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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
th

 Thraysdee, the 13 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Uman lifted his graceful head skyward and frowned. Beside him, his
wife-mother, Greveth, also frowned. At times, she was like a mirror of
her mate and child. At other times, she was a fiery creature of wrath,
one prone to acts of violence that could reshape the world. At this
very instant, though, she was basking in the dissatisfaction her
husband felt, living vicariously through him, as she’d not quite
established her own identity since giving birth to Uman. She would in
time, and she would be a better partner to this new God for it, but
that would take time.
“What is it you see in the distance?” She asked, finally giving in to
her curiosity. Her eyes were not so sharp as his, despite the heat
that burned within her corneas.
“The girl, she’s at the center of all this, and yet she’s been removed
from the equation. She is lost, adrift, useless.”
Greveth looked to her mate then, taking in his exquisite and
breathtaking features. The dark could not diminish his attractive
qualities in the least; if anything, the moonlight made him that much
more appealing, or so it would seem until she regarded him once
more in sunlight and changed her mind. She forgot her words for a
time as her heart quickened. He had that effect upon her – he always
did and likely always would whenever she gazed upon him.
At some length, she remembered what she had wished to ask:
“Perhaps she no longer wishes to participate in the conflicts of God,
man, and those others that are neither divine nor man?”
Uman grinned at this prospect. He could easily imagine someone
not wishing any part of what was to come, and yet he knew she had
little choice left in the matter. “In the beginning, it may have been
possible for her to flaunt this destiny and choose another path, but
she has been guided and coaxed all the way here. Like a boat
subject to the will of a great river, she has lost any aspect of decision
as to her path. There is nothing left to her but an awful battle, and
someone needs to remind her of that.”

11

PERENNIALS
Greveth tilted her head back once more to try to see what Uman
saw, but there was nothing that her eyes could pick out in the night
skies. However, those were Haestos’ element, not hers, far from it,
so it was hard to say what could be hidden beyond the clouds. “But
she is gone, lost and adrift as you said…”
“And she must not stay that way. I must reach out to her, or at least
light a beacon to guide her home. With all the forces arrayed against
Gods and men, we cannot afford to be without her in the Dees that
must come.”
“She is far from here.”
“Perhaps, but there is no mind that does not dream, so long as it
lives. Even the dead and the unborn sometimes dream. I can reach
out for her that way. If I cannot reach her on my own, there may be
another who might reach her. I feel that it is so, though I do not know
who it might be.” Uman said cryptically. He was new in this world,
and there were some things that he could perceive but not fully
fathom yet.
“Reach for her then, my love. I shall stand guard over you and
watch these new lands as they continue to form. None shall harm
you as you seek her out.” Greveth vowed, her eyes flashing brightly,
like twin coals in the depths of night.
Uman reached a hand out to stroke her fiery hair, following it from
its roots in her pale scalp, down past the freckles that colored her
cheeks to either side of her nose, past her lips and chin, down her
chest past her heaving breasts, at last to the tips of her red-gold
locks, where they swept at her waist and her bare belly. With a hand
upon the stomach and the womb beneath her flesh that had once
carried him, he sat down slowly. He rested upon the volcanic glass
that made up most of the Eye of Tulis now, and he cast his gaze
once more toward the heavens.
His hand upon Greveth was to be an anchor, something to keep
him grounded while his dream-self searched for Anthea or one who
might reach her. Most Gods would not feel urgency, being eternal
creatures, but he, having been born partly of the world in these
treacherous times, bore the marks of humanity upon his being, and
he felt anxious. Long he had slept, and since his waking he had done
little but observe all the wrong that had been done within the world,
and he was eager to act.
His dream-self knew no boundaries. There was no wall he could not
walk through, no pit too deep to journey into, and no place too
inhospitable for him, so long as there were minds nearby to bridge
for his travels. Like a ball bouncing through a cluttered room, his
dream-self ricocheted through the dreams of the millions of souls
within the isles, heading northward through Lesser Aynglican and
then onto Greater Aynglica as he sought one with a connection close
enough to Anthea that he could reach her through them.
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He walked through dozens of minds, hundreds, and then
thousands. At first, he found nothing of use, but then he touched
minds that had seen someone who had heard of a rumor of a girl like
her. Then, he got closer after finding someone who had actually
caught a glimpse of her at a distance without knowing who she really
was, but he knew. From there, he brushed minds with a man who
had spoken to her, but he had not seen her since. It was like that for
some time, finding people who could help him little. Yet he did not
have to work long before finding his first clue. For the God of a
forsaken folk, he was quite fortuitous in coming across a young
messenger boy in Fairport named Romney the Quick. The boy had
grand dreams of riches and fame, and no short supply of surprisingly
innocent desires for the approval of many young ladies. One of the
ladies the boy had met and held the slightest of fancies for was none
other than Anthea’s traveling companion, Sagira.
Sagira was quite famous in Greater Aynglica, so it was not hard to
find her. She was at the center of a nexus of dreams, a web that
stretched across much of Greater Aynglica. Embroiled as she was in
the politics and commerce of a nation, many considered her and the
message she spread as they slept or grew lost in thought, but he
was not interested in their dreams, only Anthea. Unfortunately, as he
peeked through Sagira’s dreams, he realized that though she knew
Anthea well, she was not close enough in heart and mind to Anthea
to allow him to bridge his way into her dreams. He went then into
Makan’s dreams, a short jump both physically and mentally, as he
lay in slumber beside Sagira on the road north to Fedemere. The
task of raising the Aynglican provinces against the Aureans weighed
as heavily on him as had upon Sagira. That, with the worry of having
to protect Sagira, made it impossible for Uman to reach Anthea
through Makan either. Feeling the beginnings of frustration, Uman
went next to Rolf’s dreams, following the connections in Makan’s
mind to the Kerathi youth.
Rolf slept uneasily in a hammock below deck in an old cog, one of
the vessels in the ragtag fleet Nishan had assembled. His dreams
were of young ladies, but if Rolf might have once dreamt of Anthea,
the girl that inhabited his dreams of late was a bubbly young woman
named Catrin. And while Anthea still made occasional appearances
in his libidinous dreams, it was either an idealized, fictionalized
version of Anthea that had never existed except in his mind, or of a
stranger, wrathful character that was fearsome to see. Rolf’s dreams
were proving no better than Sagira’s or Makan’s, but his close ties to
Nishan and the Forlatett allowed Uman access to the man who
carried the Hundred Souls.
Walking into Nishan’s dreams was like trying to hear a whispers in
a corridor filled with a shouting crowd. Dreams were literally spilling
out of the man, and he was unconscious to the fact that they washed
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out upon those around him, filling his private army with the wishes
and memories of a collection of lost Rumani from an age nearly
forgotten. His own personality was awash with things he needn’t
know and cared nothing about, information he was privy to
regardless of his wishes. All that Uman could find in the mishmash of
thoughts was a nightmare image of a grown woman with ivy-green
veins wrapping down her forearms to taloned green hands,
verdurous lengths of hair twined with leaves, and a pair of wicked
beryl eyes that were as cold as the seas that crashed harshly upon
Greveth’s shores. At least this was all there was of Anthea on the
surface of Nishan’s mind, and this was all that Uman cared to delve
into Nishan’s mind. He knew that Nishan was not the one he was
searching for; he was not the key to Anthea’s rescue.
Almost, Uman reconsidered his course at this point. Sifting through
minds was laborious, even to the God of Dreams, because human
mind cannot be deciphered easily, and they are filled with the halftruths, connotative imagery, and self-deceptions that each person
tells him or herself. The problem was, none of these companions had
seen Anthea since she’d emerged from her cocoon changed, and
those that had seen her briefly then had not had time to create a
strong connection with her new self. Then, Anthea had gone and
found another way to change herself after her defeat and near-death
in the halls of Cenalium, leaving her former companions even less
attuned to her, except for one: Tuari.
Uman promptly turned his attentions from Nishan toward Tuari. Yet,
try as he might, Tuari was out of Uman’s reach. Tuari’s mind was
lost, scattered upon the light. He had Afieldsight in him, a gift from
Aaren, but unlike casting his soul upon the winds, he was lost riding
in the sun’s rays. Anthea’s gift of following light was something
completely alien to the Uleaut, despite his similar skill of riding winds.
He could no more find his way back to himself than he could dive
into the deep seas for long stretches of time like Makan, see the
future like Nishan, or merge with the lands of the Broken Crown as
Bedros was doing. Each God’s blessings were different and mostly
incompatible with another’s.
It might have been a dead end, but Gods are resourceful creatures
in their own rights, though Uman might have owed what happened
next to the human element of his nature that allowed him to innovate,
to think creatively. When he could not touch Anthea directly or the
companion nearest her, he began to chase tangents and longshot
connections, looking for strange relationships that did not seem
apparent at first. He ran from dream to dream across the world,
searching as far as Nantai the Uleaut elder’s dreams in the frozen
lands of the south, Ince’s lecherous and raunchy imaginings in
unsettled Rummas, the young renegade Svein’s dreams of revenge
in the Kerathi Clan Isles, and even Corydon’s own ambitious
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delusions. There was nowhere he did not search, and he did not limit
himself to searching individuals. Waking dreams, sleeping dreams,
hallucinations, and self-deceit were the avenues and roads he
traveled upon in his search.
Far and wide his dream-self ranged, covering nearly every isle in
the Broken Crown, but it was not on any isle that he found what he
was searching for, but rather in the skies, in the air. It was nothing
more than an errant soul, but it would do. Souls do not always reach
Nelius’ House of Endless Room in a timely fashion, and there was
one particularly useful soul near Cenalium that he managed to reach,
a soul that could be sent to find Anthea, that could go to the edges of
world. That spirit could go to where the air ended and the great
nothingness beyond it stretched outward toward the sun that had
formed from the Creator’s lifeless husk.
Uman smiled as he returned to his wife-mother’s side. She looked
down upon him in that moment, and she knew he had succeeded.
“I have sent a messenger to her. It is a voice she cannot ignore.
She will heed him.”
