let us hope that it does not become necessary
for you to do so, but if it does, let it be done with a minimal of
Aynglican sacrifice. I do not wish to see many of my countrymen die
before the nation as a whole is ready to go to war.”
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“Nor do I wish to see that. Nor do I.” Sagira agreed.
As if all the air for serious talk had been spent, talk then turned to
lighter matters. They spoke of the spear and Makan’s training of the
King’s nephews, of foods and drinks appreciated, and of matters of
the heart. Then the men and women segregated to have
conversations of their own.
Aleta took Sagira aside, asking her many things. She was a curious
woman, and longed to know much about her and Makan’s
relationship, gender culture on Elegius, the sights of the Mueran Belt,
and of the Uleaut people. Makan, Reid, and Jerod accompanied King
Nicholas VI, speaking of duels, sword techniques, sailing, fishing,
and other pursuits Aynglican men found appealing.
Still, the King and Queen could not forget Sagira’s dire warnings.
Even after Sagira and Makan left, their words remained in the
monarchs’ minds. They had taken Sagira’s words to heart, and their
policies would begin reflect a subtle change of stance. Still, Aynglica
was a slow creature to spur into action, and it would take more than
a few important men and women to get her moving.
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CHAPTER 151
Banwha is the second greatest city on all of Elegius. If anyone begs
to differ, I will argue him or her blue in the face. Jhiza may be the
capital, and second to no other city in the world todee in terms of
population and sheer volume of trade, but Banwha is its little brother
to the west. The cities ringing the Drylands might be overlooked as
unimportant, and many have not settled the Empress’ Arm, but the
trade coming in through the Gulf of Royals and the Bay of Seals is
no small trickle. Domestically, Jierjah, Daryut, and Miniya all funnel
trade more trade to Banwha than east through the Lake of Grey and
then around the Crown of Neith. Cities like Mut and Faydeb on the
Bay of Seals deal exclusively with Banwha, while traders in Beni Sifu
and Safsaf also tend to send their trade west rather than east. Trade
from Nehkel and Ras Edir usually goes east through the Hundred
Isles, but some of their business also goes to Banwha.
Traders from Zaraig, pirates though they might often be, the
strange folk of the Forsaken Islands, and even the Muerans prefer
the port of Banwha to the bustle of Jhiza. Perhaps if the Silt Striders
did not prey upon the vessels of the Hundred Isles, plying them with
their taxes, tariffs, and fees for safe guidance through those shifting
sandbars, more outside traffic would favor Jhiza. As it is, even sailors
from distant places like Rummas or Aynglica can often come out
ahead by sailing the extra distance to Banwha, where the rates are
lower.
Since this is so, many entrepreneurial and industrious Elegians
have taken up the trade of caravanning and escorting caravans from
Banwha to the headwaters of the Empress’ Bounty. There, cargo
from all around the Broken Crown can be loaded onto barges and
floated down to Jhiza and the other cities in the interior of Elegius.
Even Jhiza gets a good deal of its products from these caravans,
and none of this would be possible without Banwha.
There is talk of a Grand Canal being built to connect the Gulf of
Royals to the Bay of Seals, an ambitious undertaking to say the
least. It seems impossible, but if any folk could do it, it is the
Elegians. Were this to happen, I have no doubt that the city of
Banwha could become even greater than Jhiza in terms of total
commerce. It may never have a palace for the Empress, or even for
the Empress-In-Waiting like Miniya has, but it would be an amazing
port, and that is all a man of the seas like myself cares for…
- Excerpt from Edvard Farsail’s ‘Ports and Vessels of the Broken
Crown’
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 Fohrsdee, the 24 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Porfirio limped tiredly into one of the few remaining command posts
in Banwha, the large Elegian port. This particular command post had
survived air raids and a couple of the night attacks by Lost Ones
suicide troopers. As of yet, it had not been discovered, but that was
only by a stretch of Gandahar’s luck that Porfirio did not expect to
last much longer. This post had been built along the Grand Canal,
partly below the waterline. One of its entrances was actually through
a grating along the canal wall, while the other was through a hidden
stairway in the back room of a butcher shop.
Currently, there were only a few Elegian junior officers in the post,
since Aziza, one of the Empress’ Hands, was otherwise occupied in
the defense of Elegius further east of his position. They had made it
a rule that they would never have all of their superior officers in the
same place, because it would take just a single lucky attack for the
major minds involved in the resistance to be wiped out. It was safer
this way, but also harder to communicate than if the commanders
had all been in the same room.
He usually communicated with Aziza via interpreters and couriers
that carried missives between the commanders. He used a similar
setup to send messages to his own officers. However, Porfirio did
appreciate it when Nico was around, and he made time to see him
as often as was possible. The boy’s vigor for battle bolstered
Porfirio’s strength when his own determination flagged. Todee was
one of those times, and it was good that Nico was to arrive shortly to
report and help plan the next stage of defense.
Such communications were vital, because Banwha was of great
strategic importance, since it was situated on the Grand Canal. The
Grand Canal connected the Gulf of Royals to the Bay of Seals,
allowing ships to pass from north to south or vice versa without
having to round the Empress’ Arm and brave that dangerous stretch
of the Outer Seas. It was also the gateway to the interior of Elegius,
and holding Banwha would sever the forces of the west from those
defending the east. It was also the strongest port in the Elegian north
besides Qinor, which had fallen Waykes ago. Due to its significant
importance, Banwha was both a major target for the Dark Aureans
and a major stronghold for the Elegians.
A combination of submerged and floating mines placed in the gulf
had slowed down the initial approach of the Corydon’s forces,
sinking only a few ships before they’d adapted their tactics to
overcome this new hurdle. Some of the mines were easy enough to
see from the air that Fliers could drop debris onto them from above
or shoot them with arc-lances until they exploded.
Usually, they used boats to destroy them though. The Dark
Aureans had captured several boats in Qinor and the Gulf of Royals,
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and they had destroyed quite a few more. The vessels that
Corydon’s engineers had managed to float once more, they used to
clear mines. It took little to make wrecked hulls seaworthy enough
that they could be dragged on towlines by teams of Fliers. It was a
time consuming effort to clear the mines, and the towing teams of
Fliers were vulnerable to attack by teams of loyalist Fliers out of
Durenia or Erstusis. Otherwise, they’d have been at Banwha already.
Even these counterattacks and these diversions couldn’t do more
than slow down the Dark Aurean war machine though. Like a manyheaded best, the Dark Aureans continued to probe and prod their
way into Elegian lands. Teams of Lost Ones had landed on the
Empress’ Arm and were marching southward; as they moved, they
burned and pillaged their way toward Jierjah, on Banwha’s western
flank. Erstusis was a thorn in Corydon’s side, and in the last Wayke,
ambush parties had targeted Fliers leaving from Erstusis’ windy
mountain passes, with modest success, and then there were the
bombings. High altitude bombings had done little to damage the
actual Menocitta, but they had certainly unnerved the populace.
Other groups of Dark Aureans had also been spotted terrorizing the
settlements along the Lake of Grey and near Daryut.
Miniya might have been a key location to defend, but the ElegianAurean alliance simply didn’t have the resources to do it well. They’d
drawn back to the mainland, rather than risk another Qinor disaster.
Any survivors that might be left on the island of Miniya were trapped
there and had been abandoned since shortly after the fall of the
naval base at Qinor. Evacuation orders had been given, but most of
the inhabitants had stayed, too stubborn to surrender their homes to
any enemy. No aid was sent, and communications with the isle had
been dead for half a Munth or more. Miniya was considered a lost
cause, and Porfirio’s maps didn’t even have a single Elegian troop or
ship marker near the isle.
Presently, Nico arrived in the company of a girl from Durenia
named Gioia. Porfirio had met her before, but he had spared little
time to consider what she might have to offer the resistance. He
knew that she was working with the Inventor Galen to develop new
modifications in their Fliers that would make them stronger and more
maneuverable. That was fine by Porfirio, but he had more immediate
concerns. Flier modifications might mean some benefit in the long
run, but he had to deal with the enemy now, with the forces that they
currently had, not the forces they might eventually have near the end
of the war. For now, he was grateful that she was part of the team
servicing the Fliers that were damaged in combat, but he expected
her to offer his forces little else in the near future. Porfirio understood
that she specialized in the repair and use of crystals, which were
necessary for the chargers, the batteries, and therefore the entire
functionality of Fliers. She was a glorified mechanic. Still, few
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Aureans were brave enough to endure the dangers of war and the
heavy air of the Lowlands, and she had volunteered for service and
served faithfully. That spoke of courage, character, and
determination, and so he didn’t begrudge her presence.
This Gioia had also ingratiated herself into the company of his
protégé, Nico, and that worried him slightly, because Gioia was
pretty, eye-catching even. Her long hair tumbled down her back in a
practical braid, staying out of the way while reminding everyone who
saw her that she was most definitely female. Her slender form would
have drawn eyes even if her heart-shaped face with its large, curious
eyes and soft lips wouldn’t have, but it did. Porfirio frowned slightly,
hoping she was not proving to be a distraction to young Nico. He had
so much promise, and he wanted to be sure that he focused on the
goal of defeating Corydon, rather than the pretty face beside him.
There were some that said women had no place in war, and while
Porfirio generally wasn’t one of them, he wondered if there was a
grain of truth in that.
Dark-haired Nico hurried down the stairs to take Porfirio in a strong
embrace. Aureans were not usually so affectionate with one another,
but Nico had taken to his teacher like a younger brother to an elder
one, and Porfirio was not one to discourage the friendship. Suddenly
laughing, Porfirio grinned at his understudy, whose lively eyes took in
the scene in the dim atmosphere of the command post. A few
translators and messengers waited around, catching their breath
before they were sent off on another errand, but for the most part,
the three Aureans had the post to themselves.
“This place is no more pleasant than last time I was here.” Nico
remarked casually.
“You are only happy when you’re in the air, diving at enemy Fliers.”
Gioia remarked, as if such a thing bothered her, when it clearly did
not. Porfirio saw the admiration in her eyes, and watched careful for
other hints of her feelings toward Nico.
Nico shrugged and turned his palms outward. “I cannot help it. I
was born in the clouds, and there I wish to remain.” He took a deep
breath and sighed. “The air is too heavy here, not light and clean like
the winds that grace my home.”
“The air there is no longer clean, I’m afraid.” Porfirio announced. If
anyone had to break the news to Nico, it would be him.
Nico’s smile melted away and he became deadly serious. “Oh?”
“Corydon’s generals have been targeting Erstusis. They’ve learned
that you Erstusians are a danger in the air, and they have begun
attacking everything coming out of there to prevent more of your kind
from helping here. They’ve also been firebombing the city.”
“I’ve seen those bombs. Fire does little to crystal and stone. It
probably does less harm to the city there than it does to these
mudbrick buildings and homes here.” Nico declared defiantly. He
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was proud of his Menocitta, prouder than most. Patriotism was not
something he lacked.
Porfirio nodded in agreement, knowing it that to be the case.
“People aren’t so fortunate as buildings, and many seem to be
shaken by the sudden deaths and the unpredictable attacks. I fear
support from there may be diminished, since they will want to defend
the Menocitta from attack instead of sending more support here.”
“That may be so.” Nico admitted. Then he said something that
reassured Porfirio, who had been concerned that Nico might wish to
go back to defend his home: “Let us hope then that Aaren’s winds
blow extra hard for the foreseeable future around my home then,
hard enough that those bombs miss the city. We need every pilot
and navigator we can get here.”
“People away from main theater of the war don’t see that though.”
Gioia pointed out. “I didn’t know myself how bad things could get
until I came here. I spared little thought for the war until I saw it
firsthand. Those without the privilege of seeing this conflict may not
see things our way.”
“We will have to make due, regardless of when and what new
forces arrive.” Porfirio replied.
“Agreed.” Nico nodded eagerly. “Now, what will you have of me and
my wing then?”
Porfirio brought them over to a map on a broad table. Several
markers of red showed Corydon’s troop positions, while blue and
gold markers showed the positions of Aurean and Elegian defenders,
respectively. “Your assignment, then, Nico, will be to take several
scout along the gulf side of The Empress’ Arm.” He swept his finger
down along the coast north of Jierjah. “Corydon’s forces have nearly
cleared the mines all the way to the north of Banwha, and they are
also beginning to make landings in limited numbers north of Daryut.
We need to slow down their advance upon Jierjah to our west, or we
will find ourselves in the impossible position of defending ourselves
from three directions. We haven’t got the men to spare to sufficiently
protect Daryut, Jierjah, and Banwha, not against this new breed of
Dark Aureans.”
“Then we will sacrifice Jierjah if we must?”
Porfirio nodded. “It could be rebuilt cheaper than it could be
preserved, but Aziza seems intent on holding Banwha at all costs.
Nevertheless, she has men in place in Mut and further east of Daryut
to catch any forces that try to slip past us into the interior of Elegius.
Jierjah may fall, but we will hold Banwha and the gateway to the soft
underbelly of the Empire.”
Gioia crossed her arms over her chest and stroked her chin
thoughtfully as she looked at the map. “If they hold Jierjah, they will
have enough territory on our western flank to mass a great deal of
soldiers.”
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Porfirio shook his head. “But they won’t. They know they cannot
group all of their men together like that. If they did, we might use
bombs of our own to wipe them out en masse. They will work in
small units, hundreds, perhaps a thousand, but I cannot believe that
they will not be baited into placing all of their men in one place.
Unlike us, they do not have the advantage of superior numbers, and
they must make their every casualty amount to a lot.”
She accepted his answer, but saw another possibility she didn’t
like. “What stops them from marching right between Daryut and
Banwha? They could march an army all the way to Jhiza, ignoring
most of the settlements, and assault the capital right on.”
Nico fielded this question, watching his mentor as he spoke to see if
his answer was correct. “We have other forces in Serjan, Ras Soag,
and Edfu to the east of here that would more to intercept them and
prevent that. Even if they did manage to evade those armies, we’d
harass their flanks all the way there, and then fall upon them from
behind while the garrisons of Jhiza faced them from their front. They
might inflict heavy causalities, but I don’t think that they really want to
fight a massive battle like that. The numbers would be to our
advantage, not theirs. They will prefer to keep the engagements
small, where the numbers are more even, allowing them a lower
level of losses while they inflict great casualties upon our forces. Man
for man, we cannot stand against them.”
Porfirio gave Nico a congratulatory slap on the shoulder. He was
proud to see his protégé had really begun to understand the tactics
in this conflict. “That is absolutely correct. That’s why we must try to
keep the numbers on our side, without exposing our forces to attacks
from bombs. The Antipode Devices that Iago has supplied us protect
well from arc-lance fire, but they do little to stop bombs. We’ve had to
hide them and disguise them. That’s why jobs like yours, Nico, are
so important. You need to soften up the enemy so that our defenses
can handle them. If the enemy arrives mostly intact, we simply
cannot hold them. Our outlying skirmish forces must slow and
weaken the enemy, or this war is lost.”
“Shall I accompany him?” Gioia asked.
“To what end?” Porfirio inquired in return. He glanced at her and
then at Nico. Nico missed the look, so intent was his concentration
on the map and his pending task.
“We have a team of force Fliers filled with engineers and repair
parts for the Fliers.” Gioia replied. “It’s one of the accommodations
Galen suggested to help minimize losses as well as decrease down
time due to repairs.”
Nico looked up from the map and laughed enthusiastically. “It really
does work. I am frequently amazed by what they can do in the space
of an Ouer!”
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“Do you want her team to accompany you then? Force Fliers are
not nearly as agile as your Recon Fliers. The enemy may set them
upon if they are spotted, and you will either have to spend the time
and effort to defend them or abandon them as lost. We cannot afford
for your whole group to be lost or pulled into a large battle.”
“I think the benefits are well worth the risks.” Nico answered after
carefully considering his options. “I will take them if you allow it.”
“Take them then, but do not make me regret it. We have need of
repair teams here as well.”
Gioia looked Porfirio straight in the eye as if challenging him to
question her abilities further, and said, “You won’t regret it.”
“Then get out of here, you two. I want you airborne within the Ouer
so that you can report back here within a Wayke. I have to speak
with Aziza and review our defenses along the waterline. They
attacked again in the depths of last night, both with bombs and small
assassin teams.”
“What if they’ve already reached Jierjah by the time we get there?”
Nico asked, looking at a set of red markers on the map not far from
the Elegian city, only a few Centis on the map, but many Kilomes in
reality, not to the tireless Lost Ones.
Porfirio let out a grim exhalation between his teeth and looked at
the map right where Nico was. “Assist them there, and if the city is
under siege, put yourself more or less under the command of
General Aziza’s commander there. You have my permission to
disobey her orders and act as you see best, but only if she will waste
your lives foolishly. Otherwise, you are to obey the commanders
there. If the city is falling and the commanders are dead or dying, get
as many troops as you can back to Banwha. Do not attempt to save
the city unless you can drive the enemy off with minimal losses.”
“We will go then. Maletos watch over you, Porfirio, as you stand in
the defense of her people.” Nico bowed deeply, touching his
forehead.
“And may Aaren guide your Fliers safely back to me, for the people
have need of you.” Porfirio replied, bowing to Nico and Gioia in
return.
Gioia had nothing so profound to add, but she touched her
forehead as well, and then followed Nico out of the command post.
Porfirio watched them both as they left, and then turned his attention
back to the map.
More forces were arriving from Aetheline on a frequent basis, and
some had come from the Grancittas in the east, but he still feared an
all-out attack. They could easily be overwhelmed if Corydon’s
general found a way to get enough men onto dry land. Time was
simply not on the side of the defenders, but there was no way for him
to launch a pre-emptive strike and cripple the enemy before they
arrived.
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After several Mynettes of contemplating his current situation, he
waved over a pair of couriers and began having them transcribing
orders for dispersal among his commanders, and some
correspondence for General Aziza, too.
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CHAPTER 152
All that’s within a Rumani heart,
Those hidden things in soul and mind,
Our hopes, our dreams, our art,
All things he helps us to find.
Anything that we can imagine,
Uman can bring into being…
- Excerpt from Rehan’s ‘Songs for the Lost’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 25 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Wariness and fear had kept Tulis and Marceaupo away from the
site of their defeat. The Gods and Goddesses of the Pantheon rarely
fought with anything other than words. Being immortal and endless
made it sort of pointless to attack each other. What point was there
in trying to kill something that could not die? Better to torture each
other with words and stinging barbs to make them as miserable as
possible, like Kaneitha, Juria, and Maletos did to one another.
Still, even amongst deities, or perhaps especially amongst deities,
there was a sense of family and the importance of preserving blood
at any cost. Greveth was their eldest sister, and she had been
suffering alone. That was why they had even gone down to the world
to assist her in any way possible. They had followed their fleeing
sister after Maletos’ cruel words had sent her off. The Queen of the
Goddesses might abandon one of her own, the only to give birth in
memory, but her sister and brother would not.
Following their sister’s fiery trail in the skies, they had descended to
the world, where they had come upon the scene of the birthing of
Uman, a horrible sight indeed, beyond anything they might have
imagined. Their sister had been being torn asunder as the babe God
was being released from the world and her womb simultaneously.
Her screams and her birthing agony had been frightening. Never had
they seen a deity suffer so greatly.
Then, there was Uman’s incredible strength. Even unborn, he was
a match for both of them, perhaps even for Cainel and Comrain in
terms of physical prowess. He had overpowered them, even in their
element of water, and he had cast them far away from the Eye of
Tulis, where they had fought. Tulis and Marceaupo had been thrown
so far that they had had to make their way back from the furthest
extents of the Outer Seas, way beyond the Broken Crown.
In those far corners of the world, where the waters grew to
immense depths that sheltered fey creatures, and breadths that were
broader than any Deepcrosser might ever cross in their lifetime, they
had licked their wounds, worried, and wondered what had befallen
their sister. The last they had seen of her, she had appeared to be
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mortally wounded. Eventually, blood ties, duty, and curiosity had
dragged them back, if reluctantly. Neither brother nor sister expected
what they saw upon their arrival, not Tulis with his broken eye and
not Marceaupo with her damaged pride.
The Eye of Tulis was possessed by a deadly calm. The stones
around it were shattered and melted into twisted spires of volcanic
glass. Sparkling mineral crystals had grown in place of great rocks
that had once framed the whirlpool. Wreckage from Aurean Fliers –
they had undoubtedly wanted to see what was going about so close
to Muralius – was strewn about the area, a dusting of thin, alloyed
sheeting and farmed crystals. There were no Aurean survivors in
sight, even if confused gulls and waterfowl bedecked the area with
their presences and their timid calls. At least Tulis had an answer as
to why his eye ached so badly and was full of cataracts; he had not
been able to see out of the eye since the birth, and yet Uman had
not struck him upon his face. With growing fear, they searched the
area for their sister and kept watch for Uman as well. The area was
only so large, and, as Uman had not yet left the area, it did not take
long to find her.
Their sister stood, alive, well, and whole. Her countenance was
fiery and far more alive than they had ever seen. Before them was a
being whose purpose had been fulfilled; she was hardly the woman
they remembered being torn apart in childbirth and crying out in
terrible suffering. In fact, had they not actually seen her wounded so,
they’d have doubted that anything had ever happened to damage
her. Yet, she was changed in more ways than just having been made
whole again.
Her hair streamed down like sparks shooting out from a fire being
stirred, framing her face with its smoldering eyes and her shoulders
in cascades of orange and yellow that waved incessantly like actual
flames. Her silken gown was torn down the middle, just as she had
been during the birth. The tear bared most of her chest and plunged
deeply to stop below her navel, low enough that it showed a hint of
the reddish hair between her legs. Her bare breasts were heavy and
ripe, like a mother who was heavy with milk. Magma-like secretions
dripped from her swollen teats, stinging the ground with each drop.
Where the milk of Greveth fell, garnets and rubies formed,
embedded in the stone glass that cooled around them.
Uman stood next to her, the image of godliness. He was carved as
if out of stone, ruggedly handsome and yet beautiful all in one. He
was tall and slender, yet short and stocky; strong yet soft; serious,
yet amused. Uman was a contradiction, entirely. His nature was the
same way, God and yet not – perfect and yet not. Looking at him
was like looking at a constantly shifting shadow, except that his form
was one of light. Each of his successive changes was a good one, a
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minute adjustment in his appearance that made him different but just
as good as before.
No doubt had a regular man or woman looked upon him, they
would indeed see his or her idealized version of the godling – their
dream of him. Tulis and Marceaupo were deities though, and as
such they could see through to his truest form, a form in which he
favored his good leg. His ankle was still damaged, the only evidence
of the battle he had gone through during his birth. Tulis and
Marceaupo both looked at this long and hard, figuring it to be a
weakness, even though Gods supposedly had none. Who was to say
with Uman though? He defied definition. Not even Maletos herself
had believed this would come to pass. She had been wrong, terribly
wrong.
“Sister!” Tulis called out suddenly, surprising his older sister beside
him. Marceaupo clearly had hoped to remain unseen.
Greveth’s eyes focused on her little brother and anger filled her
face, a terrible rage that made him cringe and cower. She took a
menacing step toward him, but Uman’s hand shot out to restrain her.
“Peace, beloved. They mean us no harm, now.” He said softly, his
voice dreamlike.
“But they wounded you, tried to stop you from being born!” Greveth
protested. She tried to shake his hand free of her arm, but he held
fast.
“Do not forget your ties of old, just because you have been
remade.”
Greveth eyed them unknowingly, trying to place their faces. “These
two? I know them only as enemies.”
“What lies are these? What poison has he filled your head with?”
Marceaupo’s eyes stormed angrily and her deep blue gown whipped
in agitation, stirring her younger brother’s blonde hair next to her.
Greveth sneered, exposing teeth that glittered like sharpened
diamonds. “I think she needs to be taught a lesson in respect.”
“Sister, do you truly not know us?” Tulis asked. His handsome,
boyish features wore a wounded look, pierced to the heart by the
thought that she really might not know them.
“I know none such as you two.”
“They are your siblings, the younger pieces of yourself. Remember
them.” Uman said.
It wasn’t clear to the younger God and Goddess if this was a
command or a suggestion, but a light flared behind their elder sister’s
eyes, and she looked on them with a new expression, one of
recognition.
“Why?” Greveth whispered in a mixture of amazement and betrayal,
covering her mouth with her hand.
“Why what?” Marceaupo snapped at her sister.
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Greveth’s hand dropped to her side, where it balled into a fist. “Why
did you try to stop my husband, my son, from being born?”
“You were hurting, being ripped apart. We tried to save you.”
Marceaupo protested. Her words were spoken harshly. She, too, felt
betrayed by her kin, that the very one she had been trying to save
would be her accuser.
“You could no more have stopped the fulfilling of her purpose than
you could turn the world backward on its axis.” Uman declared with a
great deal of finality, a convincing enough statement that Marceaupo
was left without a response.
Greveth looked to her new mate for answers. “What do we do with
them now?”
“We let them decide where they will stand, with us and the new
ordering of the Pantheon, or with the old, failing order.”
“You intend to depose Maletos?” Tulis stared at Uman in wonder. It
was an impossible feat, something unthinkable. There was an order,
a hierarchy to the Pantheon, and it was not questioned. Even those
who disagreed with Maletos dared not attempt to replace her.
Uman shook his head. “I needn’t do it myself. She is failing on her
own. Her worshipper base is failing. They are losing faith, dying, or
changing into the pawns of the Lost Ones. Already Juria and
Kaneitha are her equals. Soon even Yenis and others will outrank
her. Cainel and Comrain are failing as well, with the deaths of so
many Kerathi. Juria’s power will weaken as well, when the Elegians
begin to die in full. And if these suffer most, all of the Gods shall
suffer, especially those who are tied strongly to one of the dying
peoples of the Broken Crown.”
“How do you know all this?” Marceaupo was suspicious and
doubtful of the godling; she made no effort to hide that fact.
“I dreamed it.” He answered.
Marceaupo did not like such an indefinite answer. She demanded
clarification: “What is to say it is not only a dream then?”
“Do you doubt Elecin in his divinations, Ithilia and Solmin in their
lovemaking, or Ocel in his animal husbandry?” Uman responded
curtly. “Dreams are my domain, and I know all that has been dreamt
of, regardless of who did the dreaming.”
“If Maletos does fall, what of Haestos and what of the Pantheon?”
Tulis asked. Worry was clear on his face. He did not want to be
disloyal to his own kind.
“They will die if they are not careful. The Dark Pair are watching
and waiting for weakness, and the Lost Ones are terribly hungry for
revenge upon you all.” Uman’s words were ominous, but Tulis and
Marceaupo felt that they carried truth.
Tulis looked to Marceaupo, and then to Greveth. He felt that the
wording of Uman’s declaration was important, but neither of them
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had commented on it. “You? Don’t you mean us? We are all Gods,
you and we.”
Uman shook his head. “I am not like you, nor am I like them. I am
what I am, and I am unique.”
“But you still fear the Lost Ones?” Tulis asked.
“They are the antithesis to all I believe in and to all that I am. They
stand against Gods and men, and I am both. I do not fear them, but I
hate them. They are the hopelessness and destruction to my hope
and creation.” Uman’s expression darkened when he spoke of the
Lost Ones. There was nothing in the world he hated more. He had
been born in part to hate them.
“So what shall we do?” The younger sibling asked.
“Greveth is free of her people now, tied to me, to the land, and to
the fire beneath it. She and I are the safest now, so we will pursue
the destruction of the Lost Ones and the preservation of the peoples
who live within the Broken Crown. You two, you may muster the
Muerans if you wish, for they will be helpful in the battles to come. It
would be good to safeguard some of them, though; you must know
that you are still tied to them, and their deaths will weaken you both
after all. If you wished to forsake them, I could free you from them if
you would tie yourself to me and to your element of water instead of
your worshippers.” He explained.
Marceaupo shook her head. “I must decline. Your offer and motives
are suspicious to me, and I do not trust you. I cannot trust you, not
yet.”
“Then muster the Muerans, send them northward.” Uman
suggested. “Their arms and wisdom will be needed. Greveth and I
will begin our journey toward Rummas, to see my people. Then I
must go northward to Cenalium, where all of this started. However, if
I have a chance, I might have to visit someone before that. We might
be able to help each other.”
Marceaupo looked puzzled. “Who would you visit?”
Uman smiled, as if she should know the answer but hadn’t thought
of it yet. “Anthea, the girl you have all watched for so long.”
“What would you have with her?” Marceaupo demanded. In some
ways, she shared much in common with Greveth, especially her
sister’s fiery disposition, even if she was Goddess of the Outer Seas.
“I don’t know. I wish to see her, because she is more like me than
any other creature that walks this world right now, save for two.”
“Who are those two?”
“My wife-mother, Greveth, and an Ox-Man who walks to the west.”
Uman answered.
“You are similar to one of the Land’s Children?” Marceaupo snorted
derisively. She had little respect for the Ox-men, seeing them as little
more than cattle that had escaped Ocel’s domain.
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“He is more than that, far more. He is becoming a God in his own
rights, The Sum of All Lands. Greveth feels his presence strongly,
and it is rapidly growing.”
“We will go then, and gather the Muerans as you have suggested.”
Marceaupo said, getting a nod from her brother, Tulis. “Not, because
you have told us to, but because I can see the wisdom in that course
of action, especially since great Kunoeha has erupted. We must
gather those who worship us and save as many as we can. Be it by
nature or by man, we cannot allow our worshippers to be
slaughtered wholesale, as other Gods and Goddesses seem content
to allow.”
“Go now then, and go in peace.” Uman bid them both.
“Take care of our sister.” Tulis replied. It was a charge of duty that
he pressed upon Uman, and Uman nodded that he would do as
asked. Tulis, relieved at the answer, plunged into the calm seas of
what used to be the swirling whirlpool of The Eye of Tulis, his Eye.
Marceaupo stared hard and long at Uman before finally nodding
and getting a nod in return. Then she followed her brother, diving into
the becalmed seas.
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CHAPTER 153
The southern reaches of Elegius were some of the last parts of the
isle to come under the control of the Empire. Only the small
settlements hidden along the rocky wall of The Empress’ Arm
resisted longer. It is widely considered that these holdouts in the
south acted so because of their intermixing with the Samiels, who
are a stubborn and hardy folk. Frequent attacks by pirates and
marauders from Zaraig also hardened these southerners, giving
them a fierce sense of determination and independence. They
resisted all outside interference, even from those meaning well by
wishing to add them to the Empire.
In more recent Yarres, southerners are sought after to fill out the
ranks of the Empress’ legions, since they remain as some of the
heartiest men and women in the Empire, especially those from
Nehkel. However, even with a large number of southerners now
working for the Empire, the strong will of the south remains. Several
Empresses have been forced to send forces to deal with protests
and insolence bordering upon outright rebellion.
The southern regions of Elegius are a great lesson for many
leaders: the harder you push a people, the harder they will resist.
Occasionally they may even start to push back…
- Excerpt from Ramessef’s ‘A Chronicle of Elegius’
th

 Noinsdee, the 29 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Bedros looked around and was satisfied. For a few Dees, he and
his five companions had been working their way overland,
penetrating the vast landmass of Elegius. They had run hard to
quickly cross the gap of water separating Zaraig and Elegius, and
since making landfall to the southwest of Ras Edir, they had moved
into consistently worse terrain. They had left the narrow strip of
green, arable lands along the Inner Seas, and had gone into arid
lands of the interior. The arid lands they now tread upon were the
sandy wastes on Elegius known as The Drylands.
The Drylands were a windswept expanse of dunes, desert, and
parched grasslands. Food had gone from plentiful, to scarce, to
nonexistent, except at the rare oases they found. They did not find
the oases by accident though. Rather, it was Bedros’ land sense that
allowed him to detect the moistness in the air and soil, and he was
able to guide his group to these infrequent, but lush watering holes
that only the desert folk known as the Samiels and a few
knowledgeable caravan drivers seemed to know the location of.
The Drylands was an apt name, so far as Bedros had seen. The dry
air leeched moisture from their breaths and from their skins,
evaporating sweat as fast as they could produce it. Even with heavy
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hides protecting them, skin chafed and then cracked under the heat
of the sun. If a lack of water and food had been the end of their
problems, they would have been fortunate. It seemed that Ox-Men
hooves were not designed to work well on sand, and the other
elements also conspired against them. The winds carried fine grit
from dune tops into their eyes, and the light seemed magnified, too,
reflecting off the whitish sand until they could barely see. Their
corneas were being baked, and all they could do was squint to cover
their eyes with their eyebrows.
Bedros, Horn-Tree, and Gnasher had the good fortune of
possessing nictating membranes, which protected their eyes from
the sand, but the other three did not. Still, Red-Tail, Wandering-Eyes,
and Coat-of-Dust faired better than Horn-Tree and Gnasher in terms
of maintaining moisture. Being creatures from the Gnat Marshes of
Zaraig, their bodies had adapted to being in a very humid and moist
environment. This was anything but that. Their skins cracked and
they struggled to keep hydrated. Therefore, Bedros had to choose a
transformation sight within a short distance from an oasis. Otherwise,
he might very well emerge after becoming one with the desert only to
find his companions had all died of thirst. He knew the land would
sustain him when he was merged with it, but it would not do the
same for his companions. Its loving embrace would reach out to him
because the land had an invested interest in him, but they were
nothing to the world, just animals in an unfortunate place.
Fortunately, Bedros had found such an oasis, and it was one of
sufficient size to sustain all five of his companions in relative comfort,
with enough water, shade, and grazing to protect them through the
next Wayke or more it would take him to learn the ways of this place.
They might have to share it with a caravan if one happened by, or
with Sandcats and any other desert animals that came in search of a
drink, but there would be enough water for them all. There was also
a bit of grass growing around the waterhole, enough that the five
could forage and keep some of their remaining body fat. Even with
that modest grazing, Bedros did not doubt that they would all be a bit
thinner by the time they left The Drylands; they would all shed water
and fat until they reached The Vale and the rich grasses growing
there.
Another thing that Bedros expected would help his companions was
the fact that he was so close to becoming one with the world as The
Sum of All Lands. His presence would begin to shift the world into a
more favorable environment. Plants would begin to sprout anywhere
he was, and life would naturally gravitate toward him. He
unconsciously worked the will of the world wherever he went now,
and the will of the world was for life to thrive everywhere, even if it
was just life of the sort that could survive in the desert. There were
signs of the world’s will wherever he went, and he had begun to

294

PERENNIALS
notice more of them of late, especially during his time on Zaraig and
crossing the Inner Seas to Elegius.
Wandering-Eyes snorted unhappily as he looked around at the
bleak landscape. “We were not built for this sort of terrain. My
hooves sink into the sand, and there is hardly anything to eat.”
“Maybe we were not made for this place, but our ancestors were.”
Bedros answered with only a mild amount of irritation. His mood was
good, and he would not be irked by complaints. He also realized that
he had several adaptations that allowed him to live in this
environment, adaptations that Wandering-Eyes and the others did
not share.
Bedros pulled from some of the memories Crooked-Tail had left him
when their spirits had merged in the frozen fields of the Uleauts,
giving him the energy to rebuild his ruined body. Crooked-Tail was
gone now, all but a piece of him that lived on in Bedros, and a large
piece of that was the herd’s memories, which Bedros had access to.
From that pool of memories, he drew out ones relevant to Elegius,
from his people’s distant past.
“Silverhorns and his herds used to live here, before they made the
accord that ceded The Vale to them.” Silverhorns was the Ox-Man
who had signed the Butcher’s Accord with Empress Neith II, ending
the slaughter of Ox-Men on Elegius. The deal had also earned OxMen sovereignty over The Vale. Since 382 Y.E., The Vale had been
the domain of the western herds of Ox-Men. That was well over a
thousand Yarres ago, but that fact had not changed.
“Silverhorns was long ago. We have since adjusted to life on The
Amber Plains, where it is not so dry.” Coat-of-Dust pointed out,
scratching himself with some sand. He was beginning to resemble
his name once more. Then, as if he didn’t want to anger Bedros with
his doubts, he added more optimistically, “Still, we will survive in the
oasis you have found for us. There is good shelter there, water, and
grazing to be done.”
Red-Tail grunted in agreement, grinding his teeth together and
smacking his parched lips in anticipation of water and a meal. They
may have fattened themselves up on Zaraig and drank their fill
before entering the desert, but running on sand was sweaty
business, even if they rested and conserved their energies during the
greatest heat of the Dee.
Gnasher eyed the shimmering water of the waterhole thirstily. The
skin on his nose had cracked from the heat and sun, and his tongue
constantly licked at it, dampening it as best as it could, but he had
reached a point where there was just no moisture left in his mouth.
He was too tired to even gnash his teeth as he habitually did. HornTree was better off, but his head drooped on his thick neck, as if he
was too weary to hold his big rack of horns aloft any longer.
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“Let us drink deeply and rest then, before I begin my next stage of
acclimation.” Bedros suggested, eliciting a chorus of grunts, snorts,
and pawing at the sandy ground.
Spurred on by this idea, they raced across the last Kilome of sand,
stumbling up and then sliding down the faces of dunes until they
arrived, panting and exhausted, at the fertile ring of foliage
surrounding the waterhole. It was refreshing to have grass under
their hooves once more, and the shade of a stand of date palms, a
couple of which reached heights of almost twenty Mayters, was
welcome indeed. The water was not cool by any means, but it was
clean and deep enough that they could plunge chest-deep into it and
wade around in it without any fear of alligators, of which, there were
none for many Kilomes. There weren’t any Sandcats about these
parts to worry about either. Sandcats did not need that much water,
and they also did not like oases, since they tended to draw a large
number of humans. A single human they would fall upon with delight
and make a meal of them, but they did not like crowds at all.
A small herd of camels watched from the safety of the other side of
the oasis, several dozen Mayters distant. Bedros noted that these
were wild camels, and gave them no second thoughts. If someone
owned these camels, they would not be far away. Camels were life in
The Drylands, and one did not let life wander off. Many camels on
Elegius were the property of caravan drivers or the Samiels. The
Samiels and camels were well acquainted with each other. In fact,
Samiels could not survive long without camels, since they used
everything from their milk and their dung to their meat in everydee
life. Currently, there were no Samiels about, which was for the best.
Bedros was not particularly familiar with Samiels, but he had no idea
how the locals would view Ox-Men in these parts, and he had
chosen this area in part because he had used his earth senses to
determine that there were no humans nearby.
Bedros luxuriated in the water for only a few Mynettes before
leaving the comfort of the pool. He hungered only a little, so he ate
sparingly. All while he ate, he looked out onto the crests of dusty
waves that surrounded this little island of life in the middle of a sea of
sand. Here and there, he could sense life – scorpions, insects,
desert mice, cactuses, a few birds of prey, and a solitary fox resting
in the shade of its burrow beneath a cactus in the distance. There
was life here, but it was not densely populated as it was in the thick
jungles of the Mueran Belt or oppressively thick like in the swamps of
Zaraig. Life was life though, and this was another part of the world he
had to become one with.
Eager to be about his task, he turned to his fellows who still played
in the water. Food and water had made them temporarily forget the
arguments they had had, the division in the group between those
who were true Ox-Men and those who were wild outcasts. Slowly,

296

PERENNIALS
they came to see that he had something to see. There was
something in the stance of his long shadow that drew their attention,
and they ceased their play to listen.
“You five may rest here, but I must be about my task.” Bedros
announced.
“How can we help you?” Red-Tail inquired, always the eagerest of
the group.
“I do not know that you can, except by being here in case I need
your help. As we reach more populated areas, we must be more
careful. The Mueran lands and Zaraig were mostly unpopulated.
Similarly, the oceans and the Amber Plains offered little interference.
Here, who can say what will happen. Watch and listen. Take turns
watching and guarding over my body’s resting place.” It was a long
speech for the Ox-Men’s tongue, taking several Mynettes to say in
full.
“All of us?” Wandering-Eyes asked, eyeing Gnasher and HornTree, but especially Gnasher.
Gnasher ground his teeth audibly and glared at Wandering-Eyes.
The two certainly did not see eye-to-eye. Horn-Tree seemed less
offended than his friend, but he, too, gave Wandering-Eyes a
displeased look.
“All of you.” Bedros insisted, firmly enough that even WanderingEyes did not try to argue.
Horn-Tree splashed about in the water, stirring up the water into
mud for several Saycunds, as if he’d been vindicated. Gnasher just
ground his teeth happily; he was glad to be included. Coat-of-Dust
watched them both in bemusement, but Wandering-Eyes would not
even look at Bedros or another member of his party for several
Mynettes.
“I will go with you first.” Red-Tail offered, seizing the first chance to
help the leader of their small herd.
Bedros nodded in assent. “Follow me, but give me some time
alone.”
Red-Tail climbed out of the water and followed Bedros to the edge
of the oases, where he waited and chewed on greenery as Bedros
went out onto the dunes once more. The wind quickly erased
Bedros’ hoofprints, and in time, the sand lifted by the winds began to
obscure him from sight as well. Red-Tail waited until he almost could
not see Bedros anymore, and then he began to follow, staying just at
the edge of sight.
Bedros walked alone upon the sand, feeling the sparse but vibrant
forms of life around him. They were strong, hardy creatures and
plants, living where most things would simply die. That would be the
lesson of the desert, he decided. Unlike the swamps, he did not feel
that he would have to be absorbed into the earth here. Here, he felt
intuitively that he must stand or sit, experiencing what it was to be
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part of the desert, shifting, and yet changeless all at once. The dunes
changed configurations constantly, drifting and settling, and the life
within the desert had to follow those rhythms.
Bedros sat down lightly, feeling the heat of the sun-warmed sand
on the back of his thighs and his rump, even through the fur that
covered his lower half. He sank his fingers into the sand then, and
closed his inner eyelids so that he could witness what it was to be
desert. Dust swirled around him, a snake slithered nearby, and a
large bird circled overhead. He was vaguely aware of Red-Tail
watching him from the distance, and the changing of the guard that
came Ouers later, but he did not focus on them.
His body became like the sand, moving fluidly with the winds and
the shifting sands. Each time a new guard came to observe him, he
was in a different place and in a different pose. He became less
substantial in form, but stronger in his connection to the world. His
body was learning the ways of a new region, but even with his
tireless attention to the lessons the world taught him, it would take
Dees before he had mastered all that was desert.
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CHAPTER 154
Men have four great loves in this world: their country, women,
money, and more money. While I respect men who love their country
– I am one of them in most situations, especially where it is
financially beneficial to me – I must confess that I am a bit put off by
their idealistic natures. Men that have women as their great loves in
life, I cannot understand at all. Love is always a matter more of the
groin and the loins than of the mind, which therefore makes it
financial suicide. I have always maintained a cautious distance from
men who fall madly in love for any woman, and I have done this with
good reason. It is called being ‘madly in love’ because it most
certainly is a form of madness, and it is a less subtle form than most.
Men do strange things for women and for love, and none of them are
good for one’s coin purse.
I then come to the last two sorts of men. Both of them love money.
One kind of man loves money for what it can bring them, and the
other kind of man loves money for itself, for the nature and wonder of
money. I am one of the latter, instead of the former. Money
confounds, money moves, money has a life of its own. It may bring
me many things, but I love it for its self. It, like mercury, will run from
your hands when you try to grab it, all the while poisoning you with
its beauty. I am obsessed with the sounds, smells, and all traits of
money.
Perhaps, this is also a form of madness, but it is far more financially
beneficial than women or love for my country…
- Excerpt from Mortimer Tightfist’s ‘Circumstances Governing
Monetary Affairs’
th

 Noinsdee, the 29 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
After the meeting with the monarchs of the land, Sagira had taken
only a single Dee off. It would not be in good form, she had decided,
to go off meeting with others of lesser status as if she valued
everyone’s company just the same. However, it would not have done
to hide out in her apartments for a Wayke afterward either, as that
would have been seen as though she had hit a brick wall with the
King and queen or endured some disgrace during their meeting, and
therefore needed to go into hiding. She chose to take the middle
road, that being a restful Dee off to stroll in the gardens and eat in
popular dining establishments without having to talk business. She
was seen in the company of only her Mueran manservant, who had
also become a bit famous as a result of the fight with Jerod and Reid
as well as having met the King and Queen. Everyone who was
someone now knew as much as was possible about Makan’s
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background and a bit about the significance of the narwhal tusk that
he carried.
Two Dees after her meeting with the royalty of Aynglica, invites had
begun flooding in like mad. Bastien had spent the better part that
Dee opening them with her and talking about who had sent what
invite and for what place, time, and event. Sagira had let him assist
her in this task, and had even arranged for his services for the entire
Dee, mostly because he had been of such great help in the past. The
boy had such a loose tongue that he would spill everything he knew
about anyone if he thought it would make someone like him,
especially if that someone was rich and powerful. Sagira, of course,
regularly counted on Bastien’s nature to do just this, spreading
helpful news and rumors about her. Anything she told him in
confidence during their meetings would certainly spread to the
nearest waiting ear with coins to spare. She certainly told him
nothing that could damage her standing, but anything that would
increase intrigue about her person or further their cause was liberally
shared with the boy.
Bastien was like many other boys in that he had big aspirations,
although his personal goals changed frequently. He had recently
decided that he wished to be the manservant for the King when he
grew older. Mockery and laughter from his peers, strong stimuli for
such an impressionable mind, had mostly cured him of desiring such
a lofty goal, but he had since decided that if he could not be the
king’s manservant, he could certainly serve someone related to the
king. He had settled on either Jerod or Reid, two young men that
Makan was well acquainted with, and so he was too, if indirectly.
Sagira was half-tempted to school the boy in etiquette and teach
him how to hold his tongue, which would be necessary if he truly
wanted to serve someone as well born into society as Jerod or Reid
were. Unfortunately, that would be counterproductive to her goals, so
she waited and hoped he’d learn on his own. He would likely learn
eventually, probably from his interactions with the other household
servant boys who were like his older brothers, just as he was
beginning to learn about girls from them, another thing he had
recently begun to grow interested in.
She’d caught him sneaking glances down her blouses when he
thought she wasn’t looking, and there was also a rumor of Bastien
sneaking kisses with a visiting dignitary’s daughter. The girl’s father
had been scandalized and had left in a huff, but Bastien’s reputation
among the young boys on the staff had only grown from the
encounter. Some locals had gone as far as to blame Sagira for
Bastien’s behavior, hypothesizing that it must be her that was
teaching the boy unseemly outlander behaviors. She made no
response to these charges and did not attempt to refute these
absurd claims. If anything, it made her more infamous around
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Alacazzare, and it gave her something amusing to chat about when
she socialized with the nobility.
Those simple matters aside, Sagira had begun meeting with others
after that second Dee, but she had also started sending her own
invites. Now that she had become a political force to be reckoned
with, she had reached a standing that allowed her to ask people to
see her at her convenience rather than theirs. She did this part of the
time, although she still went to many brunches, tea times, and even
an occasional gala with the affluent. When she hosted parties, she
did so by spending money donated by admirers and supporters:
Rolf’s fiancée Catrin Fabbro, Raul Cerenti, and the Earl of
Chasseralle, who had determined her to be a worthy cause. She was
careful with money, but not cheap. Extravagance wasn’t required,
and it would waste money better spent on the war effort. In some
occasions though, she realized she had to spend money to make
even more money.
Bastien had continued to deliver her mail throughout this busy
period, whenever he put aside mischief and girls long enough to be
of service. Several Dees after her meeting, she received an invite
from none other than Count Reynard, whose assistance she had
unequivocally turned down before her recent successes. She had
not needed him then, and she did not care for the man in the least,
so she had ignored him and had the invite thrown away with the rest
of the ones she had neither the time nor the inclination to fulfill.
Yet, another invite had come from the Count the next Dee, and this
one was far more interesting. He had invited her out to view a mock
war carried on in miniature, and she had specifically been invited
alone. The possibilities were intriguing enough that she felt as if she
must accept it, but she could not do such a thing without at least
discussing it with Makan, though she could anticipate his answer
before even hearing it. Still, she let him read it.
“Well?” She inquired, watching his eyes finally lift from the page’s
spidery script.
“What is a war in miniature?” Makan asked after a pause to glance
one more time at the page.
“I wasn’t sure myself, so I asked Bastien.”
“And what did he say?”
“It’s quite interesting.” Sagira answered with a broad smile. “He said
that there is a battlefield built in a broad hall by artists, one showing
several isles or an important site, usually from somewhere in the
lands and waters disputed by the Kerathi and the Aynglicans.
Occasionally, they might reenact battles from the Elegian occupation
or the Aynglican Civil War as well. This map is like the world in
miniature, with trees, mountains, miniature villages, and even model
boats.”
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“That is hardly the interesting part though. What’s truly unique is
that they then divide those who have purchased their way into the
game into two or three camps, depending on the scenario. Each
camp is allowed to purchase different units of troops and supplies:
artillery, boats, cavalry, pikemen, and the like. Depending on the
situation, one camp may be stronger than another, or may have
different options than the other. Neither side knows what the other
side will buy, where they will be placed, or what they will do. That is
most of the fun, as I understand.”
“Now, each camp has a designated general, usually the man who
has paid the most to play. He may allow his commanders to position
their own forces or let them do it all by themselves. It really just
depends on the group assembled. Anyway, they carry out a mock
battle, one that may take many Ouers. Sometimes it is a series of
ongoing battles that run for Waykes before the game is done. Their
forces are moved, and they clash in miniature when they meet,
fighting until there is a clear victor.”
Sagira finally finished explaining, and Makan felt a bit perplexed. It
was a strange game these Aynglicans had. He’d never seen or
heard of anything quite like it. “So, who does the fighting?” He asked.
“Children in child-sized armor fight with padded weapons, riding
miniature horses and ponies. Referees judge the combat to
determine who is dead and who is not.”
Makan looked at her as if she had grown another head. “Where do
they find children willing to battle like this?”
“Many come from traveling circuses or work as entertainers, so this
is what they do. Others are just fodder offered up by poor parents. It
pays well, and their children have a chance to catch the eyes of the
rich, who might take them up as servants and squires, or perhaps
they might offer to train them as men-at-arms.”
“I can’t imagine parents would do this. Throwing their children into a
battle, even a mock-battle, is not to be done.”
“The children used in this sport have to be trained and recruited. It’s
quite dangerous, but they are still trained. Broken bones and
concussions are considered regular hazards of the game.”
“This is bizarre in the extreme. Why would anyone want to watch
such suffering? The Aynglican elite truly seems to have too much
free time and money and feel the need to waste it.”
Sagira shrugged. “I did not make this game up. I do suppose it is a
diversion that only the rich could afford. Even tickets to watch the
mock battles can be quite expensive. I hear the naval battles are the
most impressive. They’re done on a pond out in the grounds.”
Makan shook his head in disbelief. “Then you really want to go?”
Sagira sat down on a long divan that sat against a wall in their
apartments. She carefully arranged her skirts and sighed. “I think I
should meet with our old friend, Count Reynard. I would like to set
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things straight with him if possible. But, if he persists in his selfish
goals, I will have to set him straight.”
Makan remained standing, but he watched her; he was amazed
that she had so completely transformed into this upper class lady of
importance, when she had been a fierce bodyguard when they had
first met. Her interest in this weird sport was proof that she’d not lost
her interest in combat, so that fierceness clearly had not abated, and
her abilities to get things done were unchanged. She had handled
Ife, her heavyset employer on Miniya, and she had helped them get
off the isle. Since then, she’d battled Aureans and the elements to
get this far, only to transform into what was needed on Greater
Aynglica. She was an adaptable woman of many talents, some of
which he was still only realizing.
“I suppose the question should be: can any good come of this
meeting? Why not simply ignore him?”
“I worry about him. I fear he will be a perpetual thorn in our sides
until I remove him. He has tried to use my name in the past, and he
continues to do so.”
“Will not meeting him in public just validate his own causes?”
“Not if I disagree with him publicly. If I can break from him in a
public manner, we can part ways from him and make it clear that he
is not with us.”
“I still don’t like the idea of you going alone. The wording on this
invitation makes it clear that you are to come without me. It seems
like a trap. There can only be one reason for separating you from
me, and that is to take advantage of a weakness he thinks he’s
spied.”
“I’ll take Bastien then.” She suggested.
“Bastien? What help would he be other than annoying those who sit
near you?”
“He’ll be able to report around how I do not subscribe to the Count’s
vile ideas.”
“Can you trust him to do that?”
“I believe so. I just need to take care when I speak to the Count,
because anything he or I say may be repeated, indefinitely.”
“I can’t say that I agree with this tactic in the least. It seems risky,
and after all we’ve done, you wager a lot that we can ill afford to
lose.”
“Dearest, I cannot have a man following in my footsteps, perverting
all that I have done to create a cause to stop evil. What good would it
do the Kerathi if we deliver them from the Aureans, only to leave
them at the mercy of men like Count Reynard?”
“You have a point, but I don’t think this is the best way to deal with
him.”
“Short of having him murdered, I can’t think of a better way.
Ignoring him allows him to use our support to his own means,
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because we have not condemned him publicly as an opportunist and
a murderer-to-be. Our message must be clear.”
“I fear that the Aynglicans will not see the problem with murdering
defenseless Kerathi and stealing their lands. You are preaching to
the wrong crowd here, and if you’re not careful, you will lose much of
your support. While you and I both sympathize with the Kerathi’s
losses, we cannot appear to favor them over the Aynglicans.”
“I don’t know then. I simply cannot be hailed as the savior of the
Kerathi when we arrive with forces to help drive off the Aureans, just
to be reviled Waykes later, when those same forces that saved the
Kerathi turn on them and steal what is left of their homes.”
“There is nothing we can do to stop that.”
“Unless there is some third party there to police the Aynglicans.”
Sagira replied, looking to him expectantly.
“You seem to mean my people, the Muerans?”
“Can you still contact the Nohoheleu or the Far Muerans? Would
they be sufficient enough to discourage the Aynglicans from taking
advantage of the Kerathi?”
“I can but send messages to see what happens.” Makan replied
thoughtfully. In his mind’s eye, he could imagine his people arriving
in force and going west to help them against Corydon and then
maybe even help protect Kerathi, but wishful imaginings do not
easily change to reality. In truth, that situation would be difficult to
arrange, since Muerans tended to stay out of others’ affairs. “The
Muerans have not gone to war in great numbers since the revolts
against the Elegian Empire. They may be spread from here to the
Forsaken Islands, and I could not promise that many would arrive on
time, or that they would show up at all.”
“I understand, but we must both do what we can. Meet with
whomever you must and do what you must. Perhaps you should
send letters to Catrin in Fairport; she can spread the news to the
Muerans who stop there. I’m sure she has time on her hands, with
nothing to do but pine over Rolf.”
Makan smiled at the image of Catrin that sprung to mind. The
young, peppy girl had frequently thrown herself into Rolf’s arms,
uncaring of how tired he was or how busy. He had often been
embarrassed by her attentions, but Makan thought that in time the
pair might grow to appreciate one another greatly. “I will do what I
can, if you promise me you will be careful. One misstep might ruin all
we’ve done thus far.” He warned her.
“Juria be blessed, don’t I know it?” She kissed her fingertips and
pressed them to her temples. Then, she closed her eyes and took a
deep breath, which she let out slowly. When she had finished, she
opened her eyes and waved Makan over to her. “Come here, my
love, we have a short time before I must meet that worthless man,
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and I would like to remember what a good man looks like when I
have to see Count Reynard.”
“Shall I send for a good man then?” Makan teased, laughing as he
moved over to sit beside her.
Sagira laughed as well, taking Makan into her arms when he was
close enough. “I think there is no need to send for one, when there is
one right here beside me, always beside me.”
Makan shook his head and smiled at the woman who was his wife
in all but name. Maybe when all of this was over, he would have a
chance to make it official. Before that, they had much to do.