“Good. We can leave this place then, and see more of what we’ve
wrought through your birthing?”
Uman stood and cast a look west, toward Rummas, or New
Rummil. “Let us away. We have much to see and far to go. A world
needs reshaping.”
Greveth’s fiery mane bobbed up and down as she nodded in
agreement. “That which was broken must be fixed. That which was
ruined must be made anew. Only, it will be better than before when
all is done, because you are with me.”
“But we must not concentrate all our energies on that task alone, or
our efforts will be for naught when Corydon’s hordes of Lost Ones
sweep your lands clean and leave them lifeless.”
Greveth’s eyes flashed hotly as she considered the prospects
Uman suggested might occur. “We will have to stand in defense of
these lands, both new and old, even if Maletos will not stir from her
nest to defend them.”
“We shall.” Uman agreed, taking her hand. “Now let us go see
about a bit of building.”
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CHAPTER 162
There is an odd relationship between animals and the Ox-Men.
They live side-by-side with all animals, even predators. Since they
seem bovine in nature, one would think that they would naturally be
the food for certain wild cats or wolves, but this does not seem to be
the case. Only on one occasion have I seen any wild animals seek to
attack an Ox-Man, and that was only a sick and starving wildcat
trying to stalk and kill a young Ox-Man. The herd came to the aid of
the young calf, saving it from a mauling or worse. Then, they
savagely struck down the wildcat, but I got the impression that it was
not from anger, but rather out of mercy that they did such a thing. It
was as if they understood the hunger and the sickness of the
creature, and did it a favor by putting the feverish creature down.
I doubt I will ever see the likes of that again…
- Excerpt from Pravat’s ‘A Brethren Apart’
th

 Thraysdee, the 13 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
For several Dees, Penha had watched Bedros. Bedros was an
oddity in this desert, and Penha had discerned him to be a unique
creature of great importance.
Penha was a member of the Samiels, that tribe of unruly wild men
of the Elegian continent. The Samiels were the wild people of the
Drylands, a mostly untamed lot who could melt into the desert and
disappear as if it were their own skin. They lived in the deserts and
scrublands that bordered them, mostly avoiding the softer Elegian
folks who lived near the Empress’ Bounty and along the southern
coasts beyond the sands. Other Elegians were a strange lot to the
Samiels; they were people who imposed a way of life upon the land,
instead of letting the land dictate the way they lived as the Samiels
did. Of the varied peoples on Elegius, only the Silt Striders, the
fishers near the Hundred Isles, lived in ways similar to them, but they
were soft and fleshy, something the desert never allowed.
As of late, the Samiels had been fighting the Elegians once more,
though this struggle was but a small chapter in the ongoing conflict
between the Samiels and the others that shared the continent of
Elegius with them. They were an ever-present thorn in the side of
caravan drivers and tradesmen, but they were a problem that could
mostly be ignored, since it was impossible to ever hunt down and kill
all the Samiels. Back when the Elegian Empire had been mighty,
Empress Halima VI had forced them to bend a knee, but ever since
The Fall of the Empire, there had been only a rough sort of truce
between the two peoples. Hostilities flared up from time to time, but
there had been few outright conflicts. That is, until Aureans come
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showering gifts and offering even more if they merely continued
annoying the Elegians as they always had, only in a greater way.
Penha himself had partaken in some of these raids on Elegian
settlements and caravans, and he’d received gifts from the people of
the mountains. He, unlike many of his kind, never trusted the
Aureans though. He had found their motives suspect. They spoke
fair and gave much, but there was something to their words that
implied that they got greater than they gave. For what were mere
trinkets to them, Penha suspected, the Aureans had bought an army
and the lives of the Samiels. The Elegians had grown wrathful
because of these attacks, and they had even gone as far as to turn
other Aureans – the enemies of his former mountain allies – against
the desert folk. Worse still, a sickness had come upon the land, a
blight that burrowed into his thoughts no matter what he was doing.
Somehow, he just knew that the Aureans had done this, that they
had betrayed the Samiel people somehow and had spread this
sickness. He had stopped working for them, choosing instead to look
for the source of this wrongness that had entered their way of being.
They had mostly listened, since he was respected as an elder
among his people, but it had not been easy. Slowly, the Samiels had
come around to his way of thinking, but only after many lives had
been lost for no appreciable gains. The Samiels might be quick to lift
weapons to fight, but they were also quick to grow bored with a
conflict. After all, trinkets and gold did little good in Nelius’ home, and
the desert required large efforts just to survive. Most hostilities had
ceased now, at least the ones started by the Samiels, but there were
still a few raiding parties to the north that continued to aid the
Aureans and grew rich for it. Most of his people valued their sons,
brothers, uncles, and fathers more than what the mountain folk
offered, so they had given up their war on the Elegians, doing as
Penha had urged them to do, so that they might return to the deep
desert, where they could consider all that happened. The Drylands
were a great place for introspection, and few were better at such
pondering than Penha.
He was old in the way of his kind, with dried and leathery skin that
stretched taut across his bones. He wore the skins of a Sandcat, for
they trapped moisture while cooling a body, and it made him look
fierce and desirable to the strong-hearted women of his people.
Unlike the other Elegians, his women were strong, but they did not
necessarily rule him. The strongest hunters and richest gatherers
ruled, regardless of gender. He was a man of great prowess with a
sling, a bola, and a javelin, and his riches were greater than most, so
he was respected well and known widely throughout the area. As a
sort of patriarchal figure for the region, he walked the lands with his
own two feet.
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It was during one of these supervisory walks that he had first
encountered Bedros, mistaking him at first for a dust devil, a
whirlwind of sand. It was only upon further investigation that Penha
had learned that a creature sat in the midst of the shifting sands and
great winds. Careful observation, a task that Samiels excel at,
yielded more information, namely, that the creature within the winds
was guarded and watched by several more of his kind. They
checked on him regularly, seemingly taking turns to stand guard over
him. Strangely, they seemed to be Ox-Men.
Penha had never met Ox-Men before, but the stories of his
forefathers recalled a time when the Ox-Men roamed the Drylands
and the whole of Elegius, before the foolish Elegians, who did not
understand them, slaughtered most of them and drove them away.
Legends told of a people who communed with the land, bringing forth
water and food in plenty with their dances and speech. He had
always thought those stories doubtful at best, yet here was a
creature he admired, able to withstand the sandblasting forces of the
winds of the Drylands without having his bones scoured clean of
their meat.
As Dees passed, more of his kind gathered, summoned by
messages he sent by bird, snake, scorpion, and mouse. The animals
of the land carried his words, for his people had become as much a
part of the land as they were, and they were caretakers of a sort in
these wide plains of dunes and all that dwelt upon them. There were
certain ideas expressed in the tracks left by an animal, the way the
sand was scraped by claw and paw, or in a glance of animal eyes
meeting Samiel eyes. The words of animal and man passed on until,
in time, there was a great congregation of his people all gathered to
his side. It was a mighty host of Samiels.
It had not happened when there were but few of them gathered, but
the Ox-Men guardians had noticed them as their numbers grew and
their camp enlarged. These Ox-Men guardians did their best to scare
them away, but they found only laughter and scorn waiting for them.
Samiels are a fearless people, having confronted life and death in all
its forms since their births. The gnashing of an Ox-Man’s teeth, the
stamping of his hooves, and his flailing fists scared them no more
than a pit of scorpions with tails glistening with poison would, or a
mother Sandcat defending her young, or a troop of Elegians in full
battle regalia on the hunt for raiders. There was little in the world that
could frighten Penha, and his host of Samiels was every bit as
stalwart as he. After several Dees of attempting to break up the
Samiels’ camp and shoo away the unwanted observers, the Ox-Men
seemed to give up, deciding that there was no harm in having them
watch. That was for the best, because the Samiels could not and
would not leave this place until Penha had come to understand what
was occurring here deep in Samiel territory.
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These Ox-Men were strange, especially two of them, which looked
nothing like each other or the other three. They seemed an ill-fitting
match, unable to agree with each other on how they should proceed.
Nor could they command the lands as legends suggested. They had
to retreat regularly to the safety of an oasis, to replenish themselves
with leaves and water. Many of his kind began to doubt that these
five guardians were any smarter than camels, but they could not
doubt his assumptions about the one who was clearly listening to the
will of the sand. They waited to speak to that one, waited for him to
leave the midst of the sandstorm. They needed to seek his wisdom.
Surely, he would have more to say than the other ones did.
They believed this even more when the Sandcats began to arrive in
large packs, a sure omen that something great was about to happen,
because the feral beasts were solitary creatures except when there
were young involved.

Bedros had sat for Dees amidst the blowing winds, the sifting
sands, and the heat of the sun. The sands had shifted and moved,
pouring over him and reforming once more. The winds were in
perpetual motion, trapped in the bowl-shaped depression in which he
sat. At the trough of this dune-ringed bowl, he had undergone his
changes while listening to what the world said to him of this place.
He had found that moisture was indeed present, if trapped in small
pockets and in roots that grew long and large despite the
environment. Life abounded, in small and hardy forms, and he
became more like them.
His skin, recently adjusted for the humidity of the Gnat Marshes,
had dried and cracked, becoming scaly. Unlike the fish scales he
had once accumulated on his body after attuning himself to the seas,
these new scales were thick and horny, meant to trap moisture. The
sand that stung his eyes and his nose ceased to do so in time, for
extra eyelids had grown over his eyes like a film through which he
could still see. The flesh of his nose had hardened and grown more
snub, like a lizard’s snout. His muscles and body hardened, except
for an area of tissues along his back that stored whatever water his
body held. Lastly, he had finished another set of horns. The pair of
tan and gold horns protruded from the back of his skull, wispy, like
they were made of sand caught upon the wind. They were rough to
the touch, even to the toughened skin of his hands. To any other
they might feel like sandpaper, but he could sense the fluidity and
ever-changing texture of the desert upon them.
He heard the will of the world in this place, felt the gathering of the
Samiels not far from him, and also the surprising presence of so
many Sandcats camping near them. More faintly, he could feel the
five individual lives of his companions: Red-Tail, Coat-of-Dust,
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Wandering-Eyes, Horn-Tree, and Gnasher. They had watched over
him, though it had not been necessary. Short of Aureans spotting
him within the storm and attacking, which had been a very slight
chance anyway, he had had nothing to worry about. Most men were
smart enough to stay away from a sandstorm, and even the daring
Samiels kept a healthy distance from the lethal combination of wind
and sand.
As the storm began to dissipate from around him, he felt his body
go through several more modifications and changes, slight tweaks in
his anatomy and physiology that would prepare him for his northward
trek across the greater part of the Drylands. His path would take him
dangerously close to the taint of the Lost Ones that now invaded the
continent. He had become aware of their presences, and how could
he not? He felt each drop of their blood poison the land, and bile bit
the back of his dry throat whenever he considered them.
The storm broke suddenly around him, and the sand that had been
held aloft for Dees fell suddenly around him, as if a child had just
emptied a hand of dirt upon him. He blinked his eyes as the full
brightness of the sun came upon him. It was hot, swelteringly so, but
it was comforting to him in this new form. After his eyes had
adjusted, he immediately walked north, calling to his companions
through the bond they shared. They shared purpose and heritage,
and he had grown in strength until he could speak in their minds,
much like a communion of shamans might do.
The Samiels stirred, urged forward from their humble camp of tents
and of rugs and furs that covered sun shelters dug into the dunes. At
their forefront was a man that appeared to be ancient for their
people; his skin was like beaten leather. Bedros grinned widely as he
considered this and looked at his new skin, which was also hard and
leathery. His ears twitched and moved at the growls of Sandcats that
heralded his accomplishments. He could sense their feelings of
familiarity, though that was a strange thing to consider, seeing how
he shared little in common with the predatory cats, even now. Yet,
the Samiels and the Sandcats seemed to declare him as one of the
desert folk, albeit of a unique sort. Of this he was certain.
Without even speaking, the leader of the camp of Samiels strode
forth to stand before him, ignoring the shouts of anger from his OxMen companions, who were just arriving. Bedros waved them down,
letting them know there was nothing to fear. They halted near
enough to come to his aid if need be, though their collective distrust
of the Samiel man was clear. Bedros ignored them, and
concentrated on the Samiel, who was studying him in detail,
especially his horns. After several Saycunds of examining him, the
Samiel nodded in approval and met Bedros eye to eye.
The pair shared a long gaze, and a great deal passed between
them, unspoken though their communication was. It was strange,
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because it was neither like the communion of shamans nor like
actually talking. He’d never communicated thusly before, except on a
few rare occasions with Anthea, when she had known him well
enough to intuitively read his feelings without even having to ask.
Despite the strange method of communicating, Bedros felt a great
understanding arise between himself and the Samiel elder, and his
heart swelled with warmth for the leathery old man. At last, the
Samiel, now known to Bedros as Penha, raised his hands and gave
a loud shout of triumph. The Samiels echoed his cheer, and the
noise of their gathering sparked a round of loud growls from the
Sandcat pack dwelling just beyond their ranks.
When the people and animals alike quieted, Penha turned to his
kind to speak. “We go with the Great One, for he has the land’s
voice.”
“Where do we go?” One of the Samiels asked.
“We go wherever his feet go. He will show us the way to redeem
ourselves. He will cleanse the taint from the land.”
The Ox-Men looked at him bewilderedly. They did not understand
the dialect of the Samiels, though Bedros could. Red-Tail was the
first to express his confusion. “What has occurred? What do these
people want with us?”
“They are sensitive to the lands. They feel the same evil we do, and
they will play their part to help us clean it.” Bedros answered.
Wandering-Eyes grunted and snorted in disbelief. He was not in
any way a friend of the humans. He thought them to be wasteful and
reckless, and found Bedros’ declaration hard to understand. He said
so to the others, but they looked once more to Red-Tail to voice their
concerns.
“How?” Red-Tail asked. His words were couched in doubt. “They
are not shamans. They are men, and even if they are men with good
ears turned toward the world’s voice, they are only men.”
“They will help contain the enemy, lest their evil blood falls on every
isle and every rock of the Broken Crown. Were that to happen, even
I could not hope to cleanse the world.” Bedros explained, but his
tone and his expressions did not allow further discussion.
Bedros looked instead for the Samiel leader, with whom he had
another short discussion before they all turned northward. It was not
hard to pick him out, even surrounded as he was by his own folk.
The man was a visionary; he saw in Bedros’ eyes all that must
happen, and he submitted all of his kind to the will of the world. It
was an amazing show of faith, and it made Bedros realize how right
he had been to insist to the shamans of his kind that all mankind
must not be extinguished.
An Ouer later, when Bedros and his companions started north, a
great tribe of Samiels and a large herd of Sandcats followed in their
footsteps. The faithful found that they could move more easily and
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quickly across the land than ever before, gaining nourishment from
the land itself so long as they stayed on Bedros’ tracks. Bedros could
not have found a more devout group.
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CHAPTER 163
There are many Elegian legends of great creatures living within the
crust of this world, deep beneath the surface. The Kerathi have
similar stories, and there are scant references to things of that very
sort in the oral histories of the Rumani and of the Muerans as well. I
have searched, for Waykes on end in some occasions, in the darkest
and dankest pits I could find, and yet I have found nothing to justify
these claims. Surely there are forms of life within the caverns that
are the earth’s veins, but they are only blindfish, bats, lichens,
mosses, molds, and fungi. The legends of great monsters, I can only
assume, are nothing more than legends now, even if such things
once were. If there really were any creatures like the Sedget of my
people, they have faded into history. They are gone now or they are
hiding very deep, farther down than it is wise for any man to tread…
- Excerpt from Okapi’s ‘Flora and Fauna of the Broken Crown’
th

 Sechsdee, the 16 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
The underground had not been kind to them, Dacian reflected. The
Aureans fared the worst in some respects. They were accustomed to
thinner air, having lived atop mountains for most of their lives, but the
lack of sunlight slowly poisoned or maddened them all. They’d
rationed their crystal pods, but even sleeping huddled together in
small groups with shared lights had not allowed them enough light to
survive healthily. He’d lost nearly half his men already, to slips and
falls, to dark poisoning, and disappearances. In the depths of the
world, it was not strange at all to have a man vanish without a trace.
Perhaps they simply lost their way in the maze of tunnels and never
met up with the main group ever again, or maybe they fell into a
chasm so deep that sound and light could not penetrate. Any number
of horrible endings was possible.
Chione’s Elegians were better built for this sort of thing, but she’d
had losses as well. They were Lowlanders, hardier and more used to
high pressure and darkness. Yet, they required more breathable air,
and many got sick from the toxicity of heavy gases in the tunnels.
Still pockets of air claimed several lives, and ways had to be found to
go around methane pockets that confused, disoriented, and
eventually killed their scouts. Air and water were the Elegians’
biggest concerns. Working so hard in the hot subterranean tunnels
was thirsty work, and with a shortage of water, many of them could
not drink their fill. Several had tried to drink the water they found in
pools, but much of it was unclean, or contaminated with such an
abundance of minerals and metals that they might as well have
taken a swig from one of the barrels of poison they’d lugged this far.

24

PERENNIALS
They died terribly, but that might have been a kinder fate than going
on.
It was hard work carrying so much baggage through the tunnels. It
would have been hard just carrying enough food, water, and crystal
pods to get through the tunnels, but they were traveling with barrels
full of liquid poisons and powders that could be reconstituted once
added to water. That was their mission though, to carry enough
death to Cenalium that they could halt Corydon’s armies and stop
him before he’d unleashed his full forces on the world. Every Dee
they pressed on toward that end, but it was often hard to tell just how
far they’d traveled each Dee, and if they were going the right
direction.
Magnetic stones in the underground threw off compasses, and any
rough maps they had were so ancient that they could not account for
shifts in the masses of stone that surrounded them, cave-ins, or
every extra side tunnel. They were, as far as any of them knew,
completely lost. They might have even walked all the way past
Maethlin by now. It’d been Dees, Waykes, and Dacian was
beginning to doubt his own sanity. Several times, he’d considered
just letting go and falling off a ledge he’d begun descending or
ascending, and it had taken a large effort of will to stop himself from
doing so. Every sound seemed amplified and otherworldly. Grunts of
men working in front of or behind him became sounds of terrible
beasts, and every whisper of a breeze going through the tunnels was
the breath of an evil creature lurking in the darkness.
Chione had tried to maintain the order of the procession for as long
as possible, and Dacian had done his best to keep his smaller group
of Aureans focused on their tasks at hand, but leadership was
draining even under the best circumstances, which these were
certainly not. Even they, as the two leaders, squabbled in the dark
corridors of the underground. Tempers were short, and patience
shorter, and they just could not say kind words to one another, even
if they normally got along quite well.
So it was, that Dacian led the column with his Aurean scouts, while
Chione followed, organizing the main body of their group, which
carried the poisons and the lion’s share of their supplies. Both were
important functions, and they each did their jobs independent of the
other, only reporting to the other when something important occurred
or if a major decision needed making. These situations were
thankfully few and far between.
Dacian’s group continued eastward, or at least he hoped eastward.
As always, his compass was wavering between several points.
Magnetic minerals and lodestone in the cavern walls were bothering
it again. He and the other scouts continued marking their way along,
using glowing dyes or reflective metal markers that would be easy to
spot even in dim lighting. Initially, they’d been using flashing crystal
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pods that would lead the column from one spot to the next, and when
the last man in the column passed, he’d pick up the marker and pass
it back to the scouts the next time they camped together. Such
luxury, that now seemed to be, but they’d had to choose between
those flashers and keeping their crystal pods charged.
Battery after battery died, without so much as a single beam of light
to recharge them again. Thankfully, they’d had several batteries, and
enough wood to burn for several small recharges. They made it a
point to keep all the batteries near their crystal pods, so that they
could use the light they gave off to help maintain their charges,
slowing down the inevitable rate of depletion. Soon enough, they
might very well be picking their way through in the dark, unless they
found Cenalium before their lights and supplies were all gone. That
was tantamount to a death sentence, but he doubted that any of
them would give up easily. No, it would be a terrible descent into
madness, terror, and fear before they all died in the dark bowels of
the earth.