Sagira went to the war party in a hastily acquired costume that
hinted more toward her military background than her usual costumes
did. In a game ran by men, she either had to sit there and look like a
pretty wallflower, or she had to fit in. She chose to fit in. The boys
might play, but she would play with them, she had decided, and she
would have to look the part.
Her usual elaborate gowns had been traded in for what resembled
a riding outfit, with tight-fitting breeches and a form-fitting but
conservative blouse. Her riding boots were worn in – not by her –
and sensible. She also had a riding coat with a large collar, and a hat
to complete the costume. The coat had the added benefit of being
able to conceal her long Elegian knives, which she hoped she would
not need, but would not be without in case she did. As to her escort,
Bastien had been attired to look as if he was her horse’s groomer,
and so her costume was completed. They looked quite good
together, and it was a fitting costume for where they went, she had
been informed; she might have even been a member of a
gentleman’s riding group or a participant in a foxhunt.
Upon arrival at the broad meeting hall where they would watch the
proceedings, Sagira was made to wait at the massive door that
marked the entryway. Two soldiers who wore full breastplates and
plumed helms flanked the entry with halberds that were not just
decorations. They would permit no one without a ticket, which she
could neither have nor purchase, because she was not a member of
the group and it was too late to buy one for this session. This was
not something that had been explained to her, and she was quite put
out by the inconvenience this caused her. She was not late to her
meeting though, having arrived even a bit earlier than the Count
Reynard had requested. Upon explaining her situation, she was
forced to endure the indignity of waiting while they sent a messenger
in to get Count Reynard to fetch her.
When the door finally opened, the Count emerged from between
the two halberdiers, smiling broadly as he doffed his general’s cap.
As was his custom, he wore a sword on his hip, but this time he also
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wore a full cavalry officer’s uniform with all the regalia, and with his
height and build, he cut a rather imposing figure, Sagira had to
begrudgingly admit.
“I’m sorry to have you wait like this.” The Count offered smoothly.
Sagira smiled warmly, holding back a look of displeasure. The
Count was not one for being polite, and this feigned apology did little
to endear him into her good graces. “Make no apologies, Count
Reynard. It is fine.” She wanted to say that he had asked her to
come and had provided no ticket for her entry, forcing this situation,
but she did not. This was all part of his plan, and he would not let him
get the better of her.
The Count eyed Bastien coldly and said, “The invitation said come
alone.”
“And I ignored it.” She replied, offering no explanation.
The Count’s eyebrows rose in surprise at her abruptness, but he
did not push the issue farther. “Fair enough. Let us go in, the battle is
about to begin. Everyone is already in their seats, and they are
waiting for me.”
“Oh? Are you an integral part of this game?” She inquired, acting as
clueless and vapid as possible.
“Madame, I am the general.” He replied, indicating the marks of
rank on his shoulders and the general’s hat he carried but had not
put back on his head.
She made a show of being impressed, though she was not. Then,
she smiled and said, “Then let us get inside. I would not like to
deprive one side of their leader, whoever that leader might be.”
The Count nodded to the halberdiers, who opened the door. It was
a large door, and since each of them had one hand occupied with
keeping their halberd upright, it took the two of them to open it. They
shut the door behind them, and Sagira entered a relatively small
room with exquisite lighting and tile work that was dominated by a
model map with a stand and frame built of stone and polished
hardwood.
The map took up the majority of the room, being something like ten
Mayters on a side. Mountains swept up off of the model map, part of
islands that emerged from the blue sea, which was actually made
with real water in which tiny model sailboats and miniscule galleys
floated. The bottom of the sea had been painted various shades of
blue, and a fan overhead was made to blow the water so it would lap
up on the sandy shores and ruffle the colored leaves of fake little
trees. Houses that would easily fit in her palm dotted the landscape
before her, mostly in clusters that indicated towns. Here and there,
she could see very small models of people, animals, and other things
that must have taken someone Ouers to carve and paint. In a few
places, smoke rose through small pipes cleverly worked into bowels
of the landscape to simulate the smoke of industry in the villages.
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The crowning touch was an illuminating sun hovered overhead,
hooked on a chain of sorts that moved if slowly from east to west
before setting and returning to the east while a moon rose in its
stead, adding just one more touch of realism, as well as a directional
reference.
Clearly, a great deal of money and effort had been spent to make
the model as real as possible, to lend more credibility to the game
and make it more enjoyable. She could have looked at the thing for a
long time, and she had to hold tight to Bastien’s hand to keep him
from running off and ducking under the velvet ropes that were
supposed to deny access to the map for any but official game
workers. They had not thought of curious little boys, for whom
decorative ropes made very poor barriers.
Count Reynard smiled when he saw their delight at the model map.
“It is quite real, is it not?”
“I can almost imagine real people are living there.” Sagira
answered. “What region is it meant to be?”
“The rocky isle on the northern side is Thistedt. You can also see
the northern part of the isle of Cashelle, which makes that castle
there the fortress of Schevode. The isles on the eastern side of the
map, which are not wholly represented due to their size, are part of
Outer Aynglica. The city of Trents is there,” he indicated with his left
hand, “as are Balle and Lannery, though the perspective does not go
far enough east to show the city of Pandrine.”
Makan was usually her map and compass – the man never forgot a
landscape or port once he saw it. Sagira’s Aynglican geography, on
the other hand, was not perfect, but she could tell that some of the
lands were Kerathi and some were Aynglica. She was also quite
familiar with Trents, which had come under Aurean attack recently. It
was a key piece of her pro-war propaganda. Somehow, the fact that
this game was set up to be a Kerathi-Aynglican conflict was very
unsettling to her. There were large groups of army and navy
indicators around the hills on the northern end of the isle of Cashelle,
arrayed in a ring around Schevode.
“We should get inside.” The Count urged them, eager to be about
the ‘real war’ inside.
He led them past another pair of halberdiers, who opened another,
if larger, door. Sounds and smells that had been blocked by the thick
slabs of wood that had been worked into the door’s construction
rushed out to meet her ears and nose as soon as the door was
cracked open. Sagira followed the Count into the hall beyond the
map room and took stock of the sights in store for her, only to find
herself rather surprised once more by the detail put into the set.
The hall was nearly a hundred Mayters long, half that wide, and a
quarter that tall. It was a rectangle with large stone pillars holding up
a gallery, not unlike the practice hall where Makan regularly trained
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with the king’s nephews, Jerod and Reid. Unlike that practice hall,
this room was anything but orderly. In fact, the pillars and the gallery
had been disguised as well as possible so that they fit on the
battlefield that was laid out. One whole end was set up as the
fortress of Schevode, whose broad walls were manned by scruffylooking little defenders with fake beards and padded broadswords.
The rest of the hall was filled with the armies of proud Aynglicans in
bright and noble-looking uniforms with glorious pennants streaming
above them. Orderly teams worked miniature catapults that were
filled with what seemed to be smoking gourds that had been painted
to resemble bombs, and, presently, an older boy on a pony was
leading a team of boys on miniature horses on a charge against the
defenders.
Bastien’s jaw dropped and Sagira had to physically haul him up the
wooden stairs to the gallery above. All he could say over and over
was, “It’s so amazing!”
Sagira frowned, wondering if anything said between her and the
Count would make it into the boy’s memory, so engrossed was he on
the figures about his size that were battling several Mayters below.
She shook her head and just watched for several Mynettes after the
Count had taken them to their seats of honor at the side of the hall
designated for the Aynglican army and its supporters. He had put his
general’s hat back on and was currently giving orders to his
commanders, who shouted through large brass cones to spread the
orders out onto the field for the children below to carry out. The
Count gave his orders coolly and confidently, as a good commander
should.
Again, Sagira was impressed with the realism and also the thought
that had gone into the game. The costuming and props were quite
lifelike, and many things were actually real. The smell of horses, the
screams of pain, the woody scents of smoke, and the stink of fear
were all real. Even the judges in the game added an interesting
touch of reality. They were dressed like the God of Death and the
Afterlife, Nelius; in dark costumes, they swept through the fields,
tapping young boys on the shoulders when they were considered
dead or assisting the wounded to the medics at the end of the hall.
Through it all, Bastien was completely enraptured. He even missed
the smug looks Count Reynard flashed her whenever his troops ran
over a Kerathi position or successfully had a child-sized trebuchet
land a smoke bomb somewhere in the fortress of Schevode. So this
is his game, she realized. This is a foreshadowing of what he hopes
to do. This is what he sees happening in the near future, and I am
partly to blame. He will sweep over the Kerathi with his mercenary
armies much like a boy on a pony was running down the scattering
Kerathi-costumed defenders outside the walls of miniature
Schevode.
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She grimaced and tried to decide what it was she could do. The
Count had not come here to talk. He had come here to show her that
he would defiantly do whatever he wanted. Makan was right.
Reynard would only gain validation by her presence, and she was
supporting the very thing she hated by being here.
There was nothing she could do but watch, as the Kerathi were
slowly defeated. They were outnumbered and backed into a corner,
most likely the result of poor directions, and probably the bad tactics
of the Kerathi general. She could recognize him from her seat. The
frustrated general was a merchant from the city of Burfas named
Milek Dobry. He was a man of great wealth, the kind of wealth
needed to play this game, but he was not a tactician. He was
shouting confused orders down to the boys below, ignoring the
advice and help of his commanders, and the Count was beating him
badly.
A brave group of Kerathi play-actors were struggling with one of the
fort’s cannons, but they could not seem to aim it right. Their first shot
ricocheted off a pillar and the potatoes inside splashed harmlessly off
the torn landscape that had been meticulously constructed of sod,
gravel, and stone just for this battle. Their second shot went too far
and was too high. They were just shooting wildly. They needed
direction, and none was coming. Sagira sighed in irritation and stood.
The Count watched her in surprise as she marched down along the
railing of the gallery until she stood almost over the boys. Perhaps he
expected her to leave, but she did nothing of the sort. Instead, she
shouted orders down to the boys around the cannon. They stared at
her in surprise at first, and then looked over at the flabbergasted
General Dobry who was supposed to be directing them. General
Dobry on the other balcony shook his fist at Sagira and began
shouting different orders, but the boys below listened to her instead.
It was a near miss. The Kerathi general blinked in surprise.
Potatoes splattered on rocks around one of the Aynglican
trebuchets, hitting one of the operators with shrapnel. A judge
dressed as Nelius swept in, tapping the boy on the shoulder. She’d
helped the Aynglicans kill one of their enemies, and now the boys
looked eagerly up at her for more directions. She had them adjust
the cannon once more, and her next shot finished off the enemy
trebuchet crew. She grinned down at the Count, who shot her a glare
like a viper regarding food. Immediately, he began shouting orders to
target the cannon emplacement. Little boys struggled to get
trebuchets aimed and moved into range, while Sagira’s cannon
group began pelting the Aynglican cavalry and taking more potshots
at the trebuchet crews.
Bastien appeared at her side, shouting encouragement, but he was
more of an annoyance than anything. He was shouting something
she didn’t hear when a trebuchet bomb dropped right into the cannon
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emplacement, killing the whole crew. She pounded her fist on the
railing, startling some of the costumed onlookers who sat near where
she was standing to command the enemy army. The boys below
looked disappointed as a Nelius came through the smoke and
tapped them all on the shoulders.
“Bastien!” She shouted in irritation at the boy shouting loudly beside
her. “Can’t you bother the Count instead?”
Bastien blinked in surprise. She’d never spoken rudely to him or
raised her voice at him before. He took a step back, as if to run and
cry, but she suddenly had an idea. Before he could escape, she
seized his arm and pulled him close enough to whisper in his ear. He
struggled to get away at first, but only until she began explaining her
plan. When she was done, he pulled away once more and she let
him go. His eyes shined with the mischief he was about to do. He
laughed and clapped his hands together.
“Can you do this quickly?” She asked, looking grimly at the scene
below.
“I’ll be back before it’s over. I promise.”
“Go then, and fly as if Aaren is pushing you and Rishalt’s beloved
beasts are nipping at your heels.”
Bastien’s eyes widened at the visualizations such a declaration
brought to mind, and he flung himself down the stairs four at a time.
Sagira laughed when she noticed that the Kerathi general was
waving her over. Giving the Count a defiant look, she descended the
stairs, too, and made her way over and up next to the Kerathi
general.
“Milady, we are in your care.” General-for-the-Dee Milek Dobry
declared upon her arrival, hugging her tight to his large, jiggly body.
He released her and gave her a solid slap on the shoulder. “Defeat
the Count for me, and I will give you any boon you ask of me.”
“It is easier said than done, but I will try.” Sagira answered.
Yet in her heart, looking at the field, she knew it was hopeless. The
damage was already done, and the battle was too far-gone. The
most she could possibly do was to hold out until Bastien returned,
and that was a scary thought. Her fate, in miniature war and perhaps
more, was in a young boy servant’s hands. Still, Tiombe had taught
her something, as had her experience as an officer in the Empress’
Army. She would do her best.
Sagira roared an order and spurred her warriors into an attack. If
she were to have any chance at all, those trebuchets would have to
go.

Bastien’s heart was pounding wildly and he could hardly breathe.
He’d been running as fast as he could, up and down hallways,
through kitchens, and into the servants’ quarters. Spreading the
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news was easy, but getting a large group of boys who were brave
enough to tempt their masters’ lashes was not. What he had been
asked to do, even if Sagira had promised to take the blame, would
fall back on their heads. Still, this was a leadership position of sorts
that Sagira had given him, the first chance in his short life that he’d
ever had to be a leader, and he wasn’t going to fail.
He rounded up three-dozen boys fairly quickly, mostly slackers and
troublemakers and the like, but that was beneficial for this sort of
task. In addition, they were older boys, stronger, faster, and taller
than he was. They were perfect for what Sagira had in mind.
Carrying trays, toting around luggage, and emptying chamber pots
made young men strong, even if it wasn’t the same strength that a
smith’s apprentice might have had from hammering out iron and
steel.
Once he rounded up his troop – or perhaps troupe, seeing what he
was about – he sent them on errands in groups of six. Some were to
gather long candlesticks or broom handles; others were to find
serving platters or serving dishes; still others were to find gold or
metallic colored cloth napkins, draperies, and tablecloths. This took
longer than he’d have liked, and every Mynette he worried about how
Sagira was faring and how disappointed she’d be if he arrived too
late.
When they had finally all gathered once more, maids and
housecarls stopped and stared as the small army donned their
makeshift armor, cloaked themselves in expensive fabrics and
linens, and armed themselves with cleaning implements or silver
candelabras long enough to be spears. Bastien’s Aurean army was
on the march. A clamor rose up from the soldiers as they rattled their
armor and banged their arc-lances against their broad shields and
ran alongside Bastien in a column four boys wide and eight long.

The Count’s forces had battled to the wooden portcullis that was
the final barrier between Sagira’s Kerathi forces and a sure defeat,
and General Milek Dobry had become so anxious that looked as if he
was about to have a seizure. He had witnessed Sagira’s brave
assaults on the trebuchets, which had destroyed all but one of the
Count’s artillery, but her forces had been decimated in doing so.
Only a small group of boys remained, huddled behind Schevode’s
crumbling walls, trying to remain out of the way of the occasional
rubber-tipped arrow that shot through the portcullis or the errant
smoking bomb that was lofted overhead by the lone trebuchet Sagira
had not managed to destroy.
At this point, she could not even get the boys huddled inside to
attempt to fight back, not even when the Count’s Aynglican forces
had began crashing a small cart into the gates of Schevode like a
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battering ram. The Count, being who he was and believing what he
did, offered no terms for surrender, as was the norm. He should
have, by the rules of war etiquette, allowed the remaining Kerathi
soldiers to walk free, which not only would have let them receive
extra pay for surviving the game, but it would have also allowed
General Milek Dobry to maintain some of his honor. As it was, the
Count cared only for decimating the remaining forces and killing
them to a man. He would not let the game end until it was all over,
and this played into her hands, because the Kerathi General beside
her looked ready to throw in the towel.
Sagira, too, was beginning to despair, because she wished to
defeat the Count, and because this exercise, even if it was in play,
was as serious to her as the lives of her soldiers had been Yarres
ago when she was an officer in the employ of her Empress Tahirah
III. She would have surrendered herself, just to spare the few boys
left in the ruined fort below, if it were at all possible.
Yet, there was still Bastien. Where was he? Had he done all she’d
asked? Had it been beyond him? Sagira reached into her pocket and
gripped the statuette of Juria that Makan had given her as a gift
before her first major speech in Fairport. It gave her courage, and
she put that renewed spirit into her orders. She began to shout for
the boys to begin a final counterattack, a last ditch effort to go out in
glory, since the Count would not let them surrender.
Around her, on both side of the gallery, the crowd was up on their
feet, sensing the end to the Ouer-long battle they’d been watching.
There had been lulls, ups and downs, and the climax had finally
arrived. Sagira was whipping her boys into a fury for the final stage
of this match, inevitable though the outcome seemed to be. Cheers
came up from the crowd on both ends, shouts of encouragement for
the boys struggling below. The gates began to crumble, and the
referees in Nelius costumes hovered about, looking forward to the
final deaths in the game.
Abruptly, a great din was heard above even the cheers of the crowd
and the crashing of the gates of Schevode. From a side entrance,
one that was supposed to only be used by the staff who built up and
cleaned these battle sets between games, a third army emerged.
This third army, shining bright in all they could find of the household’s
silver, gold, and brass gave up a cry and fell on the Aynglicans from
the rear. Bastien’s army had arrived.
Truthfully, the Aynglicans easily outnumbered Bastien, but the
players in the game had never experienced such a thing as this
sudden emergence of another threat, and they fell into disarray. The
Count watched in stunned disbelief as house servants in shiny armor
crashed into the ranks of his army and his army broke, spreading out
to the far ends of the hall. Sagira’s jaw dropped as she saw Bastien
lead a charge in which he nearly slipped and fell on another boy who
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had fallen, but he recovered in time to clout an Aynglican soldier on
the head with a broomstick. The only people not confused seemed to
be the judges, who ran around tapping many Aynglican boys on the
shoulders, signaling that they were dead. Nelius, after all, does not
take sides.
Sagira took this chance to order her few remaining Kerathi out into
the fray. They were tired and had endured much, but they threw
themselves at the new threat, all but ignoring the Aynglicans unless
they tried to interfere. Some Aynglican boys fell in beside the Kerathi,
fighting off the new threat side-by-side with their old enemies. At that
point, there was nothing more that Sagira could do. She simply
watched with her hands cupped over her mouth while heavyset Milek
Dobry beside her struggled to remain standing. Milek wavered on his
feet, so excited was he at seeing this new development.
In the end, Bastien’s forces were overwhelmed. They were
surrounded and soundly defeated, with Bastien fighting till the end.
He went down swinging his broomstick bravely, but took a stab in the
guts despite all his effort. He spun around wildly, crying out as he fell
in a play-acted death.
When Bastien was down, the crowd broke into cheers and clapping.
The players on the field had earned a standing ovation. Those that
had survived the game, a mixture of Kerathi and Aynglican soldiers
that had forgotten their previous quarrels, lifted their padded
weapons up in triumph, and paraded out of the hall. Any further
orders the Count shouted down at them were lost in the applause,
and the game was over, even though he did not want it to be.
Across the hall, the Count glowered at Sagira, a look that promised
that this rivalry between them was far from over. Still, she’d done the
impossible and pulled victory out from what had been sure defeat.
Better yet, the crowd had all understood the symbolism of this mock
battle. Many looked to her and nodded approval, seeing what she
had hoped to accomplish here. The Kerathi general was squeezing
her breathless in a powerful hug, and she laughed as the Count
removed his hat and stalked out of the hall, descending the stairs
and exiting with a loud slam of doors.
“Madame, you are wonderful. I would marry you had I not already a
taken a wife some Yarres back, and were she not the mother of my
five wonderful children.”
Sagira blushed and separated herself from the large merchant’s
grasp. “I did my best, but we could not have won without both armies
working together.”
“I promised you a boon if you won, Madame. You have but to name
it.”
“See that the boys who played the Aurean army are not punished,
and you will have my undying thanks. And, when the Dee comes that
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I must march to war against real Aureans, I would have your support,
financial or otherwise.”
“Madame, you have no need to worry about either of the things you
have asked. Not a finger will be laid on the boys, and I will personally
pay for their time and any damages to household items. As to my
support in the war against the threat that looms over our people and
another, you will have one of my own blood with you when you
march. My eldest son, Bendek, is an officer in the army, and I will
see to it that his battalion is placed under your care. I am not, you
see, without my influence.” Milek’s face split into a smile, and his
jowls jiggled happily upon being forced into the expression.
Sagira flashed Milek a toothy smile and patted him on the shoulder.
“Practice your strategies for the next war then, General. The next
one will be for real.”
General Dobry bowed deeply, a bow echoed by his commanders
beside him. Sagira left them there and went down to collect Bastien,
to whom she owed a great favor. She knew just how to repay him,
too, and she would ask Makan to introduce the boy to Jerod and
Reid before the Dee was over.
As she walked back to her apartments, listening to Bastien babble
unintelligibly about the battle, she spied Count Reynard standing in
the halls, still in his costume. His hand was on the hilt of his sword as
if he might actually draw it and attack her, though he did not. Once
more, he gave her a look that seemed to swear that he would have
his revenge. She gave him a grin and walked off, full of stories to tell
Makan. The Count would have to wait for another Dee.
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CHAPTER 155
Any force that cares not about its home has an advantage over one
that insists on protecting theirs. A constantly mobile force is hard to
find, and harder still to trap and kill. One set on defending is easy to
find, and it’s always easier to kill an enemy if you know their location.
In that, they’ve already surrendered one very large advantage to
their aggressors, but a careful defender might win out still, if they are
ready when the enemy comes.
Ironically, though, the most watchful defenders are sometimes the
easiest to surprise…
- Excerpt from Tiombe’s ‘Tactics and Lessons of War’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 30 of Growing, 769 A.E. 
Aram lifted his head from his elevation charts that mapped the
terrain around Daryut and compared what he saw to the map’s
rendition of the terrain. He loved maps. He found them inspiring to
his critical mind, but a sight of the real thing was always much better
than any map he’d ever seen. He was just being overly cautious in
this last Mynette review of his plans, but successful planning could
not be done without caution. He’d already planned a dozen
contingencies and strategies before settling on this one, and he had
a great deal of confidence that this strategy would work.
His ability to think and rethink was half the reason he’d been given
this command, the other half of the reason was his astounding
results. While Chael and Orsen, his rival generals in Corydon’s army,
were off hacking up the last of the Kerathi, he was overseeing battles
against the largest armies in the Broken Crown, and he was winning
them.
Orsen was a butcher who preferred to lead from the front, using his
own sword to personally dispatch as many Lowlanders as possible.
That tactic had so far cost the man an arm, an eye, and half of his
voice because of a throat wound. Parts of the man were strewn
across half the battlefields in the Kerathi Clan Islands. Chael was a
bit more cautious, but he was as hardheaded and direct as he was
cruel. That sort of thing might work with the Kerathi, who found honor
in charging out to meet an enemy they had no chance of defeating,
but when facing the combined forces of the Elegian Empire and the
Aurean loyalists under Porfirio, one had to be more careful.
Aram, a comely fellow with hair the color of graphite and piercing
eyes that saw possibilities in everything, was not Chael and he was
most certainly not Orsen. He was satisfied to command from the
rear, guiding his forces to great victories that crippled the enemy. He
was about results, not personal body counts. Any soldier killed was a
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soldier dead, regardless of who swung the blade or slung the arc-fire
that killed the soldier.
Presently, Aram gave a signal for the attack on Daryut below to
begin. Messages were sent via flashing mirrors built onto his
command Flier. Officers receiving those messages immediately
sprung into action to carry out his orders. They all knew Aram. He
was a man of precise timing. Precision translated into results, he had
said to them so often. Any officer incapable of delivering what he
asked for in a timely fashion was swiftly replaced with one who could
do what was asked of him when it was asked of him.
In this case, timing was terribly important if he was to trap and
isolate a large portion of the Elegian army. A good portion of the
Elegian General Aziza’s forces had been committed to the defense
of the west. There was a strong presence here in Daryut, an even
larger group in Banwha, and a modest force in Jierjah as well. The
Elegian general was guarding the gates to the interior of the
continent, unaware that he’d already slipped a sizeable army around
behind her.
A strong force of his men should have been converging on the large
city of Serjan, which was east of Daryut at the headwaters of The
Empress’ Bounty. Most of Aziza’s reserves were camped there,
having been moved up by river barges from large settlements along
the river like Ras Soag and Edfu. She wanted backup nearby in case
of a breach in the defenses of the cities of Jierjah, Daryut, or
Banwha. He had moved several thousand Lost Ones there, where
they would keep those reserves busy while he dealt with the forces
in the west. Once the west was crushed, he would move east toward
Jhiza. In the meantime, his simultaneous attacks on both Jierjah and
Daryut were imperative for the success of this campaign in the west.
He needed successes here so that the troops being sent from
Maethlin would be able to be put to use against the interior of
Elegius.
He did not have the manpower to take the fight to the Elegians and
their Aurean supporters in a pitched battle, even with the advantages
Lost Ones and Dark Aureans had in a man-to-man fight over
Lowlanders. He’d also sent a fair amount of his men inland, so he
was even less able to fight Aziza and Porfirio in a conventional
sense. Instead, he’d have to beat them without exposing his own
armies. His previous tactics had led them to believe he’d assault
head on, much like he’d done at Qinor. He was anything but a onetrick pony though. He had something entirely different in store for this
Dee.
All of his Fliers, every last one of them, had been gathered at
Daryut. They would attack en masse, regardless of any Antipode
Devices there might be in the city. While they defenders were hiding
from aerial attacks or struggling to fend them off, the mortars and
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shore guns he’d salvaged from Qinor would be put to use pounding
the city into dust. He’d moved them onto the shore to the east of the
city, and would have them moving up all Dee long, until they had
pulverized the city with the help of his Fliers.
Meanwhile, in Jierjah, the remainder of his ground forces would be
attacking the city. His boats had all been sent west for that purpose.
His commanders there were to take the city if possible, but they were
not to expose themselves to any major engagements. So long as
Daryut fell, it would not matter if Jierjah did, because those forces
there would have to be drawn back to help in the defense of
Banwha, which was where he would go next. He was confident that
after the fall of Daryut, the defenders would gladly sacrifice Jierjah if
they could save Banwha. Then, he’d be able to commit all of his
forces to the destruction of Banwha. Porfirio would meet him on the
field, expecting reinforcements from the east. Only, he’d already sent
his army to delay them at Serjan. The reinforcements would not be
able to come, and he knew he could take on the armies at Banwha
even if he sustained fair losses todee.
Aram pulled out his Lenseye and swept it across the city of Daryut.
He was certain that they’d spot his Fliers soon. There were dozens
of them. He’d sent them all; even the ones that had been harassing
Erstusis had been recalled for this mission. They would bomb and
burn the city, and then pull off to defend the mortars as they finished
the city off. If any of the Elegian defenders tried to attack the mortars
or made a run toward Banwha, the Fliers would swoop down upon
them and burn them alive. They were trapped, outgunned, and done
for. Best of all, they didn’t even realize it.
Then, everything began with a blast as a bomb went off within the
walls of Daryut. Like many Elegian cities, it had large mudbrick walls
many Mayters high and several Mayters thick. Elegius had no lack of
sand, and the Elegians were some of the best masons in the world.
Their sturdy buildings would not yield to fire, but concussive force
sometimes shattered them and sent their structures tumbling down
with a great cloud of dust. At the first sign of attack, Daryut’s
southern and western gates were being pulled closed; that would
have been fine, since it would have trapped the defenders inside the
cage of the city’s walls, but several bombs shook the southern gates
just moments after, killing their crews and guards in bronze armor.
There was a bright flash in another part of the city, his new recipe of
long-burning firebombs. The tar-like substance was very hard to put
out, even when doused with water, and when it was dropped it
tended to spread quite nicely. Fire splashed around the market
sectors, killing civilians before leaping to thatched roofs nearby.
Quite quickly, the whole southern section of the city was cast in
heavy, black smoke, which worked to the advantage of the Fliers.
The soldiers on the ground could not bring their anti-air weapons to
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bear on Fliers they could not see, not with all the thick clouds of
smoke billowing up into the air and hiding them.
Aram waved his hand for the next stage to begin. Within Mynettes,
he heard the distant reports of mortars going off. Qinor had had
some of the largest shore guns in the world, and a lot of them. The
island had been a veritable porcupine, what with all its defenses.
Now those nasty guns were being turned on their makers. Aram was
not one to disdain any weapon on account of where it had come
from. If he could kill the enemy with it, he would use it.
As if preordained, the city fell into chaos. Death counts mounted,
and he had lost only a few Fliers. One brave Elegian commander,
not Aziza unfortunately, mounted a sortie that failed far short of the
mortars, completely burned out by Fliers. A few of the camel riders,
swifter than Fliers, had made it as far as the defense forces that
ringed the artillery positions. A hail of arc-lance fire cut them down,
searing flesh and fur indiscriminately, even through armor and thick
hides.
It was not over for a couple more Ouers, in the space of which a
few more sorties, each one more desperate than the last, were
launched. A final group tried to retreat west with the help of Antipode
devices, but he did not commit his Fliers to a close attack. Firebombs
did that work for him, and he even managed to capture one of the
devices, though it was partially damaged by loyalist Aureans who
died trying to destroy the device rather than let it fall into enemy
hands. Just like the city’s defenders, they failed.
Aram was not the sort to bask in his victories, so he did not risk his
person by walking amongst the ruined, smoky city. One never knew
when a survivor might sacrifice himself for a little taste of revenge,
and he would not see this campaign stalled by such a simple
mistake. In fact, he bypassed the city entirely; he refused to let his
forces enter it to loot it for supplies or to fight the survivors. There
would be plenty of survivors, even after the blasting the city had
gone through. The balance of favor would swing toward the
defenders also, since they would be fighting on familiar ground and
ambushing his forces whenever possible. It was better to ignore the
unlucky survivors entirely. If they tried to set on him from behind, he
would crush them easily. His Fliers just loved to burn soldiers without
anywhere to hide.
As his men were dismantling the mortars so that teams of Force
Fliers could haul them, he wondered how his forces near Jierjah
were faring. He did not know about Nico’s team of Fliers harassing
his men there, slowing down their advance through the farmlands
around Jierjah, but he would have been pleased to know that many
of his men had already infiltrated the city’s walls and were going
house to house killing the inhabitants. It would be Dees before they
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were finished there, thanks to Nico’s interference, but Jierjah would
be abandoned in favor of defending Banwha, just as Aram predicted.
Corydon’s most successful general had struck again, and this had
been a grievous wound dealt to the Elegian and Aurean coalition.
Greater battles still laid ahead for him, and he thought little of this
battle now that it was done, focusing instead on how to crack the nut
that was Banwha.
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CHAPTER 156
Vengeance is an empty pursuit, full of regrets and bitterness. Often,
the cost to the avenger is greater than any relief or benefits they
might receive for carrying out their revenge. In life, forgiveness is
almost always more profitable than seeking to deal injury upon your
enemies. The only personal cost involved in forgiveness is pride. Is
that not a better price to pay than blood? I would like to think so…
- Excerpt from Ezhno’s ‘The World is Still Blue’
 Tewsdee, the 2

nd

of Heat, 769 A.E. 

Anthea arrived in Cenalium without any welcome, without any
heralding or signal announcing her arrival. She materialized from a
beam of light, standing not far from where she had grown up.
Although this was so, she did not immediately recognize her
surroundings, so much had they changed in the time since she’d left,
almost a full Yarre ago now. What had once been pleasant gardens
with tall, spindly trees with translucent leaves of gold and green and
soft grasses that could be walked or laid upon, had become a dusty
corner between drab buildings that had functioned as hospital wards
for hundreds of Aureans undergoing the transformation into Dark
Aureans, only to become Lost Ones.
Only when she saw a familiar set of spires in the distance and a
lane that she had often walked upon with Bedros as they went to the
market with father, did she realize where she was. Another Dee,
another time, she might have mourned what her home had become.
There was still beauty in the city, if of a more sparse and military
sort, but this was no longer her home. At long last, she had returned
to the place of her birth, but it was not what it had been.
A wave of confusion swept through her, a torrent of conflicting
emotions. There was the pain of loss, heartache at realizing all that
had been stripped from her, burning desire to see her family once
more, wonder that everything could have changed as much as it had,
and, finally, rage. Rage filtered through everything, outlasting all to
become the lasting emotion.
As much as she wished she had been spared this emotional turmoil
by arriving right next to the other two who shared part of her soul,
Synnove and Nadie, she couldn’t have done it. Previously, when she
had gone to Ka’Shann to save Nishan and Tuari, she had gone from
a balcony to an open space of ground near the ruins. That time,
there had been nothing to obstruct the movement of her soul on light.
Here, thick sheets of mountain rock separated her from her
destination, and this was as close as she could have gotten, within a
stone’s throw of a passageway that would lead her to her targets in
the belly of the mountain.
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She walked quickly toward the passageway, knowing that she could
no more pass as one of the citizens of Cenalium now than she could
pass for an Uleaut Wiseman or an Elegian Empress. To her surprise,
there were few if any people to be seen on the streets, and that
would work to her advantage. There was no foot traffic between
buildings, nor were there or drawn carriages hauling nobles and
officials. Servants were not hurrying along as they went about their
masters’ business. Children were not playing in the streets. Hardly a
voice or sound could be heard within earshot, and her ears were
almost as sharp as Nishan’s now.
The comings and goings of the common man had ceased, for this
was almost entirely a ghost city. The newly transformed soldiers had
all left. She did not know that the entire population had either died,
fled, or had been turned into mindless soldiers controlled by the Lost
Ones, but she could tell that something was terribly wrong. On any
given Dee, there should have been hundreds of people about these
streets, and she had fully expected to have to cut her way through
everyone and anyone to get to Synnove and Nadie. It lightened her
heart, in the slightest way, to know that she would not have to hack,
burn, and slash her way through a wall of her own people, at least
people who used to be her people. This is not because she had
reservations about doing what needed to be done, but rather
because it made her road easier. The less enchantments she had to
do to accomplish her task, the better.
The passageway into the heart of the mountain came into view. It
was one of many routes into the subterranean caverns that made up
a significant portion of the Grancitta. Like all Aurean cities, the roots
and basements of the settlement were in the rock itself, even if their
towers and buildings soared much, much higher. Many of these
caverns were used for storage, for growing food away from the
strong winds that could whip through the city above, and for the
formation of crystals that were so important to sustaining Aurean life.
Aureans were great planners. No small spaces were wasted and all
but the most exclusive routes were easy to reach from other
avenues, having been laid out in geometric patterns that made it
somewhat hard for any but the most directionally-challenged people
to get lost.
At this particular entrance to the underground, there were several
Guardians. It would be the same for every other entrance. Corydon
was quite thorough, and was therefore predictable. She smiled from
the narrow walk she stood in, and counted six Guardians. That many
were not going to stop her. Glancing around, she found a broom that
had been abandoned beside a door by the absent former owners of
the first floor of the dwelling she stood beside. She deftly plucked a
few choice pieces of straw from the broom, and held them up before
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her eyes. The sun caught the flaxen strands and she smiled once
more.
Her mouth snapped open as her eyes rolled back. Her mind
focused sharply on the straw in her hand, and intentions became
words.
Here in my home of old,
my friends are few.
Make my enemies, in threes and twos,
Run off and do as they are told.
When the words ceased, the pieces of straw flared with a sudden
light, fusing into a wand. She held it before her in her green-skinned
hands as a burning brand. With no other weapons, she advanced on
the guards before the passageway. Having little else to guard
against, they quickly noticed her. Two of them were talking quickly to
the other four, and they were pointing directly at her. She didn’t care.
She just walked hurriedly toward them.
As she neared them, she could tell that they were no longer
Aureans, but Aureans who had undergone the change into Dark
Aureans. They had their arc-swords drawn, but none of them threw
any arc-fire at her. Their attention had all been drawn to the wand of
glowing straw that Anthea held out before her, weaving its light into
hypnotic patterns.
“Go.” She commanded the six soldiers. “Go through the great gates
and throw yourselves off this mountain.”
They stared at her lamely for several Saycunds, and then took off
running as a group toward the gates of the city. They jostled one
another for position as they ran past her, each vying for the lead
position, like boys running a race. She smirked and walked past the
post the six soldiers had just abandoned. There was a good chance
that they would actually jump when they got to the other side of the
city, but even if they didn’t, she was certain that they would be gone
long enough for her to complete her tasks.
Down into the tunnels she went. Actual Lower Cenalium did not
start right away. That was deeper than these passages that were
actually just the basement levels of the towers and structures of the
city above. For Lower Cenalium, she had to go deeper, and deeper
she went. Twice more she encountered soldiers as she went deeper
into the mountain. The first time she told them all to fall on their
swords. They all died quickly, unable to resist her compulsion. The
next time, she told the three Guardians to fight each other. When the
last man of the three was left teetering on his feet from his exertions
and wounds, he gave her his arc-sword when asked, and she ran
him through.
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She went down farther still, from the bowels of Upper Cenalium into
Lower Cenalium finally, with the wand of straw held out before her to
light her way and open doors for her. No soldier could resist her
questions as to where to go, and anything that they knew was hers.
As she progressed deeper, the carefully carved passages with good
lighting gave way to newer, crudely-cut halls with little to no light in
some areas, as well as slicks of dampness where mineral-laden
waters dripped through seams in the shoddy stonework. Rivulets of
filthy water ran down the steep grade of the halls, running toward the
heart of Lower Cenalium. Clearly, there had not been as much care
in the construction of Corydon’s hidden city as there had been in the
upper city. There was no need for beauty. It had only been meant as
a place of transition that he’d had captive Ox-Men and other loyal
subjects dig out in preparation for the mass changes to Dark
Aureans he’d forced the people of Cenalium to undergo. Corydon
had never planned to have his subjects live within the dark caverns
forever.
The old Anthea would have questioned how easily she made it into
the heart of Corydon’s home without challenge. The new Anthea
gave thanks to no one for being able to make it this far. Had it been a
greater challenge, she’d have found a way through it, somehow. All
that mattered was the goal, which she could feel growing nearer with
each step she took, and it tickled at her being like an itch.
Synnove and Nadie were an itch in the back of her mind, a distant
pair of lights on a dark night that she walked toward. The
underground caverns were a maze through which she picked her
way through unaided. She needed no one to point her way toward
the two girls, because they were a part of her in a way, and like
knows like. It was in their nature to be reunited, even if it was only to
destroy each other.
She wandered down through the now-empty city of Lower
Cenalium, frowning at the honeycomb towers and the stench of
death and sickness that still clung to them. She saw the scant
clusters of crystal pods suspended from the distant cavern ceiling,
which cast a faint light across the towers and the grounds below.
Side chambers were filled with the remains of strange machinery,
bits and pieces that had been damaged or cast aside for other
reasons instead of being reused in the upper city during the mass
transitions Waykes ago. Pools of water, now mostly stagnant, sat still
and quiet in corners of the city. Most of the pipes and aqueducts had
been closed off when the city had been evacuated, ending and need
for large quantities of water.
It surprised her to see how much had been done to decorate the
grounds around the towers. Everything had had function, all but a
few very significant things like these statues, which seemed to have
been added by hands other than those that had done the building of
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the city itself. This was not a place of beauty, or at least it had not
been, but the utilitarian structures were surrounded with veritable
forests of carvings and statues that had been made out of the rough
walls and cut into the pillars that held up the cavern’s roof.
Most of them were of Corydon or a woman whose visage she knew
all too well. The tortured inhabitants of this city had, for reasons she
still could not totally comprehend, looked to her own mother as a sort
of savior. In the statues and likenesses of Corydon, there were
certain qualities of fatherliness, leadership, and elements of a
healthy fear of the man incorporated into them. With her mother’s
statues and carvings, it was quite different. They always showed her
face in repose, a carefree spirit with simple cares or maybe no
concerns at all. They loved her mother while they feared and
regarded Corydon warily.
Reluctantly, Anthea pried herself away from a statue of her mother
sitting quietly beside a huddled group of miserable, unfinished
wretches who grasped longingly at the hems of her skirt. Like
puppies desiring to be picked up and held, they gathered around her,
vying for her attention. It was hard for any girl to see such depictions
of a mother she had long thought to be dead. Yet, here she was, so
lifelike despite having been carved in stone. This was proof of all she
had dreaded to be. This woman could be none other than her
mother, and she seemed to be working with Corydon.
Rage burned through her wonder and confusion to take control of
her once more, and she stalked off across the ghost city. The
inhabitants were long gone, having left to march against the
Lowlanders. There was no one left to impede her progress. No one
other than Corydon and his personal guard came down here
anymore, and he came only to see the two girls that she was
currently hunting down.
Anthea marched back into the tunnels, a different set of branching
passages than the ones she’d used to come descend into Lower
Cenalium. Then, closing her eyes, she cast aside the wand of straw,
which had burned out while she had observed the statues of her
mother. Once more, she focused on Synnove and Nadie, who felt
deceptively close to her now. She had only known their presences
from the other side of the Broken Crown, and now that she was
almost next to them, it was harder to feel exactly where they were.
She concentrated and quested out with he presence. Her being
swept up and down the passages, riding on the thin rays of light from
the few Crystal Pods that were present in the tunnels, reaching
toward the familiarity the two girls offered.
There.
Anthea could feel them. She ran up the next passage, noting that it
had been tread upon by significantly fewer feet compared to some of
the other tunnels she’d been through. She continued to run; the two
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girls were nearby, terribly close. Then, the girls ceased being ahead
of her. Instead, as she ran, they slid past her on her left until they
were once more behind her. Frowning with the thought that she
might be in a passage parallel to the one she needed to be in, she
backtracked until the girls were directly on her right. Her hands
reached out toward the stone tentatively, as if she expected to be
burned simply by touching the rock wall of the passage, but nothing
bad happened.
She did notice, however, that the stone there was warmer than the
stone further down, indicating either a heat source within the stone,
or a warm chamber behind the wall. With some difficulty, because
her eyes wanted for light, she felt along the wall until her hands
came to a series of levers that had been cleverly hidden in a recess.
If one did not know what to look for, it would have been easily
overlooked. Immediately, she determined that they must open some
sort of hidden door, so she pulled on them, hoping to find the right
combination to open the door. There was a clinking sound inside the
stone as a pin slid into place, locking the door. She’d just tried the
wrong combination.
Growling in anger because she’d gotten so close only to be held up
by a door, she stalked off up the hall, looking for a bit of water. She
only needed a little. It didn’t take long to find a slim puddle of water
that had been caught by a crack in the floor. She brushed her clothes
off, and found several seeds caught in her clothing. Squinting in the
near darkness, she smiled at the seeds and dropped one into the
water. The others she placed in one of her pockets. The one seed in
the water was all she would need for this task. With a wave of her
hand, the seed burst open, spilling out a seedling that quickly
sprouted, sending roots down and along the crack in the floor. It
grew upward and into adulthood while absorbing every drop of water
available. A single bluish-lavender flower with petals that had
serrated tips opened atop the long-leafed green plant.
Whispering her thanks to the plant, she plucked the flower and
walked back to the hidden door. Once more, she began an
enchantment. As she concentrated, the flower’s serrated edges
started to glow bright blue, and the core of the flower burst into light
like a star. Purpose became reality, focused through the flower
enchantment.
Oh, Chicory!
I need a key.
Open this way for me,
So that I might see,
What lies within,
Those who are my kin.

325

PERENNIALS
The flower’s light changed shape, becoming a large, ethereal key.
She grasped it in her hands and pushed it into the rock wall. Unlike a
regular key, this one was not solid, so it slid easily through the rock.
Once it was wholly within the rock, Anthea reached out and twisted it
until she heard a series of clanks and gears meshing. Then the door
slid back and open for her to enter, and the key melted out of sight.
Anthea stepped into the chamber beyond. She saw nothing but an
open chamber until she rounded the corner. Once inside, she saw a
few empty cages were stacked at one end, but a single cage in the
middle of the floor still had an occupant. The malformed creature in
the cage moaned as it feebly tried to roll its bulk over, a feat its
mangled limbs could not accomplish. Beyond and behind the cage
was another cage of sorts. She stopped dead in her tracks, unable to
believe what she was seeing.
The second cage, a cell cordoned off by a wide sheet of crystal
glass, was an exact copy of her childhood bedroom. Within the
flower-filled room was a girl that might have been her, had her
parents been a little different. Still, there were obvious signs of being
half-Kerathi and half-Aurean. They were cousins, perhaps even
sisters so far as she could tell, for there was a familial thread that
bound them by blood. The other girl, Synnove, stared right back at
her. There was no fear in her eyes, only knowing. She knows me,
Anthea realized, suddenly knowing that the other girl must feel her
as strongly as she could feel her.
“What are you doing here? You can’t be in here!” An irritated voice
called out at her.
Anthea glanced to a corner of the room where a narrow-faced man
with a pointy noise was holding a sheaf of papers. Instruments
crowded the corner he stood near, instruments of medicine and
torture, from the looks of his uniform and the tools. A bloodtransfusion apparatus with bronze tanks and glass pipes hung from
the ceiling in another corner.
“Who are you to order me?” Anthea demanded, rounding on the
man.
“I am Lord Corydon’s chief transition assistant, Biagio. These girls
are my responsibility.” The man answered, not without his own
amount of authority in his voice.
“Are they?” Anthea asked, taking another look at the tools of this
man’s trade. So far as she could tell, he seemed to be a sort of
doctor who had given these girls treatments that made them who
they were now. His title alone seemed to confirm that notion. With
the empty cages and the mutated girl wallowing in the other cage, he
seemed to have a grisly job. “So you’re responsible for making them
this way?”
Biagio took a few steps closer to Anthea. He got a better look at
whom he was talking to, and his hands tightened on his papers until
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they crinkled and his knuckles whitened. His voice trembled when he
answered her question. “I have seen them through the transition.
Several others helped as well, but I am all that remains to care for
them. I do my best to see that they pass every Dee with as little
suffering as possible.”
Anthea took a menacing step toward Biagio. He immediately took a
step back to maintain his distance from her. Nadie wailed louder in
her cage, but Synnove simply watched.
“So you did this to that girl?” Anthea grimaced as she beheld what
Nadie had become. “What manner of person was she before this all
happened?”
“She was Kerathi, a young girl. That was what Corydon wanted.”
“Corydon.” Anthea frowned at hearing the man’s name for a second
time in such a short space of time. “Yet another I must see before I
am through.”
Biagio swallowed audibly at hearing the anger in her voice. “What
do you intend?”
“I will put things aright, starting with these girls, but I owe you a debt
as well.”
“You do?” He asked, afraid to hear her explanation, but unable to
resist asking.
Anthea pulled a handful of scaly cypress needles from her pocket,
something that she’d pulled from Sezja’s tree before leaving. Biagio
twitched when she pulled the needles from her pocket, expecting
some sort of weapon instead. He stared at them, curious despite
being fearful. She smiled at him.
“Do you know a girl named Sezja? Surely you do, if you were
responsible for all of these ‘special’ girls.”
“I knew her, but I have not seen her in some time. She left with a
Guardian named Favian. I believe she meant to kill you, if you are
Anthea, as I suspect you are. She spoke of you more than once, and
I have heard your name in passing from Corydon as well.”
“Favian is dead. Sezja is dead, too. Well, she’s not dead. She’s just
undergone a transformation not unlike what you must have put her
through.”
“She’s transformed?” Biagio’s eyebrow rose in surprise.
Anthea nodded and held out the thick needles. “This is part of her
as she is now. She’s a tree.”
Biagio couldn’t have been more dumbfounded. His large eyes on
either side of his pointy nose blinked several times. His forehead
wrinkled in confusion. “She’s a tree?”
Nadie cried out once more. Anthea sighed at Nadie’s cage. “I’ll be
there soon, poor thing. You’re suffering an unnatural existence, and I
will spare you soon.” She spoke softly, comfortingly. Nadie howled
this time; it was a loud weeping that seemed filled with joy that she
would be released from the agony of living.
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A sense of dread welled up in Biagio when he realized that
somehow this girl in front of him, with her green hair and a
greenness that was creeping up her arms from her taloned fingers,
had somehow defeated and killed Sezja, who had been the most evil
creature he’d ever laid eyes on, prior to Anthea. “What are you going
to do with us, with me? I was merely following orders. I had no
choice.”
“I will show you suffering.” She answered, dropping the handful of
cypress needles from her hand. They floated down, but stopped
before touching the ground, suspended in midair as if the sprigs had
been strung together on a line.
Biagio stared at them as she started another enchantment. His
eyes widened as the green crept further up Anthea’s arms and her
throat swelled to release the sound of an enchantment. When the
words came out of her mouth, he wanted to run, but could not. He
was frozen in place by his own fear.
Pieces from Sezja’s tree,
Return your suffering to this man,
Of all the pain it took you to be,
Send it back as you must have planned.
The scaly needles vanished, only to reappear as glowing embers
that stabbed into Biagio’s body in dozens of places. Biagio’s body
twisted abruptly. His muscles jerked spasmodically. The papers he’d
been holding fell like leaves. Writhing in pain, he opened his mouth
to scream, but his muscles were too tight, and the pain was too
great. He could not draw a breath with which to voice a scream. He
longed to fall to the ground and lay there in pain, but somehow his
muscles kept jerking to keep him upright. A body can only sustain so
much of this sort of trauma, and eventually his body gave out. His
muscles sheared away from his bones with a popping of tendons;
bones cracked and shattered from the torsional forces being applied
to them by muscles stretched and compacted beyond normal means.
Finally, Biagio’s heart and lungs gave out, and his torn body tumbled
limply to the ground.
Anthea turned her gaze next at Nadie, but Synnove’s eyes caught
her attention. The girl was not terrified of her as Biagio had been.
Neither was she inviting her presence as an avenue of release from
earthly pain as Nadie seemed to be. Instead, she seemed to just be
waiting. That was disquieting to Anthea, and it urged her to hurry on.
Anthea stooped beside Nadie’s cage, taking in all that was the
suffering in the distorted being.
Nadie’s eyes were wide and yellow, full of pain. The rest of her
features were animalistic almost, so foreign were they from what one
expected to find on a person’s face. There was something about her
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appearance that reminded Anthea of swine, but beyond that there
was little resemblance to anything else in nature’s realm. Anthea
shivered and ran her fingers across the moss that had grown in the
corners of Nadie’s cage, mosses fueled and grown on Nadie’s bodily
fluids.
She fished a handful of moss out of the cage, and then she turned
her power on the greenish-grey mass. Nadie’s eyes fill with tears of
gratitude. She knew it would all be over soon.
Moss, witness to pain and loss,
Release now this wretched soul.
Send she who has paid the cost,
To the House beyond death’s toll.
When Anthea had finished her enchantment, the moss disappeared
in a poof of green, odorous, smoke. Then, Nadie’s bloated body
began to glow from within, as if lit by a candle. Reddish light began
to spread from her core throughout the grotesque thing she had
become, piercing her sickly skin. Like a water-filled balloon, she
deflated, and water sloughed off her body with excess flesh. Her
limbs straightened and grew thin once more. The terrible body she
had inhabited burned away, leaving only what she had once been.
The stress of such a rapid change was too much for her though. Her
organs had given it their all, and they were tired. Her heart shut
down.
Anthea smiled down at Nadie, feeling a companionship with the
Kerathi girl that lay before her. Nadie reached through the bars and
grasped Anthea’s arm as she died, whispering thanks to her and to
the Kerathi’s favored gods. As Nadie’s life ended, Anthea felt
something of herself return; as with Sezja, it was something that she
hadn’t even realized was missing, but something nevertheless
integral. She felt more herself than she had ever been, and yet more.
When Nadie had breathed her last and her soul had passed on to
Nelius’ House of Endless Rooms, Anthea stood once more. With the
other two dead, Synnove was the last abomination left. She locked
eyes with the girl behind the glass, the girl in the copy of her room.
Even after Nadie and Biagio’s deaths, there was no fear in
Synnove’s eyes. Anthea looked away, uncomfortable with the odd
reflection of herself she saw within the other girl’s eyes. She looked
instead upon the room that was so like the one she had grown up in.
From the scratches and marks upon certain pieces of furniture within
that room, she could tell that they were the exact pieces from her
father’s house, and even the bedsheets seemed to be the exact
ones she had once slept upon. Much of her old life was beyond the
glass in that strange cell.
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Abruptly, the hundreds of blooms of potted and hanging flowers
began to glow, and herbs began to pulse with light. There were
geraniums, roses, orchids, thyme, rhubarb, carnations, petunias,
lemon grass, daisies, lilies, goldenrod, bay leaves, and dozens of
other flowers and herbs. The light from them flooded the cell and the
chamber beyond in which Anthea stood. It was like standing once
more in broad daylight.
Anthea backed away. Sezja had had unique powers quite unlike
hers, and Nadie might have developed powers had her body not
been so wracked with pain, but they would never know now. Then
there was Synnove, who stood before her on the other side of the
glass. Somehow, she had Anthea’s own powers it seemed, and she
had a lot of flowers and plants at her disposal. How she’d managed
to access all their powers at once, Anthea had no idea. She’d
managed three flowers simultaneously before, but never hundreds.
Such a thing seemed entirely impossible.
Synnove waved her hand in front of the glass. The light from the
flowers flickered off like a switch had been flipped. The crystal glass
shattered with an audible tinkle. The broken glass broke into
hundreds of careful shards, which had stacked themselves in neat
piles by the time the light from the flowers came back on. Anthea,
who had raised her arms to protect her face from a rain of glass that
never came, lowered them, feeling trepidatious.
“I would not hurt you.” Synnove announced warmly.
“I will hurt you though.” Anthea growled, her taloned hands
clenching into fists.
“Why?”
“You have something of me in you.”
“I have something of your mother in me, but that is no fault of my
own. Nor have I sought to harm you on purpose.”
“On purpose?” Anthea repeated the words, wondering how this girl
had harmed her, even if it hadn’t been on purpose.
“Corydon used me to find you. That is how Sezja was sent to you. I
felt you release a great power far from here in the east, and, without
knowing what I was doing, I told Corydon of your position. It seems
as though you have defeated Sezja though, and now you have come
back here, hoping to exact revenge upon one who wishes you no ill
at all.”
“You have my mother’s blood in you, is that not reason enough for
me to kill you?”
“The transfusions I received were not something I willingly
submitted to. Corydon wanted to make a weapon to destroy you. He
fears you.”
“Of course he does, and he is wise to do so. After what he did to my
father, I cannot help but kill him.”
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“That is between you and him. It is not my affair. You two may settle
it as you see fit. I ask only to be left to live my life out, what I have left
of it anyway.”
“You expect me to just let you walk away from here?” Anthea asked
incredulously.
Synnove nodded. “Yes.”
Anthea stared at the other girl in surprise. There was sincerity in her
eyes. She truly hoped that this was how things would happen, that
she would be allowed to leave. Again, she was struck by how similar
they looked, this girl, Synnove, and how she had once looked
herself. “What would you do with your life, supposing you could even
leave here like you want?”
“I have no doubt that Corydon would try to stop me, but I would not
give up my freedom willingly. I would live quietly, alone. One such as
I has no place in this world, not among other people at least.”
“Why didn’t you just leave on your own?”
“I couldn’t. My own powers didn’t awake until I saw you use yours. I
needed to see you use yours so that I could learn how to use mine.”
“So I should have killed you first?”
“You shouldn’t kill me at all.” Synnove replied, a frown creasing the
soft skin of her face. “I will do no harm to you. I will simply leave here
and never see you or any Aurean ever again, if I can help it.”
“I am not Aurean.” Anthea hissed, disliking being included as a
member of that race.
“You are half-Aurean, if I understand correctly.”
“Do not lump me in with them. My father was a noble man, but as
far as I have seen of other Aureans, he and I have nothing in
common with the rest.”
“You cannot deny what you are.” Synnove remarked casually, as if
this truth needed not to be said.
“What I am demands that I kill you.” Anthea said threateningly.
“Then we have a problem.” Synnove said sadly. “Still, I have more
flowers than you, though, and I think you should listen to me. I will
not fight you unless you make me.”
Anthea pulled a handful of couch grass out of another of her
pockets. It was considered a weed by most, but it was very useful to
her. It grew widely north of Mediya, and she had not come
unprepared.
“What do you expect to do with that?” Synnove looked truly curious.
She did not have that plant in her arsenal, and had no idea what its
properties would be. That was one of the drawbacks of living in a
glass cage.
Anthea grinned. “Wait and see.”
Synnove’s flowers flickered once more, and Anthea found herself
being flung backward against the chamber wall. She hit the wall with
a painfully loud slap of flesh upon stone. She slid down the wall and
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fell to the floor. Slowly, she picked herself up off the rough floor and
glared at Synnove, whose flower arsenal seemed smaller than
before. Anthea took stock of Synnove’s collection, noting that one
whole pot of flowers was empty now, with only a few dried up stalks
remaining of flowers that had been ripe with life Saycunds before. A
second pot sitting on the floor beside a map was also empty, from
the glass-cutting enchantment, she decided.
“Why do you not have to speak to enchant?” Anthea asked. She
was very aware of the system, and wasn’t sure how Synnove
seemed to be circumventing an important step. It was also weird to
see dried up plants left behind where her magick left nothing behind,
almost like Synnove’s enchantments were incomplete.
Synnove shrugged. “I am not you. We are similar, but not alike,
cousins and not sisters.”
“Do you think you can stop me from getting off one enchantment? I
only need one, and you’ll be done.”
The collection of flowers flickered once more, and a fist of air drove
into Anthea’s guts, knocking the wind from her lungs. A second flash
of light coincided with a blast of air sending her skidding across the
floor. Anthea rolled over, gasping for air. Two more pots of flowers
had dried up, leaving several dozen more, even if four were empty
now. She wasn’t sure she could survive that long though.
When she tried to get to her feet, three more flashes of light
occurred in quick succession. Then, a cage from the stack on the far
wall flew at her. She barely ducked it, but in doing so stepped into
the path of Nadie’s cage door swinging open to smash into her. The
third effect was a loud blast of sound that rang in her ears, and left
her stumbling and disoriented.
“We could be allies, if you wished it. Or I could still walk away.”
Synnove suggested, though her words were hard to make out over
the ringing that still resounded in Anthea’s ears.
“I had allies. They slowed me down.” Anthea replied, nursing her
wrist, which the door had slammed into. It might have been broken.
She wasn’t sure yet. She did know that if she delayed Synnove, her
body would begin to heal itself, and that might give her a chance to
get in an enchantment, too.
Anthea eyed the couch grass she’d dropped on the floor. She didn’t
need to hold her plants to use them; she’d gotten past that hurdle
back in Ka’Shann. She needed only to be near them and to
concentrate. Concentrating was the hard part, but she’d been able to
concentrate even with the Mulo clawing at her and chewing on her
limbs. Her body still bore those scars, and pain was something she
could suffer through.
Synnove’s eyes pleaded with her as she asked for Anthea’s mercy,
“Then let me go. I can leave before Corydon even misses me.”
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“I can’t let you walk.” Anthea replied, but her mind was not on the
words. Her mind was on the weeds she’d brought.
Words began to form in her mind, and her throat readied itself to
release a terrible strand of syllables, even as the light flickered
several more times, each one an attack on her body. She was being
beaten to death, but her mind and body had detached from one
another, like when she sent her soul on the rays of sunlight. Despite
the damage her physical form was taking, her mind was free to
enchant.
Grass and weed.
Take her power,
In this Ouer,
And let her bleed.
Synnove gasped when the lights faded from her plants. She still
had half of her potted and hanging plants, but she could not feel
them any longer. They were as useless to her as the dried up
skeletons of the plants she’d already used.
“What have you done?” She shrieked in a pitch high enough to hurt
Anthea’s already tender eardrums.
Anthea picked her body off the ground once more, finding it worse
for wear than just before the enchantment. Her whole frame ached,
and she had several cracked or broken bones. She could still stand,
and, more importantly, she could still speak.
“I’ve bound your abilities. You cannot use them.”
“How? Why?”
“I am the original. You are the poor copy.” Anthea answered,
stepping toward Synnove to make an end of this contest.
“I will run.” Synnove declared defiantly.
“There is nowhere you can go that I cannot find you. You are a part
of me, and I can hunt you down as surely as you could locate me for
my worst enemy.”
Synnove’s defiance melted out of her, and she backed away as
Anthea grew closer. “I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I never meant to
harm you. I only wanted to protect myself and live free.”
“Sorry won’t fix all that you’ve done. You don’t even understand the
half of it.” Anthea snarled.
Synnove quivered and began to whimper fearfully. Anthea slapped
her stiffly with her good hand, sending her tumbling over the bed that
had once been hers. Synnove lay helplessly on the floor, sobbing
and refusing to fight any more. She would die in that spot.
As Anthea dug through her remaining resources of seeds and
sprouts in her pockets, she realized something. She didn’t need to
deplete her sources with so many flowers around her. Now that
Synnove had been cut off from them, she could turn the girl’s own

333

PERENNIALS
plants against her. She took a careful look around, looking for
something that would be useful in ending the other girl’s life. In the
corner, she finally spied a Boswellia tree with fern-like leaves. It was
a tree from which the resin could be harvested to make
Frankincense. It would suit her purposes well. She gave Synnove
one last look, and then tore a branch off the small tree.
A wordless cry of agony echoed in the room, startling Anthea, who
had thought she was alone with Synnove. She looked over at a
woman in robes rushing her way. Before she could do anything, the
woman was upon her, grappling with her to take away the branch.
The shock of recognizing the face of the woman fighting her as her
mother, struck her as well as if she’d been slapped. Anthea howled
in pain when her mother twisted her broken wrist and finally
wrenched the Boswellia branch free of her hands.
“Mother! It’s me, Anthea!” Anthea cried, backing away from an
onslaught of slaps and punches from her mother, who seemed
hellbent on defending Synnove, for reasons she couldn’t even
fathom.
Another wordless cry went up from her mother, whose eyes were
wild and yet full of maternal rage. There was something strange
about her as well, Anthea realized as she fended off more blows.
The light of intelligence had gone out of her eyes. This woman had
been struck dumb somehow, and she did not recognize her own
daughter after the changes she’d been through. Worse, she
defended another as if she were her real daughter.
It was too much for Anthea. She burst out in tears of her own as
she was forced to slug her own mother in the jaw to cease her
attacks. Linnea fell backward, but immediately jumped to her feet
once more and put herself between Anthea and Synnove. With her
limbs spread like a defensive wall, Linnea barred Anthea’s way.
“Alright. I will not kill her.” Anthea said at last, if only because she
did not wish to harm her mother. “But I must take from her what is
mine, and send her on her way, so she cannot be used against me
any more.”
Linnea made no reply. She only stared maddeningly at her real
daughter as if she were the enemy. Anthea looked for something of
recognition in her mother’s face, but found nothing. It was the same
face she remembered from her dreams, a face she would have died
many times over just to see again, and the face could not see her for
what she was. Her mother was alive, but she was as lost to her as if
she had been dead. Corydon had much to pay for, more than she
had even realized before coming here.
Synnove stood then, sniveling still, but she stood. “You mean it?
You will not kill me?”
Anthea nodded, realizing how much of a girl Synnove still was.
They were of the same age, but she had been forced to grow up so
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fast that she had forgotten what it was to be a girl still. “I will spare
you, for the sake of my mother, who seems to love you like a lost
daughter.”
“Corydon will come after me, you said so yourself.” Synnove
reminded her, drying her eyes on her sleeve. She pulled down
Linnea’s arms and stepped around her to stand at her side. Linnea
would not let her go closer to Anthea than that.
“I must take from you the part of you that is me. It will not be
pleasant, but once it is gone, you will have no powers and you will
have nothing left in you that Corydon could use to track you down.”
Anthea looked at her expectantly, hoping for some sort of answer
that Synnove would be able to go through with what she had
planned.
Synnove looked down, and then lifted her eyes meekly to meet
Anthea’s gaze. “I’m sorry I hurt you. I didn’t want to cause you any
harm.”
“I know.” Anthea replied. “Only, in my path toward revenge, I let the
true enemy slip from my sight. Corydon needs to be punished for all
he has done to me, you, and the rest of the world.”
“Then do what you must to me to free me of what I have been given
that should have been yours. I will endure it.” Synnove bid her, eager
to be done with this and gone.
Anthea nodded. She looked at the Boswellia branch that had fallen
to the ground and had been trampled under foot when her mother
had attacked her. It would still work, if in another way. She would
also need a Gladiolus, which Synnove had. Anthea moved over to
that pot and plucked a bright pink, six-petaled flower that had opened
up beautifully.
“Will you trust me then?” Anthea asked her mother.
Linnea turned toward Synnove, who nodded at her reassuringly.
Linnea made a whimpering sound and threw her arms around
Synnove, apparently sensing that this would be the last time they
would see each other. Anthea watched the display with a great deal
of jealousy, but could do nothing. Synnove cast her a knowing look,
showing that she understood what pain this caused her. She ended
the embrace quickly, and moved Linnea aside.
“I am ready.” Synnove declared, but her voice trembled. She was
scared, but she was trying to be strong.
Anthea nodded, and got to it, wasting no time. She held up the
frond of Boswellia, which leaked fragrant sap, and then the Gladiolus
flower. She focused on the pair and released them.
Fragrant tree and perfect flower,
Return to me my power.
Take all of me from this girl,
Send her home, far from here.
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Let her be alone, to Corydon never near.
Synnove was engulfed with a bright pink light that washed over her
body. She breathed it in, letting it cleanse her and set free the part of
her nature that came from Anthea and Linnea. Anthea was made
whole once more, and her heart was healed in part through it. Then,
with a sad wave, Synnove vanished from sight. Anthea had no idea
where she had gone, but she knew she would be safer there than
here. She suspected it was somewhere on the Kerathi Clan Isles,
hopefully away from Corydon’s forces, but Synnove would have to
care for herself now.
Anthea turned toward her mother then, who sank to the floor and
began weeping. She rocked back and forth on her knees, and
resisted being pulled up into standing when Anthea tried. It took
some doing, but eventually Anthea made her mother stand, but only
by saying, “Come mother, let us make an end of this. Let us kill the
man who caused father, you, and I so much pain. Let us kill
Corydon.”
She wasn’t sure, but she thought she saw a bit of a smile and a hint
of recognition in her mother’s eyes. She hoped so, but it didn’t
matter, not so long as Corydon died todee.
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CHAPTER 157
What can soothe a tormented soul,
Bet’r than a way to make it whole?
But how can one be made anew,
If life withholds something from you?
Tis easier to sit and watch in vain,
Than find a way to live again…
- Excerpt from Rehan’s ‘Songs for the Lost’
 Tewsdee, the 2

nd

of Heat, 769 A.E. 

“Take me to him, mother. Lead me to Corydon.” Anthea ordered her
mother, taking her hand in her own.
Linnea tilted her head at her and grinned lamely, an undignified
expression that was unfitting on the face Anthea remembered so
well. Her eyes were out of focus, showing no signs of recognition.
Not only that, she didn’t seem to understand commands either.
Anthea was puzzled over how her mother was still living, and how
she’d been struck dumb. The light of intelligence had left her,
seemingly for good. The only thing she could think of was that,
somehow, her mother really had died, and this was just a shell of her
being, resurrected by some foul art not unlike what made the Dark
Aureans. There would be time for considering how things had gotten
this way later. For now, she had to deal with Corydon.
Anthea gave up any hope of getting help from her mother. Still, she
did not abandon her. After picking several flowers from Synnove’s
cell, which she added to her own stash of seeds and plants in her
pockets, she left the room. Still holding her mother’s hand, they
walked out of the chambers that had been the scene of evils she did
not want to imagine, and they went back up the hallways toward the
upper city. As far as she could tell, there was no better place to
search for Corydon than in the halls of the Greater Helion. While she
had not been in those halls for several Yarres, and then only when
she had been a child, she remembered the layout of Cenalium well
enough get there.
Almost like ants, most Aureans knew the layouts of their home
cities, no matter how complicated they were. Cenalium and Aetheline
were probably the two easiest cities in which to find the seats of
governance anyway, since the government buildings were very
obvious and large. Here, she needed only to go toward the inner city,
and she would find him, along with hundreds or thousands of his
followers. She would have to deal with Corydon’s defenders as they
came to her, hopefully not all at once or even all of them for that
matter. The less people she had to go through to reach Corydon, the
better.
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She was already considering which flowers to use and how to use
them when she reemerged into the tunnels of Cenalium, leaving
behind the new additions that were Lower Cenalium. Returning to
the city proper meant there was a good chance of running into large
groups of soldiers, so she kept a hand in her pocket, constantly
searching by touch for a plant that would suit her needs. She didn’t
need to look to know what she was touching; the plants would
communicate with her through her skin. Just being in close proximity
of plants, she could feel their identities and understand the
possibilities each one offered.
As it was, she had no need to deal with any Guardians or even cut
her way through an army to reach Corydon, because he came to her.
She had only turned a corner into a cellar that had been used for
crystal growing when he came into sight, flanked by several of his
private Guardians and an ugly black presence that made her
physically ill to behold.
The cellar was one of dozens of places under Cenalium where
crystals were grown. Geometric prisms glowing with various tints,
depending on their mineral compositions, lined the walls and ceiling,
except around entryways and a few vent holes – airflow was
important in underground tunnels and chambers. Crystal pods were
strung on a single line along the length of the corridor’s ceiling,
running parallel to pipes that fed and energized the crystal-growing
process.
Normally, such a sight would have been a pleasant thing. Indeed,
she’d always loved seeing the crystal growers going about their trade
when she had been a child. Seeing them now, refracting with
thousands of reflections of her sworn enemy, the man who was the
murderer of her father and of her mother, she also suspected, filled
her with no sense of wonder and beauty, but rather disgust. The
darkly lacquered, beetle-like armor and helmets of Corydon’s private
guard shimmered with the evil, clouded presence that hovered just
behind them, and in the middle of the group stood Corydon. He
might have been a handsome man had he not been such a horrible
being – he certainly had a commanding, almost regal, presence. She
could find nothing good about his carefully cropped silver hair and
piercing eyes though. He was a butcher and an object of scorn to
her.
“I see you’ve found your mother, so I guess reintroductions are not
in order, as they’ve already been done.” Corydon announced with
the slightest humor in his tone, one not reflected by his serious
expression. He was looking at her with well-hidden surprise. He had
seen her many times as a child, and even a couple times from afar
just Waykes before she had fled. Yet, the woman that stood before
him looked nothing like the girl he had known. However, he was not
one to let appearances dictate anything for him. He knew it was her
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standing before him, no matter what changes she’d undergone. After
all, had he not put an entire city’s populace through transformations?
“What did you do to her?” Anthea hissed, shaking off her mother’s
hand as it grabbed her shoulder, tugging gently in the opposite
direction as if to get her to turn around and run.
“I killed her and brought her back to life so she could be at my side.”
Corydon replied nonchalantly. He was not bothered by the murder in
the least, and would never apologize for it. Linnea had brought him
to this point, and he could not have done all he had without her.
“How? Dead is dead. When you have gone to Nelius, there is no
coming back.”
“Perhaps that is why her spirit is dead, and the body lives on, or
maybe my poisons damaged her brain. Whatever the reason, she is
as she is, and I love her dearly.”
Anthea stared at Corydon in disbelief, struggling to keep her anger
in check. She wished to have answers as much as she wished to kill
him, but it was hard to decide which to urge to give into in that very
instant. “You killed her, and then brought her to life. You stole her
from the man who loved her, a man who had once been your friend,
and then you killed him when he tried to keep me from you.”
“Had he but turned you over to me, he would never have died, nor
would have your mother. In a way, it’s entirely your fault. If you had
never been born, and if you had not presented our people with such
possibilities, I would never have stumbled onto the secrets of our
people’s freedom. I would not have had to sacrifice so many – a few
of them even friends as you pointed out – to accomplish all I have.”
“I will not take the blame for your madness and your butchery. You
may try to displace blame all you want, but you are still the author of
all this suffering. If the stories of your murders are even half correct,
you are the worst man alive. You are responsible for more death
than any that have ever walked the face of this world. Atrocities have
been committed in your name and under your orders the likes of
which no God can forgive.”
“What need have I of Gods when their betters stand at my side,
supporting by cause?” Corydon scoffed, ignoring her accusations.
He’d heard it all before, from thousands of Aureans he’d forced to
undergo the excruciating transformations. Nothing his old friend’s
daughter could accuse him of in that respect would be new to his
ears.
Anthea looked at the dark cloud that boiled and writhed behind
Corydon like the contents of a shaken inkwell. “What is that? What
could be better than our Gods?”
At this point, Corydon’s Guardians began to look at each other in
confusion. Quentin, their captain, stamped the butt of his arc-lance
on the ground, and all nine came to attention once more. They had
heard and seen much, but it was important as Corydon’s guards that
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they did not react to, remember, repeat, or repeat anything they saw
and heard.
“I will not bore you with the details or share all my secrets, even if
you are the daughter of the woman who made the creation of our
new people possible, but let me just say that there are things in the
world as old as the Gods, and they have no more love for Maletos
and her cronies than I do.”
“You tell her too much. We should kill her now.” The inky presence
hissed.
Anthea cringed. While the Lost Ones had assumed a shape that
was vaguely manlike, they were certainly not human. Their shadowy
form seemed to penetrate even the crystals growing on the wall, so
that it appeared as if there were thousands of little versions of them
trapped within the crystals, surrounding Anthea and filling the room.
With her fist full of flowers, Anthea removed her hand from her
pocket, ignoring her mother’s tugs at her shoulders and arm once
more. “You will not find me easy to kill, not for you, not for your
soldiers, and not for that creature hiding behind you.”
Quentin and his men fanned out in an arc in front of Corydon with
their arc-lances leveled at Anthea. Given the signal, all nine of them
would start firing upon her, releasing a hail of arc-fire that she wasn’t
sure she could stop. For now, Corydon’s hand upon Quentin’s
shoulder stilled their action. “Take care now, we would not want any
harm to come to Linnea.”
“She is of no importance to us.” The Lost Ones protested.
Corydon glared at the Lost Ones, and quietly said, “But she is to
me.”
“I will not hide behind my mother as a shield, nor do I wish to see
any harm done to her. If it is a fight you wish, I will send her away so
that I have no worries myself while I kill you all.” Anthea said,
watching Quentin and the Guardians very carefully. If she made a
mistake here, all of her hopes for revenge would die here. That, or
she would become one of Corydon’s test subjects, as Sezja, Nadie,
and Synnove had.
“It doesn’t have to be like this. We needn’t fight, you and I. You may
join us. I have two of your sisters deeper within the city. Have you
met them yet? They are much like you.”
“They’re dead.” Anthea lied, in part. Synnove was dead to Corydon,
and Nadie was truly dead.
Cords stood out on Corydon’s neck as his muscles tightened in
anger. He turned aside and mastered himself before saying
anything. Synnove, his brightest hope among the three girls that had
come from many, had warned him that Anthea was coming. He had
come immediately when he had not been able to find Linnea, but he
had not been in time to protect her. He hadn’t really believed that
Anthea would kill Synnove, or Nadie for that matter, but he had lied
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to Synnove to make her side with him against Anthea. Now she was
dead, and Anthea was the last of her kind. She was more valuable
than ever, and she probably didn’t even realize it.
While he considered these things, the Lost Ones continued to seek
her death, “Kill her. She’s dangerous. Rid us of her!”
Corydon was not one to be told exactly what to do and when to do
it. He still liked to do things his own way, despite all the warnings the
Lost Ones had given him about Anthea. “I will give you a last chance
then, before we send your mother away, Anthea. You may still join
me, and be a part of this new world I am creating. It will be a world
free of the constraints and the lies of the Gods. It will be a world
where we Aureans may walk freely, without any worries about who
rules what land. It will be a unified world under Aurean rule.”
“It will be an empty world...” Anthea sneered, tightening her hands
into fists. “You’ve all but killed the Kerathi, as I understand, and the
Elegians and others can’t be far behind.”
“It is necessary. If we want to destroy the Gods, we need to destroy
their worshippers. Many must die before the rest forsake their beliefs
in their antiquated deities. Only when they all despair and give up
their religion will the world be free of the poison of the Gods’
influence. Then we will all be truly free.”
Anthea barked a laugh. “It is no wonder my father ceased working
with you. You might have once been brilliant, as father said, but tour
madness clouds everything you see now, perverting your thoughts to
this sickening state.”
Corydon’s eyes narrowed and his expression darkened. Orestes
had been one of his greatest companions in the search for a way to
free their people, and he did not like to be reminded that Orestes had
given up on the search after seeing how far Corydon was willing to
go to reach his goal. “You had better send your mother to me now,
Anthea. I will see her clear of this room, and then you can try to best
my guards and kill me, if that is what you have chosen.”
“How about I send her back the way we came, so you can’t use her
against me?” Anthea suggested, an idea that angered Corydon
further.
“You are a very willful girl. Do not make this harder than it must be.”
Anthea reached back and gave her mother a gentle shove toward
the hallways they’d just come from. She was careful not to turn her
back toward Corydon and his men, but it was hard, because Linnea
began to drag her feet, refusing to leave the room.
“Come here, come to me, Linnea.” Corydon called her, as if
beckoning a dog.
Linnea’s ears perked up, and perhaps because she was used to his
voice, she began to walk past her daughter toward him. Anthea
gritted her teeth in anger and caught her mother’s sleeve. “Mother,
no. Don’t go to him.”
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“She will listen to me. She must.” Corydon replied, and then he
began calling to her once more. His calling worked, for Linnea shook
free of Anthea’s grasp and started toward Corydon once more,
shuffling in the gait of the mindless.
Anthea and Corydon were so intent upon getting Linnea to heed
their wills that they did not noticed the Lost Ones were whispering in
the ears of a Guardian named Lysander. While they had not been
given permission to enter that one, nothing, and no one had told
them not to speak to anyone they wished. The Lost Ones were great
at working on the imagination and feelings of any they came in
contact with, and that Guardian was no different. It took very little to
get Lysander’s sweaty palms and itchy fingers to react, and he didn’t
even realize what the Lost Ones had done. He thought it was all his
idea to try to kill Anthea, that it would make Corydon happy.
With a hot sizzle and a flash of light, a blast of arc-fire discharged
from Lysander’s arc-lance, narrowly missing Linnea as it shot past
her and struck Anthea in the stomach. Flesh and clothing burnt as
the arc-fire punched into her and sent her sprawling. This was not
the blast of a simple arc-sword, but the heavy fire of an arc-lance two
Mayters and more in length. Its batteries were stronger and its
charge much fiercer.
On a smaller scale, Anthea had an idea of what Bedros must have
felt on the Great Stairs of Aetheline, but she had little time to think
about it. As she gasped for air, Corydon stared at her, dumbfounded.
The Guardians began to look at each other uneasily, while Quentin
shouted for no one else to fire. The Lost Ones roiled and bubbled in
anticipation of Anthea’s impending doom, and Linnea looked back
upon her daughter with a stricken look upon her face.
Linnea let out a scream then that filled everyone’s ears, and she fell
to the floor beside Anthea, banging her elbows and chin roughly
upon the stone, uncaring for her own well-being. Blood trickled out
from between her lips, staining her teeth. She seemed to have bit her
lip when she fell and her jaw snapped shut, but Anthea smiled
weakly at her, happy to see even a part of her mother in an
otherwise blank expression.
“It’s okay, mother.” Anthea whispered. “I will kill them all.”
She could have stood up before facing her enemies, but she chose
instead to start her enchantments before even standing. Her eyes
fixed on the flowers and leaves she’d dropped on the floor after
being shot, and she fixed her eyes on one in particular: holly. Buds
that would become three small red berries were nestled in the midst
of a cluster of green leaves with many pointy tips. Her eyes rolled
back even before she began to push herself to her feet, and she
faintly heard shouting before her enchantment began, but it was
drowned out with the roar of power that channeled through her.
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Holly, holly, holly,
Open up and shield me,
Against these evil men and their,
Folly, folly, folly.
The three berries blew open, shooting out sparks that made the
leaves that surrounded them balloon up and grow translucent. The
leaves layered over one another, like the giant scales of a fish. Arclance fire pelted off the great disc they became, and the fire
dissipated as soon as it struck. Anthea stood behind the shield,
standing in front of her mother, who was still prone, inspecting a
rather interesting set of red flecks upon the floor that were actually
her blood. Corydon shouted for his men to charge, and the Lost
Ones shrank away, staying as far away from Anthea as was
possible.
Anthea chose Vervain next, just as her shield of holly began to
fade. Vervain had dainty little flowers adorning a green and purplish
stalk with tiny hairy fibers upon it. It was one of the flowers she’d
taken from Synnove’s room, and it seemed a fitting flower in this
situation. Summoning all her malice into her mind, she started
another enchantment, intent on destroying everyone and everything
that stood before her and Corydon in one fell swoop.
Five petals there are,
And ten are my enemies.
To strike at them from this far,
And bring them to their knees.
Strangle, bludgeon them, and beat,
Tear their bones from their meat.
The flowers exploded upon the ground, sending up snake-like vines
that whipped around, knocking her enemies off their feet. Corydon
stumbled backward, tripping and falling just out of the range of the
enchantment, but his Guardians were not so lucky. The tendrils of
the enchantment sought out the gaps in their armor, and began to
tug the armor aside so it could attack their bodies beneath. One
guardian clawed at his throat, but could not dislodge the Magick that
clung to his neck. His legs kicked convulsively as his windpipe was
slowly crushed. Another guardian was ripped limb from limb by a pair
of vines. He died screaming, and he was not the only one.
When Corydon saw what was happening, he turned to the Lost
Ones with wide eyes and shouted for them to do something. Anthea
could not tell exactly what happened next, but the five surviving
Guardians suddenly cast aside her enchantment, or rather, it
recoiled from them, as if they were too hot to touch. The Lost Ones’
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dark cloudy presence maintained its distance, but seemed to churn
excitedly.
Anthea quickly found herself on the defensive, backing away from
the five remaining soldiers, who moved inhumanly fast and with an
unnatural coordination in their attacks. She could only begin to pull
off another enchantment, this one with a white violet, before they
were upon her and stabbing at her with their arc-lances. Another
blast of arc-fire washed around her neck, paralyzing her throat. She
choked and gave out a strangled cry as she stumbled backward over
her mother, who was still on the floor.
The back of her head hit the floor and an explosion of sparks
danced across her vision. She could faintly hear yelling, but she
could not make out any of the words. There was something spinning
beside her that caught her eye, followed by the noises and sounds of
weapons clashing against weapons, but she could not turn her neck
to see better. It was then that she realized how badly she was hurt,
that she could not use her muscles. Her muscles were numb and
several of her nerves were seared. Breathing was next to impossible,
but she feared she would not have to worry long about that anyway.
Yet, those first few struggling breaths became a few more, and
feeling began to return to her throat, enough that she could prop
herself up.
In front of her, Tuari whirled like a man possessed. His eyes were
wide and his breath came out in one long fierce cry. His spear
knocked aside the weapons of those seeking Anthea’s death, but
they all ignored him, seeing her as the true target. Had they dealt
with him first, which the five of them certainly could have, he’d have
died quickly and her right after him. However, the soldiers were now
Lost Ones, even Corydon’s lead Guardian Quentin and Lysander,
the one who had shot her. They cared only for Anthea’s death. An
Uleaut boy, even one defending her, was not as important as killing
her.
Tuari was at the end of his abilities to ward off those five lances. His
body could only protect her for so long, so she tried once more to
use the white violet she had planned to use before. She despaired
when her voice would not come to her. Still, she focused her rage
and tried once more. Her words might have come only as a whisper
through her tortured throat this time, but her enchantment was
released in full force.
Pure and white,
Simple, and so full of light.
Take these foul men,
Evil shadows of what they’ve been,
And crush them with all your might.
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Light flared throughout the room, glistening and shining through the
crystals. A wave of rushing air descended from the ceiling, heavy
enough to throw Tuari backward and teetering off balance like a
spinning top that had been bumped off of its rotation, but the Lost
Ones soldiers were hardly fazed at all. They were merely brushed
back for a Saycund, and then their attacks resumed.
Anthea stared in disbelief at the five soldiers trying to get at her
once more. One of her attackers slid past Tuari and stabbed at her,
cutting her across the shoulder as she crawled further back until she
was nearly against the wall. Her enchantment had slipped right
around them, and Tuari was unable to hold them off any more. He
was tiring, and another one of the spears slipped past his defense to
stab her in the thigh. Crying out in pain once more, she pulled herself
up into a kneeling position behind Tuari, whose defense was failing
fast now.
From behind Tuari, as she counted down the last Saycunds of her
life, she could feel a flower nearby. Yet, it was not one that she had
brought with her from the fields near Mediya, and it was not a plant
from Synnove’s room either. Tuari must have brought it with him, she
realized. Then she sensed what the plant within Tuari’s pack was: a
Bosom of Yenis. The large bulb was a restorative used by the Uleaut
people, something they claimed to be a boon from the Goddess of
Ice, Rain, and Snow. She had tasted its milk before, and she could
not discount their beliefs, such was its power.
Her realization was punctuated with the sight of seeing Tuari
impaled by the arc-lance of a Lost Ones soldier. They had finally
changed tactics, choosing instead to deal with him first. He had
sorely wounded one of them, the one who had shot her it seemed,
but four remained as Tuari slumped to the floor, having taken a
death wound. The soldiers eagerly jumped at her, ready to finish her
off, but they could not before her fourth enchantment was voiced.
Gift from above,
Draught of health and healing,
Make our bodies whole,
Cover us in your love,
Bind wounds and stop bleeding,
And remove battle’s toll.
Anthea had felt the touch of Gods and Goddesses before, but never
like this. Yenis’ gift to the Uleaut people burst like a cloud of smoke,
and its power saturated her body and Tuari’s beside her. The milk
was strong, like the distillation of life’s energy itself. Anthea’s body
shivered with they icy cold feel of restorative energy surging through
her body. Drank, the milk of a Bosom of Yenis was quite potent. In
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an enchantment, it seemed as though there was no end to its
restorative power.
She had never considered the Uleaut plant as something she could
use in an enchantment. She’d been near them before, but had never
felt its power as something she could touch and use. Maybe it was
because one of Yenis’ beloved children was wounded, or maybe it
was because of her new powers after having been reawakened. She
did not know, and there was no one who could answer a question
like that.
Strangely, she felt more like herself than she had ever been. She’d
collected parts of herself from Corydon’s three experiments, and still
it felt like she’d been living a dream her whole life and had just now
awoken for real. The fires of hate and revenge dulled in her heart,
replaced by the need to heal and make things aright. It was,
therefore, a rude first sight to see arc-lances being stabbed at her
once more. Tuari, beside her and healed, was in a similar plight.
Linnea gave out a terrible howling lament. From over her attacker’s
shoulder, Anthea could see that her mother was standing once more,
but Anthea did not remember seeing her get up. In that briefest of
instants, all of the crystals in the room burst into light at once. The
Lost Ones halted their attack, stunned by such sudden brilliance.
The cloudy figure of the Lost Ones’ evil presence at the end of the
room shuddered in agony. At Linnea’s feet, flowers vanished; she
had just done an enchantment. Surely, her mind was not completely
dead. In fact, for that moment alone, Anthea could see her mother’s
mind in her eye, and she knew that her mother’s soul was not
entirely gone.
Corydon looked as amazed by what had happened as Anthea did.
The Lost Ones were in pain, great enough that every soldier they
inhabited in the Broken Crown missed a step, stumbled, or fell. If that
amazed him, he was more amazed by what happened next: Anthea
and Tuari vanished, carried away on the sun’s light. They might have
been below ground, but there was sunlight here, if trapped sunlight.
The crystal pods in the room all popped at once, shattering open to
release the light of the sun they had gathered within. Tuari and
Anthea’s souls followed the strand up and out of the room, racing
past Corydon and the Lost Ones along the light given off by the
bursting of crystal pods. Through that corridor they went and beyond,
following dozens of bursting crystal ponds, eventually exiting out of
the underground and into the open sky. They shot out into the blue
skies, sailing out above the clouds.
They were out of Corydon’s reach and temporarily safe from harm,
but that was only because they were disembodied and riding the
sun’s light. However, this was not like when Anthea had carried them
here or when she had gone to Mediya from Fairport. This
enchantment was not of her making. There was no destination in
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mind and no way to stop. It was like being lost deep at sea with no
land in sight and no sail.
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CHAPTER 158
Evil has a way of fountaining up wherever it is least wanted and
least prepared for. Vigilance, therefore, is the truest protection
against evil. Would that the whole of the Empire had learned this
lesson before it was too late…
- Excerpt from Ramessef’s ‘The Way of Things’
rd

 Thraysdee, the 3 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Sagira woke from a dead sleep, only to find that Makan had left
their bed moments before her. He was always a lighter sleeper than
she was, and she was not exactly a heavy sleeper herself, except
when she was very tired.
Recent Dees had left her little or no time to rest, especially after her
escapades at the War in Miniature. Count Reynard had been furious,
but as of yet, because she was so highly regarded, he had been
unable to exact his revenge. It was hard to get at someone who was
quickly becoming one of the most connected and influential people in
the city. Just two Dees prior, Sagira and Makan had once more been
invited into the presence of King Nicholas VI and Queen Aleta; while
they were just two of many guests and barely had a chance to say
anything more than a hello, it illustrated to everyone in Alacazzare
that Sagira’s ideas had not been rejected by the monarchs. They
might not have embraced her ideals fully, but they would not have
invited her to their banquet if her ideals were totally contrary to their
own. Be that as it may, the events of this night would forever change
the stance of the Aynglican people, especially the ruling class, on the
war against the Corydon and the Dark Aureans.
“What woke you?” Sagira asked, watching Makan reach for his
narwhal tusk spear.
“What woke you?” He asked in return, moonlight from the window
lighting his worried frown.
“I don’t know. I just thought I heard something.” She answered. She
noticed then that Makan was looking out through the windows of
their apartment, and that the sky was well lit, considering what time
she felt it to be. “Is it morning already?”
Makan shook his head. “The light is coming from the west. It must
be fire, but I don’t know what would make such a great light.”
Sagira slid out from under the covers and moved beside Makan to
get a look for herself. “The Greatwood is burning.” She murmured in
disbelief. The massive forest that took up nearly a third of Greater
Aynglica butted up against the city walls of Alacazzare. A blaze large
enough to give off as much light as they saw could only mean that a
large part of that forest was on fire, because the whole horizon was
orange and the horizon was grey with smoke.
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“Aurean attack.” Makan whispered, his knuckles tightening on his
weapon.
“We must warn the king!” Sagira realized suddenly, grabbing for a
knitted wrap to throw over her shoulders and both of her Yataghan
knives. “There is no time to lose. Let us hope we’re not already too
late.”
Makan said nothing, but marched to the doors of their apartment
and threw them open. He was bare-chested, wearing only a loose
pair of sleeping trousers, but that was fine for him. He cared little
about the Aynglican standard of decency, especially when the King
and Queen’s lives might be in danger. Sagira rushed alongside him,
ignoring looks from the people in the hall they passed. At this early
Ouer, those few souls in the halls were mostly servants and
housecarls preparing for the morning needs of the guests, but there
were also a few nobles that were just now putting themselves to bed,
having had more than a full night of revelry.
“Wake everyone.” Sagira ordered with a commanding voice,
surprising servants who were used to being ignored. “The city is
under attack. The Greatwood is burning. Arm yourselves or seek
shelter immediately.”
“To arms!” Makan shouted, adding his voice to hers as they cut
through the hall and down the next, working their way toward the
monarchs’ end of the fortress. Sagira and he both shouted and
repeated themselves as they went.
It was not easy going. The King and Queen were on the far side of
the fortress, and the path there was anything but straight. The place
had been designed with winding courses and many switchbacks and
stairwells to confuse attackers, and there were many doors that
could be shut and barred from one side in case of an emergency. It
would take any force Dees, perhaps even Waykes to capture and
clear out all resistors if the fortress came under siege. Great
numbers were of less help in corridors, and there were secret
passages honeycombing the fort, allowing defenders to sneak out of
rooms and take their attackers from behind. It might have been
decorated with all the riches money could buy, but the city of
Alacazzare was still a defensive structure at heart.
“We should get Reid and Jerod.” Makan suggested, detouring
before Sagira even acknowledged his suggestion. “There will be
guards all around that part of the city, enough to protect the King and
Queen until we arrive, and we won’t be able to reach the King or
Queen on our own without their nephews.”
“You’re right.” Sagira replied, rushing to keep up with him. Her mate
might have been short-legged and born to the water, but he was
quick on his feet. “If there is a real attack here, we will have need of
extra arms to defend the King and Queen and get them out of the
palace.”
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“Do you think they will abandon this place? Can the King actually
afford to give that sort og ground?”
“They might have to, if they wish to live.” Makan answered, but he
was Mueran, and did not fully understand the attachment some
peoples had to their homes, because his home had always gone with
him. Muerans were rarely far from their boats.
Sagira did not waste any time by voicing her doubts as to whether
or not King Nicholas VI would tuck his tail between his legs and
abandon the capital city. She spent her time on more valuable
pursuits, like grabbing every person she could find and yelling at
them to prepare for battle and wake the others. Mostly, she was
perceived as a madwoman, someone who’d had a little too much to
drink and hadn’t gone to bed yet. Others had begun to feel the warm
breezes from the west that smelled of smoke, had seen the ominous
glow on the horizon, or found other reasons to believe her.
By the time they reached Jerod’s apartments, which just happened
to be where Reid spent most of his time, there were scores of people
waking and quite a ruckus had begun, so much so that Jerod met
them at the door on their first knock. He yawned sleepily, and his hair
was tussled from sleeping, but he was awake.
“What is all this Vorcinth-be-damned commotion? Has the world
gone mad?” He demanded.
Sagira ignored his cursing, though she’d have chastised him for
such language in the presence of a lady any other time. “Get ready
to move. The city may soon be under attack. The Greatwood is
burning terribly, and that can only mean the Aureans are coming. We
must get to your uncle and aunt to warn them before it’s too late.”
Jerod stared at her in amazement, taking in their expressions along
with their states of dress. Reid appeared at Jerod’s side, smelling of
alcohol, some girl’s perfume, and tobacco, but appearing otherwise
alert. He wore only a nightshirt and a sword belt, but the sword was
absent. The girl slept on the floor just inside the entryway, lying in a
pile of tangled fluffy skirts.
“Just a Saycund.” Reid replied, the quicker of the two to understand
the full weight of her words. Then, when he had plucked his weapon
from the corner in which it was leaned, he shouted, “To the king!”
However, he accomplished little by this cry other than half waking the
girl lying in the entryway.
Jerod was quick to follow suit, pulling on trousers and locating his
weapon just as his cousin, Reid, was finishing dressing himself as
well. “Of all the ways to wake up, this must be the worst.” He said
nervously. His hands shook as he closed the door behind him and
joined Sagira and Makan in the hall, and they left the girl to go back
to sleep. There just wasn’t time to deal with her.
“I do not disagree in the least.” Makan replied, and then he started
hurrying along once more.
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Getting through to see the King and Queen was no mean feat, even
with two of his nephews with them. They had argued, pleaded, and
talked their way past four sets of guards already, but the last few
seemed more adamant about not letting anyone through without
having express word of their expected arrivals. By the time they got
within a few doors of the monarchs, sounds of battle had already
begun to ring from within the inner chambers.
“You may fear the anger you might incur, but I fear the deaths of
your King and queen. Which eventuality is worse for you?” Sagira
heatedly asked the pair of guards barring the door before her. She
could force her way past, but she did not wish to if she could help it.
As it was, her patience was at an end, and that drastic step was her
next option.
The two guards looked at each other just as a loud crash came
from the interior room, and then they opened the doors to permit
Sagira and her party entry. No sooner had they done so than did
warning bells and alarm trumpeters begin making their raucous
sound.
“Come with us.” Makan ordered the pair as he followed Sagira and
the nephews inside.
The next door had already been forced open, and the pair of royal
guards that had guarded that entryway lay dead upon the floor just
inside the next adjoining chamber. They had apparently tried to find
the source of the noises within, and had met more than their match
when doing so. Makan smelled the stink of burnt flesh and armor on
the two guards; one of them smoldered still, and thick black smoke
curled up from his decorative uniform. This only served to illustrate
just how recently he’d been killed and by what.
Reid wrinkled his nose at the odor. “That is an awful stench!”
“It’s the fire from arc-swords. It can burn skin and fabric while
numbing the body.” Makan explained quickly.
They heard the clash of swords on swords further ahead. Shouts of
pain and struggle echoed in the rooms beyond the one in which they
stood. Makan and Sagira wasted no time in moving toward the noise,
followed closely by the two nephews and several guards that had
begun to gather behind them. As they hurried forward across the
carpeted halls, they finally reached the fighting, which had truly
begun in earnest. Several dozen men struggled with each other,
using swords, halberds, arc-swords, and shields to do each other in.
It was too small of an area to use rifles effectively, but more than one
soldier wielded a decorative harquebus, using its bayonet to fend off
Aurean soldiers. A single shot was fired, and the smoke filled most
the room, and, when combined with the commotion, it was enough
that Makan was unable to determine whether or not the staggering
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Aurean that had been shot fell from his wound. The Aureans were
quickly getting the better of their Aynglican counterparts, dropping
several for each man they lost. It was clear, too, that the Aureans
had been cutting their way through many chambers to get this far,
and from the sounds of doors being bashed in elsewhere in the
palace, there were more on the way.
Makan gave forth a loud war cry that caught the attention of nearly
everyone in the room. He leapt forward with a loud stomping of his
feet, and found the nearest enemy combatant. Jerod and Reid, who
had studied under him for some time, had learned some of the ways
of Mueran spear fighting. They also lunged forward with their spears
ready and similar, if less powerful, cries of battle. Sagira was a more
cautious fighter, waiting for openings and chances to come to the aid
of beleaguered Aynglican soldiers. She had both of her Yataghan
knives out, each one a flashing blade of a length with a man’s
forearm. They were curved blades, light, and quick, with a strong
back to protect against any warping and twisting that might occur as
a result of hacking apart enemies.
The Aureans met this new threat with a solid wall of shields. Unlike
some of the large heater shields that Aureans often used conflicts in
open quarters, these were skirmishing shields, only half the size and
a third of the weight of the larger shields. Such cumbersome shields
were of little benefit in a place such as this, even if the chambers of
Alacazzare were sizeable.
Muerans were used to fighting around obstacles, be they jungle
trees, stones, shields, or other obstacles. With lightning strikes and
deadly efficiency, Makan’s spear found exposed necks, knees, and
torsos. The Aurean’s Lost Ones soldiers were fast, working with
great cooperation and tremendous coordination, but he was a force
to be reckoned with. With Jerod and Reid at his side, they drove into
the flank of Aurean soldiers, cutting them down. The weary
Aynglicans rallied, giving up a shout of their own as they pushed
forward, redoubling their efforts to drive back the Aureans.
The Aureans were impossibly fast, and the only thing that seemed
to work against them was to team up on an individual, concentrating
their efforts on him until he fell. The Aynglicans had to fight for their
lives, giving ground and going on the defensive until others could
come to their aid. Sometimes, that aid never came.
Within Mynettes, there were over thirty men dead and dying on the
floor. Makan’s chest heaved as he panted to catch his breath, and
Reid favored his left leg, the right having been cut just above the
knee by a glancing blow from an arc-sword. Sagira, too, felt winded
as she looked at who was left. A bewildered collection of less than a
dozen Aynglicans remained standing, most of them with wounds of
mild to moderate significance that bloodied their colorful uniforms.
More than one leaned on a halberd hilt or on a neighbor to stay
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upright, but royal guards weren’t paid or trained to worry about
themselves. They had a job to do, difficult though it was.
“We need to move on.” Makan said to Sagira. Sweat beaded and
dripped down his forehead. Fighting was sweaty work, especially
when the heat of a burning forest was being blown toward them.
“Where are the King and Queen?” Sagira demanded of one of the
soldiers, who was bent over and wiping vomit from his mouth and
beard.
He shook his head at her, giving her a blank look, but another
answered for him, “They might be in the gardens. Her majesty, the
Queen, often goes for a nightly stroll there. The King, often as not,
accompanies her.”
She could remember the gentle quiet of the place, and feared that it
might indeed make a great place for an ambush. A sick feeling crept
into her, finding a place to lodge in her guts, where it twisted and
made dread well up in her heart. Makan’s face blanched as he
realized what she was thinking.
“Let us go there now, then. Run, soldiers, run as if Nelius himself is
poking you in the back! The lives of your King and Queen may very
well depend on it!” Sagira shouted, running once more, her feet
pounding across the carpeted halls and tiles alike.