Such morbid thoughts were easy for Dacian to dismiss as the onset
of Dark Poisoning, but he knew they were true. In his mind’s eye, he
could easily see all the horrors he imagined and more. Thoughts like
these were his companions as he hauled himself up another incline,
using ropes, stays, harnesses, and pulleys to assist him in his climb.
He was so absorbed with these sorts of thoughts that he did not
immediately realize that the screams he heard all around him were
not in his mind, but his blood froze when a second screech nearby
him echoed again in his ear.
Suspended halfway up the thirty Mayter incline, he pivoted wildly,
looking for the source of the screech. Something moved in the corner
of his eye, and he squinted to find it in the darkness. A stone’s throw
away along the ceiling, he caught sight of something moving, a pair
of red points of light. As he watched, whatever it was fell from the
roof of the cavern, plummeting toward the ground. A webbed set of
wings opened abruptly, just before it hit the ground, and with another
terrible screech, the creature winged up toward him. With taloned
claws outstretched and wings pumping to climb along the face of the
incline toward him, the creature closed on him quickly.
Dacian recovered from his moment of shock, and in a split
Saycund, he decided that the only way to go was down. If he went
up, he’d be too slow, and the creature would catch him. Down was
his only chance. Whispering a silent prayer to Kaneitha, for he was
surely in her domain and not Maletos’ realm, he released the
harness’ stop, and pressed his back against the incline. He slid down
the rock face, bouncing and scraping as he went. The creature’s
claws raked past where his face had been, and the wings blew a
foul, fetid-smelling air across him, choking him as it passed. The
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beast’s tail came tumbling along after it, smashing into the rock
beside him with a loud crack that splintered stone.
Shrieking once more in irritation, the creature flapped toward the
top of the incline, where another scout was calling out for Dacian,
asking what was going on. Dacian didn’t even realize what was
happening until his feet jolted in contact with the ground, having slid
all the way back down to the base of the rock face. Only then, did he
look up and see the creature snatching one of his scouts from the
top of the ledge, the very place he had been headed before the thing
had surprised him. He could say or do nothing – the scout was
already as good as dead. Sounds of bones snapping and organs
squishing echoed in the chamber, reached his ears. The scout was
being devoured, and the creature seemed to be looking down at him
with its hot red eyes, promising that he’d be next.
From his vantage at the bottom of the slope, he got a good look at
the size of the thing, and it was big, perhaps five Mayters long, not
counting its tail, which had a large, mace-like protrusion at the end.
Its wings were powerful, but not overly large, suggesting that it had
to push very hard to achieve any lift. Most frightening of all were its
eyes though, which smoldered like hot lava before it cooled. Visible
steam lifted out of its nose, and its tongue flickered out to lap up the
juices from its prey’s crushed body. It was an intimidating sight, and
he urgently wanted to be away from the thing.
Dacian unhooked himself from his harness and backed away from
the incline. More of his scouts were up ahead in the tunnels beyond
the top of the ledge, and he could not afford to lose them if this
creature went after them as hungrily as it had gone after him. With its
wings flat against its back, Dacian had no doubt that it could indeed
roam through these tunnels, and it would likely do so with a
vengeance. Food must rarely come by here, and when there was
food available, the creature would surely gorge itself.
Dacian drew an arc-sword from his gear. It’d been stowed in a pack
on his back. There’d been no use for it, other than skewering a few
blindfish they’d stumbled across, or scraping edible fungi from cave
walls. With a shout of mixed anger and fear, he slung an arc-fire bolt
up at the beast. In such a situation, he was surprised he got as close
to hitting the thing as he did. He was not, after all, a warrior by trade,
but rather a spy and informant with fair mountaineering skills.
The arc-fire splashed against the cavern roof not more than three
Mayters from the creature’s head. It hissed and hungrily eyed Dacian
once more. It gave a barking noise that sounded as if a bone had
become lodged in its throat. Then it resumed devouring the dead
Aurean scout. Angered at being ignored, Dacian threw another bolt
of arc-fire at the creature while shouting defiantly. This one hit right
by one of its taloned claws, startling the beast. The howl it gave out
was bestial and terrifying. With great wrath, it turned once more to
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Dacian, and lunged down off of the ledge, wings flailing and tail
whipping about.
Dacian had only a few Saycunds before the beast would be upon
him, and he used those Saycunds to run back the way they’d come
in. A crystal pod dangling from a stake pounded in the floor lit his
way as he ran across the uneven cavern floor, dodging left and right
around rocks and obstacles. He dared not look back, even when the
beast’s claws hit the floor and the carrion smell of its breath blew on
him from behind. The light went out as the beast ran over and
crushed the crystal pod. With eyes wide with terror, Dacian flew out
of the cavern and into the narrower passageway beyond it, the way
by which they’d originally come to reach the cavern.
The beast was snapping behind him, snarling like a rabid dog as he
ran. It was as quick across the ground as he was, despite its bulk.
He pumped his arms and legs, running like he’d never ran before,
because he’d never had death chasing him before. He rounded a
corner, slipping on the wet gravelly floor as he did. He tumbled onto
the ground just in time to see the beast slip almost as he had. It
smashed headlong into the wall, and fell to the ground, with its
burning coal eyes just a Mayter away from him. It croaked loudly and
clacked its teeth together within its beaked mouth as he got back on
his feet and started running once more.
The beast followed him, even if it was a bit slower getting up than
he was. On all four legs, it chased him, down that corridor and into
the next, which then opened into the chamber where Chione and the
main body of their force was resting. He barreled into that chamber,
shouting incomprehensibly. Several dozen men suddenly looked his
way, startled out of their leisurely naps, taking of food, or talking
amongst their fellows. Chione stood from amidst them all, and she
unlimbered her great silver poleaxe at once; she did not question
what was happening, she simply acted. Her mace swung at her hip
as she shouted for her command to ready their weapons.
Like a well-oiled machine that had just remembered how it was
supposed to work, the men came alive. Men who had been sleeping
jumped out of their bedrolls. Men who’d been eating threw aside their
flavorless food in favor of a weapon. What had been simple
conversations turned into shouts and orders. Knives and spears
came out, alongside curved blades and axes. Beside their general,
they charged the oncoming creature as if this were nothing more
than an everydee occurrence.
Dacian ducked to the side as Chione ran to meet the creature head
on. With a mighty swing, her poleaxe blade smashed into the eye
ridge of the beast as it roared, knocking it off balance. The recoil
from such a swing was strong enough to spin Chione around and
make her stumble. The beast shrieked and clacked its teeth again,
but seemed generally unharmed. It eyed the men closing in around it
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not as something to fear, but as a feast, and it was ravenous. Its
eyes burned bright and hot when it lashed out with a claw and
disemboweled an Elegian soldier who didn’t move fast enough. It
slurped up the first man’s innards while the other soldiers closed in to
attack it. When another soldier got too close, the beast’s tail whipped
around and sent him flying into a wall; he did not get back up.
That was not enough to stop the Elegians though. True to their
training, they did not break and run, even when faced by a monster.
They surrounded it, jabbing and slicing at any exposed extremity.
The creature seemed unworried by any of these attentions, finding
them little more painful than mosquito stings. It bit into another
soldier, tearing him in half and spraying gore across his comrades,
but that gave Chione an opening to attack.
Chione rammed the tip of her poleaxe into the creature’s side, but
its heavy scales turned the blade so that it skittered along its thick
hide instead of biting into its flesh. It rounded on her, hissed loudly
with its tongue flapping at her, and then it darted its head in to bite at
her face. Its head was surprisingly fast, like a snake abruptly
uncoiling. She ducked under its snapping jaws and tried once more
to impale the beast while her soldiers assaulted in from its sides.
Again, her bladed polearm turned and would not find its mark.
The beast’s long neck twisted to come around and bite Chione from
behind. Dacian flung a bolt of arc-fire at the creature’s head, and
while he missed, the bright sizzle of energy reminded the creature of
its original prey, and it gave up on eating Chione, if only for the
moment. The creature surged forward, knocking Chione to the
ground and crushing several of the Elegian soldiers to the ground as
it charged at Dacian. Such an abrupt change of tactics startled
Dacian, and it could only have been the Goddess Sellae’s own touch
of luck upon his hands that made him nervously discharge another
blast of arc-fire that caught the creature right in its gaping maw. The
creature stopped in its tracks, stunned by the burst of fire and light
that struck it upon its hard palate, numbing it all the way into its brain.
Nerves stopped responding, and the creature fell limp. It breathed
on, but he’d struck it dumb, at least for the moment.
The soldiers fell upon it with a vengeance, stabbing, hacking, and
slashing from every angle while it was down. Chione switched to her
heavy mace, and took to striking it on the skull, hoping to crush the
thing’s brain so that it might never rise again. It took several mighty
swings, and her chest was heaving by the time she finally mashed
the thing’s skull in. She sank to the ground and lay resting with an
arm thrown over the creature’s thick neck, but her soldiers were
warier about approaching it. They stood with weapons ready in case
the beast began to move again. When it did begin to twitch, a result
of nerve impulses firing a few last times in death, they set upon the
creature with a renewed vigor, but it was not necessary.

29

PERENNIALS
Dacian, still looking stunned at the dead creature whose tongue
lolled out right at his feet, could not take his eyes off the thing’s
glowing red eyes. Even in death, they did not dim. They continued to
glow like molten pools of lava.
“See you this?” Chione asked loudly, rising once more to her feet.
“We have braved the depths of the world, and we have killed one of
the Sedget. The Goddess Juria and the God Furestus watch over us
still.” Her hands were too full to make any sign of reverence to her
Gods, so she shook her heavy, gore-covered mace overhead
instead.
The soldiers followed her example, though they were slow to relax
after what they had just seen. Four of them were dead, and several
more had been wounded, a couple quite seriously. They had either
been trampled under the beast or struck by its flailing limbs. Dacian
made no celebration, but knelt beside the creature’s face instead.