With the help of the remaining soldiers, Sagira was able to lead
their group to the portcullis gate that barred the commoners’ way of
reaching the monarchs’ private gardens. The door had been forced
open, literally torn from its moorings, and several royal guards had
been brutally dismembered and slain beside the gate. They had
fallen at their post, and Sagira wasted no time mourning them. That
was what they were there for, to loyally defend their monarchs, and
they had died well.
She and the others climbed over the bodies and the downed gates,
and ran into the walled-in forest. Jerod and Reid led the way now, as
the only two who had ever spent enough time in the gardens to know
the layout, even in the half-dark night. Truthfully, it would have been
a lot more treacherous had the Greatwood not been ablaze, because
they’d not have had much light to walk by, and as it was, they could
see the glint of moonlight and distant fiery haze glowing off Aurean
armor beneath the trees. Still, seeing the enemy and evading attacks
are two different things. Flashes of arc-fire slashed through the night,
killing another two of the Aynglican guards in Sagira’s company and
wounding another. The hot sizzle of fire streaked right past Sagira’s
face, only narrowly missing.
“Spread out! Get around the trees and get at them!” Sagira hissed,
angered that she had ran headlong into a situation that had nearly
spelt her own death.
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Makan saw that the team of six Aureans behind the first set of pines
was readying another barrage of arc-fire, one that would surely take
the lives of more of his dwindling supply of allies. He whispered a
word of prayer to Fallu, and swung his spear with all his might. His
fingers held on tight, feeling the shallow, etched lines of Nantai’s
carvings beneath his fingertips. A thread of mist wrapped up and
around the coiled tusk, sliding down toward the tip, which erupted in
a burst of frigid cold. A long sheet of ice in the shape of a wedge
formed in front of him and his allies, following the direction his spear
had been pointing. The sheet was a few Centis thick, a couple
Mayters high at its tallest, and several Mayters long.
The second barrage struck the sheet of ice, melting holes that
sizzled and gave off steam where the arc-fire struck, but he had
saved his comrades, at least for the moment. Sagira stared at him in
surprise, her mouth hanging open. She clapped her jaw shut and
gave him an appreciative nod, for one of those sizzling spots in the
ice shield was right in front of her.
Makan immediately rounded on the Aureans and lunged at them.
Once more he stomped his feet forward and threw all of his strength
from his upper body into the spear. The spear’s tip went no nearer to
the Aureans than five Mayters, but the blast of white that tore away
from the tusk caught four of them at once, freezing them solid. Jerod
and Reid took another of the Lost Ones, crashing through the ferns
and pine boughs to attack him as a team. Another Aynglican soldier
died trying to kill the last of the Lost Ones, taking an arc-sword blast
to the chest. His eyes bulged out and he fell, dead before he hit the
ground. Sagira finished off the last one, with a thrown knife that
pierced through the gap in the side of the Lost One’s armor.
“Your majesties?” Sagira called out, pulling her knife free of the
dead soldier after slicing his neck with the other one to ensure that
he was dead and could do them no harm.
“Uncle!” Jerod called, echoed immediately by Reid.
A clang of metal on metal rang out from another part of the
gardens. Reid and Jerod took off carelessly, running headlong down
the trails without any regard for their own safety. Makan did his best
to keep up, but the boys were working completely on adrenaline, and
they were longer of leg and much younger than him on top of that.
Growling in irritation, he took a slower approach with Sagira and the
royal guards, keeping his eyes peeled for sudden attack. The
gardens were not well enough lit for him to advance without care,
even with the extra light on the horizon. He expected at any instant
to have a dozen Aureans jump out at him. He was suddenly
reminded of Anthea’s flight from Maethlin, and the daring escape he
had helped orchestrate. It was not a deed he hoped to repeat. With
any luck, they would not have to flee tonight.
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“King Nicholas?” Sagira called out. She did not want to give away
their position to enemies by shouting, but she did not have time to
fumble through the woods for an Ouer trying to find them. By then, it
might be too late. Besides, it was better to draw the enemy to them
than to let them hunt for the King and Queen unhindered.
“I see something ahead.” Makan said, waving for the soldiers to
keep up. Some of them flagged behind, tired and wounded. He
ducked into the shadows of a tree and crouched down as the others
came up beside him.
They were in time to see the other gateway break, and Aureans
flooded in from the private entrance. Half a dozen guards had hidden
to either side of the gate; those guards hacked and slashed at the
Aureans who entered first, killing several of the invaders as soon as
they stepped into the gardens. Such an attack only worked once,
and they were lucky to take out as many Aureans as they did. After
that initial surprise, they were quickly overwhelmed and put to the
sword. The onrush of Aureans continued as if nothing had
happened, and the foreign army flooded into the private gardens.
Makan looked at Sagira, who gritted her teeth in worry. “There are
too many.” He said softly, softly enough that the few guards with
them would not overhear. They were already scared and hurt.
Scaring them further would not help matters at all.
Sagira shrugged. “We have no choice. Let us see if Jerod and Reid
have found Nicholas and Aleta. “
Makan got up from his crouch and ran once more, following the trail
the King’s nephews had ran down shortly before them. It was not
hard to follow their footsteps. Heavy footprints had marked where the
two young men’s heels and toes had contacted the earth, pressing
dirt and grass down forcefully with the urgency of their pace. They
reached the monarchs of the Aynglican world just before the
Aureans came once more into sight. Trapped in the gardens, the
King and Queen had chosen the shrine as the site of their final
stand.
Aleta was crowded behind the King by the statue of Holeitha. King
Nicholas VI stood in her defense with a longsword drawn and his two
nephews beside him. Four more royal guards, these ones battlescarred veterans, stood in a row before them in the clearing. Two of
them unloaded crossbows into the front row of Aureans, and the
bolts pierced through the bronze Guardian armor as if it were made
of tin. The other two were both brawny men with shoulders and arms
like an Ox-Man’s. Each of those two had a heavy breastplate and a
two-Mayter sword that looked more like a scythe than a weapon any
man could swing.
Makan and Sagira’s group emerged from a side trail. Makan led the
way, swinging his spear to throw a rain of ice shards at the Aureans.
The frozen needles mostly bounced harmlessly off their armor, but a
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few struck Guardians in the eyes, throats, and other vulnerable
places. One stumbled and fell, only to be trampled underfoot by his
brethren. Another pair of crossbow bolts slammed into the column,
killing at least one more Aurean. The Aurean column retaliated with
arc-fire thrown at the four royal guards in their way, but the men
shook off such attacks like bee stings – they had been conditioned
for this sort of pain and punishment.
Then the Aureans were upon the veteran royal guards. The two
royal guards with the two-Mayter swords lunged forward; the
massive swords, thick, deadly slabs of metal, sliced through the front
rank of Aureans while the other two threw aside their crossbows in
favor of blades. Unlike the other two, they favored short swords and
daggers. They darted in, covering the flanks of their partners with the
longer swords until they could bring their terrible blades around to
swing once more. The two-Mayter swords simply weren’t fast
weapons, even if they proved to be effective when swung by men
with powerful muscles.
Sagira shouted a cry for Juria to favor them and for Rishalt to lend
her strength, and then she plunged into the fray, following Makan
and surrounded by the final group of guards that remained at her
side. King Nicholas VI, in the face of such bravery, raced forward
with his nephews to meet the enemy head on. He would not stand
still and let death find him timid and afraid. Rather, he would meet it
and look it in the face.
Eyes that knew no fear and had no emotion were forced into masks
of utter concentration. Spears clashed with arc-lances and arcswords. Two-Mayter swords continued to spin until their bearers
were pierced too many times to stand. Knives and daggers found
throats and weak places between armor plates. Limbs and digits
were cleaved from their owners’ bodies. Savage and desperate cries
of pain and hate filled the air. Man stood beside his countryman, and
family stood beside family – all with the single-minded purpose of
killing an enemy that wished to kill them first. They melded into a
cohesive battle machine, following an Elegian woman who screamed
herself hoarse and a Mueran whose spear dispensed a cold that
could freeze a man all the way to his marrow.
The heat of the battle is a strange thing. Man and woman alike will
do things they had not thought possible, and bodies will find energy
reserves that make it possible to perform feats that cannot be done
under normal circumstances. Outnumbered and underarmed, they
stalled the Aurean advance, fighting as only men beloved by their
Gods can do. Perhaps Juria walked among the trees of that forest
that night, and maybe the brothers Cainel and Comrain steadied
hands and aimed weapons. Whatever the reason, those fourteen
resistors saw a tide of Aurean Lost Ones driven back, killed, and
crushed. When the last sword had been swung and the last arc-fire

356

PERENNIALS
had been fired, the surviving combatants slumped to the ground,
nearly as dead as those who had truly died.
Sagira laughed, though her throat hurt, because she lived yet. She
rolled over, ignoring the ground that had been churned to mud with
the blood of both Aureans and Lowlanders. Makan sat on the ground
nearby with his spear leaning against his shoulder, using his hand to
hold a cut across his thigh closed – his hands were too shaky to
attempt to sew it shut just yet. She looked next to the King, whose
bloodstained face regarded Jerod with a blank stare. Some of the
blood upon his features was his own, and some was the blood of
others who had died in the night. Queen Aleta had Jerod’s head
pillowed on her lap, caring not in the least for her expensive gown,
which was being bled all over as Jerod breathed his last. Reid, who
also bled from a dozen spots on his body, though he would survive,
knelt beside his cousin. He was unable to withhold the tears that
sprang unbidden from his eyes. Two more guards watched as well,
ashamed that it had not been them instead, but proud that the dying
young man had given to his King so well.
“Makan.” Sagira said, getting his attention.
Makan nodded at her. He’d seen Jerod’s wounds, and knew he
would not live. No one he knew short of Anthea could save him, and
she was not here. Yet, he did not want to steal the last few moments
the boy had from the King and Queen, who were his family and most
deserved to say their goodbyes.
“Go to him.” Sagira told him, more of an order than a suggestion.
Makan got up slowly, moving like a venerable man. His body had
nothing left to give, and he needed his spear to keep himself upright.
He half walked and half crawled over to where Reid knelt, and he
sank to his knees beside the boy that would live. He put an arm
around Reid, and then grabbed one of Jerod’s hands with his own. It
frightened him to see how cold Jerod’s hand was, a hand he had
clenched many times in their training, as he picked the boy off the
floor or taught him a new skill.
Jerod gripped Makan’s hand tightly and struggled to speak as blood
burbled out from between his lips. “How was my technique?” He
managed to choke out.
Makan nodded. “A Mueran you must be, despite appearances. You
fought with skill, honor, and grace. No teacher could be prouder of a
student than I am of mine.”
At this, the King could resist no longer. He, too, sank to the ground,
and draped his arms around his most beloved nephew’s shoulders.
Makan said no more, but let the King weep with his forehead
pressed against Jerod’s as the boy ragged breathing finally came to
a stop. Aleta burst out in loud sobs and clung to her husband. Reid
turned to Makan, who gave him a fierce hug while he cried out his
fears and pounded his fists in anger upon Makan’s back.
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Sagira stood slowly and swallowed the lump in her throat. It was
unbearable to watch, and it made her guilty about the pains she felt
when this boy had given so much more than she had. Her legs
shook, and she could barely walk. Still, she felt the need to speak.
“Good King, your people hurt, your city is compromised, and your
Greatwood burns. War has finally come in earnest to Aynglica.”
King Nicholas lifted his head and looked at Sagira with a great
anger blazing behind his eyes. He came to his feet, shaking with
rage. “How dare you speak to me of such things when my nephew
lies here, dead.”
“He died well and lived even better. Nelius takes him now to the
House of Endless Rooms, surely to a room held for those who died
with honor.” Sagira replied, looking proudly down on Jerod’s body.
“But there are those out in the city that are dying poorly, for they are
afraid and unarmed. They cannot fight this enemy. And what about
the rest of Aynglica? Your lands are not all defended so well as this
city. You had a private army. What of those without such a grand
luxury in these uncertain times?”
The Queen stood then, letting Jerod’s head settle gently upon the
ground. With her chin set, she spoke with regal pride and a great
deal of strength. “I will send word to Lesser Aynglica immediately.
The enemy should not have reached there yet. My cousins in
Caeomn will send their armies north. Aynglica must be defended at
all costs.”
“No.” Sagira said softly, but everyone heard the word, even over the
cracking and crashing of burning buildings beyond the garden walls
whose timbers had given way. They heard her even over the distant
clashes of weapons from parts of the city where the battle had not
yet ended.
“No?” The Queen repeated in surprise.
“If you fight here, you lose. Has this night not illustrated that? We
must take the fight to them! As long as they dictate the grounds for
the fight, we will be at a disadvantage. We must not meet them
where and when they want, but where and when we want.”
The King stared at her with his eyes hard. He finally looked away to
the shrine of Deneurs, the Builder God. “I am a builder, not a fighter,”
he declared finally, “but I do not wish for more ruin to come to my
home. If ruin and strife must come, let it be to a land not my own. I
only fear that I cannot raise my land to meet this challenge. They will
insist upon guarding our homelands.”
Sagira moved to stand before the King, who watched her warily, as
if she might do something unexpected, and she did. She went to a
knee before him and bowed her head. It was a surprising gesture, for
she was not one of the King’s subjects, even if she was within his
lands. “Send me on my way to Fedemere then, good King, with your
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full blessing. I will rouse the Council of Great Lords for you and bring
them to war.”
The King looked to his wife first, but then he put his hand upon the
crown of Sagira’s head. “Daughter of Juria, in this dark Ouer, our
Gods have sent me a strange messenger, but I will heed their words.
You have my complete blessing. My heart has heard the wisdom of
your words, and I wish for you to leave this city at once, taking Reid
and a number of my men with you. Harm must not befall you on your
journey north. If you fail, there may not be another who could do
what you seek to accomplish, and Aynglica may not be given a
chance after this one.”
He removed his hand and she once more took to her feet, though
Makan had to steady her. Reid stood beside Makan now, though he
still looked down at the body of his cousin.
“What will you do then, wise King, while I gather your army?” Sagira
inquired.
The King smiled, though it was not a smile of humor. It was the grim
smile of one who has a dirty task before him. “I may be a builder, but
I am also a King. Therefore, I will lead my men as I was meant to. I
must rid this city of my enemy and then drive them back to the coast.
I would not be surprised if they are camped on the Isle of the Hunt or
in Outer Aynglica near Balle and Lannery. Either would be a great
place to launch attacks upon us from. I will teach them that Aynglican
lands are not to be tread lightly upon, and that our blood does not
come cheap.”
“Defend your lands well, and be safe. This land needs you.”
“If I die, my Queen will carry on for me.” King Nicholas VI declared,
but his wife clutched at his arm then as if a sudden terror had struck
her.
“Speak not of dying.” Aleta bid him. “Death looks more closely at
those who speak of it. Speak instead of living, and saving the lives of
our people.”
“Fine. I shall save all the lives I can while running off these
honorless dogs that strike in the middle of the night.”
“If the enemy has no scruples, you only handicap yourself by
keeping to yours.” Makan counseled them. “We won tonight only
because we fought without holding back. We gave it everything, and
came out ahead… this time.”
The King nodded gravely. “Would that you had come here Yarres
ago to assist me in my most difficult decisions. I see the wisdom in
this advice, and I will heed your words, but go now. I am not finished
with my deeds for this night. Then, I must see to Jerod’s burial.”
“If I might offer a word, King?” Sagira asked, seeking his permission
to offer her own advice.
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“When do you not speak your mind, woman?” The King asked, this
time with a true hint of humor in his voice, if greatly subdued by the
anguish he felt.
“Bury Jerod, but do not grieve him. Grieve later.” Sagira suggested.
“Savor your pain for now, and know that hundreds and thousands
feel your same pain. The whole of the Kerathi people aches as you
do, and more of your people shall if we do not act soon.”
“Again, you two offer good words. If only I always had such
advisors as you two around.” The King sighed deeply. “I must bid
you three farewell then. I will arrange to have a battalion from my
personal regiment meet you within the half-Ouer. You must make all
haste to reach Fedemere and move those stodgy old men into action
before more harm befalls my country and more of our youths fall in
its defense.”
Sagira bowed her head and left with Makan and Reid, leaving the
King to offer honors to the two guards that had survived, while
promising great honors for those who had died this night. The three
of them supported each other as they walked past the littering of
bodies, both Aurean and Aynglican, for they were all three exhausted
and wounded.

True to his word, the King found a way to have a whole battalion,
nearly five hundred men strong, meet them. They were put into
coaches with whatever baggage they had collected after seeing to
their wounds. Bastien had helped collect their things, and their hearts
were lighter to know that the boy had survived the initial attack at
least, though only Elecin and Gandahar could know when the boys
luck might run out. The rest of the battalion rode on wagons, horses,
and in a few coaches that had been commandeered in the King’s
name.
Thus began their pilgrimage north to Fedemere. They might have
been heading northward, but few could keep their eyes off the
western and southern horizons as they went, for they knew that in
some areas the battle still went on, against fire, if not also against the
Aureans.
“Is it wise to leave them without such a large part of their army?”
Makan wondered as they rode on the highway north toward Four
Bridges. He spoke softly, because Reid slept on the bench across
from theirs, though he would likely not have woken from his deep,
troubled sleep even if Makan had shouted.
“That King will make due if anyone can. Good men make the best
warriors when they have been pushed too far. It is just unfortunate
that such a promising young man had to be the currency with which
we bought the King’s entry to this war.”
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Makan said nothing, for he felt it was his own failing as a teacher in
part, that what he had taught the boy had not allowed Jerod to come
through the battle with his life intact. He knew this was foolish,
because each of them was lucky to have lived at all. Regardless of
that fact, it would be many nights before he could close his eyes and
not picture Jerod’s body lying in those once-peaceful gardens. The
war had left another mark upon his soul, and he had yet another
reason to seek the end of this conflict, whatever the cost.
Sagira had not come out unscathed either. It took a hardness of
heart to push forward, and yet remain like iron despite all that she
had seen and experienced. Her body was tired and wounded, but not
so badly as her heart, which bled for the King, for Jerod, and for the
good men who had died in the night.
Memories of her failures as an officer under the Empress sprang to
mind as she finally dozed off. The pain of the unclear victory they’d
just won was fresh in her thoughts as well, and she found it hard to
distinguish between her time under the Empress and this night.
Whenever she took charge, good people seemed to die, and she
had to carry that weight on her shoulders, and that weight was
staggering. Not even Makan could help her carry those pressures,
and while Juria might have touched her tongue to make people listen
to her words, she had not touched her heart to heal it.
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CHAPTER 159
There can be no truer enemy than your most trusted friend. It is for
that reason, that I have no friends. In my life I have only people that I
can use to reach my goals…
- Excerpt from Iago’s ‘Trust Unfounded’
rd

 Thraysdee, the 3 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Iago had spent much of his time of late traveling between
Grancittas, with occasional stops at Menocittas of moderate
influence and strategic importance. Despite the dangers, he had
gone to Erstusis and Cennae, two Menocittas that were hard to
reach safely by Flier because Corydon’s Fliers patrolled the skies
over and around the Gulf of Royals. He had also gone from Durenia
to Choraeyn to Gevaud. He had become a very visible symbol of the
resistance, and his efforts had not been missed by the Aurean
nation. When he left a city, they loved him, and his causes were
carried on and championed by those who saw him as not only the
Voice of the Firmament, an avatar speaking the Gods’ own words,
but also as the true voice of the Aurean people.
He had not yet gone back to Aetheline, though he had wanted to
ever since hearing reports of First Disciple Haig’s death. It had been
disquieting to hear that most of the group known as the Throat of the
Voice had perished in that one foul swoop, and he knew exactly who
was behind it. Still, Tahirah III had offered up his cause more
martyrs, and she proved continuously that she was a very capable
woman, managing the capital far better than any but he might have
been able to do, even if she took occasional liberties. Eventually, he
would have to rein her in, but there were more pressing matters at
hand now.
Tibusin’s Fliers had been spotted, along with several patrols of
Tibusin’s Guardians, on battlefields on Elegius, especially near
Banwha. To Lowlanders, all Guardians appeared the same, with
identical armor and arms, but that was not necessarily the case.
Each Grancitta had their own specific details added to the basic
uniform, be it certain colored bands around a soldier’s wrists, special
engraving on the breastplates, a unique shade of ore worked into the
metal of their arc-swords, or a dozen other little details. Even a few
of the most prosperous Menocittas had their own specialized
uniforms and armor. Erstusis was one of them, having a pair of
wings embossed upon every piece of armor and painted on every
Flier from that city. These minor variations on the central theme were
symbols of pride and distinction for many cities in the Aurean world,
so it was understandable that soldiers from Tibusin seen fighting on
Corydon’s side would cause a considerable uproar.
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Iago smiled secretively whenever he thought of how abashed the
Grand Helion must feel. Rumors had flown that the leader of the
Aurean people had been seen in Tibusin, surrendering to Corydon
and supporting his cause. Certainly, Corydon would have sent out
his own rumormongers, but there had been enough loyalists fleeing
that city during the early stages of its occupation that he needn’t
have done so. The entire Aurean world was reeling in confusion, and
people were beginning to demand answers of the Grand Helion, who
was still in Tibusin on his Tournea Observatori as far as anyone
knew.
Except, he wasn’t there at all. The man there who looked like him
was merely a decoy. The true Grand Helion hid in special
apartments granted him by the Helion of Choraeyn. He had waited
there, hoping to hear of success from Tibusin. According to their
plan, he was to have come out appearing as a daring leader who
defied death and capture by visiting the city of his people nearest to
Corydon’s Cenalium. It had seemed to be a great plan, even if there
had been those with doubts, namely Porfirio and Choraeyn’s Helion,
but now that plan had all crumbled. Worse yet, shadows of treachery
had been cast upon the Grand Helion.
Iago entered the audience hall of Choraeyn, escorted only by his
own loyal Guardians. They each wore breastplates painted white and
wore a single black glove. After his work to restore and reinvigorate
the populace following Illias’ attack on the city, he had earned a lot of
respect here, not quite to the point of undermining the Helion’s
authority, but enough that he was a force to be reckoned with.
Even without his guards flanking him, he cut an imposing figure in
his own robes of office, decorated enough to look the part but
modest enough to draw attention to the fact that he was not
squandering the wealth of the people on his appearance. His eyes
were sharp, his hair perfectly cut, and his black hand was almost
legendary now as a test of the loyalty and morality of any man he
touched.
The audience chambers were as they had been before, with one
small change: one of the three chairs upon the raised platform where
the rulers sat was empty. That was Porfirio’s chair. He was absent,
fighting alongside the Elegians to slow the advance of the heretics
into the Empire’s lands. The Grand Helion and the Helion of
Choraeyn were in the other two chairs. For all its plushness, the
Rheumy-eyed Helion of Choraeyn sat uncomfortably on his chair. He
was old, having served in his post for many Yarres, and there was no
comfort to be offered for his old bones and sore joints. Despite his
physical pain, he still possessed a clear wit. Beside him sat the
Grand Helion, who fidgeted anxiously in his overly fine costume,
bedecked in the wealth of a king. It was clear to a discerning eye
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which of the two men was cleverer, but cleverness does not a Grand
Helion make.
The Voice of the Firmament took a moment to look around the rich
chamber while his personal guards left the room. He was frowning at
the richness of the room, with its rich crystal, marble, gold, and silver,
when the Grand Helion began this meeting without so much as a
greeting.
“You said the people who admire me!” The Grand Helion cried
angrily, his voice cracking as he struggled and failed to master his
emotions.
Iago looked at the Grand Helion and sighed. “The people admire
and honor those who earn it. You made a choice and took a chance
for some glory. Yet, it failed. It was not a certain thing. What more
can we say?”
The Grand Helion looked at the Helion of Choraeyn for support, but
found little other than a pair of eyes looking back at him. He pounded
his hammy fist upon the arm of his throne. Living in hiding and
indulging himself had not certainly made the leader of the Aurean
people a manlier specimen of his people. “You don’t fool me with
your tricks and ploys any longer, Iago. I know you. I know that you
used me, setting me up for this downfall, uncaring of what happened
to me so long as you got your position!” It was a fairly accurate
accusation, but there was no real proof to back up this line of
thinking; it was just suspicion and fear talking, and Iago could see
that in the Grand Helion’s eyes.
Iago put on a pained look, feigning a deep distress at the idea that
he was thought of as a schemer who had thought to do harm to his
former master. “I fear you are mistaken. If I have misled you, it was
only with the best intents. Had this gamble paid off, I am certain that
you would have been held as a daring and respected leader of your
people. I can only express my regrets that things did not turn out as
planned. That is the nature of things. You cannot win great rewards
without taking large risks.”
“I am not a gambler, and yet you convinced me to take this risk.
Now my reputation is shattered. There are grumblers and dissenters
whose words reach my ears. You set me up for failure.” The Grand
Helion turned away, unable to go on. He was deeply troubled and
unsure of what to do.
“Porfirio was worried about your plots. He warned us against you.”
The Helion of Choraeyn ventured. His voice was weak with age, but
his sentiments were not.
“Yes! See? There is that. Porfirio did not trust you, and you sent
him away.” The Grand Helion accused, turning back toward Iago
now that he momentarily had a supporter. His soft chin fluttered back
and forth when he spoke. He had never had a strong chin, but the
stress of hiding out had clearly done him little good. He must have
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turned to eating for comfort, because he had grown bulkier during his
time away from the public eye.
“I did not send him away.” Iago replied. “He was not mine to
command. I merely suggested that a hero of his great abilities might
be useful in turning back the enemy. Did he not survive Qinor despite
putting himself in danger to blunt the edge of Corydon’s attack? Has
he not continued to weaken and slow down the heretics’ advances
over Elegius? He is doing what he believes in, and it is a service to
the Aurean people. It is much more than he would have been doing
here, guarding a city that is not likely to come under attack again
soon.”
“Porfirio is a proud son of Choraeyn. Would that there were more
like him within our walls…” The old Helion remarked wistfully. “With a
thousand like him, we could turn back the tide of any war.”
“I could not agree more.” Iago replied, though he had to hold back a
wince at the idea of a thousand stiff-necked, honor-bound men like
Porfirio within the city.
“I do not care about him. It is clear that he is doing his duty, but he
is not the one in trouble. There is talk, talk of treason and treachery.
They say I have betrayed my own kind and I have thrown in my lots
with Corydon.”
“Clearly, the decoy was corrupted and Tibusin has fallen to the
enemy.” Iago surmised for them, though he had facts that backed up
that theory as truth.
The old Helion nodded. Then, thoughtfully, he said, “With their
soldiers now fighting alongside the forces from Cenalium, Corydon is
indeed a force to be reckoned with. We should redouble our efforts,
and shift soldiers in from Muralius and Reselhine.”
“What good can the eastern Grancittas do me?” The Grand Helion
wailed, tugging at his silk robes of office with his sweaty-palmed
hands. He sighed in disgust as he thought about the other cities.
“Besides, they are small compared to the Grancittas of the west, and
they do not really have that many Guardians and Fliers.” Iago and
the Helion of Choraeyn both looked at him with looks of disapproval,
and the Grand Helion withered under the weight of their gazes. He
stilled his hands and would not meet their eyes.
“The Aurean people matter more than your own position.”
Choraeyn’s Helion declared unto the Grand Helion. Iago almost
laughed aloud. He had wished to say such a thing, but couldn’t,
because of how it would look. “If Corydon has a quarter of the
Grancittas under his control, one of them being the most populous of
all our cities, he is truly dangerous. If all I hear of his Dark Aureans is
true, we may be hard pressed to defeat him in anything but a
massed battle, where we throw every man and every arc-sword we
can muster against him. Any help the Lowlanders offer must not be
refused. The greater our army, the greater our chance of winning.”
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“We are already working with the Elegians, but we will not be able
to fully resist the heretics unless we can unite our kind under one
banner. You must clear your reputation and come into your full
power as Grand Helion.” Iago urged the leader of his people,
knowing full well that such a thing was very easy for him to say, but
nearly impossible to do. The damage had been done.
“But how can I clear my name? Already they whisper that I betrayed
Maletos and Haestos, which I could never do.” The Grand Helion
quickly gave a sign of loyal fervor to the Aurean’s favored gods,
touching his steepled fingers to his forehead.
Iago shrugged. “I am hesitant to give you advice, seeing how you
fear I betrayed you before…”
“Tell me. What would you do, were you me?”
“I think that you must come out of hiding. Let them know that you
were not the one who was there, betraying our people.”
“Then they will call me a coward, that I would send a false Grand
Helion into danger in my stead. I will lose as much respect if I reveal
my errors as I would if I stay hidden and let them doubt that I was
truly in Tibusin to surrender to Corydon’s soldiers.” The Grand Helion
protested.
“Fine. Sit here and hide in your comfortable chambers. See what
good that does you.” Iago made as if to leave, but the aged Helion of
Choraeyn spoke, so he stopped and listened.
“He is right. Hard as it may be, you cannot sit here and let this pass.
If you do, the best that could happen is that the war somehow comes
to an end and the people will remember that you were nowhere to be
seen, that you did not lead them through. At worst, they will proclaim
you a worthless leader, and they will forsake you, perhaps even
depose you.”
“Then I must emerge from hiding and try to defend myself. It is
better to be a coward than a traitor.” The Grand Helion finally agreed.
His voice quivered with fear and anticipation, and the gemstones
worked into his costume tinkled as his body shook with nervousness.
“I wish you luck in that endeavor, Grand Helion. I must be about my
business. Pilots, Guardians, and common folk alike need
encouragement in these hard times.”
“You will tell them then, that I am innocent? You will help clear my
name?” The Grand Helion asked, nearly pleading.
Much to the surprise of the Grand Helion, Iago shook his head. “I
would not have you appear to be under my sway or need my
vouching to prove yourself. That would only weaken their opinion of
you. Let them hear that from your own mouth. Let them see your
innocence with their own eyes.”
“I will do it. I will clear my name. As Maletos and Haestos are
watching us, I will do it.” The Grand Helion swore, performing the
religious gesture of his people once more.
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Iago and the Helion of Choraeyn mirrored the gesture, and Iago left
then. He waited until his guards had fallen back in beside him before
he permitted himself a slight smile. He knew with all of the rumors he
was helping to spread that the Grand Helion would not truly be able
to convince the people of his innocence. His former master was
destined to fail, and when the Grand Helion failed, Iago planned to
be there to offer to touch him to prove to the people that their leader
had not betrayed their people. After that, he would become the most
important man in the Aurean world, a man who can judge even the
Grand Helion.
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CHAPTER 160
It must be something in the core of our nature, part of what makes
us who we are, but for whatever reason, we Kerathi are very poor at
falling back and giving ground. This is just as well, seeing how
retreat is a hard thing to accomplish successfully. Given that fact,
we’d all rather just not try. In the eyes of a Kerathi warrior, a heroic
defeat is vastly preferred to a careful withdraw…
- Excerpt from Soren the Deft’s ‘Earning Cainel’s Favor’
th

 Sayvensdee, the 7 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Porfirio stared at the latest set of dispatches in disbelief. Jierjah had
fallen and less than a Wayke after Daryut. Now, the city of Banwha
was completely surrounded. The enemy general’s forces had run
through and past Jierjah. After ransacking Jierjah, they had gone
immediately to siege the western side of Banwha, where,
unbelievably, reinforcements from Tibusin had begun to arrive. There
were not many, but they symbolized that another Grancitta had fallen
to the heretics, and that did not bode well for his chances in this
important port. The forces from the east that had ruined Daryut in a
single Dee had also moved in, and they were laying siege to the
eastern side of the city. Even worse, Aziza’s forces near Serjan were
under heavy attack and could not move to assist them, nor had
Durenia and Choraeyn answered his pleas for support. The enemy
had their reinforcements, but he would not get his. No, he would
stand alone in his ill-fated defense of Banwha.
Even now, he could hear mortars beginning to fire. Buildings only
blocks away were being pounded to dust. Qinor’s captured shore
guns had been moved here from the battle at Daryut, and they would
lob explosive shells into the city until everything was pulverized.
Bombs fell across the rest of the city as well, though many of them
were actually the mines from the Gulf of Royals. Someone on the
enemy’s side had found an ingenious way to pick them up out of the
water without detonating them and then carry them intact over the
city, where they were dropped. The Elegians’ own mines and
weapons were being used against them and ruthlessly so.
The enemies picked apart his forces from afar, never exposing
more than a small fraction of their forces while doing so. His sorties
thus far had ended in disaster. His Fliers were being outgunned and
shot down. Enemy pilots employed any number of tactics and
weapons to ground and destroy his dwindling squadrons. Superior
pilots or not, his men were outnumbered and the surviving enemy
pilots were veterans of a growing number of battles, and their
experiences had put them nearly on par with Nico’s best.
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The worst of it all was that Porfirio expected that he had been
playing directly into the Dark Aureans’ hands. Nico had been
resisting and interdicting the advance in the west, but the enemy had
pressed on despite his best efforts. Even in Jierjah, the enemy had
done little to move in quickly and destroy the Elegian defenders
there. They had allowed a good number of the defenders to flee that
city so they could retreat to Banwha. Yes, they had harassed the
slower refugees, inflicting modest casualties as they fled east, but
most of them had been allowed to gather in Banwha for the
slaughter. Nico’s small force had only been able to put up a token
resistance; there had simply been too many refugees to defend. It
had seemed fortunate that the enemy had not pressed them nearly
as hard as Porfirio expected they could have, but the enemy’s mercy
had been revealed for what it truly was: a ploy to get the defenders
to gather so they could be destroyed more easily.
It was confusing that there hadn’t even been any efforts to hold
Jierjah or Daryut. Like Qinor, it had been quickly swept through,
pillaged, and left behind after they’d blown up and leveled buildings
of importance to the Elegian infrastructure. They just didn’t care
about holding land. A picture emerged in his mind as he considered
that this was exactly the problem the Kerathi in the north must have
faced in defending their lands. The Dark Aureans had hopped from
isle to isle, exterminating and destroying before moving on, never
staying anywhere so that the Kerathi could retaliate in great force.
Here it was not much different.
They were herding all of the forces in the western half of Elegius
together at Banwha so they could be slaughtered wholesale, and he
had no idea how to stop them. The total destruction of the resistors
and their cities was their goal. They cared not about riches and land.
No, they cared about killing as many Elegians and loyalist Aureans
as they could, and Banwha was where it would all happen. At least
most of the women, elderly, and children had been sent east a few
Dees ago with a fair-sized escort of the soldiers he had thought he
would be able to spare, leaving only the able-bodied men left to
defend the city alongside the soldiers. It was comforting to the
defenders to know that their loved ones were probably safe, but such
a thing was a small comfort when the bombs and mortar shells
began to fall.
He had thought they might be able to fight street to street and
whittle down the enemy army, but the enemy general had made no
move to infiltrate the city. They were perfectly content to blow it apart
from the sky or from a distance. If he sat back and did nothing, his
force of thirty thousand would be blown apart within Ouers. There
just weren’t enough underground shelters for them all, and each
building that fell meant that more of his men had died and that there
was one fewer hiding place for the survivors. Still, any attempt at a
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mass charge would lead to a complete disaster of a similar
magnitude.
After several Ouers of waiting for a charge, several Ouers in which
he lost hundreds, perhaps thousands of soldiers, he finally accepted
that the enemy would never come. Nor would they run out of bombs
any time soon. Qinor had been an amazing stockpile of arms and
ammunition, and even if the lion’s share of that stockpile had been
destroyed in the battle there, certainly a lot remained. There would
be no end to the mines in the gulf either. Thousands had been laid,
and most of those would be dropped back on the city. Eventually,
nothing would be left, even if it often took tedious efforts and several
bombs to level each building. The enemy general was not an
impatient sort either. He was a force of nature, as inevitable as the
tides and the setting of the sun, and not even Fliers, Antipode
Devices, and Banwha’s own shore guns could stop him.
Even with the horses and camels he had, there was just no way he
could reach their mortars. The ground forces protecting them were
too difficult to overcome even without the Fliers defending them. Nor
could they move their remaining Antipode Devices up with them as
they went. The machines were just too cumbersome and delicate to
quickly enough to keep out of mortar range, and Porfirio knew there
were smaller cannons defending the shore guns, too. He supposed
he could launch a full attack on the western forces, but while he was
tied up with his fight there, the eastern forces would move their
mortars in and start blasting apart his rearguard. As inviting an option
as it seemed to finally take the fight to the enemy, he knew that
would not work.
That left him a single, unappealing option: retreat.
Covering a retreat on the scale of what he needed to do would not
be easy. While bombs fell on his city, he studied a torn and dusty
map of the area, deciding that he must fall back across the Bay of
Seals to Mut. Going overland would only expose them to the
mortars, so he would fall back across the water and regroup there.
Aziza would be furious, but he would not sacrifice so many good
soldiers when there was no chance for a good outcome. He would
have to be quick about it. Nico’s wing of Fliers had already sustained
heavy casualties defending the city. If he waited much longer, he
would have no Fliers left at all to cover them when they fled.
He shouted aloud for every available messenger within the area to
be brought to him immediately. While they were being gathered, he
busied himself scribbling messages so quickly that they were barely
legible, and handed them to the line of messengers that had formed.
Nico’s wing would draw back and wait to fly interference as the last
of them left the city. When the last messenger had run off, he settled
once more into a battered old armchair. He was tired, and could take
no pride in what he had just ordered.
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He would send five thousand of his hardiest men west to make it
look as if he was trying to break through the siege by going that way.
They were going to buy him time with their lives. The majority of his
forces would filter through the city to the south, taking to boats. If
they could not make it to Mut, they could go to Faydeb. His cavalry
he would save for last, in case the enemy did attempt to enter the
city in force. Strong they might be, these Dark Aureans and the
stranger incarnations of his people he’d seen as of late, but they
would not survive being trampled by cavalry in the city’s narrow
lanes. After all others were clear, the cavalry would rush south down
the shoreline. Nico’s Fliers would return then to do their best to
discourage any Dark Aureans from following. A thousand men, one
out of thirty that drew a short straw, would be left inside the city to
man siege weapons and the city’s guns, as well as lay traps for when
the western siege force crossed through the city to join up with the
eastern force.
After several Mynettes of brooding, he rose out of his chair and
went to make sure his orders were being carried out. There was no
telling how many messengers wouldn’t arrive on time or would be
killed before delivering their orders with all that was going on. He
also felt like seeing the city a final time before it fell, in something
approaching its original state.
Later, he would take a horse and head south, one of the last to
leave Banwha before Aram’s army took it in Corydon’s name. Most
of his soldiers would live to fight another Dee, but the west would be
lost. The western defenders on Elegius would be scattered for the
time being at least. Durenia and Erstusis would be isolated from
Choraeyn and the rest of the Aurean loyalists, making it a target for
Corydon’s men. After the attack on Choraeyn and Tibusin’s fall, it
was not inconceivable that Durenia might indeed be next.
It was quite possibly the worst Dee Porfirio had ever had, and
things would not get better soon.
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CHAPTER 161
Aurean society is very hierarchal, reminiscent in some ways of our
Aynglican system of monarchy, but in many ways, it is also very
different. Lesser Helions and Helions, the Aurean equivalent of our
dukes, earls, and counts, rule over the varied cities of the Aurean
people, of which I have heard there are many. Few among our
people can properly conceive of how many cities there are under the
Aurean umbrella of influence. There are dozens of small ones,
difficult though that may seem, being that they can only live within
the mountains.
Then, there are a handful of greater cities, under whose
jurisdictions the lesser cities fall. The two greatest Aurean cities hold
the two greatest leaders of the Aurean people: the Greater Helion
and the Grand Helion. The Greater Helion is an example to the
Lesser Helions, functioning as a de facto head of their version of The
Council of Great Lords. The Grand Helion, on the other hand, is a
policy maker and a figurehead. That is their king.
Another important figure in Aurean culture is the Voice of the
Firmament. As best I can understand, the man in this position
functions as a go-between who helps the people understand the will
of the Gods. Depending on the man and the times, this position is
said to have the potential for holding more influence than even the
Grand Helion. It is hard for us to see how what is basically a priest
could usurp the authority of the king, the Grand Helion, but in times
of upheaval, a man who is the Voice of the Firmament can be a great
power for change or for the conservation of the ruling elite currently
in place. This post, for which there is no parallel in Aynglican society,
surely adds a great deal of uncertainty to their governance, and yet
they are such a pious people that some sort of position like this one
seems to be a necessity.
To fully understand the system, it takes an Aurean mind, and I am
sure that even were I to study these people for Yarres, I would never
fully grasp some concepts that are fundamentally Aurean in nature…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘A Study of the Mountain Folk’
th

 Einsdee, the 11 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Iago had to admit that the Grand Helion had put on a good showing
over the last few Dees. He had started with a storm of meetings,
public announcements, and had presided over several public events
within a few Dees short notice. Despite early doubts, people had
begun to see him in a new light. Maybe there really had been a
decoy. It was entirely possible, many surmised, that Corydon would
want to cast doubt upon the Grand Helion to throw the loyalists in
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disarray. With the true Aureans in turmoil, he could more easily move
in and destroy all that was right and holy in their society.
Much to Iago’s chagrin, the soft leader had started to move the
people. The Grand Helion had pleaded with them, exposing his own
shame at being used as he had been. People great and small had
felt the truth to his words and had seen his anguish at being made
out to be a traitor. His pain had been real, and that was probably
what had made him so convincing. It would have all worked, too, had
Iago’s agents not exposed several small cells of Dark Aureans within
Choraeyn.
When it was made public that there were dozens of Dark Aureans
living within the city, all favor the Grand Helion had gained was lost,
and more with it. New accusations were thrown against him, of trying
to distract the people while the Dark Aureans he’d brought into the
city corrupted the people from within. This, they declared, must have
been how he’d managed to ruin Tibusin. He’d gone in, preaching
resistance, but all the while he had been running distractions for the
Dark Aureans that must have spread like a plague through the
citizenry. Then, by the time the poor folks of Tibusin realized what
was happening, it was too late. And now, he had tried to do the same
with Choraeyn.
Public uproar was unbelievable, exceeding even Iago’s own
expectations, and he’d been the one to secretly push for the
spreading of these rumors. The Grand Helion had gone back into
hiding after being accosted by a crowd at the last of his public
outings. Many called for his head. He was worse than Severino the
Cruel, many declared, and deserved a cruel fate like that infamous
Grand Helion had been dealt. This amused Iago to no end, having
met the man in person. The citizens of Choraeyn wanted him thrown
out of the city, thrown off the cliffs, or publicly executed as a war
criminal. The lords and leaders of the city could not very well let their
Grancitta be remembered as the place where the lynching of a
Grand Helion took place, but they could not very well ignore the
people’s cries for blood either. Things were getting ugly, and they
were getting that way fast.
The infiltrators were actually Lost Ones, not Dark Aureans, although
very few in the city knew enough to make that distinction. Iago did,
and it worried him. He had seen them with his own two eyes,
touched them with his hand, and he had seen that they were not
men any longer, but something far more dangerous. He felt the touch
of a dark force working within those men, and worried about what
secret allies Corydon had made to allow him to make such hideous
creatures. Therefore, he had had to make the Grand Helion an offer
of redemption much sooner than he’d have liked. If they had only
been Dark Aureans, and not these new type of soldiers made with
befouled tanks of blood and disgusting ritual of transformations, he
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might have let the people riot once or twice before offering the Grand
Helion an out. As it was, he was worried, and hurried his plans.
The Grand Helion, ever a weak man who worried what others
thought of him, had jumped at the chance for public redemption,
expecting full well that being touched by Iago in public would clear
his name and put him back in good standing. With a simple touch, he
just knew that the people would accept him back, and he would
resume ruling the Aurean people as he had been. He did not see
that Iago would gain clout from this ceremony. That was likely
because the Grand Helion had thought it all a stunt, not realizing that
Iago’s hand could actually kill with a touch as people had claimed.
Before the ceremony he’d even grabbed the hand as if it were
nothing special, marveling at the way Iago must have to persevere to
maintain the makeup and coloring of his skin.
The power in his hand was very real though, and it had taken a
strong will to resist the temptation against killing the Grand Helion
then and there. No, it would do better for him, he suspected, if he
proclaimed the Grand Helion innocent. Then, as the judge of any and
every man in Aurean society, he would emerge as the supreme ruler
of the Aurean world. Then he could lead his people to put down
Corydon and the heretics. No one would stand in his way.

The judgment ceremony took place on top of a great tower near the
center of Choraeyn, not far from the parts of the city that had been
damaged by Corydon’s attacks, something Iago had carefully
considering when he had picked the location. Certainly, it might have
been done within the halls of the Helion of Choraeyn, but to do so
would have limited how many people could witness the event, and it
would have transferred some of the political power shifting from the
Grand Helion to the Helion of Choraeyn as well as to himself.
Iago was not one to share, and did not want this event to look as if
the Helion of Choraeyn had had anything to do with it. Truthfully, the
old Helion did not approve of this ceremony anyway, but he was an
experienced ruler, and he knew could not resist what so many
people called for. Regardless of the old man’s feelings, the
ceremony was to be between Iago and the Grand Helion, a true
passing of the torch, even if the Grand Helion didn’t see it as that,
not yet anyway.
Not wanting to seem pompous, but rather humble, Iago had chosen
a low, but broad tower. The top of the tower was perhaps fifty
Mayters wide, and all the greatest men and women within the city
were to bear witness to the proceedings. They were gathered in their
finery, sitting on chairs and benches arranged in concentric circles or
standing behind those in chairs. The Helion of Choraeyn sat off to
the side on a raised platform, as if he was a judge or chief observer
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of the ceremony. He had actually advised the Grand Helion against
going through with this, but the Grand Helion had not listened.
Crowds lined the tops of every tower around them, and faces could
be seen at every window within eyesight, many of them sharing the
use of Lenseyes to observe more closely. They wanted to see the
judging of the man they all despised now, as well as the executions
of the few Dark Aureans that had been captured, nearly a dozen in
all. An expectant buzz arose from the crowds when Iago emerged
from the tower’s interior, dressed in the robes of his office, and the
winds around the towers did little to dissipate the noise of thousands
of people talking all at once.
The Grand Helion followed him out, looking meek but at the same
time hopeful. The crowd burst into booing, and the Grand Helion had
to suffer the indignity of having things thrown at him, mostly garbage,
but a few heavier items also. Had Iago’s personal Guardians in their
white armor not stepped forward to defend him with their broad
shields, the pelting might have escalated to a worse sort of violence.
The people respected and loved their Voice, and would not do such
dishonor to his personal guards, even to get at the hated man they
guarded. Some people missed that very significant fact, but the
Helion of Choraeyn did not; a frown set in on his face as Iago and
the Grand Helion took their places.
Iago cut a magnificent figure, looking like a priest and a warrior all
at once. The white and black of his robes were strung with silver
thread depictions of the sun, moon, and stars, and a choker of fire
opals ringed his neck. The bracers he wore upon his wrists glowed in
the sunlight.
“Aureans. My brothers and sisters.” Iago began, raising his hands
skyward and into the light so that the onlookers could see that they
were different, one black and one white. He spoke through the use of
an amplifier, so that all present could hear him. His voice had even
been piped down through the city so that those who had not been
able to find a way to be present or could not afford to do so would
also be able to hear. “Under the light of our great Goddess Maletos,
the Queen of all the Pantheon,” the people in the crowd all
simultaneously made the sign of their devotion, Iago included, “we
have gathered to witness the judging of our people’s greatest figure,
the Grand Helion.”
The crowd reacted very negatively, and the Grand Helion shifted
uneasily, for the first time seeming to consider that perhaps Iago
would find him guilty. He looked at Iago with doubt, but Iago nodded
to him reassuringly.
Iago paused for booing and shouts to subside before continuing,
“Now then, I know you all have heard of the many sins this man has
reportedly committed, but I ask you, let us not judge him before
Maletos and her beloved husband, Haestos, have done so first! We
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know that he is accused of consorting with the enemy, of turning one
of our Grancittas over to the heretics, and of bringing the enemy into
our great city here, but let not man judge what the divine can judge
better. Who among us can see into the deepest recesses of any man
or woman’s mind and heart? Even I cannot, except through the
gracious blessing and power of the Goddess that has granted my
hands the power to judge.”
Iago paused and swept his gaze around the city, looking not only at
the nobles and the men of position around him, but also at the
distant faces in the towers beyond the one upon which he stood.
Cries arose, like, “Judge him!” and “Be done with it!” The shouting
reached a crescendo, which died quickly to silence when Iago lifted
his hands once more and motioned for the Grand Helion to kneel.
The Grand Helion knelt, and fear flickered in his eyes. He searched
for some comfort or reassurance in Iago’s eyes, but found nothing
more than ambition staring back at him. He knew in that moment,
whether he passed or failed this test, that he had been
outmaneuvered. His eyes went to the Helion of Choraeyn, who
shook his head, already having understood what the Grand Helion
had just realized.
Iago’s hand went to the Grand Helion’s forehead. Its blackness
covered the Grand Helion’s eyes like an eclipse, blotting out the
bright sun of the uncommonly cloudless Dee. Iago tilted his head
skyward and let his cool touch rest long upon the Grand Helion.
When he finally lifted his hand, the Grand Helion remained alive.
“I proclaim this man innocent of the claims against him!” Iago
declared.
The crowd reacted with disappointed and stunned silence. Even
among the noble Aurean people, there were many that wished to see
the Grand Helion fall dead. The Grand Helion rose to his feet and
waved his hands triumphantly, smiling broadly. Many regarded him
with annoyance, and there was a lot of grumbling going around
through the crowds.
“However,” Iago shouted, surprising the crowd and the Grand
Helion, “He is guilty of offenses not brought against him.” The Grand
Helion’s eyes bulged in shock. Here came the betrayal that he had
expected just moments ago, but it had seemed as if he would
escape unscathed.
Iago did not bother to even look at the Grand Helion beside him.
“He is guilty, not of any great treason against his people, but a
treason against himself, like many of you who watch todee. We sit, a
people divided against ourselves, while an enemy breeds in our
midst. It is an enemy that grows stronger Dee by Dee while we grow
weaker and more afraid of the encroaching darkness.”
At this point, a dozen of his personal guard escorted out the Lost
Ones captives. They had been bound several times, as had proved
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necessary due to their great strength and willingness to break their
own bones or dislocate their joints to free themselves. The Lost
Ones had also been hobbled twice, with manacles and heavy
weights. They continued to struggle against their bonds, but chained
and bound as they were, they could not resist Guardians assigned to
each of them. They were forced to their knees in front of the Grand
Helion and Iago, the Voice of the Firmament.
“This is the kind of foe we fight. They look not that different from us,
not really. In truth, they are out cousins, but they are infected with an
evil that cannot be cleansed. The evil inside them can only be
extinguished by death, and these are but a small extension of the
greater evil, at most a finger or a toe of the whole body of evil
inhabiting our world todee.” Iago nodded and the Guardians drew
their arc-swords. “These creatures are the beloved of the dark, the
filth of the Dark Pair and their greatest disciple, Corydon.”
With a second nod, swords were drawn back to strike, but they held
there, hanging over the prisoners like guillotines. The crowd was
utterly transfixed by what they were seeing. Few of them had actually
seen the enemy up close, let alone humbled and helpless. Before
the Dark Aureans had been vicious warriors descending from the
skies, unbeatable foes that had struck fear into the people of
Choraeyn when they had attacked here. The enemy had seemed
bold and unbeatable, but now they were tied up and defeated,
vulnerable.
“With these strokes, I shall begin to guide our people through the
cleansing that Maletos requires of us. We must be willing to go any
length, to pay any cost, if we are to clean our blood of this evil that
threatens our entire way of life.”
The swords fell suddenly, without a nod, at the prearranged point in
the speech, and six heads rolled across the stone floor of the tower’s
top. Such gore was not something that the Aurean people were
accustomed to, but the crowd went wild, eager to see more of their
enemies die. Many had lost friends and family in the unprovoked
attack on Choraeyn, and this was a small taste of revenge to many
of them.
“Aureans, with this we have begun to redeem ourselves as a united
people. Let us become something worthy of Maletos’ favor once
more. Let us gather under a common banner and seek the end of
our enemies.” He nodded in agreement with his own words, turning
in a slow circle.
Even the Helion of Choraeyn agreed with these sentiments,
although if he did not like Iago’s methods. It was hard not to catch
Iago’s feelings, for they were infectious. The entire Grancitta ached
to redeem themselves in their Goddess’ eyes, to clean their people
of the plague running through their cousins to the north. The smell of
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blood was in the air, and the unbeatable enemy was suddenly as
mortal as anyone.
“I must be about our divine work. That is all.” Iago declared finally,
and he strode from the stage.
His guards fell in behind him in neat pairs. The bodies of the dead
Lost Ones were left where they had been slain, and the city began to
churn with a burning fervor to do Iago’s will. The Grand Helion stood
there, ignored and forgotten by nearly everyone. His name was
cleared, but no one cared about him any longer. Their focus had
changed, and they had united under a new leader, a warrior priest
who could judge any of them: mighty or weak, great or insignificant,
rich or poor. He was a man who could lay low the fearsome enemy.
In all but name, Iago was the new leader of the Aurean people.
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EPILOGUE
There is a tale my people tell of a girl who was lost at sea. She was
separated from her friends and family during a storm, and everyone
went looking for her, but they couldn’t find her, because she had
been pulled deep below the water by a giant squid. She struggled
the squid and other wild creatures of the deep, but when she fought
her way free, she could not find her way back to the surface. The
currents fought her, trying to drown her. Then, as she was about to
lose consciousness in the cold, dark waters, she simply relaxed and
let go.
Instead of dying, she surfaced a long distance from where she
began, having ridden out the currents that she had struggled so hard
against. For a time, she was alone, in strange waters very far from
her home. But, Fallu sent her a guide in the form of a porpoise. With
Fallu’s help, she found her way back to her friends, like a whale
migrating to breeding grounds or a bird flying thousands of Kilomes
over raging seas to reach home.
I do not know if it is true, but the moral of the story as I have taken
it, is that we should never struggle against that which cannot be
defeated. We must look for another way, and never discourage help,
no matter what the source of that help is…
- Excerpt from Kinipela’s ‘From Beyond the Seas’
th

 Tewsdee, the 12 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Reid lowered his spear, grumbling, and then sat down heavily
beside the cook fire. Makan regarded him with a solemn frown, but
made no effort to continue the boy’s education immediately. It was
clear that Reid had reached a wall, and he could not force his pupil
to learn more. True, another ten Mynettes of instruction might save
his life the next time Reid got into a fight, but it might also alienate
teacher and student, and that was not something Makan wanted at
all.
Makan sat down across from Reid, watching the troubled look that
inhabited Reid’s features. Jerod’s death had hit them both very hard,
but Makan had Yarres of experience with loss and heartache to help
him work through it. Reid, on the other hand, had never experienced
loss on this scale before, and his closest friend and confidante was
gone forever.
“We will get it next time.” Makan said eventually, making a steeple
of his hands over the butt of his spear as he leaned forward toward
the fire. The warmth upon his face was pleasant, for the evening was
growing cool even if it was they were over a Wayke into the Saysuhn
of Red.
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“I’m not giving up.” Reid snapped at him. Anger flickered through
his young eyes.
“I didn’t say you were.” Makan replied neutrally.
“Well, it sounded like it, and I don’t see how you can look at me like
that.”
“Like how?”
“So calmly. I’m just burning up inside with hostility, and I need to do
something before it burns me up inside. I’d love if some of those
Aureans stepped into our camp right now and let me take a few
stabs at them.”
Makan grinned, remembering what it was to be young and
hotheaded. “I know how you feel.”
Apparently, he was less than convincing in his sentiments, because
Reid questioned him on his feelings: “Do you really?”
“Do not mistake self-control for lack of feeling, Reid. I am angry with
them, and with myself. I keep wondering if there was more I could
have done or anything else I could have taught him that might have
helped him survive, but I know there wasn’t. It was a bad situation,
and we were lucky that any of us survived. Had things gone a little
differently, your uncle and aunt, or you and I might have had the
same fate.”
“So you are willing to say it was a good death and chalk him up as
simply another casualty of this war?” The young man snorted in
disgust.
Makan shook his head and gripped the narwhal tusk with both
hands, until the grooves and spirals dug into his palms
uncomfortably. His eyes burned brightly in the firelight and Reid
shrunk back from him, though he sat nearly three Mayters away from
him. “I am not such a callous man to offer up that sort of platitudes,
Reid, and you know better than to accuse me of such a thing. You
may have known Jerod for longer than I, and you might have shared
some of the same blood with him, but that does not mean I feel any
less remorse about his passing. The difference between us, though,
is that I am willing to take that anger and focus it to hone my skills, to
better myself so that I can deal more pain and suffering to the enemy
when I have another chance.”
Reid lowered his eyes and sighed, choosing to look at the flickering
fire rather than offer an answer. He knew that Makan was right, and
it shamed him to be told what he already knew.
At length, he raised his chin once more and stood. His hands
gripped his spear firmly, and he eyed his teacher from across the
fire. “Let us try once more then. I would see if I might focus my anger
as you have tried. I must be as sharp as any blade next time I meet
those bastards, so I can cut them down like falling rain.”
“Come then, and fight. We will not pad our spear points this time
and play at fighting. We will fight for real to sharpen your skills. Let
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me see if you can draw my blood and I yours. In my experience, a
small cut often stings more than a great one, and that might be the
sort of incentive you need to learn to this lesson.”
Reid grinned and got up. He stepped away from the fire, back out
into the circle of stones that they’d gathered and placed to denote
their practice area. Makan followed him, and as they often did, they
drew a crowd while they fought. This time it was not Lords and
Ladies from Alacazzare watching and cheering them on for sport, but
rather the soldiers King Nicholas VI had sent north with them. The
mood was more subdued, and the shouts were hardier, as suited the
observers. They gathered the pair of them, staying outside of the
practice circle, careful not to get too close, lest an errant spear strike
them – though this was a very slight possibility considering the skill
levels of both combatants.
By the time Sagira arrived from the other side of camp, drawn by
the cheers and hollering of soldiers, they’d both wounded one
another several times. Sweat had drenched both of them, their
muscles begged for a rest, and their lungs labored to inhale enough
air to continue the battle. When they caught sight of her standing at
the edge of the fight with her arms crossed and a serious look on her
face, they both broke out laughing and sank to the ground in tired
exhaustion. Her arrival was as good a signal to stop as any, and
they’d both earned a reprieve from further practice, at least for the
night.
Sagira stepped into the ring and glared at the pair of them. “What
are you two doing? You’ve raised enough racket to draw the enemy
right down upon us.”
“Let them come!” Reid roared, laughing more as he shook his spear
at the sky.
“You’re not helping things either.” Sagira said curtly to Makan, who
shrugged. She threw her hands up at that, and gave a withering look
to the crowd, which was rapidly dispersing anyway now that the
sparring had finished. “Let us hope, Reid, that they do not find us.
We want to go find them, not have them come to us, especially not
before we’ve completed our mission.”
“Do you truly expect them to attack this far inland?” Reid asked
more quietly, having settled down a bit after his previous outburst.
Sagira had that sort of effect on people, being able to influence their
moods when the need was upon her.
She shrugged. “Who can say? Their Fliers could easily carry troops
this far to the east, and while I do not expect to be attacked in the
middle of the Vinlands, it is possible. It’s a frightening possibility, too,
because there is nowhere to hide out here.” She swept her arms
around to indicate the moonlit expanses of rolling hills and vineyards.
There was hardly a tree or rock in sight that was large enough that
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they could hide behind, and there was nowhere whatsoever to secret
away over five hundred men.
“We will be more careful in the future.” Makan promised, standing
shakily. His limbs were sore and sapped of energy, and he was glad
to have his narwhal tusk to lean upon. “However, I think it is good for
the both of us to burn up our frustrations, so that we are prepared for
our next battle and in clear minds.”
Sagira’s expression softened, and her hands went down to her
sides to smooth her skirts. She had not thought about why the two of
them were trying so hard to kill one another, or so it had seemed.
She had seen the vigor with which they had battled, and it had
moved her as well. However, such emotion was dangerous when
there was no outlet, and it wouldn’t be good to have the soldiers
spoiling for a fight when there was no enemy within immediate sight.
“Go rest, Reid.” Sagira all but ordered, going to Makan’s side.
Reid nodded, and wiped his damp, sweaty hair off of his forehead.
He strolled out of the ring of stones leaning on his spear, limping only
a bit.
“Did you have to pound him so badly?” Sagira asked, taking
Makan’s arm and searching his body with worried eyes for any signs
of serious injury. “And did you have to let him pound you so badly as
well?”
“I am fine, dearest, as is he. You needn’t be the mother hen, though
I do appreciate the attention.” Makan said with a boyish grin.
Sagira let go of his arm with a little shove and a grunt of anger, and
she began to walk off. Makan jumped after her to catch her by her
sleeve, laughing as he caught her. When he had her, he pressed his
lips roughly to hers, and she responded with a strong embrace.
When they parted, Sagira whispered, “Elegian men know their
place.”
“Thank Fallu I am not Elegian then, because I enjoy causing
trouble.”
“You?”
“No Mueran has ever caused so much trouble as I. I will be
legendary for it somedee.”
Sagira chuckled. “Alright, my sweaty and infamous Mueran, let us
retire for the night, because there are many Kilomes waiting for us
nextdee, and I doubt you will ride comfortably after the thrashing you
let him give you.”
Makan shrugged. “Sometimes nothing feels better than working
oneself to exhaustion, even if I must pay for it later.”
“Perhaps I can think of another way to work ourselves to exhaustion,
but we will have to be careful to make less of a commotion than you
and Reid made.” Sagira remarked suggestively, winking guilelessly.
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“I can make no promises about less commotion, milady.” Makan
replied, grinning widely as he escorted her back to the tent they
shared.