Chione moved to his side and patted him on the shoulder. “It was
your blow that stunned him. You felled the beast.”
“It was a lucky shot that slowed it. It was you that killed it.” Dacian
returned, poking at the thing’s eyes with the tip of his arc-sword.
“I couldn’t have, had you not stopped it. Truly, we are protected by
the Gods.”
“Tell that to the dead we’ve lost thus far.” Dacian said to her, but he
said it quietly enough that the soldiers could not also hear.
“Nelius will take us all when it is our time. We cannot stop that. We
just cannot live in fear until that moment comes.”
Dacian hardly heard her, so intent was he on prying the glowing
eyes from the thing’s face. They came out easily, and continued to
glow even after he had cut the stringy tissues and optic nerves that
connected them to the thing’s brain. He stood, handing one to
Chione. “You and I, we killed the thing, together.”
She beheld the eye in her hand, and a strange expression passed
over her face as she regarded it. A proud look emerged on her face,
smudged with dirt and grime though it was. She clenched the
glowing eye in her fist and held it to her heart. “You are a brave man,
for an Aurean.”
“You are a strong, capable woman… for a Lowlander.” He returned
with a smile. “I am glad it was you who came down into this place
with me, and not another. I would not like to depend on another to
help us get through these tunnels.”
“Nor would I wish for another scout and accomplice in this dark
deed we are about.” She agreed. “Now let us rest, and see if this
thing is edible, before we go on.”
Dacian blinked at her in surprise, and thought she was joking at
first, but her frank, appraising look of the creature showed that she
would indeed eat the thing if possible. “You would truly eat a
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Sedget?” He wondered aloud, not noticing how he had adopted the
Elegian term for legendary underground beasts as his own.
She nodded. “Food runs low, and this creature lives in the deep
places of the world. Maybe it has something in it that will give us
strength to survive the trials of these caverns. There is strength in
eating the creatures of a land, no matter where that land is.” She
scooped out a handful of the thing’s brain, and swallowed it, making
a look that illustrated well just how bad it tasted. “Eat of the Sedget,
all of you. It will empower you.” She promised them.
They all listened, even Dacian, though he did not believe it to be
true. Still, food was food.
Later, when they moved on, the eyes of the Sedget continued to
glow, guiding them east. The dead were left where they had fallen for
Nelius to claim. The work of burying them was wasted down here,
since they were already below ground. Besides, such work would
only depress the remaining soldiers, who had been through and
seen enough.
The poisons and their carriers continued toward Maethlin. Bad air, a
lack of food, a maze of tunnels, treacherous climbs and descents,
and even the Sedget could not stop them.

31

PERENNIALS
CHAPTER 164
Assuming leadership is the easiest part of leading. Everything gets
harder from there on out…
- Excerpt from Corydon’s ‘Uncovered Truths’
th

 Sayvensdee, the 17 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Meetings with Corydon, through a Lost Ones soldier as proxy, had
become a regular thing for Illias, as well as most of the other
commanders in Corydon’s armies. Whenever he needed a word with
his master, he needed only to find that special Lost One, the one
who had a little extra spark of empowerment within him that gave
him greater awareness and autonomy. Words would be relayed
between him and the ‘translator,’ who would communicate with the
host of the Lost Ones at Corydon’s side, or another translator if
necessary. In an instant, rather than the Ouers and Dees it had once
taken, the words would reach Corydon. This was how the leader of
the Dark Aureans communicated with all of his generals now, careful
never to allow danger to find him directly; there was always a buffer
between him and his actions.
Illias’ own Lost One translator stood beside him in the open-air
private yards of the Grand Helion’s guest apartments. Illias had
become quite attached to such finery, panoramic views, and
isolation. When the revolts in the city had begun, he had been able
to shut and barricade the heavy doors when the city folk had tried to
force their way through to him. Then, his men had fallen on them
from behind, and many of the dissidents had died in the corridors
approaching the private apartments. The rest had died like dogs in
the street. No one else dared to fight back after the violent end of the
first uprising. The defiant spirit had failed with those insurgents.
“Report.” The Lost One all but barked at Illias.
It was irritating to hear Corydon’s tone come through a drone like
this, but he swallowed his irritation to give his report. “The city is well
in hand. Like Cenalium, we’ve begun mass transitions. There were
some uprisings, mostly in the merchant sector, but they were put
down harshly, lest there be greater losses later.”
“The merchant sector? Why were they revolting?”
“They had the most money and influence here, so they were able to
round up their own rabble and challenge my men. They were dealt
with so effectively and so publicly that I doubt any will have the
gumption to attempt another uprising. The populace has been cowed
by our brutality.”
“And your losses?” Corydon was ever careful about numbers. He
liked to tally how many potential soldiers he had coming to him and
when they would arrive.
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“Minimal.” Illias replied with some satisfaction. He was quite proud
of how well he had kept the people in line. “The city lost several
hundred of its leading personalities, and when the commoners saw
how the mighty fell, they simply fell in line with what the decoy is
preaching: submission to the new order of things.”
“And do they suspect that the decoy is not the real thing?”
“The decoy is dying from his rapid transfusion. We pushed him too
fast and left him too Aurean to survive, but the other soldiers do well
enough with the transfusions. I think had they not begun to see
through the illusion in the end, they might not have revolted. I have
pulled him out of the public eye, lest his deterioration become
publicly known, but it is already too late for the citizens to stop what
has started.”
“He’s served his purpose.” Corydon agreed. “The city is ours now.
What is important is that you do not let it slip through our grasp. You
must hold tight, and send more infiltrators to the other cities.”
“I have already subdued many of Tibusin’s Menocittas and captured
their Helions.” Illias reported, disliking the implication that he might
be lax in his duties.
“Good. We’ll need their resources, Fliers, and citizens. My eyes are
on bigger prizes.”
Illias arched an eyebrow, and turned from the view of the
subjugated city to the Lost One, as if it might show hints of Corydon’s
plans in its expression. “Oh?”
“I want you to concentrate your infiltration efforts to Durenia and
Gevaud. Reselhine and Muralius are too far away for us to deal with
currently, and they are doing little to support the Aurean efforts
against us. Cease any further efforts to seed small groups into their
populaces. We do not want to spur them into action unnecessarily.”
“What of Choraeyn and Aetheline?”
“They are both on high alert. The Voice of the Helion is in
Choraeyn, stirring up trouble, and reports show that Aetheline is
firmly under the thumb of one of his advisors.”
“This new Voice is far more potent than the last, it seems.” Illias
commented, remembering how easily he had disposed of the last
one for his master.
“Yes, he has apparently outmaneuvered the Grand Helion, and has
usurped his authority. We may have trouble with this Iago. I suspect
he’s been pulling the strings for a long time, and from the way he
used the decoy against the true Grand Helion, he might have been
responsible for letting us take Tibusin.”
“Should we suspect attack? Will he try to lead the others to retake
it?”
“Thus far, their efforts have been constrained to lending a weak
hand against Aram’s armies on Elegius. Porfirio himself fights for the
enemy, but they give ground rapidly.”
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“Porfirio.” Illias sneered, remembering his ill-fated duel on a tower in
the Grancitta of Choraeyn with the man. The Sword of Choraeyn had
been all that had stood between him and the Grand Helion. His
failure still burned at his pride.
“Yes. I see you recall him well. Know that Aram pushes him and the
Elegians back. The western forces of that alliance are broken and
scattered. Now Aram will surely cut deeper toward Jhiza in the
Waykes to come. When their capital falls into our hands, the battle in
the west will be done.”
“And in the east?”
“In the east, Chael presses on toward Aynglica with his seasoned
veterans. Orsen is leading a final group of soldiers through to wipe
out the last remaining Kerathi strongholds, and then he will move to
help Chael’s armies.”
“Aram is doing well, and Chael fair in his own rights.” Illias
grudgingly admitted. Secretly, though obvious to his master, he
wished to be doing what his general was doing.
“Do not worry about Aram. He is a tool, a very sharp scalpel that
can cut away enemy defenses, but you are more valuable yet. His
ruthlessness would have left me nothing of Tibusin to use and mold
for our cause. You are my first and greatest general, Illias. Do not
forget that.”
“I would not think to question you, it is just that I envy the man his
battles. They are something I do not get much of here, even though I
realize my work here is important. Now that the uprising is put down,
there is little left for me to do.”
“Keep up your good work, and you may have your chances for
more glories in the Dees to come. Erstusis has come under attack,
and that leaves Durenia alone and far from the protective shield of
Choraeyn.”
“You would attack another Grancitta?” Illias asked, incredulous. His
master was far more daring than he suspected.
The Lost One communicating Corydon’s messages laughed,
relaying the mirth in Corydon’s mood all the way from Cenalium.
“Five thousand Lost Ones would sweep through that city like a
fevered plague. Get me enough soldiers, and we can take a third
Grancitta. Press your men hard, squeeze every drop of blood you
can from them, and get those soldiers moving. Already the presence
of Tibusin’s soldiers on the fields in Elegius has made an impact, I’m
sure of it.”
“I will do my best, sir.”
“See that you do. Report to me immediately if you have any
troubles or another uprising.”
“Would you like more of my soldiers sent to Cenalium? There
cannot be many men left in Cenalium, and I worry about attacks. It is
a bold thing to leave your home so devoid of defenses.”
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“I have near a thousand men here. It was enough to stop Anthea
when she came back. I also have the Darksight Outlooks, the
fortifications on the shores, and many other defensive works. You
helped build many of them, so you know how formidable they are.
What is here will be more than enough to deter any force from
approaching. I have no fears that we can keep our enemies busy by
fighting at their homes and on their lands instead of coming to fight
here.”
“Anthea was there?” The girl’s name alone brought back images of
battles past, failures, and soldiers long dead now. He hardly heard
anything else Corydon said, other than her name.
“Briefly.” The word was used curtly. Corydon was purposely being
short with him, sharing no details relating to the girl. “Let us just say
that she is still at large, but I am less concerned with her than I was. I
am safe.”
“That is well, though I am amazed to hear that she has returned to
Cenalium… and she has left once more. She is quite the slippery
fish, no?” Illias took some pleasure in seeing that Corydon had not
captured the girl either. He and soldiers operating under him had
failed to capture her on a few occasions, and it was nice to see that
even Corydon could not manage to secure one such as her.
“Keep to your tasks, general. Change that city into loyal servants,
and you will get a crack at Durenia. Otherwise, Aram and the two
generals in the east will need reinforcements. We need results,
quickly.”
“I understand.” He said, but there was no reply, only a blank stare
from the translator.
Corydon had gone off about his work, and Illias did the same. He
left the Lost One standing there. He disliked having it follow him
anyway, especially since it had the ability, he assumed, to report
anything he said or did. Surely, it worked doubly as a method of
communication and as a spy. Besides, it bugged him to have anyone
looking over his shoulder, even more so if it was a creepy sort of
Lost One. Something about the creature just made his skin crawl.
He put the thing out of mind and went down into the city, seeing
about the organization of the massive transition project so that he
might get a chance at taking another Grancitta. Thinking about
Durenia made him smile for Ouers, and his work seemed a pleasure
for the rest of the Dee.
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CHAPTER 165
When I was very young, my father told me of Fallu, the great whale
king. He spoke of how our people lived upon his broad back when
we Muerans were but infants in the world. We came to rest finally,
when Fallu had determined we were of an age old enough to support
ourselves, on the coast of a piece of land that has since changed. He
believed that our kind first set foot on dry land at the isle of Kunoeha,
where our ancestors stared forlornly at the great peak that is Loakea;
it was a poor substitute for the warm back of the great whale. Yet,
there was one among them who saw the possibilities of the land: he
was Analu.
He saw the woods that grew upon the isle, from which he guided
our people to make the first boats, and he saw the fires of that
mountain, which we used to keep warm, lacking the heat of Fallu’s
body. Eventually, he led us from that isle and back into the seas, so
that we could once more be close to Fallu. In those early Yarres, we
could still sail alongside the whale king, before he grew shy of the
world the other races were making in the Inner Seas.
I long for such a time to return, but I doubt that it ever will…
- Excerpt from Kinipela’s ‘From Beyond the Seas’
th

 Aytesdee, the 18 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
For a Wayke and a half, Sagira and Makan had been heading north
from Alacazzare to Fedemere. Along the way, they had been
accompanied by a detachment of nearly five hundred of King
Nicholas VI’s personal army. In retrospect, they had not been
necessary, at least for the trip north, but Sagira expected that they
were an imposing reminder of the dangers loose in the world.
Wherever they marched by, people had taken notice, and when she
and her escorts shared news and eyewitness accounts of what had
befallen Alacazzare, she saw hearts harden against the Aureans.
Certainly, news of the attack had gone north faster than their
column of soldiers had, but seeing and talking to people who had
witnessed the attack and survived it firsthand was a different story
entirely. They were a propaganda train, and she saw the power in
such a thing. The King had shown great foresight in this respect, and
she was glad to be with such a group even if another attack never
came.
Along the way north, news of other attacks across Aynglican
territories began to filter in. They would hear some news from
passing couriers, and glean other tidbits of information from common
folk and traveling merchants. Outer Aynglica had been hit once
more, not far from Pandrine. There were sightings of Aurean armies
near Lesser Aynglica, rumors of a strike force off of Pashia, and
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more soldiers had raided a few places bordering the Vinlands. All of
Aynglica was wakening, flailing about groggily as it tried to protect
itself from an enemy that could appear anywhere and strike at any
time.
At first, she had not known what to make of this abrupt change in
strategies. Prior to Aynglica, she understood that the Aureans had
been rather systematic about challenging their enemies in force,
crushing them to a man, and ravaging their settlements. Now,
though, they had changed tactics, striking with small groups that did
little damage other than to the psyche and morale of the people they
terrorized. Upon further consideration, and after many talks with
Makan, they had decided that there weren’t enough troops yet to
mount a full invasion, and these attacks had to be an attempt to
soften up the Aynglican provinces and throw them into a state of
immobilizing fear. With the Aynglican defenders confined to their
homes and forts, the Aureans would be at their leisure to pick and
choose their battles as best suited them.
Perhaps they’d misjudged the Aynglicans, because if this truly was
their intent they had done little to achieve that end. Instead, the
Aynglican armies were all moving, shifting around to positions their
commanders felt would best be able to defend the Aynglican
provinces, like so many ants stirred out of an ant hill under attack.
Major cities had been fortified, roads were alive with patrols, siege
weapons had been readied, and packs of warships prowled the seas
around Greater Aynglica like wolves on the hunt. The state of alert
was impressive, and they had not yet made the Elegian mistake of
amassing too many forces in one place, as had happened at Qinor.
And Aynglica was not the only land whose people were astir.
Lately, Muerans had begun coming north, making port at the major
cities of Greater Aynglica. Several boats had even gone up the
Sorne River system. On their journey north, Makan and Sagira had
seen them going up the Browntree and Redwine Rivers, as if they
were in search of something. It was not hard to tell which ships were
Mueran, because their shapes and designs were very distinctive and
vastly different from the heavy merchant ships and cargo vessels the
Aynglicans favored. Seeing so many of his people nearby had
roused Makan’s curiosity, and he desired strongly to go seek out
some of his kind for news. One Dee, when they were not far from
Fedemere, Makan went looking for some of them when the escort
soldiers were watering their horses and taking their lunch break.
They were just south and east of Loch Laseen, and they could see
its glittering waters along the horizon to the north of them. Palatial
estates with extensive vineyards ringed its crystal waters, which fed
the Redwine River north and ran south. It looked much like many of
the lush, green lands they had seen along the Redwine River, but
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much more expensive. Loch Laseen was, after all, home to many of
the leaders of the Council of Great Lords.
The town they were stopped at was much like many of the small
cities they had seen on Greater Aynglica, a settlement that had been
built as a result of the overland highways. Way houses became the
center of small towns, which then grew into cities when boats began
to stop there. There were a hundred other towns like this one in
Greater Aynglica, and it was no better or worse than any of them. It
was so common of a place that Makan did not know and did not care
about the town’s name. Sagira didn’t know it either, nor did she
inquire as to its name as she walked with him toward the modest
docks this town sported.
At the docks, there were many familiar sounds to both of them.
They might not be the rattan and bamboo docks that floated beside
the tropical isles of the Mueran Belt, nor were they the heavy sun
brick piers that Sagira’s people built, but the sounds and the smells
of a port were the same almost anywhere. The place smelled of fish,
sweat, and seaweed. The sounds of commerce were thick in the air:
coins changing hands, gulls squabbling over scraps of food left
behind by careless folk, and crates and barrels being offloaded filled
the air. Cranes and their crews worked feverishly to keep pace with
the men on the decks of barges and on the shore loading platforms.
Work went at a swift pace, but even still, boats were queuing up for
slips at the docks.
Makan eyed the ships present, noting that most of them were
shallow-draft river vessels. A few looked like they might handle mild
seas, but only one would handle the roughness of both the Inner and
Outer Seas. It was a Mueran vessel, and its sail plan was unlike
anything else in sight. Dozens of small sails supplemented a pair of
large triangular sails that had just been furled. The crew of the ship,
an extended family of over a dozen members, now used the small
sails to bring the ship close to shore, where they anchored with an
efficiency that made everyone else look slothful. Such a spectacle
was watched and admired by the sailors and dock crews alike, at
least those with more than a Saycund to spare, for the Muerans were
very skillful sailors indeed.
Makan smiled at Sagira, who had watched the procedure with a
critical eye, but had been unable to see a single wasted motion. Her
people favored small dhows and fast boats that could make their way
up the Empress’ Bounty but could still manage the seas in fair to
moderate weather. Elegian river sailors often had to deal with
maneuvering in all manners of congested traffic, but they could have
taken lessons from this family crew. Sagira shook her head in clear
admiration, and then flashed a toothy grin at Makan as she took his
offered arm.
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The pair made their way down beyond the docks, where the
Mueran crew was climbing off their boat. They quickly proved that
they did not need the docks, which the Aynglican boats were all
waiting for their turn at. Some of the Muerans just jumped into the
river and waded ashore, while others carefully balanced and walked
their way across long poles that reached the shore from the boat. It
looked as if trade was on their minds if the bundles of goods they
carried were any indication.
Makan raised a hand in greeting to the crew, who recognized him
as one of their kind immediately. There was something in a Mueran’s
stance, especially on land, that betrayed their affinity to water and
true nature. They waved back and loped up to meet him. Makan had
already taken them to be Far Muerans, from both their boat and their
appearances, but Sagira did not know this until he whispered it to
her.
“How are the waters todee?” Makan asked, as common a greeting
among Muerans as queries about family or business were to the
Aynglicans, or inquiries about one’s luck at hunting were to the
Kerathi.
“The rivers lack the spirit of the open seas, but the touch of Tulis is
still to be felt in them.” The elder of the crew answered cheerfully.
The mahogany skin of his face and body were leathery and lined
from both age and Yarres of strong sun. His hair had bleached white
long ago, but his eyes were sharp like an eagle’s and his scarred
hands looked strong.
Makan touched his palm to his forehead and smiled warmly at his
countrymen. His eyes swept from face to face, until he surprisingly
came across one he found familiar. He was not sure how he knew
the young Mueran girl he saw, but the elder near him noted his
interest and commented upon it.
“You know Inoke?”
Makan nodded. “I think we have met before, but I cannot recall
where. It must have been a brief meeting.”
“Beneath Kunoeha.” The doe-eyed, dark-haired girl acknowledged,
nodding her head. “You challenged Haole the White.”
Images of the girl returned to Makan then, who recalled her
standing beside Tuari before they had left. She was quite striking for
her young age, at least according to a Mueran’s sense of beauty.
Her round face and bright eyes were attractive, and her limbs were
finely muscled from work upon her ship. She would make someone a
good wife somedee. “I remember you now. You befriended a
companion of ours, a young Uleaut boy.”