Mediya was one of those places that was no more pleasant the
second time you visited it than the first, and it seemed to Rolf as if it
would be even worse the third time around if he ever had to come
back. Of course, it didn’t help that Nishan had an army of Forlatett
causing trouble, or that he’d begun gambling with every man in sight
to raise enough money to buy or trade for passage to the Aynglican
provinces. It was growing harder to find people to gamble with,
considering Nishan’s run of luck. The fact that Nishan had an army at
his disposal actually helped him find opponents, because people
were afraid not to gamble with him.
The problem was once he’d gotten everyone’s money, there was
little else for him to do but sit on that money, and sitting on money in
Mediya was not wise. At first, Rolf had been concerned about the
trustworthiness of his new comrades, but they had proved
exceedingly loyal, even when great sums of money were being
gathered on their master’s behalf. And if there were any that Rolf
trusted more than the others, it was Fadri, the son of the former
Forlatett chief Andrin. Fadri was thick in all of Nishan’s plots, be it
gambling, feeding the army that camped on the edge of town and in
a dozen empty warehouses they’d rented, or purchasing sea vessels.
Currently, they had a fleet of eight vessels of various designs and
builds, but only three of them looked safe for hauling humans across
the Inner Seas, especially so close to the Aynglican Gap, where the
weather could be rather inclement if one found themselves on the
seas at the wrong time. Thankfully, the Forlatett were used to rough
conditions, and they did not mind sleeping in the damp holds
beneath the decks or in the leaky cabins that sat above decks. A few
of the Forlatett horde actually had some modest skills with
woodworking, and they knew how to make good pitch and tar to plug
the gaps between boards in the ships hulls, and they were busy
making those other five ships a bit more seaworthy, though at least a
couple of them looked to be lost causes. Had they had a lot more
time, they might have just built their entire fleet from scrap, but that
wasn’t really an option, not when Nishan wanted to be in Outer
Aynglica in a Wayke or less.
Fortunately, several rich Outer Aynglicans had arrived with ships
bearing goods of passable quality, the sort of things that the lawless
citizens of Mediya preferred, and these Aynglicans were gambling
men. When they’d heard that a gambler of great fortune and skill was
fleecing all the local ship captains and any tradesman that came into
port, they, of course, had to try their luck at winning some of the
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wealth that Nishan had looted from his opponents. The prize was too
rich, and the temptation was too strong. In fact, Nishan was quite rich,
and it was a good plan, but the captains didn’t have an eye to the
future, as Nishan did, and no amount of cheating would win them
Nishan’s fortunes.
The problem with money, Rolf realized, though he’d never known
there had been one before now, was that it was useless if there’s
nothing you want to buy with it. Silver mine barons from Pashia,
grain sultans from Lesser Aynglica, and iron magnates from the Red
Hills had all lost large sums of jewels, precious metals, and coins to
Nishan, but there just weren’t enough boats to be bought in such a
backwater port as Mediya, and Nishan had no need for the cheap
thrills like liquor and whores that most men in the area saved their
money for. He needed boats, enough boats for an army, and
Gandahar had just delivered the fleet they needed, and Nishan was
going to steal it right out from under them. They’d win it by gambling
or they’d take it – that was always an option when one had an army
at his disposal.
It was a great Dee to be in Mediya, if only because he wouldn’t be
there much longer. Rolf grinned as he and Fadri escorted the ship
hopeful captains down to the busiest gambling hall in Mediya, of
which there were many. Only a fool went without an escort in Mediya,
because it was either a declaration of being a madman or of wanting
to be robbed or worse. Even though people knew that Rolf and Fadri
were connected to Nishan, they still didn’t travel without at least a
dozen Forlatett with them, and the captains had their own guards as
well, rough-looking, nervous men whose fingers were as itchy as
their blades were sharp.
Nishan was waiting for them in his customary spot at the gambling
hall, a place of ill repute if Rolf had ever seen one, but it was the one
that Nishan liked best. The hall smelled of piss, stale beer, and body
odor, but these were the finest perfumes to a sailor and a gambler,
and none of the captains so much as twitched their nose at the
unpleasant odors. Odors were not the only shortcomings of the
place: moldy rushes were spread across the floor, the furniture all
looked to have been assembled by drunks, the glasses and mugs
were usually cracked or chipped, and the serving ladies looked used
up and far older than their Yarres.
It was easy to spot Nishan, even for the captains, and they’d never
met him before. A hoard of riches littered the floor beside the scarred
table at which he sat. Emeralds and silver ingots were some of the
nicer pieces in the stash, but timepieces, garnet-encrusted flagons,
engraved swords, and many other personal items also lay on the pile.
This was the recent part of Nishan’s treasure, which was periodically
delivered to one of several safe houses he’d established throughout
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the city, so that he could never be robbed completely. A little bit of
robbery and bribery was expected, especially in Mediya.
Rolf and Fadri led Nishan’s latest competitors over to him, and then
they both bowed, and if Fadri bowed much lower than Rolf’s stiff
inclination of his head, no one noticed. The captains looked
expectantly, but they waited for Nishan to speak.
“These are the ones?” Nishan asked, leaning forward, his ears
filling with the voices of the souls within that urged him on. He eyed
the eight captains, noting on their faces that they all intended to
cheat him out of some of his money, but that was nothing new to him.
He’d seen every trick before in the hundreds of Yarres of
experiences he held within his head, and he’d see them all again.
“These are the ones.” Rolf answered, pointing the collection of
captains to the empty chairs opposite of Nishan.
“Is luck with you, gentlemen?” Nishan asked the captains after
they’ve been seated, and the prettiest girl in the hall, a curvaceous
woman named Kamella with a birthmark on her hand and lank,
greasy hair, had delivered them some of what passed for wine in the
region.
“Let us hope, because you look quite rich, and I wouldn’t mind
taking some of that pile of home with me.” One of the captains
remarked, earning a round of laughter from everyone at the table.
Nishan waited for the laughter to quiet. “Gold I have in plenty, but
ships I need.”
“Ships don’t come cheap, even to rent, especially if they plan to
carry an army.” Another of the captains answered warily. He had
heard of Nishan’s associates and of his plans, but everyone in port
had.
“Then let us play a game or two, and we’ll see if we might come to
an arrangement.” Nishan replied. His eyes filled with blood as he
drew out a pack of cards and fanned them out for all to see. They
weren’t a cheater’s deck of cards. Though he could have easily, he
didn’t need to cheat conventionally or use any sleight of hand to win,
not with his gifts.
Kamella kept the drinks flowing, and Nishan kept the conversation
and the game lively. It was well past dawn before they finished.
When it was over, Nishan had his fleet and the captains had their
money. All in all, everyone was quite pleased, but none so much as
Rolf, because he was happy to be getting back to civilization, and he
was Kerathi.

Weightless and carefree, Anthea drifted upon the sun’s light,
engulfed in a magnitude of warmth that was unlike any she’d felt
before. She didn’t know why there was so much light, but it was
because she’d never gone so far from the ground on the sun’s rays
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before. Upon being ejected from Cenalium with Tuari, they’d shot
straight out into the skies, and with no destination to aim for, they just
went up and away from where they’d been. In this case, it meant
very high, to the edge of the world, where the air was thin and frigid,
but the sun was very bright.
Out here, she forgot her identity, and that of the one she’d come
with. Still, she knew that someone had come with her, someone
important. Although, it was hard to remember who he was when she
couldn’t remember who she was. Oh well, it would come to her
eventually. For now, she would simply luxuriate in the golden light
the sun cast down upon her. After all, there was nothing pressing to
a girl with no memories of who she was.
Her companion could not recall what it was that he was supposed
to do either. He seemed to have some faint recollection of floating
like this once before, and so he was not inclined to argue with the
state of things as they were. For all they knew, floating at the furthest
extent of the world was the most natural thing in they could do.
This would have to do, for the time being at least, they both
decided. Besides, it was quite comfortable and warm, without
worries, and those were fine things.

Corydon regarded Quentin coolly. Quentin stared back with the
soulless eyes of a soldier given over to the Lost Ones. Corydon
sighed and shook his head. It was a waste of a good servant, but
Quentin’s free will was a small price to have paid to defeat Anthea.
“Go. Leave.” He ordered his former Guardian captain. “I do not wish
to see you again. I will choose a new detail for my security. Turn in
your armor as you leave.”
Quentin bowed slightly, a bit of politeness the Lost Ones played at
with their puppet. The dutiful soldier exited Corydon’s audience hall,
leaving his armor just inside the entrance, abandoning him to be
alone with Linnea and the shadowy mass that was the heart of the
Lost Ones. After the door had shut behind his former Guardian
captain, Corydon sat in dejected silence for several Mynettes, staring
at Linnea whenever he was not just staring off into nothingness.
Anthea’s mother was drooling on herself and playing with the
stones on the floor between the paved paths, and had even placed
one in her mouth only to expel it Saycunds later with an unpleasant
hail of slobber. She displayed no signs of having any free will or
power like she had exhibited when her daughter had visited. It was
all quite annoying, having a woman with such power but no way to
tap into it, or even know what she was capable of.
“You are displeased?” The Lost Ones asked, almost seeming to
have a bit of sympathy, if Corydon could trust his senses with them.
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“I did not wish to lose one of my only companions left to me.” He
replied, as if Quentin’s dismissal was the only cause for his dark
mood.
“It is lonely at the top, isn’t it?”
“What would you know? You have thousands of voices to speak
with.”
“A single mind with a thousand voices is not any more crowded
than a single mind with a single voice. We are still one being, as you
are.”
“Yet, you’re in a thousand bodies, including all of my former guards.
I’ll have to have new armor made to match the sizes of the next
Guardians I choose for my personal security force.”
“You have the manpower to create the armor, but that is an
inconsequential thing, a bit of vanity you fiddle with to idle away your
time.”
Corydon barked a laugh. “I’m just bored then, is that it?”
“Perhaps you’re just disappointed.” The Lost Ones suggested,
sliding over to be at his elbow.
The proximity of the Lost Ones was hardly comforting, so he went
to be beside Linnea instead, leaving the Lost Ones by his throne. “I
am. I’m disappointed to have to replace Quentin. I’m disappointed
that Anthea escaped. I’m disappointed that Linnea seems to have
saved her daughter from me despite all I’ve done to make her mine.
I’m disappointed that this war is far from over.”
“You are a man who holds a third of the Broken Crown. The rest is
not far away if you maintain a tight grasp. Your commanders are
able, and they succeed on all fronts.”
The comment brought a mental map of the lands around Cenalium
to mind, and he could picture well how far the Kerathi and the
Elegian Empire had been pushed. Soon, the Aynglicans would be
similarly pushed, if they were not already reeling from the damage
dealt to their capitol. “So you say, but I must wait here in the
shadows and live vicariously through notes relayed by my
commanders. I must wait rather than go to see my gains.”
“Would you like me to regale you with tales of your victories? That
always seems to please you. I can have all of our drones near your
commanders give you the latest news.”
Corydon shook his head. He leaned over to push on Linnea’s head,
wondering what was going on inside her skull. She dropped onto the
black and white stone gravel like a tree being felled and laid there
without moving, except to breath. “I do not need to wallow in my
successes. I need to plan for more, I need a new captain of my
Guardians, and I need a new project to busy myself on. If I am not
building toward greater successes, I am wasting my time.”
“Durenia stands alone now, without her allies.” The Lost Ones
hinted.
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“Durenia?” Corydon repeated, turning to look at the shadowy figure.
Their silhouette pulsated eagerly. He’d come to be able to read some
emotions on the cloud that was his allies, and this was definitely
eagerness.
“We could make it ours. We will have need of more soldiers before
all is done.”
It was a nice idea. Tibusin would dry up eventually, and then they’d
have need of more soldiers. If what he understood was true about
the southern front, there might be no better time than now to go after
another Grancitta. “Perhaps I could train another man to take that
city, another man like Illias or Aram. As much as I might like to, I
cannot very well go there and capture another Grancitta. I must send
a man in my stead, and all of my generals are in the field. I must find
another one to head that plan.”
“There is one Dark Aurean in a Menocitta near here who might help
us, one of our most promising young soldiers.”
Corydon’s eyebrow rose. He’d never heard mention of such a man,
and his curiosity was getting the better of him. “Who is this man with
so much promise?”
“His name is Emlen. We have long wanted him for ourselves, but
that has the unfortunate effect of stifling any creativity he might have.
Some tools are better left to their own means, so that they can work
as they were intended.”
“Emlen?” Corydon smiled. “Let me call a Flier, so that we might go
meet this soldier who caught your notice. Maybe he is just the project
I need to raise my spirits and to capture Durenia.”
He left Linnea lying on the ground and followed the Lost Ones out
of the audience hall. He would have to decide how to deal with her
later. He could not rid himself of her, but her misdeeds could not go
unpunished. Still, his mood was already lifting. Even far from the
action, there were things to do, and it wasn’t right for anyone’s hands
to be idle in supporting their cause, not even his.
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POST-EPILOGUE
There are those that say the Gods are uncertain in their ways, that
they are fickle and quick to change their minds. Certainly, there
seems to be evidence to support this theory. Have we not all seen or
heard something that would make us think that the Gods do not hear
the prayers of man, that life is not fair? There are men who are
spared from great tragedies, only to die cruelly of another the next
Dee. There are women who have children that kill them either in
childbirth or later in life with their dishonor and negligence. There are
also forces of nature that can spare the unjust while smiting the
honest.
There seems to be no pattern to the madness of life. To an
untrained eye, these things may seem to point to a sort of careless,
even lackadaisical set of deities running our world. However, that is
taking a human perspective and trying to apply it to the divine.
Maybe living just a single Dee more was worth it to that man who
had survived a great tragedy; perhaps another ten Ouers of life
righted some great wrong that we could not see. Maybe that mother
needed to die, because she was impure and evil and may have
committed some great misdeed had she lived longer, something we
might never suspect of a mother. And, maybe nature occasionally
spares the unjust because they are strong, and they might give rise
to a stronger, more powerful breed of good to face them.
It is important that we never judge what we have no right to judge,
lest they judge us harshly for our poor attempts at understanding
what we cannot. Better we spend our short lives pondering earthly
matters, rather than the affairs of those that govern our lives with
their infinite wisdom…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘Musings about Gods and Goddesses’
th

 Tewsdee, the 12 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Amidst the whirl of light and the endless debate of the divine, a
conversation came to the attention of the collective group. Some
voices remained silent, but all listened.
Haestos leaned in to continue a dangerous conversation in
whispers with Kaneitha, his wife’s sister and also the Goddess of
Darkness and Shadow. “There is little we can do now. We must wait.
Patience is all I can say now.”
Kaneitha eyed her brother-in-law with a look that was part seductive
and part irritated menace. “My sister’s policy of inaction has gotten
us to this juncture. Further inaction jeopardizes any chance of
success. We must act now to permit us a chance at survival.”
Haestos sighed and ran a hand threw his shimmery hair. His eyes
sparkled beneath his brows as he refused to wither beneath
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Kaneitha’s glare. As the God of the Moon and Firmament, he was of
great standing among the Pantheon on his own, and greater still
because of his attachment to Maletos. As of late, that attachment
had almost been more of a hindrance, and he did not appreciate
coming under fire because of her heavy-handed leadership. “Be that
as it may, there is little I can do on my own.”
“I have lent a hand here and there, offering aid and secrecy where I
could. What of your efforts? Are you not the King of the Gods? Can
you not lend the men and women below a hand?”
“How? Corydon’s abominations neither fear nor need the light I can
give.” Haestos’ look was almost helpless, and Kaneitha’s longing for
him grew sharp and insistent in that moment.
Kaneitha opened her mouth to say something, or perhaps to press
her mouth to his. She was undecided as to which, but she was
interrupted before she decided which she would do.
“I thought I might find you two together.” A sultry voice called out,
finding them where they had hoped to speak privately. As usual, they
found that privacy was hard to find amongst the divine.
“Juria.” Kaneitha said coldly, giving the strikingly attractive Goddess
a dark look.
It was hard for them not to look upon the Goddess of Empires,
Royalty, and Beauty. Her skin had a warm glow, like a richly polished
stone or burnished copper. Her hair was dark and thick, like satin
sheets that ran down her shoulders and partially covered her left
breast, which was bared in Elegian fashion. Despite being quite full
of bust, she did not droop or swing unduly; rather, her mammary
undulated back and forth in a most graceful pattern, as befitted a
Goddess of Royalty. Her full figure and moist lips drew eyes even
without trying, and right now she was trying.
“Oh, don’t be so standoffish, dear.” Juria replied, walking over to put
her hand on Haestos’ arm. “We can both share him.”
“I am not a prize up for the taking.” Haestos declared sharply,
shaking Juria’s perfumed hand off of his arm. He swallowed and tried
not to look her in the eyes, for her gaze was indeed bewitching.
“Are you not?” Juria inquired, arching a finely shaped, inquisitive
brow and licking her soft lips expectantly. She knew he’d argue, but
did not expect him to win. He’d put up a token effort at best, and then
flee to the comfort of his lady. He was so weak-willed at times,
enough so that she’d thought about giving him up, and she would
have if he were not so terribly handsome. Some damaged fruits were
still impossibly sweet, and she knew Haestos was one such fruit.
“He and I were speaking. You should leave.” Kaneitha warned
Juria. Her inky black hair swam about her head like a writhing mass
of eels, and her fingertips lengthened into shadowy talons.
“Oh, do behave, Kaneitha. You’re every bit as stubborn as your
sister, if a bit more sensible. You know as well as I that Maletos is
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failing. Her order will end soon, and someone will have to replace
her.”
Haestos’ fair face grew red and hot with anger, coloring his face
with crimson. “I will not stand here and listen to this!”
“Then sit.” Juria bid him, pushing him with a hand with ruby red,
lacquered fingernails, giving him a gentle shove onto a cushioned
divan that appeared beneath him. Comfort was another thing she
knew much of, and she shared it with those who pleased her.
Haestos sat down heavily, only to have Juria sit on one side of him
and Kaneitha on the other. The two women eyed one another
suspiciously, two competitors vying for the same reward. Maletos
might indeed fall from power, but Haestos would remain as one of
the strongest Gods, along with Elecin, Thuraish, and Nelius. Despite
sharing the top tier of power with these others, Haestos remained the
only viable King of the Gods.
Elecin was old beyond all of them, and he had only the future on his
mind. He cared little for the squabbling politics of the Pantheon,
despite his vast powers. Thuraish, his brother, was ever changing,
and that made his powers as inconsistent as his form and moods.
Then there was Nelius. The sneaky man who ferried souls to his
house appealed to Kaneitha, but only aesthetically. There could be
no relationship with death – not a healthy one anyway. So, Haestos it
was, and he had long been sought after by the strongest among the
Goddesses. Even Greveth would have probably taken him if given
the chance, but she knew better than to compete with Juria, Yenis,
Kaneitha, and Maletos.
“Could you two not go bother Cainel and Comrain?” Haestos
suggested, trying to ignore the hands that ran across his chest and
shoulders. One hand slipped inside his shirt across the curls of
golden hair upon his chest and pinched his nipple. “They would
surely appreciate your attentions. They would also be more helpful in
our current situation, seeing how much they love to wage battle.”
Juria turned up her nose and grimaced at the idea. “They would
rather wrestle each other and engage in contests that would allow
them to boast of their individual strengths. I doubt one could make
love to either of them without having the other within earshot so they
could shout encouragement and brag to the other.”
“Agreed. They are very immature, and that is undesirable in a
mate.” Kaneitha said, putting on a sour look that showed she was
even less pleased with his idea than Juria had been.
“I am loyal to my Queen. What good is fighting over me going to
bring?” He asked finally, when Juria started nibbling at his earlobe
and Kaneitha began toying with his a curling lock of his hair.
“Probably none, because you’re such a stubborn, loyal fool.” Juria
admitted.
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“But, it’s more fun than nothing. Besides, when have we Gods ever
been sensible?”
Haestos was almost at the point of giving in to temptation,
something he’d never felt before, and he realized that this was likely
evidence of Maletos’ fading powers. Usually, her will held quite a
strong sway with him, and he’d not even think of talking to either of
these women without having her present, let alone let both of them
put their hands all over him at the same time. “You do have a point.”
A low growl, like thunder in the distance, filled all of their ears. As
they turned, they saw that it was not thunder, but rather the eruption
of great fury from their Queen Goddess. The divan burst in flames,
flashing white-hot in an instant and crumbling to dust, dumping them
all very unceremoniously onto the ground.
“What point would that be?” Maletos demanded with a hiss like fire
being put out while the three deities picked themselves up and
looked around nervously.
“Oh, my.” Oria said, nearly fainting as she saw the fight that was
rapidly approaching. The Goddess of Peace and Cooperation never
liked to see an argument. Luckily, Holeitha was there to catch her.
She was ever so motherly to the sick, wounded, and faint.
“Faithless, all of you!” Maletos cried spitefully. Her countenance
grew fiery and hot. Her hair rose out to encircle her face, like the rays
of light coming off of a sun in a child’s painting, only her face gave off
enough heat to scorch the flesh of all that stood within eyesight of
her. “At least Vorcinth and Rishalt do my will, while you three play at
childish games of wooing, pawing at one another like the cattle on
the world below. The heat of her every syllable increased, and the
waves of rising temperatures swept through the heavens.
Kaneitha took a step back, smoke rising from her body to mix with
the shadows she wore as a cloak. Try as she might, she could not
keep her cloak of darkness about her. The light from her sister
melted them away, burning up her clothing to reveal the pale form
beneath. Cursing and naked, Kaneitha fled in shame, and the
brothers Cainel and Comrain pointed and laughed at her while
sweating profusely. They were always quick to laugh and be at play.
Juria stood the wrath of Maletos longer, but when her skin began to
blister, she started to sob, and she, too, had to run from Maletos. It
was unseemly for the Goddess of Beauty to be thus afflicted, and
she had always been terribly vain. She fled to look for Yenis, who
could cool her wounds and help her heal. She, at least, remained
clothed as she ran from the Queen Goddess.
As time passed, Haestos alone stood before the rage of his wife.
The rest of the Pantheon had fled to the extents of the heavens, until
her anger abated. He spent his life, half of each Dee, as a reflection
of her light, and so he was not burned, though he was made
uncomfortable by the extremes of light and warmth she gave off.
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“Why have you done this to me?” Maletos demanded.
“I have done nothing but consider my options.” He replied,
shrugging. It was hard to apologize for what he had done, and
Maletos did not like apologies anyway.
Maletos cooled immediately, fading to a weaker light than he had
ever before seen. “But why?”
Haestos disliked the weakness he saw in his wife, and could not
halt the dismay from entering his voice, “You have done something
wrong, Maletos. You fade as the rest of us weaken. We are losing
the war. Why are we not doing more?”
Maletos went to him and sank to her knees. Her hands scrabbled
up his body, seeking a hand or a fold of his clothes to hold onto.
“Help me, my love! Help me defeat the enemies, and things will
return to be as they always were.”
“I do not know how to help.” He said weakly. “I can only stop the
light, and that will not help Anthea or the others until they raise an
army and go to Cenalium. I can but stop one of Corydon’s weapons,
his Darksight Outlooks. I could move the moon to pull at the waves
as well, causing great tides, but that would harm our worshippers
more than Corydon and his filth, and some of our worshippers can ill
afford such a trial right now. Despite my might, my elements are
simply not effective to use against the Lost Ones. You must do
more.”
She stood back up once more, but held onto both of his hands with
hers, and looked searchingly into his eyes, trying to find a hint of
trust and affection in his beautiful eyes. This time, she spoke to him
with her heart, something she did not often do. She was not that sort
of woman, and was used to ruling through strength rather than with
her emotions. “That is why we have sent Rishalt and Vorcinth. That
is why Elecin has touched the Rumani, why Yenis and Aaren have
gifted the Uleaut, and why Chaveaoux has given a great weapon
unto the Kerathi. And let us not forget that I have given Anthea a
great deal of power. These things and more I have caused to be
done, so why do you doubt my convictions?”
“They are not enough, Maletos. We cannot hide behind our
worshippers like a shield. They are not strong enough to win alone.”
“They can defeat the Lost Ones. They are not what they once
were.” She insisted.
“We are not what we once were either, but you cannot remember.
As it is, our children cannot stand against the Lost Ones. They need
help. Perhaps the Land’s Children could help, but even as they rise
up, we work against them.”
Maletos drew back from him as if he’d said something disgusting.
She sneered and said, “Those filthy bovine will not have anything to
do with the new order that will emerge after the Lost Ones are dead.
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They will likely be gone, if I have anything to do with how things
come to be.”
“And you might gone, too. Perhaps all of us will be. The world fails
while we watch.”
“We will persevere. We always have. Given time, our worshippers
will recuperate from these losses.”
Haestos took a step away from her, wondering how she could be so
stubborn. But then, she had always been stubborn. “We are at a
disagreement then. I do not know how to help the people of the
world, but I know that we must. If you cannot see that, then I do not
know how to support you any longer.”
Maletos’ expression hardened as she pulled herself together. She
had allowed herself a Mynette’s weakness, no more. “You will obey
me, husband. I will not tolerate any disobedience.”
Almost, almost he resisted her, but he could not. He looked around
and saw that the Gods and Goddesses were filtering back in to hear
more of the conversation, for it was one without precedence. As they
watched, he wanted to deny her, but he could not. She was the
Queen of the Gods, and he was her mate and her servant. In the
end, he had no choice.
“I will obey you.” Haestos agreed finally, reluctantly.
Her smile then was a victorious one as he took her arm when she
offered it. With the pride of a conqueror, she took him off to be alone
with him, to reaffirm their bonds. She didn’t notice it, but the whispers
amongst the others of the Pantheon took note of the look Haestos
cast at Yenis. Yenis’ cold expression had the slightest bit of
sympathy for him, though this did not please Aaren, who stood
beside her to support her as always. The Gods and Goddesses
whispered amongst themselves, trying to determine what it meant for
them if the King of the Gods could defy the Queen of the Gods, at
least in part.
The conversation went on, various semantics and theories being
explored. The divine had all the time in the world to consider the
minutiae and no reason not to. Before they were done they’d look at
it in a thousand ways, only to review them all again later.
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GLOSSARY OF PEOPLE
Aleta – Aynglican – The Queen and wife of King Nicholas VI in
Alacazzare. She is from Caeomn on Lesser Aynglica, and her
strong ties there were needed to help strengthen Nicholas’ claim
on the throne. With nearly the full support of Lesser Aynglica
behind her and a fair amount of support from Greater Aynglica
behind her now husband, the two have become strong leaders,
beyond what the Council of Great Lords expected. 734Alfred – Aynglican – Elder first cousin to King Nicholas VI. He’s a
hedonistic, capricious fellow with the position as Earl of
Chasseralle. This position affords him some money and a little
power, the former of which he fancies more than the latter. He’s
also known to stir up trouble from time to time. 732Alistair – Aynglican – He is Raghnall’s understudy, a young man
who shares his teacher’s passion for history. 738Analu – Mueran – The legendary first man among the Mueran folk to
take once more to the seas. He supposedly guided his people and
led them after being dropped off on land by Fallu. Birth and Death
Unknown in B.T.
Anika – Kerathi – She is perhaps the prettiest girl in Harsbrukke.
752-769 A.E.
Andrin – Rumani – The leader of the Forlatett. He’s a powerful man
who has wrestled bears and men to reach his position. 726Anthea – Aurean/Kerathi – She is a young girl with the powers of a
Kerathi Flower-Enchantress but the Aurean weakness of darkness.
She is the daughter of Orestes and Linnea, which makes her the
first Aurean half-breed ever. 754- [Also See Appendix A]
Apiatan – Uleaut – He is a male hunter of Tuari’s tribe. 750-769 A.E.
Aram – Dark Aurean – One of Illias’ three trusted commanders. He’s
perhaps the cruelest and most clever. He excels in his use of fire
and explosives. 722-769 A.E.
Argus – Kerathi – He is one of three Sammenkomst Observers to
ever die during his duties. He was burned to death in a home that
was set afire during a raid. His state of alcohol-induced
unconsciousness would not permit him to flee the building. 481503 A.E.
Avel – Aurean – A young Guardian that Tahirah III seduced into her
own service. He’s young, idealistic, and very handsome. 726Ayman – Elegian – He is one of Ife’s attendants. 729Aziza – Elegian – The Right Hand of the Empress, which is the
General of domestic forces. 736Bastien – Aynglican – A young servant in The House of Kings, in
Alacazzare. 753-
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Beale – Kerathi – The High Priest of Cainel and Comrain in
Rummas. He’s a scarred veteran of The War of Sixteen Islands.
698Bedros – Ox-Man – He was a servant to the household of Orestes
and appointed bodyguard of Anthea. He has been bred to have
greater intelligence and a more human appearance than the
average Ox-Man, due to the aesthetic needs of the Aurean people.
As of yet he is unmated. 757- [Also See Appendix A]
Beljd – Kerathi – Lamont’s father and the second husband of Rolf’s
mother. He cares little for Rolf and would like to see Lamont inherit
Rolf’s home. 728-768 A.E.
Bendek Dobry – Aynglican – He is the eldest son of the merchant
Milek Dobry of Burfas. He’s an officer in the Aynglican army. 740Biagio – Dark Aurean – One of the assistants in Corydon’s project to
make a Kerathi girl with Anthea’s powers by injecting her with Dark
Aurean blood. He was assigned to watch over Synnove, who was
an early hopeful of the project. 722-769 A.E.
Blaise Helford – Aynglican – A mercenary broker of great fame. He
finds soldiers for anyone who needs them and has a reputation of
being completely neutral. He will sell soldiers to anyone and
everyone with coins. Thankfully, the Crown has more coins than
anyone else, so he is always mostly on their side. 713Boniface the Calm – Aurean – He was Grand Helion from 584-633
A.E. and had the distinction of being the Grand Helion who
replaced Severino the Cruel. He was a mild-mannered man who
had nothing to do with the violent deposing of his predecessor,
which was one of the reasons why he was chosen for the job. 503633 A.E.
Brant III – Aynglican – He was a King who brought an ill-fated war to
the Kerathi during a conflict known as the War of Sixteen Islands.
He died in a coup staged as part of the political backlash from the
loss of the war. 698-733 A.E.
Carlos the First – Aynglican – The father of King Nicholas VI, who is
the current King of Aynglica. Nicholas was something of a late-inlife child. Carlos I assumed the throne following the death of King
Brant III, using political clout to arrange a coup to oust his
unpopular predecessor. 684-750 A.E.
Cassius the Extravagant – Aurean – He was Grand Helion from
633-644 A.E. The greatest and most expensive party in the history
of the world was thrown after his election. It became known as the
Immensia Celebrazione. Following Junius the Skywatcher’s
examples, Cassius tried to erect a monument to his rule, and in
doing so spent more money and materials in his tenure as Grand
Helion than any other Grand Helion did during their reigns. His
contribution to Aurean society was the Aviaries of Aaren,
completed in 642 A.E. Following his rule there were stricter
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confines on how money was spent. Cassius died a very large man,
poisoned by his own excesses of food and drink. 556-644 A.E.
Catrin Fabbro – Aynglican – An Aynglican girl Rolf met in Rummas.
Of Fairport, her father is an influential man in metal trades. Her
sisters are Ronda and Wendi, both older and less attractive than
her. 751Cerelia – Aurean – She is the wife of Genero, Guardian Captain.
722Chael – Dark Aurean – One of Illias’ three trusted commanders. He
is possibly the least skilled of the three, but he takes orders well
and his loyalty is unquestionable. 733Chione – Elegian – The Left Hand of the Empress, which is the
General of offensive forces. 735Chogan – Uleaut – A respected lead hunter in Tuari’s hunting party.
747-769 A.E.
Ciel Coligny – Aynglican – One of Catrin Fabbro’s social rivals.
She’s also of a respected merchant family in Fairport. 751Cira – Dark Aurean – One of Iago’s spies in Cenalium. She works in
a communications station, one of the Torredi Lampada towers, and
aids Favian. 712Coat-of-Dust – Ox-Man – An Ox-Man with an abnormally dusty coat
of fur, who was assigned to accompany Bedros on his trek around
the Broken Crown. 749Corydon – Dark Aurean – He was a friend to Orestes in the past,
but possibly his betrayer when Orestes tried to flee from Cenalium.
683Crooked-Tail – Ox-Man – He was a lesser shaman of White-Hoof’s
herd that volunteered to give his life’s energy to restore Bedros in
part. 761-768 A.E.
Cybele – Kerathi – A girl from Rolf’s village who suffered a traumatic
head wound as a child. It resulted in her being cross-eyed, mute,
and of lowered mental capacity. 746Dacian – Aurean – Another of Iago’s men, a trusted lieutenant. He is
assigned to aiding the Elegian counterattack. 692Davin – Kerathi – One of Lamont’s friends, a troublemaker with
scars to show for it. 751-768 A.E.
Demario – Aurean – An able commander out of Durenia who joined
Porfirio in his defense of Qinor, where the Aureans assisted the
Elegian Empire. He fell in battle there when his Flier was shot
down. 669-769 A.E.
Deo – Aurean – The second Guardian that Tahirah III seduced into
her own service. He’s strong and quiet. 717Domani – Aurean – A Guardian duped into assassinating the First
Disciple, Haig. He died after the assassination, never knowing he’d
just betrayed his own people. 667-769 A.E.
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Dominic – Dark Aurean – He’s a stylish and mild-mannered spy in
the employ of Iago. He was sent with others to infiltrate Cenalium
and Corydon’s ranks. 688-768 A.E.
Dorjan the Seer – Rumani – A famous heretic, who claimed to be
the messenger of Uman, that was executed by Elegian forces that
briefly occupied Rummas during the time of the Empire. Ultimately,
it was the backlash from his execution that caused the Elegians to
back out from their brief and tenuous hold on the trio of islands.
During his short life, he left a collection of prophecies and writings.
1074-1096 Y.E.
Duarte – Aynglican – A mercenary captain hired by Lord Tremaine
to command his army stationed in Pandrine, which is to join with
the alliance forces. 723Edvard Farsail – Aynglican/Rumani – He was a famous sailor of
mixed heritage. His last name was a nickname given to him by the
Mueran people. He made it his life’s work to study the various
vessels constructed by the peoples of Elegia. He traveled to every
corner of the Broken Crown, sailing for a time with Elegian Cutters
in the Hundred Isles, with an Aynglican Merchant fleet, with a
whaling ship out of Rummas, and with a Mueran Oceanwalker. His
greatest disappointment was that he was never allowed to crew a
Kerathi longship because of the long history of bad blood between
his father’s Aynglican race and the Kerathi. 628-701 A.E.
Edwina – Aynglican – A late cousin of King Nicholas VI. 733–753
A.E.
Egil – Kerathi – He was supposedly the first Kerathi. He could kill
any animal and walk through fire. He fathered thousands with his
wife Elin, the wife he made from the bones of his prey. Birth and
Death Unknown in B.T.
Elin – Kerathi – She was the wife of Egil and also the mother of the
Kerathi people. She supposedly bore Egil thousands of children
during her life. Birth and Death Unknown in B.T.
Elspeth Hathford – Aynglican – A widowed baroness of middle age
whose lands border Lake Chasseralle. She has money, but little
influence since her husband died. 722Emlen – Aurean – The captain that replaced Quentin after he
became a Lost One and lost his individuality. Corydon sent him to
Durenia to take the Grancitta. 704Epifanio – Aurean – The manservant and bodyguard of the famed
inventor Galen. He’s very clean and particular despite his young
age. 738Ernst Baeln – Aynglican – The leader of the rebellious forces from
Outer Aynglica during the Aynglican Civil War. He and his fellow
general Mark Leforre of Lesser Aynglica both fell in the Battle of
Four Bridges, ending the civil war. 549-606 A.E.
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Esben – Kerathi – He was the Hersker or chieftain of Harsbrukke.
He’s a fierce warrior with many scars and trophies to his name.
719-768 A.E.
Ezhno – Uleaut – Perhaps the only known Uleaut philosopher to
have put words down that were shared outside their people. An
Aynglican trader, who refused to take any credit for the work,
putting only Ezhno’s name on the volume, dictated his wisdom and
thoughts into Low Elegian. He was only known outside of the
Uleaut realm posthumously. 565-596 A.E.
Fadri – Rumani – One of the Forlatett, the son of Andrin, who is their
leader. 750Favian – Dark Aurean – A spy in the employ of Iago. He was sent
with others to infiltrate Cenalium and Corydon’s ranks. 696-769
A.E.
Femi IX – Elegian – An Empress known as ‘the Builder’ who tried to
restore some of the Empire’s former glory by retaking the islands
that bordered Elegius. She also set about rebuilding many of the
destroyed or damaged temples and cities on Elegius and the
islands it bordered. 169-254 A.E.
Fidelio – Aurean – A man who may have once been known as
Severino the Cruel, one of the worst men in Aurean history. He
serves as head priest at the temple complex in Thracaeum, which
lies astride Lake Silicia, the Mirror of Haestos. 584-769 A.E.
First Disciple – Aurean – The title Tahirah III bestowed upon Haig to
honor him for being the first to accept Iago’s direction as Voice of
Firmament. See also Haig. 702-769 A.E.
Gaetan – Aurean – An able commander out of Durenia who joined
Porfirio in his defense of Qinor, where the Aureans assisted the
Elegian Empire. 664Galen the Inventor – Aurean – An aged and famous Aurean
inventor who is known for refining the designs and mechanisms of
the Fliers. He is considered a treasure of the Aurean people, and is
living out his final Yarres in quiet in Durenia. 612Geistervergeltung – Kerathi – A nickname for Torgny, given to him
after an impassioned speech that called for retribution for Bode
and the other travesties committed by the Aureans. Literally, it
means Spirit of Retribution. See also Torgny. 722-769 A.E.
Genero – Aurean – A Guardian Captain assigned to investigate
Orestes and Anthea’s disappearance. His wife is named Cerelia.
718-768 A.E.
Gerik – Kerathi – The massive warrior who battled against Illias
outside of Vaasa. He was known for fighting with his heavy, spiked
maces on long chains. 730-769 A.E.
Gioia – Aurean – She is a dedicated and relatively young agent of
Iago working in Durenia. 723-
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Gnasher – Ox-Man – A mysterious creature, possibly an Ox-Man of
a lost herd found on Zaraig by Bedros. Physically, he has many
differences from a regular Ox-Man, having elements of bears and
boars in his appearance. Age unknown.
Grand Helion – Aurean – This is the title given to the leader of all
the Aurean people. He resides in Aetheline, except when he is on
his Tournea Observatori. In 760 A.E. he was elected to his post,
surrendering ties to his family and his name until the time of his
death, whenever that may be. 704Greater Helion – Aurean – This is the title given to the political
leader of Cenalium. The current Greater Helion assumed the title
in 717 A.E. He, and all before him, surrendered their birth names
for this title upon receiving it. 691-769 A.E.
Haig – Aurean – He was a delegate from Reselhine at Iago’s
coronation ceremony as Voice of the Firmament. He was the first
to submit himself to Iago’s test of worthiness. 702-769 A.E.
Haole the White – Mueran – A Mueran of the Kanaka’e group. He
was born an albino and was considered by many to have been
touched by the Gods. He showed remarkable foresight and ability
to know things without being told of them or seeing them himself.
739-769 A.E.
Halima VI – Elegian – An Empress who can be credited with the
beginning of the Empire’s conquests. She began pushing for the
solidifying of Elegius and its neighboring isles into one military
state under her control. She wanted to go beyond that, subjugating
the other lands of the Broken Crown, too. The resources weren’t
available in her time, though. 482-573 Y.E.
Hans Karllack – Aynglican – Leader of a band of warriors known as
the Bold Company during the Outer Aynglican War. They helped
retake lands that had been stolen from Aynglica during the
Inselnsie Ergreifen. They tried to discipline him for treason after the
war, but his popularity was too great for them to do anything but
strip him of command. He lived out the rest of his life in Outer
Aynglica after that, where he was hailed a hero. 623-688 A.E.
Harris Ducheyne – Aynglican – The Lord Marshal who defeated the
rebel forces in the Battle of Four Bridges, effectively ending the
Aynglican Civil War. He was granted the title ‘Preserver of the
Royal Line’ and was given a high position in the Council of Great
Lords. He was responsible for the building of the monument at
Four Bridges. His later accomplishments are mostly unknown. He
died in relative obscurity after retiring from his post, a relic of times
past. 551-629 A.E.
Helion of Choraeyn – Aurean – the leader of the Grancitta of
Choraeyn. He is old, having served in his post for many Yarres.
His wife died fairly recently, and since then, Porfirio has served as
his closest advisor. 587-
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Hilde of Norsakke – Kerathi – She was an infamous Kerathi
Thaumaturge. She was considered mentally unbalanced even
before she poisoned the settlers on the island of Fogreate and had
the weakened survivors put to death. She died of mysterious
circumstances shortly after the end of the War of Sixteen Islands.
708-733 A.E.
Horn-Tree – Ox-Man – A mysterious creature, possibly an Ox-Man
of a lost herd found on Zaraig by Bedros. His coloring is grey, and
he has long horns like a cattle or an aurochs. Age unknown.
Iago – Aurean – He is the most trusted advisor of the Grand Helion
in Aetheline. 685Ife – Elegian – Sagira’s employer and a merchant of some small
renown in Miniya, though he is not as rich or as powerful as he
often pretends to be. 735Ilario – Aurean – an infamous Greater Helion who seized a chance
at becoming Grand Helion when false rumors of the Grand
Helion’s death reached him. When the real Grand Helion surprised
him by showing up in Cenalium, Ilario had him arrested. Ilario died
shortly after his coup came to a violent end and the Grand Helion
was rescued and upheld. 240-319 A.E.
Illias – Dark Aurean – The leader of Corydon’s specially trained
squad of Guardians. He speaks High and Low Elegian. 726-769
A.E.
Ince – Rumani – He is an elderly salesman and modest
painter/craftsman with an eye for younger girls. He’s also a source
of many rumors and information for the right price. He looks a lot
more decrepit than he should for his age. 708Inigo Pasteras – Aynglican – A prominent ship-builder from the Four
Bridges area. His yards are west of Loch Laseen. 721Inoke – Mueran – A Mueran girl Tuari befriends on Kunoeha. 759Ipo – Mueran – The weathered old captain of the ship that Sagira
and Makan take from Fedemere to Pandrine. 713Istas – Uleaut – A young girl in Tuari’s hunting party that he finds
attractive. 756Jendayi IV – Elegian – A particularly strong Empress who had no
qualms about executing her kin to maintain her hold on the throne.
984-1063 Y.E.
Jerod – Aynglican – The son of King Nicholas VI’s late cousin
Edwina. He is known to be a great spear-fighter. 753-769 A.E.
Jovan – Dark Aurean – A spy in the employ of Iago. He’s a man with
few admirable traits. He was sent with others to infiltrate Cenalium
and Corydon’s ranks. He was also the first man to be inhabited by
the Lost Ones. 714-768 A.E.
Junius the Skywatcher – Aurean - He was Grand Helion from 386426 A.E. Following after Placido’s enlightened rule, Junius chose
not to try to distinguish himself through political means, but rather
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through the arts and sciences. His greatest accomplishment was
the Observatori Delsolluna, which was completed in 410 A.E. and
stands even now as a memorial to him. 309-426 A.E.
Kamella – Rumani – A serving girl at a gambling hall in Mediya. 748Karena – Kerathi – A Kerathi Thaumaturge who was born with a
fatal disease that even she could not heal. She worked her hardest
to fix and heal all that she could in those around her, and died
working a last enchantment to cure a man in her home village. She
never left her home island. 466-484 A.E.
Keagan – Aynglican – He is the captain of the vessel named
Seacrest. 727Kelii – Mueran – A Far Mueran Rolf befriends as a drinking
companion during their brief stopover on Kunoeha. 751Kiersten – Kerathi – She is mother of Rolf, and second wife of Beljd,
who is the father of Lamont, Rolf’s antagonist in the village of
Harsbrukke. 732Kinipela – Mueran – A young writer from Far Muera. She’s also an
accomplished sailor and shows a great ability as a Whale
Swimmer for her age. 750Koen Copeland – Aynglican – A recently popular artist who
specializes in painting and sculpting. He hails from the Vinlands.
750Kort – Kerathi – He is a friend of Lamont. He’s a pretty boy who is
deadly with his hand pistols. 751-768 A.E.
Kostya – Rumani – A great prophet of the Rumani people, one who
was believed at his time to be the voice of Uman even at a young
age. They thought he could lead them to founding a New Rummil,
which he said they must make for themselves rather than wait for it
to be literally handed to them by their God. His efforts resulted in
the short-lived glories of Ka’Shann. His own disciples murdered
him and his efforts were destroyed with the city. 1-48 A.E.
Lamont – Kerathi – A giant man, only a Yarre Rolf’s elder even if his
size makes him look much older. 751-768 A.E.
Latham – Kerathi – He was a common man with no ambition to fight.
Yet the mistreatment of the Halbe Männer, or non-warrior men and
women among the Kerathi prompted him to lead his famous
Latham’s Strike on the unassailable fortress Schevode. 692-757
A.E.
Leander – Dark Aurean – Another of Corydon’s specially trained
Guardians. He also speaks both High and Low Elegian, so he’s the
backup translator/interrogator for the squad in case Illias dies or
isn’t present. 729-768 A.E.
Left Hand of the Empress – Elegian – The title given to the general
in charge of naval and offensive forces in the Elegian Empire. See
also Chione.
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Licia – Dark Aurean – A spy in the employ of Iago. She puts on the
image of an empty-headed woman while she secretly schemes.
She was sent with others to infiltrate Cenalium and Corydon’s
ranks. 731-769 A.E.
Linnea – Kerathi – deceased wife of Orestes and mother of Anthea.
She died under suspicious circumstances that Orestes was never
able to solve. She taught what she knew of Kerathi thaumaturgy to
her daughter. 734-760 A.E. Part of her spirit was trapped in her
body after being poisoned to death.
Lisette d’Achelaine – Aynglican – An historian of Aynglican birth,
unique in that she was a woman. She was one of the first in her
field to be female, as it was previously believed to be a male
pursuit. Even in her final Ouers, she worked on finishing her
historical works. 597-697 A.E.
Lysander – Dark Aurean – An officer and security guard for
Corydon. He was influenced by the Lost Ones, and became one of
their puppets after he shot Anthea in Lower Cenalium. 694-796
A.E.
Macon – Kerathi/Aynglican – An artificer who has made hundreds of
things for Chaveaoux. He’s presently spending the end of his life
as the caretaker of the Temple of Chaveaoux in Fairport, though
he is from Thistedt. 697Maddock Flint – Aynglican – A coal baron in Fairport with a fair
share of the market. 723Makan – Mueran – He is a proud sailor and warrior with a silent
strength that runs deep. He speaks usually only when he has
something worth saying. He is steadfast and dependable in a way
most people cannot be, because he doesn’t expect life to give him
anything easily. 732- 769 A.E. [Also See Appendix A]
Marcellus the Just – Aurean – He was the first Grand Helion. He
was elected in 214 A.E. and he reigned until his death. 127-284
A.E.
Mariska Fontaine – Aynglican – A curvy woman married to the head
of Fontaine Fishing, a cartel that controls the luxury seafood
market of Greater Aynglica. She and the cartel are from Eidenbren.
742Mark Leforre – Aynglican – The leader of the rebellious forces from
Lesser Aynglica during the Aynglican Civil War. He and his fellow
general Ernst Baeln of Outer Aynglica both fell in the Battle of Four
Bridges, ending the civil war. 541-606 A.E.
Milek Dobry – Aynglican – A merchant from Burfas. He is an avid,
though unskilled player of the Aynglican strategy game of War in
Miniature. 706Mortimer Tightfist – Aynglican – He was the richest Aynglican to
ever live. It’s said he single-handedly financed half a dozen
conflicts between his people and the Kerathi. 641-733 A.E.
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Nadie – Kerathi – One of the captured girls used in Corydon’s
Kerathi experiments, and one of three to survive the transition. She
was turned into a twisted, pained figure that was hardly human
anymore. Her body was ruined and she could not move about on
her own after the transition. 751-769 A.E.
Nantai – Uleaut – An elder among Tuari’s hunting party. Due to his
age and experience, he is greatly respected. 732Neith II – Elegian – She was the Empress who ended the slaughter
of Ox-Men for sport or any other reason within the Empire. Her
peacemaking with Silverhorns, the leader of the last herd on
Elegius is famous. 340-395 Y.E.
Nenet Abi – Elegian – She was a famous poisoner and writer whose
underground book has become something of an official poisoner’s
handbook. 451-487 A.E.
Nicholas VI – Aynglican – The current reigning King of Aynglica in
Alacazzare. He assumed the throne from his father in 750 A.E. His
wife is Queen Aleta from Caeomn on Lesser Aynglica. Marrying
her cemented his position as heir to the throne when his father,
King Carlos the First, died. 731Nico – Aurean – A daring young Guardian captain from the
Menocitta of Erstusis, which is near Miniya on the Empress’ Arm,
who brought a wing of Fliers to join Porfirio in his defense of Qinor,
where the Aureans assisted the Elegian Empire. 722Nishan – Rumani/Aynglican – He is a Rumani male with strong
appetites in the way of women and alcohol. He’s been gifted with
strong senses and quick wits. He has a dark sense of humor and is
prone to deep contemplation about his purpose in life. 748- [Also
See Appendix A]
Nohoheleu – Mueran – While the individual names of these Far
Mueran Deepcrossers are either kept secret or forgotten in favor of
the collective name, there are a few distinguishing members of the
group. One is known for the crab claws they wear in their hair.
Another wears the white Seaskins of a stillborn baby beluga whale.
A father and son are part of the group; the father wears tan
leathery hides of a ray, while the son wears a green set of
Seaskins of unknown origin. There is also a blind member in the
group, and her grey eyes are her most noticeable feature. Still
another member seems to have gills on his neck, and his voice is
alternately loud and tremblingly soft. [Also See Nohoheleu entry in
Glossary of Things]
Okapi – Elegian – A famed Elegian hunter/herbalist who explored
the Broken Crown and its outlying islands to investigate and better
understand plant and animal life. Many consider him one of
Raghnall’s greatest influences, even if Raghnall turned to
anthropology and history rather than plant and animal lore. 639712 A.E.
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Olin – Kerathi – He was a man who is something of a neutral party in
the feud between Lamont and Rolf. He’s a lumberjack by trade and
built in a way that shows it. 751One-Ear – Ox-Man – He is the leader of the herd of Ox-Men on The
Vale. He is head of their shamans. 742-769 A.E.
Orestes – Aurean – He is the father of Anthea, and a disgraced and
fallen warrior now being hunted as a fugitive. 704-768 A.E.
Orsen – Dark Aurean – One of Illias’ three trusted commanders. He
is the oldest and the most straightforward of the three in terms of
tactics. He believes in confronting an enemy head-on, but with a
few dirty tricks to tilt things in his favor. His ruined face bears
testament to the mixed results of such tricks. 728Paiva – Kerathi – A famous Kerathi Thaumaturge from the Fall of the
Empire era. She was famous for helping to drive the Elegian forces
out of Kerathi lands, though she died before she saw the last of
them retreat from clan islands. 1110-1129 Y.E.
Paulo Ebregeti – Aynglican – A man of short stature. His lumberrich lands along the Browntree River earned him enough money to
buy his way into the Council of Great Lords, albeit in a low position.
732Paulo Ebregeti II – Aynglican – The firstborn son of Paulo Ebregeti,
born of his first wife, who has since died. 757th
Pekelo – Mueran – A rather normal Mueran up until his 30 Yarre,
when he developed a sudden urge for exploration. Called by the
seas, he became a Deepcrosser. Each time he returned he came
with collections of writings he’d done, all inspired by the Whales,
he said. He was lost at sea and never seen again. 492-538 A.E.
Placido the Wise – Aurean – He was a famous Grand Helion,
though initially considered weak. His most notable
accomplishments were the establishment of the Guardians and his
efforts to codify and standardize the laws of the Aurean people.
245-386 A.E.
Porfirio – Aurean – The Sword of Choraeyn is a famous warrior from
the Grancitta on the island north of Elegius. He has lived in
Choraeyn and served its masters ever since becoming a Guardian
long ago. He is known to be a very fast warrior and he wears a
distractingly shiny costume. 686-769 A.E.
Pravat – Mueran – A Mueran who held no love for the sea. Instead,
he put the efforts of his short life into understanding the Ox-Men.
He felt that if his kind understood the sea best of all races, then the
Ox-Men understood the land best of all races. Yet they were
misunderstood, so he put his efforts into studying them. Many
people think his study subjects killed him, as he disappeared
mysteriously, leaving only a collection of notes that was published
posthumously on his behalf. 654-683 A.E.?
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Quentin – Dark Aurean – One of Corydon’s personal Guardians, a
man of good ability and great loyalty. 688Raghnall – Aynglican/Kerathi – He is a historian of some renown.
He has studied the Kerathi in depth and has been a guest of the
Kerathi Sammenkomst on numerous occasions. He is also one of
the few outsiders to be allowed into Aurean cities. 700Ramessef – Elegian – A researcher and historian who sought to
explain his people and the downfall of the empire. Raghnall called
him his greatest inspiration and the reason why he became a
historian as well. 458-513 A.E.
Rashid – Elegian – A young boy who works in the employ of Iago
who also happens to be one of the Empress’ lovers. He was
chosen for his attractiveness and his rapid healing, which are
prerequisites considering Tahirah III’s tastes in pleasure. 755-769
A.E.
Raul Cerenti – Aynglican – A minor Outer Aynglican lord. He’s an
acquaintance of the King’s cousin, Alfred. 725Red-Tail – Ox-Man – An Ox-Man with a reddish rump, who was
assigned to accompany Bedros on his trek around the Broken
Crown. 749Reese Fabbro – Aynglican – The heavyset father of Catrin, Wendi,
and Ronda Fabbro. His wife died, so he lives on as the sole parent
of the rich family. He is known to be quite aggressive in finding
mates for his eldest two daughters, who resist his suggestions to
get married. His youngest daughter can do no wrong in his eyes.
718Rehan – Rumani – A Rumani singer and songwriter of great renown.
Her songs have been heard in all corners of the Broken Crown,
and many are still famous. Like many Rumani, she lived fast and
brightly only to die an early death, supposedly at the hands of a
spurned lover. 618-643 A.E.
Reid – Aynglican – The bastard son of Earl Alfred. The King
generally regards him as one of his nephews. He’s a close friend
of Jerod, the King’s favorite nephew. 753Renford Hayes – Aynglican – A sweaty, slightly heavyset factory
manager in Fairport. He is missing a few fingers and a thumb, but
his strong voice and sharp wit kept him in a job. He runs the place
for Catrin Fabbro’s father. 726Reynard – Aynglican – A count of Greater Aynglica and member of
the Council of Great Lords with great ambitions and finances to
back them up. He’s a dangerous man without scruples. 714Right Hand of the Empress – Elegian – The title given to the
general in charge of domestic defense in the Elegian Empire. See
also Aziza.
Rolf – Kerathi – He is a young man with misfortune in his past and a
chip on his shoulder. He alternates between being kind and being
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fierce and abrasive. He’s not in control of his passions. 752- [Also
See Appendix A]
Romney the Quick – Aynglican – A messenger boy in Fairport on
Greater Aynglica. He’s fast and claims to get his information from
whores. 760Ronda Fabbro – Aynglican – The unmarried, eldest sister of Catrin
Fabbro. Of Fairport, her father is an influential man in metal trades.
Her sisters are Catrin and Wendi. She is something of a shrew.
743Sagira – Elegian – A disgraced female warrior captain (as all Elegian
officers are female) with unpopular ideas about her role in the
military, which ultimately led to her choice to disobey orders in
order to save lives. 747- [Also See Appendix A]
Sanura II – Elegian – The current Empress-in-Waiting of the Elegian
Empire. She is currently ruling Miniya with an iron fist. She’s known
for her bigotry and mistrust of other races. 742Sarmad – Rumani – The leader of the Hundred Souls, also one of
Kostya’s loyal servants. He and the Hundred Souls persisted on,
creating the Mulo to defend the Ruins of Ka’Shann from defilers. 5769 A.E.
Sef – Elegian – He is a messenger and spy of Empress-in-Waiting
Sanura II. 738Severino the Cruel – Aurean – He was Grand Helion from 571-584
A.E. An infamously cruel and petty Grand Helion. He murdered
and mistreated the people of Aetheline for Decayarres before he
was overthrown and was believed murdered in the coup that
resulted of his misdeeds. 514-584 A.E.?
Sezja – Kerathi – One of the captured girls used in Corydon’s
Kerathi experiments, and one of three to survive the transition. She
was driven mad, and made into a very bestial creature by the
transition. 753-769 A.E.
Shani I – Elegian – She was the first Elegian Empress. She
consolidated the power of the three major city-states at the time
and proclaimed herself Empress. She reined 47 Yarres before
dying and leaving her daughter to take her place. Birth Unknown47 Y.E.
Siarnak – Uleaut – The name Tuari gave to the lead Nanuq polar
bear with the strange splash of grey fur across its chest. 762-769
A.E.
Silverhorns – Ox-Man – He is a famous Ox-Man, and perhaps the
only one whose name is widely known by other races. He and
Empress Neith II reached a peaceful accord that ended the
slaughter of Ox-Men on Elegius. He was also possibly the longestlived Ox-Man in history, dying at 49, having outlived the Empress
who spared his life. 348-397 Y.E.
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Sinnik – Uleaut – An unfortunate young man who died of
sleepwalking in the icy wastes the Uleaut people inhabit. 755-768
A.E.
Soren the Deft – Kerathi – A leader of modest renown. He’s also
one of the few Kerathi of his era that could read and write, having
been trained by a traveling scribe. This made him a rather unique
fellow. He died leading a border raid against the Aynglicans,
leaving his village once more without a man who could read or
write. 291-334 A.E.
Suri Amani – Rumani – A renowned beauty, a courtesan who
became a concubine for three Aynglican kings prior to the
Aynglican Civil War. She was passed down from grandfather, to
father, to son because she was so well respected and beloved.
520-604 A.E.
Svein – Kerathi – A boy with Torgny where he made his stand on
Trounedlag. Only before the battle began, Torgny sent him away to
warn the other islands and prepare them for the coming Aureans.
752Sword of Choraeyn – Aurean – An honorary title given to the best
swordsman in the Grancitta of Choraeyn. See also Porfirio.
Synnove – Kerathi – One of the thirty girls taken for Corydon’s Dark
Aurean Transfusion project whose end result was to make a sort of
compass for finding Anthea. 754Tahirah III – Elegian – She is the current Empress of the Elegian
Empire. She’s known for her moderate and conservative policies.
702Tait Ebregeti – Aynglican – The vacuous second wife of lumber
baron Paulo Ebregeti of the Browntree River area on Greater
Aynglica. 740Theoris – Elegian – Chione’s subordinate and commander in her
stead, while she is occupied preparing for the assault on Cenalium.
729Theron – Aurean – Illias’ father. He died an untimely death and was
never able to meet his son. He was suspected of disloyalty, and
his death was the only thing that saved him from prosecution.
Whether it was an intentional death or suicide is unknown. His
mention was a sore spot with his violent son in the Yarres after.
618-725 A.E.
Tiombe – Elegian/Aynglican – A woman of mixed blood who rose to
fame and power as a warrior leader in Zaraig. She was one of the
greatest influences and leaders in the resistance that ended the
Aynglican occupation of Zaraig. It is believed that pillaging and
looting Aynglicans raped her mother when they took the island,
and she dedicated her life to avenging her mother, who died giving
birth to her. 495-534 A.E.
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Torgny – Kerathi – An outspoken and unsympathetic Kerathi warrior
of some Yarres that Rolf encounters and curses on Rummas. 722769 A.E.
Tuari – Uleaut – He is a young boy, gifted with Afieldsight, who was
shown a vision of Anthea’s coming and the need to help her. 758[Also See Appendix A]
Vin the Defender – Aurean - He was Grand Helion from 532-571
A.E. He is known for having built defenses and expanding the
Guardians. The message relay stations, known as the Torredi
Lampada, were his greatest achievement. Though he did not build
them, he expanded them and codified the rules about their
protection and the zoning of the responsibilities of their usage.
437-571 A.E.
Vitalis – Aurean – He is a relatively young Guardian who tried to
stop Orestes and his family from fleeing. His failure was cause for
banishment from Cenalium, which cost the lives of his family. 736Voice of the Firmament – Aurean – an ongoing position of
constantly changing people. When one dies, another who also
relinquishes their name to become the Voice replaces them. Illias
killed one in Cenalium, and Iago became the new one. See also
Iago.
Wandering-Eyes – Ox-Man – A ponderous Ox-Man assigned to
accompany Bedros on his trek around the Broken Crown. 749Wendi Fabbro – Aynglican – An unmarried, older sister of Catrin
Fabbro, and the middle of three. Of Fairport, her father is an
influential man in metal trades. Her sisters are Ronda and Catrin.
She’s the smartest of the three, and perhaps the least attractive.
745White-Hoof – Ox-Man – He is the leader of the herd of Ox-Men on
Lesser Aynglica. He is head of their shamans. 744-769 A.E.
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GLOSSARY OF PLACES
Aarhus – Kerathi – A large settlement on the Northern Fringe near
Maethlin. It was one of the first places to fall to the spread of
Cenalium’s influences, though it was not so badly ruined as the
places that were attacked next.
Aetheline – Aurean – This is the Aurean settlement that Orestes
chose as the place to flee to from Cenalium. It’s also the home of
the Grand Helion. This city was founded in 212 A.E. This is the
southernmost of the Grancittas and perhaps the most beautiful. It
was the seventh to be built.
Aisle of Silk – Rumani – This is a famous street in Rummas known
for its seamstresses and clothing, which is modeled by beautiful
Rumani women.
Alacazzare – Aynglican – The fortress city, or Safehold, that is the
seat of the monarchy on Greater Aynglica. It is also known as the
House of Kings.
Amber Plains – Aynglican/Ox-Men – The home to White-Hoof’s
herd on Lesser Aynglica. Generally these plains are left alone, so
that the Ox-Men live in peace even if there are settlements of
Aynglicans around the periphery of the plains.
Ange – Aynglican – One of the largest Kerathi cities. It’s in the
Östlichreich, and was the only large city in the Clan Isles that held
out well against Corydon’s forces, mostly because it had been a
place of soldier training and weapons manufacturing.
Atriondi Giuramenti – Aurean – The great ceremonial hall where a
Grand Helion and the Voice of the Firmament are both sworn in.
Literally, it means the Hall of Oaths.
Aviaries of Aaren – Aurean – The famed aviaries of Aetheline which
hold the widest and largest collection of birds assembled anywhere
in the Broken Crown. Cassius the Extravagant completed them in
642 A.E.
Aynglica – Aynglican – This is the name for the islands that
comprise the Aynglican kingdoms. It is sometimes dissected into
the three major provinces: Greater Aynglica, Lesser Aynglica, and
Outer Aynglica, which is made up of three major islands and a few
minor ones. While these kingdoms may share a name, that is
about all they share. The rulers of Aynglica are a jealous lot, and
the feuds among them are many.
Aynglican Gap – This is an opening in the Northern Fringe that
allows some storms to sweep down onto Outer Aynglica.
Balle – Aynglican – A city on the southwesternmost isle in Outer
Aynglica.
Banwha – Elegian – A major port city just north of the Bay of Seals.
Due to its length stretching north and south, it is in effect two ports,
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one to the south entering the Bay of Seals, and the larger one
facing north toward Qinor and Miniya.
Bay of Kings – Aynglican – The silty bay at the mouth of the Sorne
River.
Bay of Seals – Elegian – A bay formed on the south side of the
isthmus that connects the Empress’ Arm to the mainland of
Elegius. The rocky islets along the Empress’ Arm side of the bay
make it popular mating grounds for seals.
Beni Sufi – Elegian – A city south of the Drylands on Elegius.
Bode – Kerathi – Another Kerathi port hit by Illias. It’s also the home
of Torgny, who took up arms against Illias after seeing his
hometown burnt.
Boyne – Aynglican – a city in Outer Aynglica just across the water
from Fedemere. It’s the closest you can get to the important city
without stepping foot on Greater Aynglica.
Braying Jackass – Aynglican – A famous roadhouse on the
highway between Fairport and Alacazzare.
Brentholm – Kerathi – A port city on an island near Maethlin. It was
chosen as the point for the first of Illias’ attacks on the vessels of
the Kerathi.
Broken Crown – the term for the collective circle of islands and
landmasses, that makes up the known lands of Elegia. There are a
few outlying islands but they are generally considered to be part of
the Broken Crown. Mueran Deepcrossers speak of lands that lie
beyond known maps and of the strange peoples that inhabit them,
but there is little or no solid proof of their existence.
Browntree River – Aynglican – The middle of the three major
tributaries of the Sorne River system. Its deep waters feed the
lumber-rich Greatwood on the western side of Greater Aynglica.
Burfas – Aynglican - A port city on the southern end of Greater
Aynglica, east of Eidenbren.
Caeomn – Aynglican – The largest city on Lesser Aynglica, and the
seat of governance on that isle.
Cashelle – Aynglican – This is an Aynglican island that lies on a key
trade route. Its famous fortress, Schevode, was the site of
Latham’s Strike during the War of Sixteen Islands.
Cevallius – Aurean – An industrial Menocitta on the Crooked Ridge
near Aetheline.
Cenalium – Aurean – This is the largest Aurean city and the center
of Aurean life. It was also the first one built after they had to leave
the lowlands. It was finished in 32 A.E. It is situated on top of the
mountain in the center of the Kerathi controlled island of Maethlin.
Cennae – Aurean – A Menocitta under Choraeyn’s jurisdiction that is
south of Qinor, in the mountains to the west of The Vale.
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Choraeyn – Aurean – This is one of the Aurean Grancittas. It was
the fourth built. It was finished in 68 A.E. It was also the first
Grancitta built in a mountain over Elegian territories.
Clan Islands – Kerathi – The collective name for the group of
Kerathi inhabited islands. There are dozens of islands with even
more Clans on them. The interrelations between clans can be
confusing, even to them. As a result, it’s sometimes hard to tell
who will be fighting alongside who and why. Because of the
cultural differences between east and west in the clan islands, the
Clan Islands are often broken into two halves: The Westlichreich
and the Östlichreich (Western and Eastern Kingdoms). Part of this
was caused by the differing primary enemies of each half of the
clan islands, the Aynglicans in the east and the Elegians in the
west.
Colonnadi Dignitae – Aurean – This is the central tower in
Aetheline, and therefore the greatest and tallest one. It’s also the
home of the Grand Helion.
Crooked Ridge – Aurean – This is a long and mostly narrow island,
with the exception of two large bulging protrusions of land, which
makes up the southwestern border of the Broken Crown. Aetheline
lies in the eastern bulge, while Lake Silicia lies in the western
bulge. The entire island tends to get rather cold. Other than
Aetheline and a few Menocittas, it is almost entirely uninhabited,
as there is no arable land to grow food on and it; however, seal
and whale hunters sometimes camp in the shallows north of the
Crooked Ridge.
Crown of Gods – The name for the great collection of landmasses
prior to its breaking by the Ox-men’s song and subsequent
renaming as the Broken Crown. This happened during the Fall of
Rummil. The Crown of Gods lasted from the time the Lost Ones
were banished up until the beginning of the Elegian Empire. The
total span of Yarres is unknown; although it is surely longer than
the remaining landmasses have been collectively known as the
Broken Crown.
Crown of Neith – Elegian – The roughly triangular rocky island east
of the Lake of Grey, where The Vale and Elegius meet. It’s named
for the famed Empress Neith II.
Daryut – Elegian – The city on the Gulf of Royals to the east of
Banwha.
Daughter’s Palace – Elegian – Also known as the Palace of Future
Empresses, it is the house, center of commerce and government,
and also largest temple in Miniya all wrapped into one artistically
rendered building. It is nothing compared to some of the greater
buildings and palaces of mainland Elegius though.
Drylands – Elegian – This is the name given to the deserts that
make up most of the southern half of Elegius.
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Durenia – Aurean – One of the Aurean Grancittas. It was the sixth
built. It was finished in 125 A.E. This was the second one built in a
mountain overlooking Elegian lands.
Edfu – Elegian – A large city east of Serjan along the Empress’
Bounty.
Eidenbren – Aynglican - A port city on the southern end of Greater
Aynglica, west of Burfas.
Elegia – The world. Not to be confused with the island Elegius or the
Elegians, who are a race that named themselves after the world, or
vice versa. No one remembers which way it happened.
Elegian Gap – A gap in the Broken Crown between the Empress’
Arm and the Northern Fringe.
Elegius – Elegian – The mainland and heart of the Elegian Empire,
which is now in a much diminished state compared to its former
glory. It is perhaps the most populous island in all of the Broken
Crown.
Empress’ Arm – Elegian – A mountainous peninsula of Elegius that
protects most of the landmass from the storms coming through the
Elegian Gap. It also forms one side of the lands that form the Gulf
of Royals.
Empress’ Bounty – Elegian – The name for not only the large river
that nearly splits Elegius in two from east to west, but also for all of
its tributaries. While this collective name for quite an extensive
river system can be confusing, the Empresses insist on keeping
the name.
Empress’ Sands – Elegian – The name for the sandy white island
off the southwestern corner of Elegius. The purest sands in the
world come from there.
Erstusis – Aurean – A Menocitta under Durenia’s jurisdiction that is
situated in the mountains of the Empress’ Arm, north of the Elegian
island city of Miniya.
Eye of Tulis – A maelstrom of trapped storms and currents between
islands at the end of Greveth’s Mercy.
Fairport – Aynglican – The great city astride the mouth of the Sorne
River on Greater Aynglica. Aside from Rummas and Jhiza, there
are no greater ports in the Broken Crown.
Far Muera – Mueran – A collection of isles beyond the Broken
Crown. It lies unprotected from the elements and is often battered
by the storms of the Outer Seas. It is home to the most remote and
xenophobic Muerans.
Faydeb – Elegian – A city not far from Banwha on the southernmost
extent of the Empress’ Arm on the Bay of Seals.
Fedemere – Aynglican – The home of the Council of Great Lords,
the governing and interceding body of all Aynglican territories. The
disputes between regions are settled there in hopes of preventing
another civil war.
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Fjorlen – Kerathi – a coastal city on the island of Maethlin, which
also holds the cities of Harsbrukke and Norsjalde.
Fogreate – Kerathi – An island once held by the Aynglicans before
the ruthless Thaumaturge Hilde of Norsakke poisoned and killed all
the inhabitants. Presently, a small clan of Kerathi who are distantly
related to Hilde holds the island.
Forsaken Isles – Independent – This is a trio of volcanic islands that
lie to the west of the Broken Crown. They are home to exiles, the
mad, the Deepcrossers, and other people who wish not to be
found. Because of their remoteness, the Elegian Empire never
conquered them.
Four Bridges – Aynglican – A small village that was decimated in
606 A.E. during the final battle of the Aynglican Civil War. It was
rebuilt in 609 A.E., but only as a monument to the restructuring and
reorganization of the Aynglican government system. Four large
towers were raised in the four corners of the old city and the
broken bridges were never rebuilt. New fords were used and new
bridges were erected.
Fulajyd – Kerathi – A large island lying at the western side of the
Östlichreich. It forms the middle zone between the western and
eastern Kerathi Clan Islands. Because of its size and richness, as
well as its location, it is one of the most important islands that the
Kerathi control.
Gap of Storms – The southeastern quarter of the Broken Crown.
The Mueran Belt lies in this quarter, where there are no
mountainous islands to break the storms of the Outer Seas.
Gap of Winds – An opening in the Broken Crown between the
Crooked Ridge and the Empress’ Arm. The winds are very violent
in this Gap and laden with moisture that they have robbed from
Elegius, which results in the Drylands.
Gevaud – Aurean – One of the Aurean Grancittas. It was the second
built. It was finished in 37 A.E. and it marked the first expansion of
Aurean culture after so many died making the transition from
lowland life to mountain living.
Gnat Marshes – Independent – The name for a region on the island
of Zaraig, which lies north of the Crooked Ridge. It has been a
territory of both the Elegian Empire and of the Aynglicans, but the
spread of the unpleasant and very buggy marshes for which it is
named have rendered it all but uninhabitable. Only the heartiest
and most stubborn settlers or those who don’t wish to be found live
there now. This makes it a popular place for brigands to hide.
Grancittas – Aurean – The collective term for the major cities of the
Aurean people. They are in order of founding: Cenalium (32 A.E.),
Gevaud (37 A.E.), Tibusin (51 A.E.), Choraeyn (68 A.E.),
Reselhine (97 A.E.), Durenia (125 A.E.), Aetheline (212 A.E.), and
Muralius (232 A.E.).
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Grand Canal of Banwha – Elegian – A massive engineering feat
that connects the Gulf of Royals to the Bay of Seals, making it
possible to avoid going all the way around Elegius or the Empress’
Arm. Started in 689 after a great amount of interest was stirred up,
largely on the part of Edvard Farsail, it was opened in 709, though
it was not completed until 714 A.E. It stretches for nearly twenty
Kilomes, and its sides are lined with granite and cement. Teams of
horses or oxen help pull ships through, and it is wide enough to
have several vessels passing through at a time.
Great Stairs – Aurean – The set of stairs that was carved into the
mountains to lead from the Inner Seas side of the Crooked Ridge
up to the city of Aetheline. This was built in hopes of eventual
resumption of cooperation with the Lowlands. The Great Stairs
were added after the city’s completion, and were finished in 225
A.E.
Greater Aynglica – Aynglican – The main kingdom of Aynglica, and
the largest single island in Aynglican holding. It is where the
noblest and purest of their blood reside.
Greatwood – Aynglican – The massive forest on the western side of
Greater Aynglica.
Greveth’s Mercy – A long island, hundreds of Kilomes long that
protects Aynglica from the ravaging storms of the Outer Seas. It
forms the eastern and northeastern portion of the Broken Crown. It
terminates at the Eye of Tulis. While there are settlements on it,
the entire island is not officially claimed by any group.
Greysand River – Aynglican – The southernmost and smallest of
the tributaries of the Sorne River system. It terminates at Lake
Chasseralle.
Gulf of Royals – Elegian – The broad expanse of water between the
Empress’ Arm and Elegius. Miniya lies within this gulf.
Hall of Oaths – Aurean – See Atriondi Giuramenti
Hall of Wisdom – Elegian – The term used to refer to the
monumental-sized throne room of the Empress. This is but one
small part of the House of She in Jhiza.
Harsbrukke – Kerathi – This was Rolf’s home clan village, also on
the island of Maethlin, just like Norsjalde and Fjorlen.
Hill of a Thousand Eyes – Rumani – a cliff on the north side of the
main island of Rummas that is riddled with caves sea birds nest in.
It’s a famous sight, and it’s considered to be good luck if you can
visit all of the cliffs. This is a feat rarely accomplished before death
by old age or from falling off the cliffs.
Hiloa – Mueran – The northernmost inhabited island in the Mueran
Belt. There are actually a few islands further north, but they’re
islets of little worth, mostly sandy shoals, coral beds that protrude
from the water, or something uninhabitable by men.
House of Kings – Aynglican – See Alacazzare
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House of She – Elegian – See The World Seat of the One Who
Walks Among us as a Goddess Incarnate
Hundred Isles – Elegian – The name for what is actually a bit less
than a hundred isles that lie at the mouth of the Empress’ Bounty.
Many are little more than glorified sandbars, but a few of them
have small fishing settlements and trading ports on them. Because
they form the entrance to the inner lands of Elegius, the Elegian
navy heavily patrols them.
Inner Seas – A collective term for dozens of smaller seas that make
up the waters between the major known landmasses of Elegia,
which form something of a ringed barrier against the harsh weather
of the Outer Seas.
Isle of Hunt – Aynglican – An island rich with game that lies off the
coast of Greater Aynglica, used only for the king’s hunting parties.
A large cabin and a lighthouse are about the only buildings there,
other than what is necessary to feed, bathe, and entertain the King
and his friends when they want to go there.
Jhiza – Elegian – The capital city of Elegius and therefore the
Elegian Empire. It is here that the Empress’ Palace is situated, as
well as the largest body of royal guards in Elegius, the Royal
Temple of Juria, and a number of other official buildings. It is the
most magnificent city in the Empire, with more history than any
other cities. It was never completely destroyed even in the Fall of
the Empire.
Jierjah – Elegian – The city on the Gulf of Royals to the west of
Banwha.
Ka’Shann – Rumani – The greatest colony of the Rumani since the
Loss of Home. Founded on the plains of the northern elbow in
Greveth’s Mercy in 13 A.E., it was the longest-lasting chance for
the Rumani to have a new land of their own. It grew rapidly into
prominence and showed great promise until their Prophet Kostya
died of treachery, murdered by his own jealous disciples. The city
fell into anarchy in 48 A.E. and was destroyed. Even now, its
bones exist, but none will build too near the place because it is
believed to be ill luck.
Kerathi Gap – An opening in the Northern Fringe that allows some
storms to sweep down onto the Clan Islands.
Koege – Kerathi – Another of the last holdouts against Corydon.
Kunoeha – Mueran – The largest island in Far Muera. Mount
Loakea is on this island.
Lake of Grey – Elegian – The Lake that splits the Vale from Elegius.
It’s named such because the reflections of the mountains that
surround most of it give its waters a grey color.
Lake Chasseralle – Aynglican – The Lake at the end of the
Greysand River on Greater Aynglica. Expensive estates of wealthy
nobles surround the lake.
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Lake Silicia – Aurean – This is the highest lake in the world, and it’s
purported to have special powers. Lake Silicia is located in the
heart of the mountains in the western bulge of the Crooked Ridge,
somewhat distant from Aetheline. It’s also known as the Mirror of
Haestos because of the way the winds die down until the surface is
like glass and it reflects the moonlight in the deepest part of clear
evenings.
Lannery – Aynglican – A city on the southwesternmost isle in Outer
Aynglica.
Lesser Aynglica – Aynglican – A smaller province of Aynglica, as
well as a separate island. It is home to the lesser nobles, and is
split into a series of small duchies.
Loch Laseen – Aynglican – The small lakelet at the end of the
Redwine River.
Lower Cenalium – Aurean – Corydon’s hidden settlement within the
mountain that Cenalium rests atop. There is where the darkresistant Aureans are being bred.
Lowlands – Aurean – An Aurean term that refers to anywhere not
populated by Aureans, who only live on top of mountains.
Lunde – Kerathi – A port city where Torgny makes his first stand
against Illias’ assault team. His results are mixed, but are
considered a success by most.
Maethlin – Kerathi – The Island on which the cities of Fjorlen,
Harsbrukke, and Norsjalde are located.
Marceaupo’s Foot – Mueran – A collection of islands at the eastern
end of the Mueran Belt that resembles a foot.
Mediya – Rumani – A lawless settlement on the northwestern crook
of Greveth’s Mercy, a remnant of Ka’Shann’s former inhabitants,
though of much lesser glory. It’s a dangerous city filled with
outlaws and undesirables.
Mehitte – Mueran – A western island in the Mueran Belt that is the
starting and ending point of their once a Yarre 4000 Kilome race
called the Tauwhawhai.
Menocittas – Aurean – The collective term for the minor cities of the
Aurean people. Sometimes these are so small that they do not
even have a proper Lesser Helion. Dozens of these settlements
pepper the mountaintops around the Broken Crown.
Mere Marcella – Aynglican – The large lake at the end of the Sorne
River on the western side of Greater Aynglica.
Messinia – Aurean – A Menocitta under Choraeyn’s jurisdiction. It is
on Elegius, south of the Crown of Neith.
Miniya – Elegian – An island city just east of the Empress’ Arm in
the Gulf of Royals. It’s presently a place for disgraced soldiers,
servants, and other people who have displeased the Empress in
some way, though it used to have a more dignified purpose before
The Fall of the Empire. The Daughter’s Palace is here.
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Mirror of Haestos – Aurean – See Lake Silicia
Mokkjokk – Kerathi – One of the few remaining Kerathi settlements
at the time of the alliance counterattack against Corydon.
Mount Loakea – Mueran – The tall mountain on the Far Mueran
island of Kunoeha, which is one of the tallest mountains in all of
the Broken Crown.
Mueran Belt – Mueran – An archipelago of islands in the
southeastern portion of the Broken Crown. They lie on the Gap of
Storms, and the weather there can be exceedingly harsh and
stormy.
Muralius – Aurean – One of the Aurean Grancittas. It was the eighth
built and last to be built. It was finished in 232 A.E. It lies
overlooking the Eye of Tulis, and more distantly Lesser Aynglica.
Mut – Elegian – A city south of Banwha on the Bay of Seals, west of
the Drylands.
Naest – Kerathi – A northern city in the Westlichreich.
Nairbo – Aurean – A Menocitta on the Northern Fringe, north of
Thistedt Island, that lies in the jurisdiction of Gevaud.
Nehkel – Elegian – A city south of the Drylands on Elegius that
frequently has to deal with pirates and raiders from Zaraig.
New Rummil – Rumani – A legendary kingdom that is forthcoming.
They believe that there will be one of their own who will help them
build a new kingdom. There have been many who claimed to be
the one sent by Uman who would lead them back into prosperity,
but all have met with failure. Some blame this on their kind
becoming too accustomed to wandering and not wanting to settle
down again.
Norsjalde – Kerathi – a coastal city on the island of Maethlin, which
also holds the cities of Harsbrukke and Fjorlen.
Norsakke – Kerathi – The ancestral home of Hilde. It was one of the
islands involved in the War of Sixteen Islands.
Northern Fringe – A row of thin, mountainous islands that serve as
a storm barrier that protects the Kerathi Clan Islands and Aynglica
from most of the harsh weather of the Outer Seas. Kerathi, some
Rumani, exiles and miners, and other people who wish to avoid
more civilized and lawful regions settled on some of these islands.
Observatori Delsolluna – Aurean – The grand celestial observatory
in Aetheline. Grand Helion Junius the Skywatcher built the
observatory in 410 A.E.
Östlichreich – Kerathi – The eastern half of the Clan Islands. The
Kerathi there are known to be a little bit lighter skinned because of
their interbreeding with the Aynglicans, though this occurs mostly
because of warriors and soldiers raping village women in the
enemy’s lands.
Outer Aynglica – Aynglican – This is a series of smaller holdings
and the islands other than Greater and Lesser Aynglica. The
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lowest nobles, titled lords, and faithful servants of the highest
nobility of Greater Aynglica might be gifted with a small fief on one
of these islands.
Outer Seas – These might be more truly named as the oceans of
Elegia, which dominate the greater part of the known world. With
few sparse islands to break the storms of the open seas, there is
little to keep the storms in check. The Outer Seas are treacherous,
and are tread upon only in times of great need, except by the
braver of the Mueran, who are fearless on any body of water.
Palace of Future Empresses – Elegian – See Daughter’s Palace
Pandrine – Aynglican – One of the largest two settlements in Outer
Aynglica, and one of the most influential. It’s sometimes
considered the capital of that region.
Pashia – Aynglican – A mining settlement of great size on a
triangular peninsula along the western side of Greveth’s Mercy.
Outer Aynglica rules it, even if it often finds ways around the laws
of Aynglica, on account of its remote location.
Punaei – Mueran – The name of the sizeable island in the Mueran
Belt just to the east of Mehitte.
Qinor – Elegian – A heavily defended settlement and naval grounds
on an island northwest of The Vale.
Ras Edir – Elegian – A city in the southeastern stretches of Elegius,
just south of the southernmost of the Hundred Isles.
Ras Soag – Elegian – A large city east of Serjan along the Empress’
Bounty.
Red Hills – Aynglican – A hilly region in Outer Aynglica surrounding
the large city of Stormway. They’re full of iron and copper.
Redwine River – Aynglican – The northernmost and greatest of the
tributaries of the Sorne River system. It ends at the Smallwood and
Loch Laseen in the north, and it extends as far south as the
junction with the Browntree.
Relcivyk – Kerathi – An island that lies along the western, concave
side of Fulajyd.
Reselhine – Aurean – One of the Aurean Grancittas. It was the fifth
built. It was finished in 97 A.E. after a forty Yarre period of slowing
expansion. This one was the first built over what is usually
considered Aynglican territory.
Rihyas – Independent – This is the lone settlement on Zaraig of any
size, the only others being the encampments of rebels and raiders
living within the Gnat Marshes. It is independent from the greater
governments of any race, and its population is a diverse mix of
misfits and folk to stubborn to give up on what everyone else
deems a failing settlement. It’s been destroyed many times in
various proportions, but never so bad as in 532 A.E. when pirates
burned it and ended Aynglican occupation.
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Riminius – Aurean – A Menocitta under the jurisdiction of Cenalium.
It is a fair source of both crystals and ore, but not a spectacular
source of either. Its population was small, and it was largely left out
of the conflict, even if soldiers enforced the transformations there
as well as at Cenalium.
Ring of Four Gods – Rumani – The black circle of stone where the
army of Lost Ones perished upon New Rummil. Greveth’s fires
burnt all the bodies to ash, but nothing would ever grow there after
that.
Royal Temple of Juria – Elegian – The largest temple in the Broken
Crown. Only the Empress and her offspring may worship in the
inner sanctum, while the important and loyal upper class may
worship in the outer sanctum. The temple is in the Elegian
Empire’s capital city of Jhiza.
Rummas – Rumani – A trio of islands that some believe are all that
is left of Rummil. It’s the largest gathering of Rumani on Elegia,
and also very lawless. All the other Rumani are scattered to the
edges of the world. It exists independently because of its position
on a trading route between Aynglica and Elegius, and because it’s
remote enough that ruling it would be a hassle for any empire.
Rummil – Rumani – The lost kingdom of the Rumani. No one knows
where it existed, and there are half a dozen sites where it
supposedly was. Treasure hunters and historians still seek it.
Safsaf – Elegian – The lone settlement of size on The Empress’
Sands. It’s famous for exporting high quality sands, as well as the
ceramics, glass, and mirrors they make there.
Schevode – Aynglican – A key fortress during the War of Sixteen
Islands. It was captured during Latham’s Strike. It was reclaimed
for a large sum of money and a few small islands after the war was
over.
Serjan – Elegian – A large city at the headwaters of the Empress’
Bounty on Elegius. It is the nearest major settlement to the cities
around Banwha, making it an important stopover for trade.
Seundsvalle – Kerathi – Another port city attacked by Illias’ fleet.
Skanelan – Kerathi – A large settlement on the Northern Fringe near
Maethlin. It was one of the first places to fall to the spread of
Cenalium’s influences, though it was not so badly ruined as the
places that were attacked next.
Sky Row – Aynglican – The nickname for the winding series of
rooftop pathways in Fairport used by thieves, messengers, spies,
and other folks whose trades depend on stealth.
Smallwood – Aynglican – The smaller of the two large forests on
Greater Aynglica. It is on the northern end of the island.
Sorne River – Aynglican – The largest river system in the Broken
Crown, situated on Greater Aynglica and irrigating the entire
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island. Its major tributaries are: The Redwine, The Browntree, and
The Greysand Rivers.
Stormway – Aynglican – The second largest city in Outer Aynglica,
second to Pandrine. It is also the home of Jens Karllack and the
modern incarnation of The Bold Company.
Thistedt – Kerathi – A rocky island south of the Northern Fringe and
west of Outer Aynglica. It’s known for its modest dwellings and
rocky terrain. Few folks live there, as much because of the weather
and terrain as because of the frequent raids by both Kerathi and
Aynglicans. It’s a frequently disputed territory, but is currently more
commonly associated with the Kerathi Östlichreich even if it has
ties with Outer Aynglica as well.
Thracaeum – Aurean – A small Menocitta to the west of Aetheline,
one built on the high shores of Lake Silicia. Mostly priests, who
have a history of producing the men who will become Voice of the
Firmament, inhabit the small settlement.
Tibusin – Aurean – One of the Aurean Grancittas. It was the third
built. It was finished in 51 A.E. It lies on the Northern Fringe
overlooking Kerathi clan lands.
Trents – Aynglican – A city in the western isles of Outer Aynglica.
It’s the site of the first Aurean attack on Aynglican lands.
Trounedlag – Kerathi – A Kerathi Clan Island near Maethlin. It was
the site of the first major conflict in Illias’ campaign against the
Kerathi, where Torgny and Illias faced off for a second time.
Vaasa – Kerathi – The large city on the southern end of the island of
Fulajyd.
Vadser – Kerathi – Another port city attacked by Illias’ fleet.
Vale – Elegian/Ox-Men – An open stretch of grassy lands between
two mountain groupings on an island to the north of Elegius. The
island is also known by this name. It’s home to one of the largest
gatherings of Ox-Men on Elegia, as well as a few small Elegian
defensive settlements, as negotiated by Empress Femi IX.
Vinlands – Aynglican – The wide and fertile vineyard-laden valleys
that border the Redwine River on Greater Aynglica.
Voxjol – Kerathi – A far-flung outpost on The Northern Fringe, one of
the few settlements to escape most of Corydon’s wrath.
Waihailei – Mueran – The name of the largest island in the Mueran
Belt.
West Lane – Elegian – The name of a broad and important
thoroughfare that runs through the city of Miniya. The West Market
lies along this road.
Westlichreich – Kerathi – The western half of the Clan Islands.
They are known to be a little bit darker skinned because of their
interbreeding with the Elegians, though this occurs mostly because
of warriors and soldiers raping village women in the enemy’s lands.
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World Seat of the One Who Walks Among us as a Goddess
Incarnate – Elegian – The official name for the Empress’ Palace in
Jhiza. It’s also known as The House of She. This is the largest
structure in the Broken Crown, with a population larger than many
cities have.
Zaraig – Independent – A presently independent island that lies
north of the Crooked Ridge and east of Elegius. It is still policed by
the Elegian Empire, but not frequently. They usually send a force
to clean up brigands when complaints of attacks reach the ears of
the Empress. This can be rather seldom.
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GLOSSARY OF THINGS
A.C. – After Corydon. After the great war caused by Corydon and his
Dark Aureans, the scale of time was reset. A.C. Yarres directly
follow Yarre 769 A.E.
A.E. – After Empire, or sometimes referred to as After Elegia by
those who have a less than favorable opinion of the Elegians. The
current calendar system on Elegia was instated following the
collapse of the Elegian Empire, after which a dark age known as
The Godless Yarres occurred. The Aurean people arrived then,
helped the peoples of Elegia rebuild their broken nations, and gave
them their own calendar system. Prior to A.E., Y.E. was used to
number the Yarres. [Also see Appendix D for timeline]
Afieldsight – Uleaut – The name the Uleaut people give to a
condition whereby a person might leave their body and look afar
with their mind’s eye. Usually it’s considered a gift of Aaren, who
controls the winds. It’s a rare ability.
Aiviq – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘walrus.’
Amarok – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘wolf.’
Antipode Devices – Aurean – Developed by Iago’s scientists, these
defensive countermeasure devices use opposing charges to attract
attacking arc-lance fire. The arc-lance fire is converted back into
energy and is stored in batteries used to power weapons that can
be used to counterattack.
Arc-Lance – Aurean – A spear-like weapon with a curved handle
that can give off light and expend arcs of electrical current to
shock, kill, or incapacitate enemies.
Arc-Sword – Aurean – A roughly broadsword-shaped weapon with a
curved handle that can give off light and expend arcs of electrical
current to shock, kill, or incapacitate enemies.
Artificers of Chaveaoux – Aynglican – The collective name for the
priests and servants of the Goddess of Invention.
Auger Bombs – Aurean – Heavy bombs with explosive tips used for
penetrating and crushing Fliers or sometimes even small buildings.
Their aerodynamic shape allows them to drop relatively straight
down at high speeds. Their explosive tips aid in piercing hulls or
structures, while hooks at the tail end tear as they continue
through. Their impacts are damaging and their weight can
seriously upset a Flier’s course, causing it to spiral out of control or
crash.
Aumoana – Mueran – A nautilus shell, believed to be good luck and
a charm for protection of the bearer.
Aurean Calendar – While it is Aurean in origin, all peoples of the
Broken Crown use this calendar. The exception is the Ox-Men.
They have no known method for keeping track of the passage of
time. [Also see Appendix D for timeline]
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Aurean Measures – All the peoples of Elegia use this measurement
system. This was another gift of the Aureans to the people of
Elegia. It was one of the many things the Aureans shared with the
lowlanders during an era of cooperation and enlightenment.
Because the other races adopted this system, even the Elegians
chose to use the system to be able to ease commerce between
their people and the others. In addition, because it was based on
sets of 10, they saw it as superior to their own existing system that
had a series of complicated conversions when changing from one
unit to the next smaller or larger unit. See also Mayter, Kilome,
Layter, and Kee.
Aureans – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Aynglican Civil War – Aynglican – A vicious war between the
citizens of Lesser Aynglica and Outer Aynglica and the ruling
classes of Greater Aynglica. The conflict lasted four bloody Yarres,
starting with the revolt of Lesser Aynglica in 602 A.E., and ending
with the Battle of Four Bridges in 606 A.E., where the ruling class
won out. While the rebels lost, the Aynglican way of life underwent
a great number of changes.
Aynglicans – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Apuyyaq – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for their snow huts and
shelters.
Battle of Four Bridges – Aynglican – The final battle of the
Aynglican Civil War in 606 A.E. This is the bloodiest moment in
Aynglican history. The death toll for that single battle was
supposedly over 50,000.
Beforetimes – These were the Yarres before the Elegian Empire
was established. This term describes an unknown number of
Yarres preceding both the Yarres A.E. and Y.E. [Also See
Appendix D for timeline]
Bold Company – Aynglican – The legendary freedom fighters out of
Lesser Aynglica, who broke orders and went to the aid of their
countrymen in Outer Aynglica during the Outer Aynglica War.
Under their leader, Hans Karllack, they had a series of victories
over the last two Yarres of the war that lifted the Kerathi
occupation of at least three isles. To this Dee, there is a company
of soldiers in Outer Aynglica who carry the same name in honor of
the first Bold Company.
Bosoms of Yenis – Uleaut – The name they chose, honoring their
favorite Goddess, for the flowers that grow among the ice fields
that offer bulbs full of milky fluid. The Uleaut people feed this milk
to their young and ill, as it is full of nourishment.
B.T. – See Beforetimes
Butcher’s Accord – Elegian/Ox-Men – The agreement worked out
by Silverhorns and Empress Neith II that ended the slaughter of
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Ox-Men and gave them the grazing lands of The Vale as their own
in 382 Y.E.
Centi – 1/100 Mayter. Compare to Centimeters.
Common Coinage – Aynglican – See Pennies
Corsair – Rumani – Nishan’s flagship, bought with earnings and
tribute gained in Mediya.
Council of Great Lords – Aynglican – The ruling body of the
Aynglican territories. Representatives from all of the titled peerage
work together in very bureaucratic and ceremonial sessions that
eventually result in the laws that govern the three regions of
Aynglica. It’s an imperfect and pompous system. It seems to
prevent all major conflicts, even if there is still a lot of infighting and
disappearing representatives. This council was founded in 608
A.E., two Yarres after the end of the Aynglican Civil War.
Crown Coinage – Aynglican – See Markes
Crystal Pods – Aurean – This is an Aurean invention similar to a
light bulb. It expends collected energy to give off light in houses
and buildings in Aurean cities, projecting constant light in times
that would otherwise be dark.
Dark Aureans – Aurean – The name Orestes gave to the Aureans
changed by their blood transfusion project that allowed them to
withstand the dark.
Dark Pair – This is a term referring to the Dark God Porceth and his
wife, the Dark Goddess Wainseth. This term is used to avoid
mentioning either of them by name, which is considered an ill
omen. [Also see Appendix C for Deities]
Dark Poisoning – Aurean – The progressively more serious and
eventually lethal condition by which the lack of light begins to make
an Aurean feel physically ill, then delirious, and finally deathly ill.
Darksight Outlooks – Aurean – The name some give to the
modified Farsight Outlooks that act as weapons instead of
instruments of spying and reconnaissance.
Darkwatchers – Aurean – This is a type of priest that oversees the
dead of the Aurean race. They wait a full Dee in a dark chamber
for Nelius to claim the dead. They are allowed to have only a single
small source of light within the dark room as they hold their vigil.
Some also consider them servants of Kaneitha, the Goddess of
Darkness and Shadows.
Daughters of Fate – Aurean – Corydon’s answer to the Voice of the
Firmament. Meant as a counterpoint that would balance out
against the traditional values and religion of his people, the three
women that make up the Daughters of Fate were an attempt to
move toward dogmatism that he felt his people needed. They are a
substitute and a sort of new religion of opportunity he has created.
Deaths of Brothers – Aurean – See Fratello Muerte
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Decayarre – ten Yarres. [Also see Appendix E for Calendar and
Time]
Deci – 1/10 Mayter. Compare to decimeter.
Dee – a full turn of the sun and moon amounting to ten Ouers. The
ten different Dees are Einsdee, Tewsdee, Thraysdee, Fohrsdee,
Fyvesdee, Sechsdee, Sayvensdee, Aytesdee, Noinsdee, and
Zehnsdee. [Also see Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Deepcrossers – Mueran – Mueran Oceanwalkers who attempt to
cross the outer seas, circle the world, and reach the Forsaken
Islands. They usually leave from Far Muera, the most remote of
Mueran holdings.
Earthmaker – Rumani – another name for the God Uman.
Ehrenschuld – Kerathi – This is the Kerathi word for ‘debt of honor.’
Elegian Empire – Elegian – The expansion of the Elegian culture to
near total dominion over most of the peoples of Elegia and most of
the islands within the Broken Crown. The Fall of the Empire is
arguably the most significant event in the history of Elegia. Only
the arrival of the Aureans and the Godless Yarres can compare.
Elegians – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Empresses – Elegian – This is the name for Elegian coinage, which
has depictions of Elegian Empresses, past and present, on them.
They come in three shapes/denominations: round golden coins,
triangular silver coins, and the pentagonal bronze coins. The
number of sides helps determine how many are worth the next
step up. Therefore, one would need five of the pentagonal bronze
Empresses to equal one silver Empress. Then one would need
three of the triangular silver Empresses to equal one gold
Empress. Promissory notes are often used between regular
business partners instead of ferrying large piles of coins back and
forth.
Experientialists – Lost Ones – The original name for the group of
the creator’s offspring that eventually came to be known as the
Lost Ones.
Faestivul – One of five ceremonies during a Yarre, one for each
Saysuhn. They are: the Faestivul of Coming Growth, of Coming
Heat, of Coming Plenty, of Coming Cold, and of Renewal. [Also
see Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Fall, The – Elegian – Anytime someone mentions The Fall they refer
to the violent end of the Elegian Empire’s occupations of most of
the lands of the Broken Crown. Following the bloody wars that
resulted in the Empire’s collapse back to Elegius and a few minor
holdings, The Godless Yarres set in. It also marks the shift from
calendar Yarres from Y.E. to the A.E. scale delineated by the
Aurean Calendar. 0 A.E.
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Familienheime – Kerathi – family homes of the Kerathi. They are
arrayed around the Stammheim of the settlement, which is the clan
house that doubles as a sort of fortress.
Far Muerans – Mueran – A specific subgroup of Muerans who live
only in Far Muera, which has much harsher conditions than even
the Mueran Belt does. See also Muerans.
Farsight Outlooks – Aurean – An Aurean observation post situated
in the mountains. They use a series of precisely ground crystal
lenses set in a tube to watch the world below. Often, fog and
clouds obscure their line of sight. The first was reportedly built in
39 A.E.
Fear, The – Aurean – This is a theory about as well as Corydon’s
term for the psychological condition by which Aureans were made
dependent on light.
Felderbeeren – Kerathi – a variety of northern berries that produce
their bitter fruit often. They can also be made into a strong wine.
Flash Towers – Aurean – See Torredi Lampada
Flextainers – Aurean – elastic Aurean beverage containers. They’re
practically indestructible unless exposed to severe heat.
Flier – Aurean – See Guardian Fliers
Flower Enchanter – Kerathi – See Kerathi Thaumaturge
Forlatett – Rumani – An abandoned folk who live in the wilds
surrounding Mediya on Greveth’s Mercy. They live off the land and
dwell in the hills and forests. Their social order is unknown, but
there is some hierarchy of a sort. They are mostly Rumani, with
some Aynglican and a little Kerathi blood mixed in. The name
means, ‘Those Without Rules’ or ‘Those Who Forgot the Rules.’
See also Rumani.
Fourth Chance – Mueran – This was a Mueran ship bought in
Rihyas to carry Anthea and her companions to Aetheline. Initially it
was named The Chance, but with some graffiti, Rolf made the
name into a joke about Makan’s sailing abilities.
Fratello Muerte – Aurean – The bloody battle in Cenalium that
occurred when loyalists to Grand Helion Placido confronted the
usurping forces of Greater Helion Ilario. This is sometimes referred
to as The Death of Brothers or The Kinslaying as well, though the
proper name is most widely recognized and used. 319 A.E.
Gods’ Storms – Mueran – The term the Muerans use for when a
storm of the Outer Seas meets a storm of the Inner Seas, or when
the vastly differing air currents of both bodies of water meet and
cause a horrible storm.
Godless Yarres – This is the name given to the thirty Yarres of
plague, bloody war, and anarchy that followed the collapse of the
Elegian Empire. This is seen as a time when the Pantheon of Gods
and Goddesses turned their faces from Elegia and let the people
fall into darkness. Some claim it was punishment for overthrowing
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their chosen race, the Elegians. The Aurean people arrived then,
from no one knows where, built their cities, and helped the races of
Elegia put aside their feuds and rebuild. The thirty Dees of
Faestivuls in each Yarre of the new calendar system
commemorate these thirty Yarres. 1-31 A.E.
Grand Helion – Aurean – Arguably the most important person in
Aurean society, though it depends on how strong the person
holding this title is. There are often times when the Voice of the
Firmament is considered to be the greatest person of Aurean
society. The Grand Helion tours every major Aurean city each
Yarre in a custom-made Guardian Flier. His home is Aetheline.
Upon death, their name is restored to them along with an honorary
title.
Grand Mercantile Association of Aynglica – Aynglican – This
group was made in answer to the Council of Great Lords, which
was consolidating power and raising taxes as well as trying to
control tariffs and inter-island trade. It aims to protect financial and
commercial interests of independent parties, companies,
associations, and guilds. With its great wealth and heavy support,
it has powerful lobbying ability within the Council of Great Lords.
Some smaller merchants resent the cuts of their profits assumed
by the Association though. This association was founded in 610
A.E., two Yarres after the founding of the Council of Great Lords.
Great Conquest – Elegian – The period between 609 and 760 Y.E.
when the Empire was at war with all of the nations of the Broken
Crown. Beginning with Rummas and Zaraig, they expanded to
Mehitte and the Mueran Belt. After that, they began attacking the
Kerathi and the Aynglicans, who finally surrendered in 760 and 755
respectively.
Greater Helion – Aurean – The third most important person in
Aurean society. He is in charge of Cenalium, but is expected to
answer to the Grand Helion and the Voice of the Firmament.
Guardians – Aurean – Aurean warriors and defenders. They
typically wear bronze, gold, and white and are armed with arcswords and/or arc-lances.
Guardian Fliers – Aurean – a flying vessel powered by the sun and
driven by powerful fans that allows the vessel to fly, if slowly. They
are so costly to make that they are almost impossible to replace.
They tend to come in three sizes: recon, incursion, and force. They
hold approximately 3, 8, and 20 passengers/crew members,
respectively.
Halbe Männer – Kerathi – A term meaning ‘Half Men,’ which was
once used as an insult aimed toward men among the Kerathi who
would not openly fight, but chose more peaceful ways to support a
war, such as providing food, making weapons, and other non-
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combat roles. After Latham’s Strike, it was a term used only in
reverence to those who aid war from off the battlefield.
Hands of the Empress – Elegian – The names for the two major
generals of the Elegian Empire. The Right Hand of the Empress is
in charge of maintaining the order and defense of the Empire,
while the Left Hand of the Empress is in charge of offensive
actions and maneuvers.
Haykee – ½ Kee.
Hectoyarre – a hundred Yarres or ten Decayarres, [Also see
Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Helion – The term used to denote a leader in Aurean Society. There
are various levels of this position. See also, Grand Helion,
Greater Helion, and Lesser Helion.
Hersker – Kerathi – This term means ‘Ruler’ in the Kerathi dialect of
Low Elegian. This title is used to refer to clan chieftains.
High Elegian – Elegian/Aurean – The tongue of Elegian nobility,
which has also been adapted for use by the Aureans.
House of Endless Rooms – This is the fabled home of the God
Nelius, where the dead go to rest.
Hundred Souls – Rumani – A group of Rumani sworn to Kostya,
whose souls were tied to Ka’Shann as its guardians and
defenders. Even after the city died, they could not leave or die.
Ice-Walkers – Aurean – The term Aureans use for the Uleaut
people.
Immensia Celebrazione – Aurean – The name of Cassius the
Extravagant’s election festival, the richest party in Aurean history.
Innsmen – Aynglican – Men, usually, who help inns and other
places for rent find customers to fill their vacancies. They ply the
docks and city entry points, offering their best deals for the shrewd
and their best swindles for the foolish.
Inselnsie Ergreifen – Kerathi – The Kerathi seizure of many small
islands from Outer Aynglica in 607 A.E., shortly after the Aynglican
Civil War. Literally, it means capture or seizure of islands. With its
garrisons and ships spread thin and unable to defend itself, Outer
Aynglica was ripe when the Kerathi attacked and took much from
them. Some of the islands remained in Kerathi hands even now,
though some were retaken in the Outer Aynglican War.
Kanaka’e – Mueran – This is the term they give to the lawless ones
who ride the seas and range far from Far Muera. Literally, it means
‘strangers.’ See also Muerans.
Kee – the basic unit of weight. Compare to a kilogram.
Kerambits – Mueran – Hooked Mueran knives with holes in them to
slide fingers through. They function like talons at the end of a fist,
and it’s almost impossible to disarm someone with them.
Kerathi – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
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Kerathi Pox – Mueran – The name they gave to a plague spread by
sick Kerathi soldiers who washed up on one of their islands and
began killing, stealing, and raping.
Kerathi Thaumaturge – Kerathi – A woman of the Kerathi race that
is able to perform feats of magick with the use of flowers and
chanting. There are usually six or less. [Also see Appendix F]
Kilome – a unit of 1000 Mayters. Compare to a kilometer.
Kriegegesetze – Kerathi – These are Kerathi laws set by the
Sammenkomst that describe how a war between clans may be
carried out. There are severe consequences for deviating from
these laws.
Kringmerk – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for their local breeds of
‘dog.’
Land’s Children – Ox-Men – The name the Gods give to the OxMen, who are not born from them or created by them. See also
Ox-Men.
Landborn – Ox-Men – See Ox-Men
Landbound – Mueran – A Mueran term for those among their kind
that live most of their time on the islands rather than living the
typical life of a Mueran on a boat. The reasons for doing this vary,
so this is a collective term. Some use it as an insult, especially the
more traditional-minded elders among the Mueran.
Landdeaf – Ox-Men – The term the Ox-Men use for all other races.
Latham’s Strike – Kerathi – The famous attack on Schevode
fortress during the War of Sixteen Islands. Latham led a civilian
army, and through the use of unconventional tactics, he captured
the fortress where the Kerathi armies had failed siege attempts
three times before. 729 A.E.
Layter – the basic unit of capacity, compare to a liter.
Lenseye - Aurean – A sort of telescope or view scope with
interchangeable lenses for different distances.
Lesser Helion – Aurean – An Aurean governor in charge of a
settlement or Menocitta.
Lodefish – Mueran – a Mueran name for a type of fish that has a
magnetic rock in their heads. They use these stones to locate one
another for mating and schooling purposes.
Longrunner Galleys – Kerathi – A Kerathi war galley, some of
which are converted over into cargo ships during times of peace.
These ships have the most range of any Kerathi ship, and they’re
most likely to be seen in places far from the Clan Islands, as the
other ships can’t always make the sea crossings.
Loss of Home – Rumani – The name given for the event by which
the Rumani were deprived of their kingdom. There is still no
definitive evidence whether it happened by the destruction of their
cities or a natural calamity that caused their island to sink into the
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seas. Many theories exist about the event and the location of the
kingdom. The approximated date of this occurrence is 145 Y.E.
Lost Ones – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Lover’s Bracelets – Rumani – These are primarily an item used in
Rummas, though they’ve grown in popularity throughout the
Broken Crown, especially among Aynglican couples. They depict
The God Solmin and the Goddess Ithilia engaging in carnal acts.
They’re always sold in pairs, one for each lover.
Low Elegian – A tongue used by the common folk in the Elegian
Empire, as well as the tongue of the subjugated peoples ruled over
by the Elegian Nobility. Aynglicans, Kerathi, Rumani, and the
Mueran now use it as their prime languages, although each race
has made certain adaptations in the centuries since the fall of the
Elegian Empire.
Marked One – Rumani – A reference to a pivotal figure in Rumani
history, one foretold by Dorjan the Seer in his volume ‘Destiny of
the Forgotten.’
Markes – Aynglican – Also called crown coinage; this is the currency
and coinage for noblemen and the upper class of Aynglica. They,
like their common currency cousins the pennies, come in three
varieties. Those varieties are silver, gold, and platinum. Five silver
markes equal one gold marke, and ten gold markes equal one
platinum marke. Also note that if you go from the rich standard to
the common standard, one silver marke equals ten pewter
pennies. See also Pennies.
Mayter – the basic unit of length. Compare to a meter.
Mueran – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Mulo – Rumani – The spirits of the dead.
Munth – thirty Dees or three Waykes. [Also see Appendix E for
Calendar and Time]
Mynette – a hundred Saycunds and a hundredth of an Ouer. [Also
see Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Nanuq – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘polar bears.’ They regard
them with respect, as they are their greatest predators and
competitors.
Nohoheleu – Mueran – A collective title for the greatest
Deepcrossers of Far Muera. They’re a venerable bunch that has
seen more of the world’s oceans and seas than any other living
people. See also Muerans. [Also see Nohoheleu entry in Glossary
of People]
Oceanwalker – Mueran – A title of respect gifted onto a Mueran by a
tribal loremaster. It is a title given only to the greatest of sailors
among the tribe, sailors who have ranged far and wide on the inner
and outer seas.
Ouer – a hundred Mynettes [Also see Appendix E for Calendar and
Time]
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Our Place Before – Aurean – The Aurean term for their unknown
and greatly debated place of origin.
Outer Aynglican War – Kerathi/Aynglican – This conflict was
between the easternmost islands of the Kerathi Östlichreich and
Outer Aynglica. Greater Aynglica refused to get involved, saying
that it was their problem. They didn’t hesitate to benefit from selling
arms and supplies to Outer Aynglica at a profit both during and
after the war. This conflict served to highlight the disparities and
injustices still plaguing Aynglican society. The war took place from
656-672 A.E.
Ox-Men – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Paipiiraq Tupiq – Uleaut – The phrase in Uleaun for ‘the house of
babies’ or the ‘mating house.’ This is a dedicated shelter in an
Uleaut camp where men of good standing may take a woman for a
few Dees to mate with her, creating more children with his
desirable traits.
Pantheon – They are the Gods of the Broken Crown. [Also see
Appendix C for Deities]
Peacekeepers – Rumani – The law enforcement force on Rummas.
It started as a joke name, for while they may keep the peace they
do it in such a savage way that those who had a taste for such
humor found such a name funny. The nickname stuck. The group
was officially founded in 582 A.E.
Pennies – Aynglican – Also called common coinage; this is the base
currency and coinage of the common man in Aynglican lands.
They come in varieties of Steel, Brass, and Pewter. Six steel
pennies equal one brass penny, and four brass pennies equal a
pewter penny, so twenty-four steel pennies also equal one pewter
penny. Ten pewter pennies equal one silver marke. See also
Markes.
Pictoimage – Aurean – An engraved and shaded image created by
machines in an Aurean city. They’re expensive to do, but nearly
indestructible. Many rich lovers exchange them.
Pinaohua – Mueran – A pink and green fruit of the tropical isles.
Compare to dragon fruit.
Po-Polohua – Mueran – The name of a bluish Kanaka’e vessel. The
name means ‘sea blue.’
Preserver of the Royal Line – Aynglican – The honorary title given
to Lord Marshal Harris Ducheyne, who defeated the rebellious
Aynglican forces in the Battle of Four Bridges, effectively ending
the Aynglican Civil War. He was also given a position in the
Council of Great Lords, but it was the honorary title he favored
most. Since the death of the Lord Marshal, there have been few
instances when the title has been bestowed on new holders, but
sometimes it has been deemed warranted, so it has been given,
but only after the greatest of services.
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Qaluk – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘fish’ in general, though
usually they mean the large breeds that can grow over two
Mayters in length.
Quattroperdite – Aurean – This is literally ‘the four failures or
losses.’ This is the collective term by which the four Grand Helions
from 284-318 A.E. are known as. They were strongly opinionated
and poor leaders. They accomplished little, and each of the
venerable men resigned in favor of his successor. Their true
names are forgotten.
Racheneid – Kerathi – An oath of vengeance that may be declared
by a Kerathi before an altar of Cainel. Until the vengeance is taken,
the oath taker is clanless. If he fails, his name is erased from clan
records, but if he succeeds he may rejoin his clan.
Rasiermessergesicht – Kerathi – Literally meaning ‘Razor Faces,’ it
refers to the men who shaved their faces and betrayed their
countrymen during the Elegian occupation of the Kerathi Clan
Islands. These men wanted to emulate their Elegian oppressors,
and so they shaved their faces and betrayed their own kind to
receive special treatment and in some cases positions of
governance.
Relay Stations – Aurean – See Torredi Lampada.
Rumani – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Rumani Pleasure Vapors – Rumani – narcotic gases inhaled in
certain disreputable back alley shops on Rummas. They rot the
brain and cause hallucinations.
Rumman – Rumani – The language of the Rumani, which they only
speak to others of their race, never to outsiders.
Saek Hehmet – Elegian – A caste of people within Elegian society
that do nothing except clean the sand and dust from the city
streets. They are neither respected nor disrespected. They simply
are. Often they are the disowned or cast-offs of society. Their
dusty grey robes most easily mark them for who they are.
Samiels – Elegian – The name given to the dwellers of the Drylands
on Elegius. They’re a strong-willed people who can survive in a
place with little water and Sandcats. See also Elegians.
Sammenkomst – Kerathi – The Kerathi Council of Chieftains that
makes laws for all clans to follow. They also send observers to
preside over inter-clan wars. They meet once a Yarre, or more if
needed. This practice started in 108 A.E.
Sandcat – Elegian – A yellowish-brown large predatory cat of the
Drylands. Their kind likes to lie in the sands and let the winds
cover them up, all but their eyes and mouth. They lie in wait for
prey to come by. They’re fearless when faced with prey that is
larger than them.
Saycund – the smallest unit of time, a hundredth of a Mynette. [Also
see Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
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Saysuhn – a period comprised of two Munths and a Faestivul. There
are five every Yarre: Brown, Green, Red, Orange, and White.
They’re 65 to 75 Dees, depending on the Yarre and Saysuhn.
[Also see Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Seacrest – Rumani – The name of a vessel out of Aynglica that
Nishan had supposedly arranged passage out of Rummas on.
Seaskins – Mueran – The name for Mueran clothing. Each man
assembles and tailors his own set of clothes from animals and fish
they kill. Because of their nature of the skins they take to make
them, the clothes are resistant to water, insulate well, and do not
bind or restrict movement. There are some who believe that they
even grant powers to the wearers, dependant on the animals used
to create the clothing, and the wearer’s personality.
Second Loss – Rumani – The name given to the loss of the new
home for the Rumani people that was built in Ka’Shann. It was the
death of Kostya and the fall of what many felt to be their last
chance for a real kingdom in 48 A.E., though some say it was
already falling by the time of Kostya’s death. Rummas may have
survived as the sole remaining territory in Rumani control, but it
had none of the grandeur that Ka’Shann had possessed even in its
brief period of existence.
Sedget – Elegian – Elegian legends tell of creatures that live within
the earth’s depths. Supposedly, they can steal souls so that not
even Nelius can take them away. What they are, as well as if they
are actually animals within Rishalt’s domain is unknown.
Seimodella Luminosa – Aurean – The six great constellations
marked by Grand Helion Junius the Skywatcher. There is one for
each of the Grancittas, excepting Aetheline and Cenalium. While
there are also some other minor constellations, they are less
known than these six. The six are: the goat of Muralius, the
snowflake of Reselhine, the bird of Gevaud, the pickaxe of
Durenia, the mountain lion of Choraeyn, and the gemstone of
Tibusin. From Aetheline, each constellation is visible over its
corresponding city during the Faestivul of Renewal.
Silt Striders – Elegian – The name given to the folks who live at the
mouth of the Empress’ Bounty. They inhabit the shifting lands
known as the Hundred Isles. See also Elegians.
Singing the World Alive – Ox-Men – The name of the process by
which the Ox-Men awaken the world to shift and change things to
better things as they see it. They do this only when they feel that
the world as a whole is threatened. To date, it has only occurred
twice. The first time was when the Lost Ones were banished from
the Aureans in the Beforetimes. The second was when they
destroyed Rummil to keep the Rumani from awakening Uman.
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Sky Spirit – Rumani – A reference to a pivotal figure in Rumani
history, one foretold by Dorjan the Seer in his volume ‘Destiny of
the Forgotten.’
Stammheim – Kerathi – These is a Kerathi fortresses that double as
the meeting hall for the clan. They often have palisades of heavy
logs and ramparts of rock and earth. On larger Stammheim, there
are also towers built for sharpshooters.
Stormchaser – Rumani – A smuggler ship operating in the waters
around Aynglica and Mediya. Nishan and Tuari took this ship to get
to the Ruins of Ka’Shann by way of Mediya.
Sum of All Lands – Ox-Men – a term Bedros uses to describe his
relationship with the world as he acclimates to each region in
hopes of communicating with the living world itself.
Sworn Sons – Elegian – oath-sworn suicidal protectors and soldiers
of the Empress. In the past, some of them were literally sons of the
Empress or her closest relatives and trusted friends. Each of them
was taken from infancy and raise to be a fanatical servant of the
Empress and the Empire.
Taitoatanga – Mueran – This is the proper name for the trials of
manhood a Mueran male must go through. They consist of
constructing a boat and living alone for a Yarre on the seas.
Tauwhawhai – Mueran – The once a Yarre Mueran 4,000 Kilome
race that starts at Mehitte and circles Far Muera before returning to
Mehitte. It’s a dangerous race that many don’t survive. The first
one occurred in 458 A.E.
Thaumaturge of War – Kerathi – A condition triggered by any
number of events, by which a Flower-Enchanter becomes addicted
and dependent on the use of enchantments, usually in increasing
magnitudes, until their body gives out. This condition is also
accompanied by the greening of eyes and hands, a symptom that
has no known purpose or side effects beyond the cosmetic
differences. See also Kerathi Thaumaturge
Thinkers – The original name for the group of the creator’s offspring
that eventually came to be known as the Gods.
Throat of Iago – Aurean – a nickname given to Iago’s First Disciple
Haig, and his fellows. They support the Voice, hence the name.
Thuraish’s Lapses– An abnormally long Saysuhn or a shift in the
Saysuhns by more than a Wayke. These tend to happen once per
Hectoyarre. The most recent two were in 614 and 701 A.E.
Tireganierk – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘arctic fox.’
Torredi Lampada – Aurean – The name used for the Aurean relay
stations, which are very small and defensible message towers that
rely on coded flashes of light to send messages between each
other as well as to and from the Menocittas and Grancittas. Many
more were built during the enlightened rule of Grand Helion Vin the
Defender, who developed many of the rules about their
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governance and usage that are still in use. Often they are simply
referred to as relay stations or flash towers.
Tournea Observatori – Aurean – The annual trip of the Grand
Helion to visit all the Grancittas. Typically, the Grand Helion will
stay a Munth in each of the Grancittas, but two Munths in
Cenalium. The first took place during 214 A.E.
Transition Assistants – Aurean – Doctors and technicians who aid
Aureans (or Kerathi) in their transition to Dark Aureans.
Tuktu – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for Caribou/Elk/Deer, which
they lump together as one animal.
Tunne – a unit of weight also equal to 1000 Kees.
Uakea – Mueran – The name of Haole the White’s Kanaka’e vessel.
The name means ‘mist.’
Ugruk – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘Seal.’
Ukalliq – Uleaut – The word in Uleaun for ‘Rabbit.’
Ula – Aynglican – whaling ship out of an Aynglican port, though its
crew is less than half Aynglican.
Uleauts – [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Uleaun – Uleaut – The throaty language of the Uleauts. It shares
nothing in common with Elegian, which they rarely use.
Venutia Deguidina – Aurean – The coronation of the first Grand
Helion following the completion of Aetheline. The term also means
‘The Coming of a Guide,’ referring to the common direction the
Grand Helion would bring to the Aurean people. 214 A.E.
Voice of the Firmament – Aurean – The head priest of Maletos and
Haestos in Aurean culture, and therefore the human figurehead of
all religion of the Aurean nation regardless of which mountaintop
they call home. Like Grand Helions, they relinquish their names
upon assumption of the position. Unlike Grand Helions, they do not
get their name back or a title upon their death.
Waikuluna – Mueran – A fermented juice of island fruits and potent
liquor.
War in Miniature – Aynglican – A hobby game of the rich elite. They
have elaborate models constructed for battle reenactment
featuring young boys as soldiers. It is a very detailed and
competitive game.
War of Sixteen Islands – Aynglican/Kerathi – A conflict that united
the clans of the Kerathi to drive out an Aynglican armada sent by
King Brant III. This was the bloodiest conflict to date between the
Aynglicans and the Kerathi. There have been many other smaller
conflicts though, both before and since. 716-732 A.E.
Wayke – ten Dees. [Also see Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Web Bomb – Aurean – The successor to Auger bombs, heavy
weights with a network of hooks and chains attached to catch
Fliers.
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Whale Swimmers – Mueran – A term and honorary title referring to
Mueran divers with the ability to stay underwater for extended
periods of time on a single breath of air. The longest recorded dive
time is over thirty Mynettes.
Worldspeak – Ox-Men – The name they give to the voice of the
world itself, which speaks about the condition and the will of the
world. Also, communicating with the voice and will of the world.
Yarre – 330 or 335 Dees spread across five Saysuhns. [Also see
Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
Yataghan – Elegian – Curved Elegian knives a little less than 1/3 of
a Mayter long (10-12 inches).
Y.E. – Before the A.E. scale of time was used, Yarres were labeled
as Y.E., which meant Yarre of the Empire. The empire lasted
centuries. The Empire fell in the Yarre 1132 Y.E. Note that their
dominance over the other lands of Elegia was a comparatively
short segment of those 1132 Yarres. Time before the Elegian
Empire, which is the oldest known civilization on Elegia, is known
as the Beforetimes. [Also see Appendix D for timeline]
Yenis’ Milk – Uleaut – The name for the drink made from the
Bosoms of Yenis.
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GLOSSARY OF SOURCES
‘Brethren Apart, A’ – Pravat – This text is devoted to studying the
Ox-Men written by a Mueran scholar.
‘Chronicle of Elegius, A’ – Ramessef – This is a text written on the
Elegian Empire, from its early beginnings, to its fall, as well as its
return to a lesser glory following the Godless.
‘Circumstances Governing Monetary Affairs’ – Mortimer Tightfist
– This is a collection of financial advice and economical wisdom
written by the richest merchant in Aynglican history.
‘Destiny of the Forgotten, The’ – Dorjan the Seer – A collection of
prophetical rants and imagery by a prophet, a Rumani who claimed
to have been sent by Uman and who was executed publicly by
Elegian occupation forces before the Fall of the Empire.
‘Dubious Offerings’ – Suri Amani – A collection of social
commentaries and political essays written by a concubine who had
an intimate look at the inner workings of Aynglican life.
‘Earning Cainel’s Favor’ – Soren the Deft – This is a text containing
the thoughts and ideas of one of the earliest known Kerathi writers.
‘Flora and Fauna of the Broken Crown’ – Okapi – A series of
essays, notes, and observations about the plants and animals
found in the regions of the Broken Crown collected by the Elegian
adventurer/herbalist/hunter Okapi.
‘From Beyond the Seas’ – Kinipela – A book of Mueran legends
written by a young Mueran girl, who collects stories from her elders
and writes them down.
‘History of Thaumaturges, The’ – Alistair – This is a text on Kerathi
Thaumaturges or Flower Enchanters written by Alistair, understudy
to Raghnall.
‘History of the Kerathi’ – Raghnall – This is a semi-controversial
text on the Kerathi people written by Raghnall. Due to his heritage,
the Kerathi questions his writings.
'Kerathi Flower-Enchanter’s Mantra' – unknown – A traditional
mantra used by classically trained Thaumaturges.
‘Legacies of the World’ – Karena – This is a short series of
optimistic writings by a sickly Kerathi girl who also happened to be
a Thaumaturge.
‘Memoirs of my Time with the Bold Company’ – Hans Karllack –
This is a journal written by the famous general of the Bold
Company.
‘Monarchs and Leaders of the Great Kingdom’ – Lisette
d’Achelaine – This is a historical treatise discussing many of the
major leaders of the Aynglican people and their impacts on the
events and social happenings of their respective reigns.
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‘Musings About Gods and Goddesses’ – Raghnall – A text of
random thoughts and theories about the Pantheon and about all
that has happened on Elegia in recorded history.
‘Of the Ocean People’ – Alistair – A collected series of essays by
Raghnall’s understudy Alistair on the Mueran culture and rumors
surrounding their people.
‘Ports and Vessels of the Broken Crown’ – Edvard Farsail – This
is a compiled collection of essays, anecdotes, and sailing
research.
‘Poisoner’s Enchiridion, A’ – Nenet Abi – This is the premier
handbook for poisoners, written by one of the masters.
‘Songs for the Lost’ – Rehan – This is a compilation of Rumani
songs by the bard Rehan. Many are silly and light-hearted, though
some are quite somber and contemplative.
‘Study of the Mountain Folk, A’ – Raghnall – This is a text on the
Aurean people and their hidden secrets and unknown origins.
‘Tactics and Lessons of War’ – Tiombe – This is a basic primer of
military advice written by a particularly elusive and successful
renegade from Zaraig.
‘Technological Advances of the Aurean People‘ – Galen the
Inventor – This is a historical, autobiographical, and technical
manual on Aurean Fliers. It is written in the hand of the man who
modernized the Fliers.
‘Touched by Destiny, Trapped by Fate’ – Anthea – Some thoughts
recorded by Anthea during her self-imposed exile.
‘Trust Unfounded’ – Iago – This is a series of thoughts and essays
written by Iago on the subjects of politics, spying, espionage, and
assassination.
‘Uncovered Truths’ – Corydon – This is the title given by Corydon
to his collection of essays, ranting, and thoughts, mostly in
reference to the nature of world politics and the origins of Aureans.
Most of what he has written is deemed heretical and inflammatory.
‘Way of Things, The’ – Ramessef – This is a book of quotations and
general musings on the way life works. It offers snippets of the
writer’s wisdom and hints at his brilliance. It’s studied by many of
the well-educated on Elegia.
‘Wisdom of the Whales’ – Pekelo – A Mueran philosophical text
written by a Deepcrosser named Pekelo. It shows the
temperament and mindset of the ocean people.
‘World is Still Blue, The’ – Ezhno – A series of commentaries
written by Ezhno, the most respected Uleaut Wiseman to ever live.
This is also the only written book in known existence that was
dictated by an Uleaut.
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APPENDIX A – Character Profiles
I thought it’d be nice to have some more detailed information on the
physical attributes and other personal information of the main
characters, the ones in the main party at least. The information
included is as of the beginning of the third volume. I’ve also included
English Imperial measurements for your ease of comparison.
 Anthea:
th
Age – 15, born on the 8 of Planting, 754 A.E.
Race – Half-Aurean (father) and Half-Kerathi (mother)
Height – 1.75 Mayters ~ 5 feet 8 inches (not fully grown)
Weight – 42 Kees ~ 92 pounds
Build – Very slim all around
Hair – Silvery Blonde with purple or blue iridescent highlights
Eyes – Green with yellow flecks
Skin Tone – Porcelain white in the absence of light, though she
takes on golden or rosy pink hues in the sun
Blessings/Gifts – Kerathi Thaumaturge. She’s also able to send her
spirit along with the sun’s rays, which is a gift from Haestos and
Maletos.
 Anthea (Thaumaturge of War):
th
Age – actual physical age is hard to estimate, born on the 15 of
Growing, 769 A.E.
Race – Half-Aurean (father) and Half-Kerathi (mother)
Height – 1.85 Mayters ~ 6 feet 0 inches
Weight – 49 Kees ~ 108 pounds
Build – Fairly tall, with ropy muscles clinging to a lanky frame. Her
form has also filled out a little bit more than before.
Hair – Deep green with a few silver highlights. Her hair is much
longer than before, thicker as well, almost like ivy.
Eyes – A severe deep green with greenish eye whites. The pupils
are very hard to see.
Skin Tone – Pale white with green veins underneath. Her hands and
wrists are also grass green and the skin is thick like talons or
thorns.
Blessings/Gifts – Kerathi Thaumaturge of War with a vastly
increased ability to churn out enchantments. She’s also able to
send her spirit along with the sun’s rays, which is a gift from
Haestos and Maletos.
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 Bedros:
th
Age – 12, born on the 30 of Mud, 757 A.E.
Race – Ox-Man
Height – 2.6 Mayters ~ 8 foot 6 inches
Weight – 300 Kees ~ 660 pounds
Build – Massively muscled upper body with a heavy neck/head and
broad shoulders
Hair – Dark brown and black
Eyes – Deep brown
Skin Tone – grayish-brown, though hard to see under the fur and
body hair
Blessings/Gifts – He carried a heavy mallet made of the same
material as Aurean Arc-Swords. He was bred for a greater
intelligence than is normal in Ox-Men.
 Bedros (Sum of All Lands):
th
Age – reborn on the 30 of Mud, 757 A.E.
Race – Physically altered Ox-Man
Physical Traits – weight, height, build, and coloring all vary
according to his transformations and his physical needs.
Mountains – Bedros was born in the mountains, so this was the first
set of adaptations he underwent, during childhood. His mountain
horns are thick, black, and curled into a semi-circle. The gifts of the
mountains were strength, iron hard muscles, and durability.
Ice – The Uleaut ice regions were the second area that Bedros grew
accustomed to. His ice horns are milky white spikes like icicles.
The gifts of the ice region were more intelligence, smaller size,
defter hands, sharper eyes, greater resistance to cold, and a
mouth better shaped for speaking.
Sea – Bedros next acclimated to the sea, mostly during his trip north
from the land of Tuari’s people and from Far Muera to Lesser
Aynglica. The horns granted to him by the sea are grayish-blue
wavy spikes that are also flexible. The adaptations to the sea were
scales, a greater ability to swim and understand the water, the
beginning of gills, and the ability to walk on water.
Plains – The plains were his people’s home, and his time on Lesser
Aynglica, and in The Vale to a smaller extent, allowed him to
accept that part of the world into his nature. His plains horns are
hazel and gold, and they’re very straight and thin like straw. The
gifts of that region were a greater sense of the world and its
ailments, an increased ability to glean nourishment from what he
eats, and the ability to be nourished from the world without the
need to eat.
Jungle – The jungle islands of the Mueran Belt, and Far Muera,
were where Bedros made his next transformation. His jungle
horns are serrated green horns like palm leaves. The adaptations
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to that region were more feline eyes, sharper teeth and hooves,
longer nails, and a more violent disposition.
Marsh – Bedros went next to the Gnat Marshes on Zaraig. The
horns that grew from that region are grey, knotted and gnarled like
mangrove roots. The gifts of that area were the ability to adjust
body to humidity, colder blood, quill-like hair that was safe from rot
and moisture, snake fangs with poison glands, and a more flexible
skeleton.
Desert – hasn’t finished yet...
Forest – hasn’t begun yet…
 Makan:
th
Age – 37, born on the 4 of Greening, 732 A.E.
Race – Mueran
Height – 1.65 Mayters ~ 5 feet 4 inches
Weight – 66 Kees ~ 145 pounds
Build – Barrel-chested with thick limbs
Hair – Black, with no facial hair
Eyes – Dark brown, almost black
Skin Tone – Mahogany
Blessings/Gifts – Makan has been given a holy tusk from a
Narwhal, which has the blessings of Yenis, through the Uleaut
people, as well as Tulis and Marceaupo. The tusk is therefore
granted with some elemental control powers. Fallu’s children aid
him when they can. He is an Oceanwalker and a Whale Swimmer
of modest renown.
 Nishan:
th
Age – 21, born on the 15 of Falling, 748 A.E.
Race – Rumani with an Aynglican grandmother
Height – 1.85 Mayters ~ 6 feet 0 inches
Weight – 70 Kees ~ 154 pounds
Build – Athletic and wiry muscled.
Hair – Dark and wavy and past his shoulders; he also has a modest
beard
Eyes – Golden with brown streaks
Skin Tone – Olive
Blessings/Gifts – Elecin has touched his eyes so that he might see
the future. Despite his thinking to the contrary, it is Rishalt who has
gifted him with greater senses.
 Nishan (Hundred Souls):
th
Age – 21, born on the 15 of Falling, 748 A.E.
Race – Rumani with an Aynglican grandmother
Height – 1.85 Mayters ~ 6 feet 0 inches
Weight – 64 Kees ~ 140 pounds
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Build – Very lean with bony features and taut muscles.
Hair – Dark and wavy and past his shoulders; he also has a modest
beard which is beginning to take on grayish hints
Eyes – Golden with brown streaks, dark circles surround them
Skin Tone – olive/grey
Blessings/Gifts – Elecin has touched his eyes so that he might see
the future. Despite his thinking to the contrary, it is Rishalt who has
gifted him with greater senses. The Hundred Souls are within him,
but that is as much a curse as a blessing, for they live on through
him.
 Rolf:
th
Age – 17, born on the 17 of Heat, 752 A.E.
Race – Kerathi with some distant and unacknowledged Aynglican
blood
Height – 2.0 Mayters ~ 6 feet 6 inches
Weight – 84 Kees ~ 185 pounds
Build – Tall but solidly built
Hair – Dark brown and long with some red in his beard, which is
fully-grown in and thick
Eyes – Dark green, almost pine colored
Skin Tone – White with some freckling
Blessings/Gifts – He’s been given visions from Chaveaoux, who
helps to empower the weapon he built.
 Sagira:
st
Age – 22, born on the 1 of Thawing, 747 A.E.
Race – Elegian
Height – 1.7 Mayters ~ 5 feet 6 inches
Weight – 54 Kees ~ 118 pounds
Build – Of an average build, but deceptively strong
Hair – Black with sun-lightened streaks
Eyes – Nearly black
Skin Tone – Coffee
Blessings/Gifts – Juria has given her the gift of speaking, and those
who hear her voice will be unable to resist her call to arms.
Likewise, the children of Furestus, the commoners, will hear her
voice.