“Tuari.” She said his name with a soft smile and a faint blush that
made Sagira grin. “Is he with you now?”
“Unfortunately, he is not. He went off with the Rumani we traveled
with when you last saw us. We have not seen him in some time.”
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Makan answered, and seeing the girl’s face fall, he added, “He is
doing great things, I am sure.”
Inoke smiled once more at that, recovering from her
disappointment.
“He is quite capable, and he will find no ill traveling with our friends.
I am sure they are all well. They could return any Dee now. We, like
you, are waiting for news of them.” Sagira offered.
Inoke watched the older woman for a moment, before deciding that
these were fair tidings. When she had made that decision, she
offered Sagira a warm smile as well. “I gave him an Aumoana. He
will surely be safe.”
“An Aumoana?” Sagira asked, looking to Makan for an explanation.
“A nautilus shell. My people believe that they offer protection to
those who carry them. It is a prized and beautiful gift. One cannot
give a much greater gift.” Makan informed her, eyeing Inoke with
curiosity. When she averted her eyes from him shyly, he understood
her mind completely.
“I see.” Sagira replied, also noticing the young girl’s reaction.
Inoke’s elder had as well, and a slight frown had formed upon his
face. “Tuari is a strong hunter, a survivor of several battles. Few his
age are so brave, intelligent, and full of promise. He will be a great
man among his people – among all people.”
At hearing such praise, the elder’s frown lifted, mostly. “I did not
meet the boy, as my ship was out at sea during that time.” His eyes
roamed now to Makan’s side, where the now-famous narwhal tusk
resided. “I must admit to being disappointed at missing both your
stay on Kunoeha, and your duel with Haole the White. It is not often
that a leader of the Kanaka’e falls in battle, and the name Makan is
now well-known throughout the seas.”
Sagira’s expression darkened upon hearing mention of that fight.
She had opposed it, and still did not like to remember it, even if
Makan had come out victorious and had earned them a ride to
Aynglica by doing so. It had been an awful risk Makan had taken,
challenging the pale warrior from the Outer Seas, a risk that might
have deprived her of him. Despite the bad memories, she held her
tongue here and let Makan speak for himself.
Makan nodded slowly, and met the elder’s gaze in full. “I would not
challenge any man without good reason, nor would I back down from
a challenge when so much is at stake. Some things must be done.”
“Especially in these Dees.” The elder lamented. A pained look
crossed his face.
“What do you mean?” Sagira asked, her curiosity overpowering her
want to allow Makan to lead this conversation.
“The great Mount Loakea has erupted. Kunoeha is lost to us, at
least until the mountain stills and the stone cools. All of Far Muera is
cast in ash and steam. The Gods themselves tell us to flee our
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homes and head north, for a great battle is approaching, a battle
which all must participate in if we hope to remain free.”
Makan stared at the man in front of him in amazement. “Loakea
erupted… Far Muera is gone?”
“It is not gone, only changed. We are a hardy folk. We will return
eventually, but all of us have been displaced for now, perhaps for
Yarres. It is no longer a safe place to meet to trade, arrange for
marriages, or take on more crew.” He nodded to Inoke at this last
part, acknowledging her as a new member of his crew.
“Mele is my father’s third brother. He was the only family I could find
when the mountain began to spit ash and cinders. He was kind
enough to take me on as a member of his crew.” Inoke explained,
grabbing one of the elder’s rough hands with both of hers.
“I could do no less. As family, I merely did what is what was
required of me. Besides, she is a good little worker, and I have come
out ahead in the deal.” Inoke’s uncle declared with great pride.
“What of other regions, the Mueran Belt?” Makan asked, fearing the
answer. He had distant relatives, cousins of cousins and children of
those cousins that he worried for. He also worried for his people as a
whole. Far Muera being in disarray was bad enough, but if the
Mueran Belt had been disrupted, too, his people would be hurting.
Mele shook his head. “Things are not well. The whole seabed is
afire and angry. It tosses and turns even now. Trees fall from Hiloa to
Mehitte. New islands rise, old islands crash under the seas, but over
all, larger masses of land are rising than are falling. Things are not
what they were, and many flee to the safety of the seas, either into
the Outer Seas to wait for things to pass, or into the Inner Seas, to
do the duties their Gods have spoken to them.”
“So people have seen Tulis or Marceaupo?” Sagira asked
incredulously. They had done much, felt the touch of a number of
Gods, but she couldn’t recall seeing one except perhaps in a dream.
Mele nodded, gesturing piously. “They have, and Fallu, too.”
“I, too, have seen the great father whale.” Makan admitted, touching
his palm to the crown of his head and bowing. Sagira had heard of
this story, and while she believed him, she could not imagine
completely what having seen Fallu meant to him. “We are about his
will, doing the best we can.”
“There is a sense about you two,” Mele began, inspecting both
Sagira and Makan carefully, “that speaks of the divine. I can feel that
there is much fate and destiny gathering around you both. I must ask
then, that you tell me what I can do for our people. If any I meet
know better than you two, I would be surprised, and I feel now that it
is not by chance that we meet this Dee. Please, what would our
Gods have of me, of us?”
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Makan looked at Mele and Inoke, who with the others of their crew
eyed him expectantly. “You are a seasoned traveler upon the seas
and in this life. I would hesitate to offer you any commands.”
“That is precisely why you must.” Sagira encouraged him. She had
commanded many into action and would do so again if need be, but
she felt that Makan could best understand the plight of his people
and how to gain their support.
Makan looked at the woman who was his wife in all but name. She
was younger than he, but, in many ways, she seemed wiser than he
might ever be. Despite this wisdom, when he looked into her eyes
then, she still deferred completely to him. She truly thought he knew
best here, so he turned back to Mele’s crew and gave his
suggestion: “Go back down the river, spreading news to all of our
kind you meet. Tell them to go to Fedemere. We go there now, and
we will urge the Aynglican people into war. The authors of our
people’s suffering are also causing great suffering for all the other
peoples of the Broken Crown.”
“This is a weighty matter we are all about.” Mele said solemnly,
looking wistfully back at his ship, which seemed too frail to be about
such a monumental task.
“It is,” Makan agreed, “and I am not glad to be about it, but these
are things that must be done if we are to have peace again in our
lifetimes.”
At a whisper from Inoke, apparently urging her uncle, Mele asked
them, “And your lady, is there anything she would add?” He and his
niece waited for Sagira’s answer.
Sagira took a breath, realizing that they were looking upon her
almost as one of their own kind, and not entirely because of Makan’s
association with her. They had seen something of importance in her,
something that went beyond her race and beyond traveling gowns
and finery. They had seen wisdom in her, and Juria’s blessing upon
her tongue supplied her with words that were fitting, “I have only this
to say: if you meet any who cannot reach Fedemere quickly, within
the next two Waykes, send them east instead. Have them look for us
near Stormway or Pandrine. Have them seek word of our passing,
and we will meet them on the western side of Greater Aynglica or
somewhere in the Kerathi Clan Isles. They must not tarry about, and
they need not only be Mueran. No ally will be turned away in these
dark Ouers.” Then, remembering Count Reynard, she hastily added,
“No true ally.”
Mele consulted a map that resided solely in his mind and nodded,
seeing wisdom in her suggestions. “I will spread the word then, and
we will meet again. Now, we must be about our trading so that we
may leave promptly. There are many Kilomes of waters between our
destination and where we now stand.”
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“Perhaps, Tuari will be with us next time.” Makan commented,
bringing a smile to Inoke’s face.
“I, too, am eager to meet this boy who has apparently stolen my
little Inoke’s heart.” Mele replied with a teasing tone and a slight grin
that brought a blush to his niece’s face.
“Be careful, uncle, or I shall run away from your ship and join him.
On land or sea, on ice or water, I shall be a part of his crew instead
of yours.” Inoke warned her uncle.
Mele’s smile remained, even when he heard the seriousness in her
promise. “If he is as these people and you say, then I will not
begrudge you such a future.”
An officer from King Nicholas VI’s escort arrived then, and with a
simple clearing of his throat, Sagira knew that the men were fed and
the horses were watered. It was time to go. They had only a short
distance left to go to Fedemere, but when lives could be measured in
Ouers, any delays could mean great differences.
“We must go now.” Sagira informed Mele and his crew. “The Gods
have plans for us which, unfortunately, do not include the pleasure of
keeping your company for longer than we already have, though I
wish it were otherwise.”
“May the winds always find your sails, and may the waters be a
bountiful home unto you and yours.” Makan bid Mele and Inoke.
“May the God and Goddess watch you wherever you tread, and
may Fallu’s paternal wisdom fill you as you go about his will.” Mele
returned, almost affectionately.
“Until the Gods conspire to bring us into one another’s company
once more.” Sagira agreed, bowing politely before she left on
Makan’s arm so the Mueran crew could be about their tasks on
shore.
It wasn’t long after that they were saddled up once more and
moving along. Makan was introspective and said little. His mind was
on the hardships of his people, but she couldn’t help but feel as if
that chance meeting had been a great success. With any luck,
Muerans would begin flooding in to the ports of Fedemere. They,
with the king’s army, would lend more weight to their claim and more
arms for the fight against Corydon.
Now, if only Anthea and the others would return.
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CHAPTER 166
Ne’er was there,
A man more fair,
Than one who set his feet forward,
Thinking he might change the world,
With greatest of care…
- Excerpt from Rehan’s ‘Songs for the Lost’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 20 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Nishan and Rolf found Stormway to be vastly different from Mediya.
Certainly, Mediya had changed since the arrival of the army of wild
men under Nishan, who had been something of a force of change for
good, but Mediya was still a pile of wooden shacks stretching out
beside muddy lanes compared to Stormway. Mediya was built on
flat, sodden land, built in something of a gully that never drained of
moisture and whose grasses had long ago been trod under foot and
ground to dust. In contrast to Mediya, Stormway was built upon a
regal hill, and its structures had all been built with the reddish stone
of the hills that bordered the city and stretched to the northwest.