Tuari:
rd
Age – 11, born on the 3 of Harvest, 758 A.E.
Race – Uleaut
Height – 1.4 Mayters ~ 4 feet 6 inches (not fully grown)
Weight – 43 Kees ~ 94 pounds
Build – Stocky with short limbs
Hair – Dark and coarse
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Eyes – Dark
Skin Tone – Dusky brown
Blessings/Gifts – Yenis and Kaneitha have given him camouflaging
abilities. Aaren gave him the ability of Afieldsight so that he can
see things from afar if he casts his spirit onto the winds. Rishalt’s
blood is on the spear he carries. The nautilus shell he carries,
given to him by Inoke, has the protective powers of Holeitha, the
Matronly Goddess of the Homestead and Children.
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APPENDIX B – Races
The following Racial profiles are alphabetically organized. They’re
located here instead of the glossaries to allow for greater depth and
detail.
 Aureans:
Physical – They need light to survive. Long periods without light
cause them to become weak, then ill, and it is finally lethal. As a
people, they are a tall and thin people who are light haired and
have eyes every color of the rainbow. They average 1.8-2.0
Mayters (5’10”-6’6”) in height, though their very slender bodies
often make them look taller. They have nearly twice the lifespan of
any of the other races, sometimes reaching 200 Yarres of age.
Regions – They are a mountain folk who live on a few scattered
settlements, always in high altitudes. Their largest settlements are
called Grancittas, and their smaller ones are called Menocittas.
Language – Aureans speak High Elegian, a dialect they adapted
from the Elegians.
Culture – They are a very advanced people compared to the others.
They’ve developed, or in some cases brought with them from
another place, ways to prolong and capture the Dee’s light so that
their mountaintop cities are always lit up. They keep apart from the
lowland folk usually, though sometimes they use them as slaves
who can go into dark places they cannot, or as ambassadors to the
lowlanders. They worship Aaren, Haestos, and Maletos. While they
do not worship Kaneitha, they do respect her and offer her gifts to
keep her and her darkness away.
Subgroups – They are a mostly homogenous people, varying little
despite their geographic seclusion from each other. Dark Aureans
could be considered a subgroup of Aureans, except that their
natures have changed so drastically by artificial means that they
should be considered a separate race.
Origins – Little is known of their existence before they appeared in
the Broken Crown around the era of the Godless Yarres. Their
sharing of medicine and other ideas saved many lives even if their
motives for doing so were unclear. Then, inexplicably, they
disappeared into the mountains when they could no longer tolerate
the dark of the lowlands.
 Aynglicans:
Physical – They’re fair-skinned with blue or green eyes, never
brown. They grow light beards that are usually trimmed back
fashionably and never allowed to get shaggy and large like those
of the Kerathi. They are of lighter builds than the Kerathi, though
they are larger than the Elegians. They are perhaps the most
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flexible of all the races in terms of adaptability to their situations
and environments. They average 1.7-1.9 Mayters (5’6”-6’2”) in
height. The average Aynglican lives to a ripe age of about 65,
though the peasant class has a life expectancy closer to 55 Yarres.
Regions – They live in temperate regions, usually in coastal cities
with wide outlying agricultural lands. Most of their people are
united under a monarchy with loose allegiances to the central
throne, but there are some outlying settlements that refuse to
swear fealty to the monarch and remain independent. The three
major sections of Aynglica are Greater Aynglica, Lesser Aynglica,
and Outer Aynglica. It is common for each section to act
independently and even make war on the others. Each region has
certain geographic and historical traits that make full integration as
one nation difficult.
Language – Aynglicans speak Low Elegian, the dialect of
commoners in the old Empire. They have added many new terms
in relation to commerce, art, and architecture, which are their
favored fields of study.
Culture – They are a race of craftsmen, builders, and discoverers of
things both cartographic and scientific. Many say that they have
taken Elegian concepts and have improved upon them, learning
from the mistakes of the greatest empire ever seen on Elegia.
Their engineers build the best cities and public works. They’re not
a particularly warlike people, preferring to live in excess and luxury,
but the Aynglican dedication to invention, medicine, and science
has made them able killers. They use the most advanced firearms,
with the exception of those of the Aureans, in the known world.
Fortunately, they’d rather trade than fight. They worship Braccen,
Chaveaoux, Deneurs, and Ocel.
Subgroups – Typically Aynglicans are divided into three hierarchal
subgroups based on where they live: Greater, Lesser, and Outer
Aynglicans. The physical differences are minor. Greater
Aynglicans consider themselves to be the most pure, followed by
the Lesser Aynglicans who have mixed to an extent with the
Rumani and other races. Outer Aynglicans, because of their
frequent and violent interactions with the Kerathi, tend to look like a
mixed breed of the two races.
Origins – The Aynglicans believe that they were an improvement on
a flawed formula used to make the other peoples of the Broken
Crown. They look upon the Muerans and Uleaut people with strong
disdain, and find the Kerathi, Rumani, and Elegians to be wanting
in many aspects. They feel that they were given a greater mind for
artistry, invention, and commerce than the more brutish and
warlike Kerathi and the more hedonistic and dishonest Rumani.
The fact that the Elegian Empire fell only proved, in the minds of
the Aynglicans at least, that they were not to be the ones who were
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destined to rule over the Broken Crown. They think themselves to
be a peaceful folk who have dedicated themselves to achieving
greater understanding of the world through invention, art, science,
medicine, and commerce.
 Dark Aureans:
Physical – Unlike their cousins, the Aureans, the Dark Aureans do
not require light to survive. Exposure to both light and dark will not
harm them, but some access to sunlight is required for peak
conditioning. They average 1.8-2.0 Mayters (5’10”-6’6”) in height,
and are heavier of build than regular Aureans, more closely
resembling the Rumani or Aynglicans in build. Their average
lifespans are currently unknown.
Regions – Cenalium, specifically Lower Cenalium, is their place of
origin; they have spread to hold all of Maethlin and other locations.
Language – Aureans speak High Elegian and sometimes Lower
Elegian, since they have moved into the Lowlands.
Culture – They have the same technologies as regular Aureans, for
most parts, but they have developed ways to subvert and change
those technologies into weapons and means of war. They have
given up worship of all Gods in the Pantheon, and instead have
begun a fledgling religion based around Linnea, who was the
inspiration for the Daughters of Chance.
Subgroups – Most Dark Aureans are quite similar. The lone
subgroup of this race would be the Lost Ones Soldiers, who are
possessed by the spirits of the Lost Ones, and have therefore
surrendered their free wills.
Origins – Corydon’s experimentations with mixing Lowlander blood
and Aurean blood through a series of transfusions brought about a
transformation that has allowed an approximation of the original
Aureans to return to the Broken Crown. Granted, they have some
Kerathi traits.
 Elegians:
Physical – These men and women are noticeably darker than even
the Mueran. Males of their race shave their entire bodies unless
they are of the working caste, in which case they are required to
wear their hair long. Women are somewhat opposite in that they
wear their hair long, but they may only have long hair if they are of
the royal caste. The lower they are on the social hierarchy, the
shorter their hair must be. The Elegians are a modestly
proportioned race. Their women are trimly built, and their men are
not known to grow large and overly muscled. They average about
1.7 Mayters (5’6”) in height for both men and women. They are
perhaps the longest-lived of the lowland peoples, though the
Aynglicans are not far behind. They have records of a rare man
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and woman reaching ages in excess of 100 Yarres, but the
average is closer to 70.
Regions – They dwell on the massive land of Elegius, and a few
sandy isles in the subtropics, all that is left of a formerly
widespread Empire.
Language – Elegians speak both High Elegian, which is the tongue
of royalty, and Low Elegian, which is the tongue of the commoners
and merchants. Both of these languages have undergone
modification in the Yarres since The Fall of the Empire.
Culture – The Elegian Empire has been and always will be a
Matriarchal Society. Despite their failures in the past, they still hold
to the old ways and insist that the way of things is as it should be.
Elegians are often accused of dwelling too much in the past, and
many of their great cities of marble, sandstone, and mudbrick have
been forgotten by time. They build great effigies to their dead
heroes, empresses, and artists, but they make no new legends.
Their civilization peaked long ago and is on the far end of a
downfall. They claim to be the first people of Elegia, hence their
name. They are also very fond of animals, especially dangerous
ones. They see them as an allegory of their own darker nature.
They worship Furestus, Juria, and Nelius, and Rishalt. Rishalt’s
shrines pepper their lands, designated by effigies of mostly
predatory animals.
Subgroups – Elegians can be divided into a few minor subgroups.
The first would be the royalty, which is more of a cultural and caste
difference than any physical difference. They resemble the majority
of the people on Elegius. The Samiels, dwellers of the Drylands,
are a shorter, more slender, and hard folk than the other people of
the mainland. Another subgroup, known as the Silt Striders,
inhabits the Hundred Isles at the mouth of the Empress’ Bounty.
Their diet of fish and other seafood, and their frequent time around
water has given them softer, shorter bodies than other Elegians.
Finally, there is another subgroup of people made up of renegades
or cast-off Elegians who live on Zaraig. The climates there have
made them a harsh, severe people, who can weather almost any
trial.
Origins – The Elegians claim to have been the first people, the
children of the Gods and Goddesses who were set free in the
Broken Crown. It is this divine ancestry that many felt justified their
rule over the other peoples of the islands during the Yarres of the
Empire. This kind of thinking had to be forced rethought after the
Empire fell, and a number of conflicting theories still exist as to the
reason for the Elegian peoples’ presence in the world.
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 Kerathi:
Physical – As a people, they are a broadly built and large breed of
dark haired and dark eyed men and women. They are the tallest of
the lowland races, averaging 1.9-2.1 Mayters in height (6’2”-6’10”).
Other than the Ox-Men, who are not entirely human, they are the
largest race in terms of height and weight in the lowlands. The men
are heavily bearded and fierce, and the women are also hearty and
strong. They tend to wear leather and furs. The Kerathi are warlike,
so many of them die young, but in times of general peace - for they
are always at war with each other if someone else is not at war
with them - they can expect to live 50 to 60 Yarres. The women,
since they are not warriors, tend to live an average of 10 Yarres
longer than their male counterparts.
Regions – They live in rugged settlements on clan islands. They’re
at home in forests as well as on the sea. They’re also
accomplished miners and metalworkers, though these talents they
use mostly for making war.
Language – Kerathi speak a rugged dialect of Elegian, really a
branch of Low Elegian that has been adapted and changed.
Pronunciations are heavier on the consonants than regular Low
Elegian. They also have a large vocabulary of their own words that
they have added to the language.
Culture – the Kerathi are a tribe of warriors and traders. They place
great stock in battle prowess and how many kills or victories a man
has. What they can’t make themselves, they often go to war for,
but they believe in bartering when that is an option. They live in
clans on many of the isles in great longhouses. Their ships are
sleek and fast, but not built for long ocean trips, hugging the
shores instead. They’re accounted as savages by many of the
other races, and they tend to be resistant to accepting new
discoveries until it is necessary. Instead, they rest their trust in the
traditional magick of their female thaumaturgists. They worship
Cainel, Comrain, Greveth, and Nelius.
Subgroups – Kerathi are, for the most part, divided into two
subgroups, which would be the citizens of the Westlichreich and
the citizens of the Östlichreich. The Kerathi of the western islands,
the Westlichreich, have fought with, as well as interbred to a minor
extent, the Elegians. The folks of the eastern isles in the
Östlichreich have mostly fought with the Aynglicans, and they have
mixed with them, though few will admit it. The Kerathi also have a
special breed among their people, the Thaumaturges, of which
there are never more than six. The creation of these special
women, who can do enchantments with pieces of plants or flowers,
is a mystery. No one knows how a girl is chosen, why, or when. In
every case there is no connection or pattern between those who
become a Thaumaturge.

455

PERENNIALS
Origins – They believe that when Cainel and Comrain wrestled over
Greveth’s hand, the blood they spilled mixed with the fiery tears of
Greveth to form the first Kerathi. Supposedly, the first Kerathi was
named Egil. He could kill any animal with his bare hands and walk
through fire. He even shaped his own bride out of the bones of the
animals he’d killed. The offspring he had with his wife, Elin, were a
fractious lot who loved to squabble. Supposedly each of Egil’s
many male offspring formed their own clan.
 Lost Ones:
Physical – They once had form and were a beautiful race to behold,
they have been formless since they gave up physical form to
inhabit the Aureans they created. The creation of the Dark Aureans
has given them a chance to reoccupy humanoid forms.
Regions – Their spirits float across the oceans of the world, for the
most part asleep and aimless.
Language – They speak a language of emotion and thought. There
are only words as perceived by those they speak to, because
simpler minds require words to form thought.
Culture – They have no culture left, and they hunger only for
revenge upon the Gods who have been their enemies since
Beforetimes. Previously, they were a people prone to free thinking
and discovery of the senses.
Subgroups – There are none. At present, they are a single entity
without physical form.
Origins – They were one of the two original races, the other being
what became known as the Gods. They were born from some of
the greater fragments of the Creator that rained down upon the
world. They created the Aureans. They went to war with the Gods
when they created the other races of the world. The Ox-men dealt
them their defeat after their war against the Gods ravaged the
world.
 Muerans:
Physical – Mueran men and women alike are quite dark-skinned, as
well as dark of hair and eyes. They are very stout, with broad
shoulders and great round stomachs. Men and women are of like
heights, usually about 1.7 Mayters (5’6”). Men do not grow beards.
They wear clothing fashioned from reeds and from skins of fish
and other marine animals called Seaskins. They also use the
feathers of seabirds as decorative pieces for their costumes. They
are considerably long-lived despite their hard lifestyles on the open
seas. They live an average of 45-50 Yarres, with a few elders
among their kind approaching 80 Yarres of age.
Regions – They are islanders and seafarers, usually in a tropical or
subtropical climate. They live among the Mueran Belt and in Far
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Muera, but due to their seafaring ways, they are often found away
from their home islands.
Language – The Mueran speak Low Elegian, though like the
Kerathi, they have long since adapted the language to include
many of their traditional words. Their original tongue was lost
during the time they lived under Elegian rule. Very few people have
any knowledge of that lost language, and they are only the muchrevered loremasters of the Mueran.
Culture – Their rickety-looking, but surprisingly sturdy craft ply the
oceans and Outer Seas for long periods of time. A young male will
take a Mueran boat they have constructed out onto the seas, either
by himself or with other young males, and he will not return for a
Yarre. This is part of the trials of manhood that each of them must
go through. The formal name for these trials is the Taitoatanga.
While they are not a war-like people, they have a reputation for the
voracity in which they defend their own people and islands. Before
war, they will create a war costume out of teeth, scales, skins,
bones, feathers, and other parts of animals they have hunted. The
result is often quite fearsome or grotesque, if not distracting to the
enemy in battle. This practice has resulted in many legends of
Muerans who can become animals in battle. They are a hardworking bunch. They worship Fallu, Holeitha, Marceaupo, and
Tulis.
Subgroups – The biggest division of the Muerans would be between
the Muerans of the Mueran Belt and the Muerans of Far Muera.
Far Muera is a difficult place to survive on, and their bodies are
leaner, more durable, and stronger for it. Other groups among the
Muerans include the Nohoheleu, a group of Deepcrossers and
Oceanwalkers who rarely touch land. Their bodies have adapted to
take the strains of the Outer Seas, sometimes to the point where
they might be considered another race entirely. The Kanaka’e, a
caste of Oceanwalkers made up of mostly Far Muerans, are
another subgroup of note, though their differences from other
Muerans are more cultural than physical.
Origins – They believe Fallu, the father and king of all whales,
carried them on his back until they were old enough and wise
enough to survive on the land. They missed the sea so much that
they never truly settled. Most of them live on boats even thousands
of Yarres later. Because of their ties to Fallu, they will not hunt or
kill whales even in the direst of circumstances. Any foreigners who
are seen doing this might even be met with open hostility for their
actions.
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 Ox-Men:
Physical – they are a humanoid species that is much apart from the
other races, though this is especially noticeable in terms of
appearance. They stand at an imposing 2.5-3 Mayters tall (8’2”9’8” ft), each with a massive oversized head that resembles a
bison or an Ox, depending on whom you ask. Their males have
curved horns, while their females do not. The females look little
different from the males, other than the absence of horns and
slighter builds. The thick body hair continues down most of the
body, thinning a bit around the waist to expose their genitals, which
they cover with modest loincloths. They also have a small tail.
Their legs are relatively bare of hair. They have large hoofed feet.
The average Ox-Man has a lifespan of about 40 Yarres. They’re
adult at 5 and considered elderly at 35. The oldest known one,
Silverhorns, was 49 when he died.
Regions – grassland dwellers, though they have no country of their
own. Some live among the other races. The Ox-Men people do not
build cities of their own, preferring to live under the skies on the
open range.
Language – Because of the shape of their mouths, they cannot
speak any human tongues. Instead they have a complex language
of gestures, grunts, and body language. They can, however, write
human words, if clumsily, and they can understand human
languages if taught to do so. There is also evidence of the sharing
of memories or ideas between members of different social groups,
but the mechanism for doing such is not understood.
Culture – Most are less intelligent than your average human, but
they are powerful, tireless, and steadfast, which is why many of
them are hired or occasionally enslaved as workers by other races.
Strangely, breeding often makes them dumber, as their mind
switches to a breeding gear that is nearly irreversible once
engaged. They will breed incessantly until they die. They worship
no known Gods, though they do have shamans or leaders who are
evident by their ritualistic tattooing, which no one has ever
discerned a purpose for.
Subgroups – They are divided geographically, rather than
physically. Their two great herds reside on almost opposite ends of
the Broken Crown. One is in the Vale, north of Elegius, while the
other is on the Amber Plains of Lesser Aynglica. There are
occasional pockets of Ox-Men in other places, but most of them
have gone dumb and silent, forgetting the ways of their people.
The two great herds mourn these lost brothers, for they are little
more than animals anymore.
Origins – If the Ox-Men folk have any stories of their origins, they
are unknown. They do not speak of their beginnings.
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 Rumani:
Physical – Male and female alike, they’re gifted with sculpted looks,
luxurious swathes of wavy hair, and notoriously deft hands around
money. The women are seductively curvy and the men are
dashing and handsome in a masculine way. They tend to be
slender with long, lithe limbs. Their average heights are about 1.8
Mayters for the females and 1.9 for the males (5’10” & 6’2”
respectively). Their life expectancies are somewhat lower than
Aynglicans, Kerathi, or Elegians, due to their lifestyles. Many of the
Rumani die at 35-40 Yarres of age, often due to dangerous trades
or excesses of drink and other pleasures. The more conservative
Rumani, and there are few, have been known to live in excess of
70 Yarres.
Regions – The Rumani are a scattered folk. They once had a land of
their own named Rummil, which they supposedly squandered the
wealth of, until their enemies fell upon them to collect debts owed
to them, and destroyed the kingdom, forever scattering the Rumani
to the ends of the world. Strangely, the actual location of their lost
kingdom is unknown. Some believe that it sank beneath the sea,
but no one knows why or how. . They wait for the coming of one
who will lead them to a new kingdom, the legendary New Rummil.
Language – The Rumani speak Low Elegian and Rumman, which is
a language they only use amongst each other. They will not speak
it in the presence of outsiders.
Culture – Presently, they are an often-reviled group of entertainers,
singers, prostitutes, and thieves. A few of them also work as
diviners and fortune tellers, calling on the God Elecin to grant them
sight into things beyond what their mere eyes can see. Where you
find one Rumani, you often find a small family group of them
operating in various jobs or functions both legal and illegal to
support each other. Family, and especially marriage is of utmost
importance to them. They worship Elecin, Gandahar, Sellae,
Vorcinth, Uman, and all the others in some way, shape, or form if it
is seen as beneficial at the time.
Subgroups – The Rumani, despite where they live, are typically very
similar. Certainly in their long exile from a true homeland they have
adapted to the culture, climates, and locations they live in, but as a
whole they are still very similar. The only major exception to this is
the Forlatett, the wild people from the areas around Mediya. They
are a sort of lost Rumani.
Origins – They believe that Uman dreamt of them during his long
and continuing slumber. His dreams took shape and form, resulting
in the first Rumani people. Because they were dreams, they feel
that they best appreciate life for what it is, living it to its fullest
because they can still feel the vibrancy of their origins.
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 Uleauts:
Physical – They wear heavy furs and whale or sealskins. They are
surprisingly dark colored for as little sun sees much more than their
faces and hands. They tend to be around 1.5-1.7 Mayters tall
(4’10”-5’6”). Also, after they reach five or six Yarres of age, they
become color blind, possibly as a result of their exposure to the
bright light of the sun reflecting off the ice. They see in very sharp
distinctions of grays, whites, and blacks and their range of sight is
quite long. This also allows them great night vision. Curiously,
young children who have moved south before losing the ability to
see color usually lose most of their color sight. In such a harsh
climate, for an Uleaut to live past the age of 30 is considered a
privilege and a blessing from Yenis.
Regions – They are the hearty folk of the Polar Regions, mostly far
to the south of the Broken Crown. They live on the ice nearly Yarre
round, following packs of seals, walruses, and whales.
Language – The Uleauts live in lands that were never part of the
Elegian Empire, therefore they have never been conquered and
forced to take the language of the Elegians. Some still speak it for
purposes of trade, but most speak Uleaun, which has a lot of clicks
and throaty guttural noises. They have over 100 words for various
shades of white, grey, and black because of their color-blindness.
Culture –They travel in hunting packs that they have organized in a
very hierarchal social pattern. They use their long kayaks to ply the
shifting seas of ice and dark polar seas. They do not distinguish
between males and females socially. Each person is only worth
what they contribute to the hunting party, and it is the highest
producers of food and viable offspring who are allowed to breed
the most. If one person is deemed not worth keeping around, they
banish them from the group to seek their fortune elsewhere,
though this is usually in effect a death sentence. The exception to
this is children, which they have many of to make up for the many
that die of such a hard life. Yenis is their favored Goddess, and
they believe that she offers their children sustenance from her
teats through the flowers known as the Bosoms of Yenis. They
worship Aaren, Fallu, Thuraish, and Yenis.
Subgroups – Like the Rumani, the Uleaut people are still quite
similar to each other, despite living in small pockets apart from
each other.
Origins – They believe that they were the result of Yenis’ icy tears
caught in Aaren’s winds. The wind kept the tears aloft until they
gained consciousness. The tears fell to the ice floes in human
form. There, they found the flowers that came to be known as the
Bosoms of Yenis. They drank the nourishment they offered and
learned the ways of the lands that loved their mother best.
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APPENDIX C – Deities
While there are some on Elegia that do not believe in any of the
Gods, or who have turned their back on religion, they are in the
minority. Most people, of all races on Elegia, have at least a small
token of favor blessed by priests of a God or Goddess their people
favor, if not their own small shrine or statuette in their home. Of
course, even among a particular race, each settlement may favor
one God over another, depending on the particular history and
situation in that locale. Also, being that most of the races on Elegia
have splintered factions and are not a unified people of any singular
nation of that race, the religious customs of each kingdom can vary,
sometimes significantly.
The most common belief in terms of where the Gods came from is
that they were greater beings that lived beyond the confines of the
world, formless and drifting in the vacuum of the void beyond the
world. It was the people of Elegia that gave them form and purpose,
and in return for their worship, the Gods began to perform miracles
and deeds for those who they favored most. However, as time
passed and the population of Elegia grew it became harder for the
Gods and Goddesses to choose whom they favored, because there
were so many people that worshipped them. Therefore, their
interventions grew fewer and fewer, and they began to act only in the
direst of situations when prayed to by the most earnest of
worshippers. On these rare occasions when one of the Pantheon’s
members did interfere with the affairs of Elegia the effect was often
great, even to the extent that it left no doubt that there had been
some sort of divine intervention.
The exceptions to this belief are the Goddess Wainseth and the
God Porceth, who are collectively known as The Dark Pair. This pair,
with the children they have bore or will bear, forms the duality that is
believed responsible for all that goes wrong in Elegia, even if they
are never directly blamed. It’s believed that saying the name of either
is to curse both the speaker and the target of the utterance. It’s also
believed that these two never need worshipping, as they feed on
misfortune, ill chance, defeat, ruin, and most other negative twists of
fate and fortune. Seeing how these things are always in good supply,
they never go without their choice of ‘sustenance.’ On rare occasions
over history, there have been cults or groups that have worshipped
Wainseth and Porceth, each for their own reasons, but they have
always met with disaster of human or divine causes.
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 DEITIES 
Aaren – God of the Skies, Winds, and Birds – Aaren is shown in
images as a very scrawny man in a voluminous cloak that billows
in his winds like wings.
Aphelia – Dark Goddess of Hatred and Fear – She is the first
offspring of Porceth and Wainseth. She was born sickly and
malformed and was cast aside by them upon seeing her. She
survived and hates them for it, but she fears the coming of her
brother, Efficeth.
Braccen – God of Commerce and Greed – He’s a lesser God who is
depicted usually as a fat man counting his money. On the positive
side, he represents prosperity, but he can also represent greed.
Cainel – God of the Battle – He is the elder brother of Comrain. He
is easily angered and is always looking for a way to prove himself.
Chaveaoux – Goddess of Invention and Ingenuity – She is
sometimes known as the Tinkerer Wizardess. She’s usually
represented as a woman poring over books and experiments.
Comrain – God of the Hunt – He is the younger brother of Cainel.
He has an interesting relationship with Rishalt in that they both
need each other. Comrain strengthens the beasts of Rishalt
through hunting, which culls the weaker animals. It in turn provides
a better hunt for Comrain’s followers when the strong and crafty
survive to breed.
Dark Pair – Dark God and Goddess – The name referring to Porceth
and Wainseth. Also see Porceth and Wainseth.
Deneurs – God of Builders and Craftsmen – He is also known as the
Builder.
Efficeth – Dark God of World’s End – He is the yet unborn child of
Porceth and Wainseth, one rarely known about or mentioned. It is
believed that the Dee he is born the world will end. Others have
claimed that he and Uman are one and the same.
Elecin – God of the Future and of Diviners – Elecin is depicted as a
man in robes with a looking glass for the future and a divining
glass to discern the present.
Fallu – King of the Whales – He is Maletos’ pet. He was the first
whale and the father of all whales after him. He is said to be the
size of an island, and the Mueran were raised on his back until
they were old enough to live on their own. Many on Elegia revere
whales, because Elegia is mostly water, and because the whales
of Elegia grow to be of great size.
Furestus – God of Laborers and Peasants – Furestes is depicted in
images by a collection of the tools of laborers that form a greater
being, and never a humanoid form. It is a metaphor for how one
man cannot do the work of many, and many can move mountains.
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Gandahar – God of Fortune and Chance – He is the husband of
Sellae and brother of Vorcinth. Dice and cards usually represent
him.
Greveth – Goddess of Earth, Mountains, and Fire – Greveth is the
elder sister of Marceaupo and Tulis, though she ignores their
struggle. She has a fierce temper that boils slowly before
exploding, much like the volcanoes that she is Goddess over.
Haestos – God of the Moon and Firmament – He is the husband of
Maletos, and is sometimes called the King of the Gods. Juria
jealously regards his union to Maletos, feeling slighted that she
was not picked to be at his side.
Holeitha – Goddess of the Homestead and of Children – She is
depicted in many houses of most of the races across Elegia as the
Matron. She’s heavyset with a childbearing figure and a babe in
her arms.
Ithilia – Goddess of Love and Seduction – Ithilia, and her
counterpart Solmin, are considered lesser Gods, but they are
widely worshipped by all the human races of the Broken Crown.
She is usually portrayed as a rather voluptuous woman, often to
the point of being overweight, attired in scandalous clothes and
with heavily rouged lips and cheeks.
Juria – Goddess of Royalty, Empires, and Beauty – Perhaps the
most beautiful Goddess of the Pantheon, she is sometimes
honored by young women who wish to be seen by others as more
beautiful, and many things are sold that are said to have her
blessing in granting beauty. There are, however, stories of her
competing jealously with Maletos for Haestos, who is rather taken
with beautiful women.
Kaneitha – Goddess of Darkness and Shadow – She is the sister of
Maletos. Where Maletos is bright, kind, and open, Kaneitha is dark,
mysterious, and brooding. Some also consider her the mother of
thieves, assassins, and all ne’er-do-wells that skulk about at night.
Maletos – Goddess of the Sun – She is the beautiful wife of
Haestos. She is often referred to as the Queen of the Gods. It’s
important to note that she is considered to be of higher status than
her husband Haestos. While most societies on Elegia are not
matriarchal, each honors the ability of women to bring life into the
world, especially the Aurean people.
Marceaupo – Goddess of the Outer Seas – She is unforgiving to
those who pay her less respect than she is due. She is the proud
and sometimes arrogant older sister of Tulis, but younger sister to
Greveth.
Nelius – God of Death and the Afterlife – He is a trickster that steals
life from the unwary at inopportune times. Yet he is also the man
who carries souls into the afterlife to rest in his House of Endless
Rooms. In representations his face is always shrouded.
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Sometimes he is considered to be the third of the ‘evil Gods’ with
Porceth and Wainseth.
Ocel – God of Flocks and Agriculture – He is usually denoted by an
image of a shepherd. He is a God of Peace and friend of Rishalt,
acknowledging the cycle of predator and prey.
Oria – Goddess of Peace and Cooperation – She is a lesser
Goddess, one who is rarely mentioned except at times of war and
during peace talks between nations.
Porceth – Dark God of Illness, Misfortune, and Ruin – He is the
brother and enemy of Haestos. He, with his wife Wainseth rule
over all that is wrong with the world. His name is rarely if ever
invoked in fear that it will draw ill attention from him. He is one half
of The Dark Pair.
Rishalt – God of the Beasts – He is often considered a lesser God,
and images of him always show a humanoid being with the mixed
features of many animals as well as some human features. He is a
friend of Ocel, though they must sometimes compete because of
their natures.
Sellae – Goddess of Luck and Gambling – She is the wife of
Gandahar. Illustrations of her are in nearly every reputable and
disreputable gaming house in the Broken Crown.
Solmin – God of Love and Romance – As the act of love requires a
partner, Solmin is Ithilia’s counterpart and partner. He and she are
lesser Gods. He is usually depicted as a rather well endowed man
of fair looks. The two of them are rarely shown apart, as it’s an
omen of ended love and relationships.
Thuraish – God of Time and the Saysuhns – He’s always
represented as a series of five images, one for each Saysuhn: a
baby, a toddler, a young adult, a full-grown man, and finally an old
man. It is said he lives in a hall filled with clocks, and the he winds
one for each person in the world. When a person’s clock stops, the
person dies.
Tulis – God of the Inner Seas – He jealously guards his own waters,
which is supposedly why the places where the Inner Seas meet
with the Outer Seas are so rough. He is the younger brother of
Marceaupo and Greveth.
Uman – God of the Forsaken and Dreams – This is a God that many
people claim was ‘made up’ as something for the downtrodden
Rumani to whisper to about their many trials and their poor lot in
life. Those other than the Rumani never speak of Uman except
with disregard. The Rumani believe him to be the culmination of
the spirits of their dead and all of their Yarres of suffering and
prayer. One Dee he will arise and forge them a new island from the
sea to live upon as their own. Because of this, he is also known as
the Earthmaker, and according to the Rumani he is to be the mate
of Greveth. They also believe that he will send one before his
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coming to ready them for receiving their new kingdom. Many have
claimed to be this person, but rarely are they believed. His
appearance changes quickly, each version being an attractive man
of varying traits.
Vorcinth – God of Trickery, Deceit, and Entertainers – Brother to
Gandahar, he is often designated by a jester or a clown. While he
is not an evil God, he is not one that honest people often want to
attract the attention of.
Wainseth – Dark Goddess of Defeat, Failure, and Loss – She is the
sister and enemy of Maletos. She, with her husband Porceth, rule
over all that is wrong with the world. Her name is rarely if ever
invoked in fear that it will draw ill attention from her. She is one half
of The Dark Pair.
Yenis – Goddess of Ice, Rain, and Snow – She is also known as the
Frozen Queen. She is beloved of the Uleaut people, and is said to
nurse their young from her icy teats. This is really just a metaphor
for a flower-like plant that grows in the icy wastelands, supposedly
a boon from her. The flowers, named The Bosoms of Yenis, grow
many bulbs of milky fluid that Uleaut mothers feed their young.
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 HIERARCHY 
While the actual strengths of the Gods and Goddesses among the
Pantheon are debated endlessly among scholars and theologians
among the peoples of the Broken Crown, none can accurately know
the inner workings of the greater beings. Following is a generalized
list of the most accepted rankings of the Gods and Goddesses
according to power and/or importance. They have been ordered in
pairs or groupings as best makes sense according to their category
of powers.
Upper Tier – The Celestial Bodies and Major Forces
a. Maletos (Sun) and Haestos (Moon and the Firmament)
b. Thuraish (Time and Saysuhns), Elecin (Diviners and the
Future), and Nelius (Death and the Afterlife)
II. Middle Tier – The Elements and Lesser Forces
a. Kaneitha (Shadows and Darkness) and Juria (Royalty,
Empires, and Beauty)
b. Gandahar (Fortune and Chance) and Sellae (Luck and
Gambling)
c. Cainel (Battle) and Comrain (Hunt)
d. Aaren (Skies, Winds, and Birds), Greveth (Earth, Mountains,
and Fire), Yenis (Ice, Rain, and Snow), Marceaupo (Outer
Seas), and Tulis (Inner Seas)
III. Lower Tier – Animals, Domestics, and The Traits
a. Holeitha (Homesteads and Children), Deneurs (Builders and
Craftsmen), Furestus (Peasants and Laborers), and Braccen
(Commerce and Greed)
b. Oria (Peace and Cooperation), Solmin (Love and Romance),
Ithilia (Seduction and Romance), Chaveaoux (Invention and
Ingenuity), and Vorcinth (Trickery, Deceit, and Entertainers)
c. Ocel (Flocks and Agriculture), Rishalt (Beasts), and Fallu
(Whales)
IV. Others – Unknown abilities or Dark Gods and their offspring
a. Uman (the Forsaken and Dreams)
b. Wainseth (Defeat, Failure, and Loss) and Porceth (Illness,
Misfortune, and Ruin)
c. Aphelia (Hatred and Fear) and Efficeth (World’s End)
I.
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APPENDIX D – Calendar and Time
All the peoples of Elegia use this calendar system. Some say that
this calendar system was brought with the Aureans from their place
before, but most believe that the Aureans developed it after Yarres of
studying the stars. They gifted it to the lowland people during a
period of greater cooperation between them and the lowland races.
The system has basically gone without modification since then, as it
is a rather accurate system. Because the early Aurean settlers
worked most closely with the Kerathi, the names of the days (Dees)
took on a Kerathi flavor. Their interaction with the other races,
sometimes on the behalf of the Aureans, spread the Calendar
system further.
Prior to this current system, which measures Yarres in A.E. (After
Empire), there was the Y.E. (Yarre of the Empire) scale using the
Elegian Calendar, which has since been discarded. Before that,
there was only the Beforetimes, but there was no specific number of
Yarres in the B.T. scale.
 IN A YARRE 
A Yarre is 330 Dees, except on extended Yarres – which are much
like our leap years – where there are 335 Dees. These 330 (or 335
Dees in the case of an extended Yarre) are broken up into five
Saysuhns instead of our four seasons. The Saysuhns are named
after colors associated with the weather that occurs most commonly
during them. The Saysuhns are: Brown, Green, Red, Orange, and
White. Brown would be late winter and early spring, green is spring
to early summer, red is the heat of summer, orange is fall, and white
is winter.
Each Saysuhn is divided into two halves called Munths with a
Faestivul celebrating its end; this makes for a total of ten Munths.
The Saysuhn of Brown is divided into the Munths of Thawing and
Mud, Green into Greening and Planting, Red into Growing and Heat,
Orange into Harvest and Falling, and White into Frost and Snowing.
Therefore, the ten Munths in order are: Thawing, Mud, Greening,
Planting, Growing, Heat, Harvest, Falling, Frost, and Snowing.
Each Munth is split into three Waykes; this makes for a total of thirty
Waykes in a Yarre. A Wayke is similar to our weeks, except that they
have ten Dees each. This means there are thirty Dees per Munth.
Dees are slightly longer than our Days, as Elegia has a longer period
of rotation that the Earth does. The ten Dees in each Wayke are:
Einsdee, Tewsdee, Thraysdee, Fohrsdee, Fyvesdee, Sechsdee,
Sayvensdee, Aytesdee, Noinsdee, and Zehnsdee. These names are
easy to remember for the most part, as they sound rather close,
phonetically, to the corresponding number of their order, except for
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Zehnsdee. Each Dee is divided further into Ouers, Mynettes, and
Saycunds. Within a Dee there are ten Ouers. Notice that this sounds
suspiciously like ‘hours.’ There are 1,000 Mynettes in the Dee, 100
per Ouer. There are 100,000 Saycunds in the Dee, 10,000 per Ouer,
100 per Mynette.
Faestivuls, despite having a strange spelling, are festivals
dedicated to different seasonal themes. There are five of them per
Yarre, one per Saysuhn. They are not to be considered part of any
Munth, but rather a separate entity serving as an ending to a
Saysuhn. Typically they look forward to the coming Saysuhn rather
than reviewing the one just past. They are named: the Faestivul of
Coming Growth, the Faestivul of Coming Heat, the Faestivul of
Coming Plenty, the Faestivul of Coming Cold, and the Faestivul of
Renewal. Coming Growth has themes of birth and family, Coming
Heat of fire and industry, Coming Plenty of harvest and flocks,
Coming Cold of ice and snow, and finally, Renewal has themes of
beginnings and ends as well as other contrasting pairs like light and
dark. In terms of duration, the first four of these Faestivuls are only
five Dees each, with the last Faestivul lasting ten Dees, except every
tenth Yarre when it’s fifteen Dees instead of ten. These Dees don’t
have Dee names, but are instead referred to as Dee x of x. I.E.
Faestivul of Coming Growth, Dee one of five.
You’ll note that there are a lot of differently spelled terms that sound
a lot like our normal time and calendar system: Yarre/Year,
Saysuhn/Season, Munth/Munth, Wayke/Week, Dee/Day, Ouer/Hour,
Mynette/Minute, and Saycund/Second. Hopefully they’re easy
enough to remember in these pairs because they are so similar. Also
note that terms like holidee, somedee, todee, nextdee, yesterdee,
and middee are used instead of holiday, someday, today, tomorrow,
yesterday, and midday.
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 CALENDAR 
Saysuhn of Brown – a time of melting snow and mud
Munth of Thawing (30 Dees)
Munth of Mud (30 Dees)
Faestivul of Coming Growth – birth and family (5 Dees)
Saysuhn of Green – plants are growing and life is returning
Munth of Greening (30 Dees)
Munth of Planting (30 Dees)
Faestivul of Coming Heat – fire and industry (5 Dees)
Saysuhn of Red – the weather is getting hot
Munth of Growing (30 Dees)
Munth of Heat (30 Dees)
Faestivul of Coming Plenty – harvest and flocks (5 Dees)
Saysuhn of Orange – harvest time and falling leaves
Munth of Harvest (30 Dees)
Munth of Falling (30 Dees)
Faestivul of Coming Cold – ice and snow (5 Dees)
Saysuhn of White – cold times and snow
Munth of Frost (30 Dees)
Munth of Snowing (30 Dees)
Faestivul of Renewal – beginnings and ends, light and dark (10 or
15 Dees)
 TIME CONVERSIONS 
To ease your reading, I’ve made some comparisons and
conversions. The math is already done for you. Basically everything
you need should be here:
Saycund (base unit) = 1 Second
Mynette (100 Saycunds) = 1.67 Minutes
Ouer (100 Mynettes) = 2.78 Hours
Dee (10 Ouers) = 1.15 Days
Wayke (10 Dees) = 11.5 Days
Munth (30 Dees) = 34.5 Days
Saysuhn (65 to 75 Dees, depending) = Part of a Season or 74 to
86 Days.
Yarre (330 Dees spread across 5 Saysuhns) = 379.5 Days
Decayarre (10 Yarres) = ~10.4 Years
Hectoyarre (100 Yarres or 10 Decayarres) = ~104 Years
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APPENDIX E – Timeline of the Broken Crown
Following is a collection of important dates from both the Y.E. and
A.E. sections of history. There are no entries for Beforetimes,
because there were no measurements of time being used then.
769 A.E. – The war continues to expand, with the Elegians, the
Kerathi, and the Aureans each working against the Dark Aureans.
The Aynglicans are poised to join the war, but to what effect is not
yet known. In the southern parts of the Broken Crown, the Rumani
and the Muerans are in disorder with the changes the world is
going through. Even the distant Uleauts feel the pain and suffering
of the world…
769 A.E. – Uman, the Rumani’s God of Dreams, is born.
768 A.E. – Corydon deposes the Greater Helion of Cenalium and
begins his war on the lowlanders.
760 A.E. – The current Grand Helion is elected to his post.
760 A.E. – Linnea, wife of Orestes, dies.
754 A.E. – Anthea, the first ever child of half-Aurean descent, is born
to Orestes, Guardian Captain, and Linnea, Kerathi Thaumaturge.
Orestes resigns his commission and ceases activities with his
partner Corydon.
753 A.E. – Guardian Captain Orestes takes Linnea, a Kerathi
Thaumaturge, as his wife.
751 A.E. – King Nicholas VI takes Aleta of Caeomn, Lesser Aynglica,
as his Queen.
750 A.E. – Kinipela, a Mueran writer to be, is born.
750 A.E. – King Carlos the First of Aynglica dies and is replaced by
his son, King Nicholas VI. Due to his young age, the new King
immediately looks for a mate to secure his claim.
738 A.E. – Alistair, apprentice and understudy of Raghnall, is born.
735 A.E. – Esben, who distinguished himself in the War of Sixteen
Islands, is given his own clan despite his young age. The famed
war leader Latham’s recommendation figures strongly in this
decision. He takes with him some of his comrades and their mates.
733 A.E. – King Brant III, the King during the War of Sixteen Islands,
dies in a coup, replaced by King Carlos the First.
733 A.E. – Mortimer Tightfist, Aynglican tycoon, dies of old age.
732 A.E. – The War of Sixteen Islands ends between the Aynglicans
and the Kerathi, though minor hostilities continue indefinitely.
729 A.E. – Latham initiates his famous strike on Schevode, tipping
the momentum in the War of Sixteen Islands.
718 A.E. – Corydon begins the first of his experiments with Aurean
blood. His deep suspicions are that there is something amiss about
Aurean nature.
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716 A.E. – The War of Sixteen Islands starts between the Aynglicans
and the Kerathi.
714 A.E. – The Grand Canal of Banwha is completed.
712 A.E. – Okapi, the famous Elegian hunter and herbalist, dies of
old age, leaving behind a strong legacy of herbal and animal lore
that is still consulted in the present.
709 A.E. – The Grand Canal of Banwha is officially opened, though
work will continue to shore up its sides for several more Yarres.
707 A.E. – Bedros’ Ancestors are kidnapped and Corydon begins his
Ox-Men breeding projects.
704 A.E. – The current Grand Helion is born. He is yet unnamed, as
he has not died after assuming his post.
701 A.E. – The famous sailor of mixed Aynglican and Rumani
descent, Edvard Farsail, dies in the harsh Saysuhn of White.
701 A.E. – Thuraish has another lapse, and the Saysuhn of White is
nearly twice as long as it should have been.
700 A.E. – Raghnall, famed chronicler of Aynglican and Kerathi
descent, is born.
697 A.E. – Lisette d’Achelaine dies at 100, penning a few last words
in her historical treatises even as she died.
689 A.E. – The Grand Canal of Banwha is started.
688 A.E. – Hans Karllack dies of old age, but the Bold Company’s
traditions live on.
683 A.E. – Pravat, a Mueran who devoted his life to the study of the
Ox-Men, disappears and is presumed dead. No further signs of
him are ever found. The notes he left behind are published
posthumously.
673 A.E. – Despite efforts by nobles to have an execution or enforce
imprisonment of Hans Karllack for his disobedience during the
Outer Aynglican War, the people won’t have it. He is stripped of his
titles and lives out the rest of his life quietly.
672 A.E. – The Outer Aynglican War between the Östlichreich and
Outer Aynglica comes to a close. The results are mixed. A few
islands swap hands and thousands die.
670 A.E. – Defying orders, Hans Karllack and the Bold Company
launch their own campaign against the Kerathi. In two Yarres, they
will liberate three islands and drive back the Kerathi in several
locations.
656 A.E. – The Outer Aynglican War between the eastern islands of
the Kerathi, the Östlichreich, and Outer Aynglica begins after a
particularly vicious Kerathi raid on Aynglican lands.
654 A.E. – Pravat, a Mueran who devoted his life to the study of the
Ox-Men, is born.
644 A.E. – Cassius the Extravagant, Grand Helion, dies. All of his
people breathe sighs of relief, as his reckless spending comes to
an end.
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643 A.E. – Rehan, famed Rumani singer and songwriter, dies. A
jilted lover is believed to have murdered her.
642 A.E. – Cassius the Extravagant completes his project, the
Aviaries of Aaren.
641 A.E. – Mortimer Tightfist is born.
639 A.E. – Okapi, the famous Elegian hunter and herbalist, is born.
633 A.E. – Cassius the Extravagant is elected as Grand Helion. He
celebrates his election with the most expensive feast in the history
of his people: The Immensia Celebrazione.
633 A.E. – Boniface the Calm dies, leaving little as his legacy but a
time of peace.
629 A.E. – The Lord Marshal who won the Aynglican Civil War,
Harris Ducheyne, dies.
628 A.E. – Edvard Farsail, one of the greatest explorers ever, is
born.
623 A.E. – Hans Karllack, general of the Bold Company, is born.
621 A.E. – A lost Kerathi longship washes up on a Mueran island
and they begin pillaging. The Muerans rise up and strike them
down, but the losses are heavy due to the illnesses brought with
the Kerathi soldiers. The plague ravages many Mueran islands, a
plague that is remembered as the Kerathi Pox.
618 A.E. – The famous Rumani singer and songwriter, Rehan, is
born.
614 A.E. – Thuraish has a lapse in the Saysuhn of Red that results in
a massive drought that sweeps the Broken Crown.
612 A.E. – Galen is born in Durenia. He will grow up to refine the
Aurean Fliers into what they are now.
610 A.E. – The Grand Mercantile Association of Aynglica is founded
in answer to the Council of Great Lords. It aims to protect financial
and commercial interests of independent parties, companies,
associations, and guilds.
609 A.E. – The city of Four Bridges is rebuilt as a war monument in
Greater Aynglica.
608 A.E. – The Council of Great Lords, the new governing body for
all Aynglican Territories, is officially founded, the results of the
changes begun in 606 A.E. after the end of the Aynglican Civil
War.
607 A.E. – Opportunistic Kerathi warriors begin attacking Aynglican
holdings, knowing that the Aynglicans are weakened after their
exhaustive civil war. They seize several disputed holdings. This
campaign of pillaging and conquering comes to be known as the
Inselnsie Ergreifen.
606 A.E. – The Aynglican Civil War comes to a close at the Battle of
Four Bridges where the ruling elite on Greater Aynglica narrowly
defeat the rebels. The results were the gradual restructuring of the
entire Aynglican government and a shift in the way laws and taxes
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are administered. Greater Aynglica continues to rule to an extent,
but Lesser Aynglica and Outer Aynglica are granted some
measures of independence.
604 A.E. – Suri Amani dies, unable to see the conclusion of the
Aynglican Civil War.
603 A.E. – Nobles in Outer Aynglica join in the revolt, expanding the
conflict and greatly increasing the death toll in the Aynglican Civil
War.
602 A.E. – Discontented nobles on Lesser Aynglica revolt and begin
a bid for independence.
597 A.E. – Lisette d’Achelaine is born.
596 A.E. – Ezhno, Uleaut philosopher, dies.
584 A.E. – Boniface the Calm is elected as Grand Helion as
Severino’s replacement.
584 A.E. – The Aurean Grand Helion Severino the Cruel is deposed.
His advisors throw him from the high tower of the Colonadi
Dignitae. His replacement is much milder.
582 A.E. – The Rummas Peacekeepers are formed, beginning their
bloody history.
571 A.E. – The Aureans elect Severino as Grand Helion.
Immediately trouble begins, but it’s minor things at first, growing
worse as time passes.
571 A.E. – Vin the Defender, Aurean Grand Helion, dies, leaving the
Torredi Lampada towers as his legacy.
565 A.E. – Ezhno, Uleaut philosopher, is born.
551 A.E. – Harris Ducheyne is born.
538 A.E. – Last known sighting of Pekelo, Mueran Deepcrosser and
philosopher.
534 A.E. – Tiombe, leader of the resistance forces that brought the
end to Aynglican occupation of Zaraig, dies. It is believed that
Aynglicans who resented her part in the conflict assassinated her.
532 A.E. – Vin the Defender, Aurean Grand Helion, assumes power.
532 A.E. – Aynglican occupation of Zaraig ends with the burning of
Rihyas by pirates.
520 A.E. – Suri Amani, famed Rumani courtesan and concubine is
born.
514 A.E. – Severino, notorious Aurean Grand Helion, is born.
513 A.E. – The famed Elegian chronicler Ramessef dies, possibly of
poison.
503 A.E. – Boniface the Calm is born.
503 A.E. – Argus, Sammenkomst Observer, dies in a burning hut
during a raid, having drunk himself into unconsciousness before
the attack.
495 A.E. – Tiombe is born in Zaraig.
494 A.E. – Aynglican occupation of Zaraig begins.
492 A.E. – Mueran Deepcrosser and philosopher, Pekelo is born.
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487 A.E. – Nenet Abi, Elegian poisoner, dies suspiciously, leaving
her manual behind.
484 A.E. – Karena succumbs to a disease she was born with,
leaving a short collection of writings and many goods deeds as her
legacies.
466 A.E. – Karena, a Kerathi Thaumaturge and writer, is born.
458 A.E. – The famed Elegian chronicler Ramessef is born.
458 A.E. – The first Mueran Tauwhawhai race is held.
451 A.E. – Nenet Abi, Elegian poisoner, is born.
437 A.E. – Vin the Defender is born.
426 A.E. – Grand Helion Junius Skywatcher dies. He is mourned and
respected deeply.
410 A.E. – The Observatori Delsolluna is completed in Aetheline.
386 A.E. – Grand Helion Junius Skywatcher is elected.
386 A.E. – Grand Helion Placido dies of old age, ending his long
Yarres of reform and restructuring of the Aurean nation.
334 A.E. – Soren the Deft dies in a border raid against the
Aynglicans.
319 A.E. – The Aurean Guardians are Formed.
319 A.E. – The Aurean Fratello Muerte occurs after Yarres of
mismanagement and weak leadership since Marcellus the Just’s
death. Ilario revolts when misinformed about Grand Helion
Placido’s supposed death and surprise appearance in Cenalium.
318 A.E. – Placido is elected as Grand Helion. He begins as a weak
leader, like those who preceded him.
318 A.E. – The last of the four Quattroperdite Grand Helions resigns,
setting the stage for Placido’s election.
309 A.E. – Junius the Skywatcher is born.
291 A.E. – Soren the Deft is born.
284 A.E. – The Aurean government starts its period of rule under the
Quattroperdite, the four poor Grand Helions.
284 A.E. – Marcellus the Just, first Aurean Grand Helion, dies of very
old age.
254 A.E. – Elegian Empress Femi IX, known as Femi the Builder,
dies. She leaves behind many uncompleted projects for her
successors to continue, and also many completed projects as her
legacy of rebuilding the Empire.
245 A.E. – Placido the Wise is born.
232 A.E. – The Aurean Grancitta of Muralius, the last to date, is built.
225 A.E. – The Great Stairs of Aetheline are completed. They are an
invitation to the Lowlanders.
214 A.E. – The first Tournea Observatori for the Grand Helion of the
Aureans.
214 A.E. – The Aurean Venutia Deguidina elects Marcellus the Just
as first ever Grand Helion.
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212 A.E. – The Aurean Capital Grancitta, Aetheline, is built on the
Broken Ridge.
169 A.E. – Elegian Empress Femi IX, who will become known as
Femi the Builder, is born.
127 A.E. – Marcellus the Just, the first Aurean Grand Helion, is born.
125 A.E. – The Aurean Grancitta of Durenia is built.
108 A.E. – The first Kerathi Sammenkomst convenes.
97 A.E. – The Aurean Grancitta of Reselhine is built.
68 A.E. – The Aurean Grancitta of Choraeyn is built.
51 A.E. – The Aurean Grancitta of Tibusin is built.
49 A.E. – Sarmad leads one hundred faithful men and women into
the Ruins of Ka’Shann to build a shrine to Kostya and become The
Hundred Souls.
48 A.E. – Ka’Shann falls to treachery and infighting after the prophet
Kostya dies. The new cities that were to be the hope of the Rumani
people are all gone. Small settlements spring up around the dead
city, but none have its glory. This comes to be known as The
Second Loss.
39 A.E. – The first Aurean Farsight Outlook is built.
37 A.E. – The Aurean Grancitta of Gevaud is built.
32 A.E. – The first Aurean Grancitta, Cenalium, is built. Survivors
flock to the last hope of a dying people, and they begin to recover.
31 A.E. – The Aureans retreat to the mountains for unknown
reasons, pulling out of Lowland politics and culture after being the
most important force in the push toward rebuilding. Many are
witnessed dying.
31 A.E. – The Godless Yarres for the Broken Crown end. Life begins
rebuilding rapidly.
20 A.E. – The Aureans come to the Broken Crown in great numbers.
They make themselves known among the other peoples and begin
spreading their inventions and ways to whomever they meet.
18 A.E. – The new Rumani colonies have all failed, all save one
called Ka’Shann on Greveth’s Mercy, which prospers as the
survivors from the other colonies run to it and help build it up.
13 A.E. – After ten Hectoyarres (or 1000 Yarres) of Wandering for
the Rumani people, they attempt to establish new colonies and
kingdoms across the Broken Crown, hoping that they can stabilize
the Broken Crown. The prophet Kostya is key in this push, even in
his young age. They have immediate mixed results, and those that
seem like they may succeed fall under the scrutiny of worried
neighbors, who attack mercilessly and jealously.
5 A.E. – Sarmad is born. He will eventually become one of the
Hundred Souls.
1 A.E. – Kostya, visionary Rumani prophet is born.
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1 A.E. – The Godless Yarres for the Broken Crown begin. Famine,
death, murder, lawlessness, and crime rule the lands of the Broken
Crown.
0 A.E. – The beginning of the New After Empire Scale as later
denoted by the Aurean calendar that is adopted across the Broken
Crown after the Godless Yarres end. This Yarre was mostly
comprised of the falling apart of political alliances that had formed
to depose the Elegians and the further bloodshed that set the
stage for the famine and disease to follow in its wake.
1132 Y.E. – The Yarre of the official Fall of the Elegian Empire, a
Yarre marked by horrific slaughters and widespread death and
war.
1130 Y.E. – Elegian forces withdraw from Rummas and their
remaining Aynglican territories, returning to defend the homeland.
1129 Y.E. – Paiva, Kerathi Thaumaturge, dies in battle. Before she
dies, she completes a campaign that drives the Elegians out of a
dozen islands and starts the push toward Elegius.
1127 Y.E. – The revolts in Rummas reach a new fever pitch. The
Elegians have a hard time containing the citizens.
1122 Y.E. – The Elegians retreat from their posts in the Mueran Belt.
The Mueran holdings are seen as less important than holding back
the Aynglicans and the Kerathi.
1110 Y.E. – Paiva, Kerathi Thaumaturge, is born.
1105 Y.E. – The Aynglicans begin their own revolts.
1103 Y.E. – The Kerathi revolt again, this time in great force.
1096 Y.E. – Dorjan the Seer, famous Rumani prophet, is executed
for his prophecies, which caused several Yarres of minor scuffles
between his followers and the Elegian occupation forces in
Rummas.
1074 Y.E. – Dorjan the Seer, famous Rumani prophet, is born.
1063 Y.E. – Elegian Empress Jendayi IV dies on the throne, literally
clutching onto it even after dying. She is as stubborn about
relinquishing the throne in death as she is in life. Her lack of a clear
successor causes much trouble after her death.
984 Y.E. – Elegian Empress Jendayi IV is born. In her long climb to
power to ascend the throne as Empress, she will alienate and
destroy many. She will kill many of her possible successors,
including her own offspring, to avoid losing power.
832-844 Y.E. – The Kerathi revolt. It ends badly for them.
760 Y.E. – The Great Conquest ends. The Elegian Empire controls
almost all of the Broken Crown, with its garrisons and governors
controlling nearly every major settlement. Resistance continues,
but the languages and culture of Elegia begin to enter all levels of
life in their controlled territories.

477

PERENNIALS
760 Y.E. – The Kerathi surrender.
755 Y.E. – Outer Aynglica surrenders.
743 Y.E. – Greater Aynglica surrenders.
693 Y.E. – Lesser Aynglica falls to Elegian troops, resisting to the
last.
684 Y.E. – The Empire starts its campaign against the Aynglica.
667 Y.E. – The Empire starts its campaign against the Kerathi.
659 Y.E. – The rest of the Mueran Belt surrenders, but the Far
Muerans refuse.
630 Y.E. – Mehitte surrenders.
627 Y.E. – The Empire starts its campaign against the Muerans.
622 Y.E. – Rummas surrenders.
612 Y.E. – Zaraig surrenders.
609 Y.E. – The Empire starts its campaign against Rummas and
Zaraig.
609 Y.E. – The Great Conquest begins. For a hundred and fifty
Yarres, Elegia will be a vast rolling war machine bent on total
conquest.
573 Y.E. – Empress Halima VI dies, but her legacy of expansion will
continue.
567 Y.E. – The Hundred Isles become a part of the Elegian Empire.
544 Y.E. – The Samiels of the Drylands bend a knee to Empress
Halima VI’s soldiers.
482 Y.E. – Empress Halima VI is born. When she begins her reign of
conquest, she will start an outward push that will not end until The
Fall of the Empire.
397 Y.E. – The famous Ox-Man Silverhorns dies at 49, the oldest
Ox-Man ever recorded.
395 Y.E. – Empress Neith II dies.
382 Y.E. – The Butcher’s Accord is negotiated between the Elegians
and the Ox-Men. Empress Neith II and the Ox-Man Silverhorns
orchestrated this.
348 Y.E. – The Ox-Man Silverhorns is born on Elegius.
340 Y.E. – Empress Neith II born.
145 Y.E – The Rumani experience their Loss of Home.
145 Y.E. – The Uleaut people flee to the south, splitting from what
will become their cousin race, the Muerans.
145 Y.E. – The Ox-Men sing the world alive. The resulting climatic
changes and reordering of the islands causes the Crown of Gods
to become the Broken Crown. Rummil is lost, the Muerans change
their lifestyles to live among the harsh storms of the newly formed
Mueran Belt, and the Uleaut people flee far to the south. These are
perhaps the greatest among many other changes…
68-144 Y.E. – The Rumani people in Rummil set their eyes on the
whole world, spreading out and taking control of many islands.
They seem unstoppable.
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47 Y.E. – Shani I, the first Empress of the Empire dies. Her daughter
of the same name takes over.
1 Y.E. – The first Yarre of the Empire, as denoted by the beginning
of the enlightened rule of the first Empress, Shani I.
Beforetimes – Prior to the Empress Shani I, time was not recorded
with accurate calendars. Only after the beginning of her rule, were
the stars and heavens charted and searched for patterns so that
the earliest calendars could be created.
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 HISTORICAL OVERVIEW 
In the Beginning… the original creator, a nameless creature known
only to the Gods and the Lost Ones, expended so much energy
creating the world that afterward he fell asleep forever and became
the sun. Bits of him crumbled off as he slept and fell to the world,
creating life. Some of the smallest fragments became plant life or
early animal life that quickly began reproducing to cover the world,
but the bigger pieces became thinking beings.
The thinking beings developed language, culture, and thought. With
thought arose differences. Personalities formed. They split into two
camps: the thinkers and the experientialists. The experientialists
created Aureans in what they felt was the image of perfection. The
Aureans began to flourish and in doing so they empowered the
experientialists, who lived among them and bred with them. The
greater the Aureans became, the more power the experientialists
had.
The thinkers, not to be outdone, began creating their own races that
could worship them and empower them. Their approach depended
not specifically on the power and greatness of the races they made,
but rather on the fervor and diligence of the worship that they
provided for them. Of their creative efforts, six main races emerged:
the Aynglicans, the Elegians, the Kerathi, the Muerans, the Rumani,
and the Uleaut, who were as closely related to the Muerans as
brothers. Even though they were not known as these things then,
they would become them in time.
The creation of the different races angered the experientialists, and
they made war on the thinkers for encroaching upon what they felt
was their field. As they fought each other, the created races fought
each other too. Many lives were lost before things began to swing
into the favor of the thinkers, whose varied peoples proved to be
more than a match for the Aureans. Yet, when things looked worst
for the experientialists, they vanished. They gave up physical form to
dwell within the Aureans they’d created. From within the Aureans,
they were able to drive back the thinkers.
It looked as if the Aureans might dominate everything, but then a
third power stepped in then - the Ox-men. They were another form of
the creator’s offspring, but they were more in tune with his creations
and less desiring of power. They Sang the World Alive and banished
the Lost Ones, as they would come to be known, from holding
physical form or enslaving the form of another. With the loss of form,
the Lost Ones could no longer fight or pursue revenge. Their sprits
floated across the waters of the world, unable to influence things as
they once could. The experientialists had lost.
The remainder of the thinkers rebuilt the shattered land as best they
could, pushing the lands together to form the Crown of Gods. This
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creation of this collection of all the landmasses of the world killed
many of the Ox-Men in the process and scattered many others
across the landscape, destroying the single great herd. Their power
was divided. The creation of the Crown of Gods also accomplished a
second task, and that was to move all the Aureans that had survived
far from the other races, where they might not harm anyone but
themselves.
In the Crown of Gods, the created peoples of the world began to
flourish and advance beyond anything they had ever accomplished
prior to the great battle between the thinkers and the Lost Ones.
They settled into their own lands and began to squabble amongst
each other. One of the greatest points of contention was which of the
Gods to worship.
Now at the point of their own birth, the thinkers were mostly
uniform, with small differences in personality caused by the worship
they received. The continuing worship of the thinkers molded them
into the Gods the races of the world felt they needed. The thinkers
became the designated Gods of the peoples who worshipped them,
even down to the traits and powers assigned to them by their
worshippers. This designation of powers actually limited and curbed
the powers of the thinkers, and the continued worship of them in
these roles actually made them mostly forget what they had once
been. In some respects, they served the races they had created,
who in turn recreated them.
There were two among the Gods who had always sworn off all
worship from the created races, fearing what it may do to them and
scorning those who accepted it. As they saw their brothers and
sisters change, they grew to fear and even hate the created races.
They decided that they would devote themselves to the downfall of
the created races. They sewed seeds of betrayal, death, and war
where they could. Yet, even they, despite swearing off the worship of
the created races, were forced into a role and changed by them.
They became Porceth and Wainseth, who together are blamed for
most of the ills in the world. The pair lives only to destroy the races of
the world.
The Ox-men, usually content to live simply and let the Yarres pass
by, were forced once more into action as they saw fighting escalate
once more because of Porceth and Wainseth’s meddling. The last
straw for them was the growth of the Rumani people into a power to
contend with, especially with their God Uman stirring in the bowels of
the world, eager to be born. Rather than deal with yet another greedy
God, the Ox-men sang the world alive once more and reordered the
Crown of Gods. Rummil was shattered and lost, many islands were
swamped or destroyed, and many of the greater landmasses shifted
around. The biggest change occurred in the southeastern section of
the Crown, which was mostly destroyed, leaving only a belt of
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islands that the Muerans would come to inhabit. Seeing the danger
of living in such lands, the Uleauts – once a brother people to the
Muerans despite their love of cold lands instead of the seas – fled for
the shifting fields of ice far to the south of the Broken Crown. Many of
them perished as they learned the ways of those new lands.
The efforts of the Ox-men may have stalled the growing conflicts
between the races of the world, but it did not prevent them. If
anything, it just gave the races more time to advance and grow
before the Elegian empire moved in and brought an even greater war
to the peoples of the Broken Crown with its rise and eventual fall.
The Gods, ever jealous of their creations, began to respond to the
urges of Porceth and Wainseth, and they pushed the races that were
each worshipped by into making war on each other and competing
for their affections. The result of these urges caused the rise and the
Fall of the Elegian Empire. The deaths caused by these conflicts
destroyed large portions of the bases of worshippers for many of the
Gods. That weakened the Gods enough that the Aureans could
return from banishment, enlightened by their many Hectoyarres living
without strife. Their forgotten origins as the offspring of the
experientialists made them prime inventors and scientists, ever
willing to push things to the next level.
The coming of the Aureans, whose darker plots the Ox-men
understood even if the other races could not see their intentions, into
an already unstable situation was a great cause for worry among the
Ox-men. Yet, as they prepared to sing the world alive one more time
to rid the Broken Crown of the Aurean plague, as they saw them to
be, the Goddess Maletos dealt with them herself. Her curse upon
them killed most of their number and forced them into the mountains
to live as close as they could to the sun and moon.
At that same time, fearful of their power, the Gods quietly urged
their peoples to hunt and kill the Ox-Men to limit their power by
culling their herds. Their efforts were not without success, but many
people were unwilling to destroy the Ox-Men. Two great herds still
exist in the Broken Crown, although on opposite sides, and there are
also a few scattered and weak herds on the isles. They have not
forgotten how their inaction brought them vulnerability.
Now… the Perennials Saga continues with Anthea and her
companions…
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APPENDIX F – Flower Enchanting
Thaumaturges are unique to Kerathi culture. With a combination of
an utterance, a flower, and a focused will, they are able to perform
deeds that sometimes border on the miraculous. Their powers are
inborn, and most Kerathi who exhibit a strong interest in horticulture
or the tending of plants are tested for ability. The Kerathi greatly
respect their Thaumaturges, even if they choose a path in life that is
often less violent and forceful than is typical for their warlike people.
The more contact a Thaumaturge has with the plant they use in
their enchanting, the more powerful the effect. For best results, a
Thaumaturge has to plant, tend, pick, and preserve each of their
flowers. If they pick it, their abilities are diminished significantly, and
if they try to use a flower that is handed to them by another, only the
most meager enchantments can be created.
Because of the usefulness of a good Thaumaturge, the Kerathi
often went to war to possess them. This often caused the
Thaumaturges to refuse to help their captors or to enchant in ways
counter to what their captors would want. Of course, this would
anger the captors and they’d end up killing the Thaumaturge. This
led to a Sammenkomst ban on all such activities, as well as the
declaration that not only may a Thaumaturge in no way be retained
or held against their will, but also that they are effectively members
of no clan, or clanless.
This declaration is at once both the freedom and the misery of the
Thaumaturges. While they may roam free, they never quite feel at
home, and have been alienated to the point where most are hermits
or drifters. A few still take up residence with their old clansmen or in
a place they feel possesses many kindred spirits with whom they can
be comfortable.
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 ANTHEA’S ENCHANTMENTS 
Note that I left the familiar names of plants and flowers for the
purposes of the story. I felt that if I came up with a new name for
each, as I did with units of time and measure, it would detract too
much from the story. You’d almost have to read the whole glossary
and all of the appendices to be able to follow along.
 Acorn – Chapter 8 – a germinated oak acorn used to heal
Bedros’ wounds after he was shot.
 Angelica – Chapter 121 – An empowering green plant Anthea
needed to use in conjunction with Poppy and Chicory while in
Ka’Shann. See also Chicory and Poppy
 Angel’s Trumpet – Chapter 25 – a pink-tinged-white flower
shaped much like the instrument it is named after. Anthea used it
to look on Harsbrukke from afar.
 Anthea’s Orchid – Volume 1 Prologue – a special purple orchid
crossbred and tended by her. She used it to draw clouds around
a Guardian Flier to aid in their escape.
 Bittersweet – Chapter 105 – a sprig with many small leaves and
reddish-orange blossoms. Anthea did a searching with it, trying
to determine who in or near Aynglica could be of hindrance or
assistance to them.
 Bosom of Yenis – Chapter 157 – One of the holy plants of the
Uleaut people. Its restorative properties make it very valuable.
Anthea used it to restore herself and Tuari, and carry them to
safety.
 Boswellia – Chapter 156 – A branch of a fragrant tree used with
a Gladiolus to purify Synnove and then send her on her way. Her
Aurean-caused taints were cleaned, her flower enchanter
powers were stripped, and Anthea was made whole.
 Chicory – Chapter 121 & 156 – A soft blue colored, manypetaled flower Anthea used to open her mind and spirit to greater
abilities hidden within. She used this in conjunction with Angelica
and Poppy. See also Angelica and Poppy. Anthea also used
this flower individually to open a hidden door in Lower Cenalium.
 Comfrey – Chapter 119 & 148 – A purplish bell-shaped flower
Anthea used to transport her and Rolf from Fairport to the Ruins
of Ka’Shann. Anthea used it a second time to transport herself,
and accidentally take Tuari with her, to Cenalium. It might have
also been used by Linnea to take her out of Cenalium.
 Couch Grass – Chapter 156 – A type of grass or herb that
Anthea used to cut Synnove off from her powers.
 Crocus – Chapter 65 – A purplish blue flower that Anthea used
to have a shared vision of how to escape Uleaut lands.
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 Cypress – Chapter 146 – A long-lived member of the pine
family. Anthea grew this conifer up into and around Sezja’s body,
killing her and using her body as food to grow an adult tree.
 Cypress Needles – Chapter 156 – dead needles from the
cypress tree Sezja became. Anthea turned the power of these on
transition assistant Biagio, killing him.
 Edelweiss – Chapter 36 – A whitish blade-leafed flower that
grows in high altitudes sometimes. Anthea used it to kill the
Guardians that threatened her in the passes on the way to
Aetheline and partially heal her companions.
 Gladiolus – Chapter 156 – A pink, six-petaled flower used in
conjunction with a branch of a Boswellia tree to purify Synnove
and then send her on her way. Her Aurean-caused taints were
cleaned, her flower enchanter powers were stripped, and Anthea
was made whole.
 Heather – Chapter 29 – Reddish-purple bell-shaped flowers that
Anthea used in conjunction with Lotus to drive away the
Peacekeepers in Rummas. See also Lotus
 Holly – Chapter 157 – A red-berried plant with pointy green
leaves that Anthea used to defend herself against Corydon’s
guards.
 Lotus – Chapter 29 – A pinkish group of petals arranged in
concentric rings around a white bulb and green anther stalks. It
was used in conjunction with Heather to drive away the
Peacekeepers in Rummas. See also Heather
 Marigold – Chapter 146 – A fluffy orange-yellow flower Anthea
used to try to kill Sezja.
 Master of the Woods – Chapter 15 – a four-petaled white flower
used to drive away Genero, Leander, and the Guardians.
 Moss – Chapter 156 – Anthea used moss growing in Nadie’s
cage to free her from her pain, an act of charity.
 Mullein – Chapter 121 – A stalk of tightly bundled leaves and
yellow flowers used like a giant torch and filament whip.
 Orange Mock – Chapter 16 – A whitish flower with orange
highlights that Anthea used to speed Makan’s decoy boat away
from Norsjalde. She also made illusions of her, Rolf, and Bedros
to appear on the boat to further the illusion that they were
escaping.
 Parsley – Chapter 2 – A green herb used for finding/tracking.
 Poppy – Chapter 121 – A colorful flower of potent powers
Anthea used to destroy the creatures in Ka’Shann, save her
companions, and free her hidden abilities. She used this in
conjunction with Angelica and Chicory. See also Angelica and
Chicory
 Senna – Chapter 108 – An orange, puffy flower resembling a
thistle’s head that has long, green leaves. Anthea used it to
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enchant a mirror that would allow her to see or speak with
Nishan after he left for Ka’Shann.
Snowdrop – Chapter 2 – A light bulb shaped blossom that
opens into a white flower that was used for purifying water.
Straw – Chapter 156 – straw from a broom that Anthea used to
form a warding wand that would send her enemies running away
to do as she told them.
Sunflower – Chapter 19 (recollection) – A large seeded flower
with yellow petals she used to disguise the boat they escaped in
from the Aureans.
Vervain – Chapter 157 – Small lavender flowers Anthea used to
kill some of Corydon’s guards.
White Violet – Chapter 157 – a white version of the standard
purple violet. Anthea used it to take a chance to kill Lost Ones
soldiers, only to find that they were unaffected by her
enchantment.
Yarrow – Chapter 146 – A yellow set of many small flowers
growing upon a thin stem. Anthea used this to injure Sezja
during their battle.
Zinnia – Volume 2 Epilogue – A scarlet bloom used to bolster
the spirits and open the hearts of her companions.
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Velerion Damarke

Perennials:
In the first quarter of 2008 you should see the final piece of the
Perennials saga. Like I explained at the beginning of this book, I
wrote both of the final two parts together as one book, but then cut it
in half. I just need to edit and polish up the last part to be done.
That’s a short process compared to the writing.
Website:
If you want to see some of my other work, you’ll have to visit my
website. The new site is at: http://www.underspace.freedomcity.org/
If that site ever goes down or I change domains again, you can
always find my published work at: http://www.lulu.com/underspace/
Personal:
I’m 28, and I’m back in the states. I’m teaching full-time and burning
through my free time with Perennials and other projects.
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All material within is the Copyrighted material (2006-2007) of the
writer. Any similarities to other works or events, real or fictional,
are coincidental. No flowers were used for enchantments during
the writing of this book.
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