The city of Stormway was the second largest in Outer Aynglica,
smaller only than Pandrine, which was not as different from
Stormway as Mediya was. Pandrine, Nishan knew, was a sprawling
city that had grown soft and plump on commerce, while Stormway
was a city of stone that was densely populated, a place fortified
against the elements of wind, ice, and storms by its very making.
With the Red Hills running up almost to its walls the city itself
seemed a cold and forbidding monstrosity of stone. Upon first sight
of the place, Rolf had shivered with an unknown fear, not realizing
that many of his folk had died here in the wars his people had waged
against the Aynglican nation.
Visible beyond the walls were narrow avenues wound upward
through the city so steeply that the roof of one building might be at
the height of the base of its neighbor unless it was at least two
stories tall. Stone gates and overpasses had been built at many
locations through the city for both foot traffic and wagons on roads
that ran perpendicular to the uphill-downhill avenues, where traffic
tended to be much slower going due to the need to ride the brakes
on the way down or to really work a team of horses on the way up
the steep inclines. Everything was red stone, and it was not a pretty
red, but a dirty, rusty red. Even the breakwalls that ringed the city’s
deep harbor had been built of the red stone, a resource that was
laboriously quarried from the Red Hills.
It was a city that had never expected to be pretty, and it gave no
apologies for being a purely functional mass of structures. It was all
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necessary, for the cold winds that came down the mountains from
Greveth’s Mercy picked up a great deal of moisture, which combined
with the strong currents of weather and water descending south from
The Aynglican Gap to pound Stormway with both rain and waves. It
was a place with little decoration. Everything was built sturdily or it
would not last. It was an aptly named place, and nowhere was there
anything that could not be battened down during one of the many
storms that would lash at the stone city during the course of each
Yarre.
Nishan and Rolf entered the city’s harbor with their ragtag fleet of
over twenty vessels, all packed with Rumani until they rode
dangerously low in the waters. The ships and their crews were the
culmination of Waykes of work on Nishan’s part. Nishan had spent
Dees recruiting captains, who sympathized with or supported their
cause, and he had used every spare Ouer for gambling to win
money or passage for his army. His fame had grown, and not just
because of the legend of the Hundred Souls he carried, but also
because of the bets he won. The legends spoken of him said that he
never lost a hand, and everyone had been too scared to call him a
cheat. Men would come just to throw their money at him, just to say
they’d gambled with him. In the end, he’d bought several of the ships
outright, won the friendship and the respect of the other ships’
captains, and enlarged his army. Oh, there’d been losses from bar
brawls and scuffles in Mediya, because it was that sort of a city, but
they had left the city with a larger and tougher army when all things
had been said and done.
They had with them a pack of mean folk that were survivors to the
core, and they weren’t afraid to do whatever they wanted, unless
Nishan told them not to. That was where they drew the line. There
was drinking, looting, fighting, gambling, and whoring in their camp,
but they respected Nishan so much that they feared to disappoint
him almost as much as they feared his wrath. He was a
temperamental fellow, they’d all decided. He could and would thump
the best of them without breaking a sweat. His eyes would fill with
blood, and he’d move faster and hit harder than any man alive. Many
of them had seen him best Andrin, and the former chief’s son Fadri
was never slow to proclaim Nishan’s greatness. Nishan truly was
something special, and they took pride in following him. He took
pride in leading them, too, and made a point to not change them.
His army was what it was, and his soldiers would live and die that
way. Nothing he could do could change the nature of the beasts they
were. However, Stormway was a different sort of city, he’d told them
all. They were not to act like vagabonds, drunks, and raiders. They
were to conduct themselves with a code of honor that would not
embarrass their people. The rough ways of the Rumani were the
ways in which they might treat each other and live amongst each
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other, but in the company of outsiders, they had to act in such a way
that would not offend. As far as this went, Rolf was considered one
of their own, especially after he’d gotten in a few dust-ups with a few
of the Forlatett Rumani; so, they didn’t have to act polite around him,
only around these Aynglicans and any other strangers they would
meet.
To their initial consternation and eventual surprise, they had found
the harbor of Stormway filled with boats. At first, Rolf had feared that
the ships in the harbor would not take kindly to their arrival, seeing
them as enemies. After all, they did seem geared up for war. Dozens
of guns and cannons had been pointed their way, but apparently,
they had seen the colors Nishan flew on their masts – two red eyes
on a grey field – and they had not expected any enemy to come from
the northeast. Nishan had not even batted an eye. Rolf figured it was
because he could have ordered the ships out of harms way, since he
could see into the future. Such evasive maneuvers had proved
unnecessary, and the Aynglicans in the harbor had relaxed visibly
upon seeing that Nishan’s army was not comprised of Aureans bent
upon their destruction.
They were not the enemy, but the harbor had been full, and it had
taken time to find moorings for their ships. Their armada had been
completely spread around by the time each ship had found a place to
anchor and tie up. Most of the crews had elected to stay aboard their
ships, for this stopover was not supposed to be long. Besides, the
crews mingling too much with the shore folks would just cause
trouble, none of which Nishan needed. This was merely a brief
resupplying stop. Certain necessities had run short, and they would
no doubt be cheaper here than in any city on Greater Aynglica.
Unexpectedly, there was a welcoming party waiting for Nishan,
Rolf, and Fadri upon their disembarkation. Clearly, someone had
discerned that their boat was carrying the leaders of the force. No
sooner had the plank been lowered than was there a group of men
waiting for them. It was not a group of dignitaries or constables, but
rather a group of officers led by what looked to be a general of sorts.
The general was tall, with very strong cheekbones and a high
forehead. His blond hair was cut short, in a military fashion, and his
decorated jacket was finely pressed, without a speck of lint to be
seen upon it. An insignia of a small bear attacking a larger one had
been worked onto his left breast. Rolf recognized it immediately as
the insignia of the Bold Company, a legendary fighting force
originally out of Lesser Aynglica. They had defied the King at the
time and had come to the defense of the Outer Aynglicans against
the Kerathi.
“The Bold Company, eh?” Rolf asked with a smile, meeting the
general’s eyes directly. His people respected the group, even if it
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was only a shadow of what it had been over a Hectoyarre ago when
its founder had created the mercenary group.
“None other. We have historically looked to the well being of Outer
Aynglica from our seat here at Stormway. I am General Jens
Karllack, and my forefather was the founder of this group.” The
general replied, snapping to attention while pounding his fist upon his
breast, which his officers also did. He took note that Rolf was
Kerathi, but also noted that he did not seem to be in command. He
looked then to Nishan, who he determined was the leader of the
army in port. “I have not had the pleasure of an introduction.”
“I am Nishan. Just Nishan… no special titles or honors.”
“Well, Nishan, I assume that you are in control of this rather
interesting group sitting in my harbor.”
“Yes, I am the leader of this interesting group.” Nishan answered
evenly, waiting for some condescension or orders for them to depart.
He still preferred to wait for a reply rather than looking into the future
for it. Bantering with others was one of the few pleasures left in his
life, and using blood-filled eyes that told him what would be said next
wasn’t a good way to make friends.
Jens, for his part, made no rude comments and gave no such
orders. He merely stood there expectantly. So, when no comments
or orders came, Nishan explained their purpose for being there. “We
are resupplying and will be on our way shortly.”
“I make it a point to come down and visit every large group that
happens through, and yours is the largest group I’ve seen in some
time, despite what this full harbor might lead you to believe. When I
saw your fleet sail in, I was quite surprised, especially since I knew of
no fleets in the area. Nor did I recognize your colors. They are –”
Jens looked once more at the pair of red eyes flying from every ship
in the fleet and arched an eyebrow, “– most interesting. Where
exactly are you out of?” Jens inquired, looking from Nishan’s face to
Fadri’s, but if he recognized the man’s place of origin, he gave no
hint.
“Mediya.”
The officers at Jens’ side began whispering amongst themselves.
Nishan’s hearing permitted him to understand even the faintest
words. He kept his face neutral and made no sign that he heard a
single word of what the others said, though he heard them speak in
shock that such a force could come out of such a place as Mediya. A
couple thought it quite appropriate that a rough force like this one
would come out of a wild place. Jens had been studying Nishan’s
face, and though Nishan had given no hint that betrayed his acute
hearing abilities, Jens shushed his officers, using nothing more than
a curt look of appraisal that silenced his subordinates.
When all were silent, Jens issued his response, though he did so
with carefully measured words. “Mediya is not known to have an
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army such as you present to us. Nor had we expected your arrival. It
is customary to send a boat ahead to forewarn a city of the
impending approach of a friendly force, so there are no mistakes
when they approach.”
“For the lack of warning, I apologize, but we ran low on some
supplies, and yours is the only settlement sizeable enough to have
all we need. And, to clear up a misunderstanding, we left Mediya, but
we are not of there, not more than a few of us anyway.” Nishan
explained.
“Where are you of, then?”
“We’re from Ka’Shann.”
Nishan might have well have said that they’d all crawled out of the
ocean and crabs had birthed them. The reaction on Jens’ face was
quite telling, completely surprised. “Ka’Shann is an expanse of ruins.
No one lives there.”
Rolf broke out in a laugh. “He might offend some people if he said
that in the wrong crowd, because there are a whole lot of nobodies
living there, if what he says is true.”
“I’m afraid that your information is out of date.” Nishan agreed.
“The Rumani are rebuilding.” Fadri chimed in, smiling broadly at the
looks he got from the Aynglican officers when he said this.
“Strange things are about in the world these Dees, and while your
army surprises me, they are a welcome sight with all that happens in
Aynglica. Enemies are about. The mountain folk have started to war
upon us. Yet, we will greet you warmly, since my people have no
quarrels with the Rumani, so long as they do business in peace and
cause us no grief.” The declaration Jens made was both an offer of
friendship and a warning against any funny business while they were
in port. Then, as quickly as he had opened the port to Nishan, Jens
said something unexpected: “I assume, then, that you will go to
pledge to lady Sagira’s cause. Will you not?”
“Sagira?” It was Nishan’s turn to be surprised. Perhaps, had his
eyes been filled with the blood that marked his use of Elecin’s
foresight, he’d still have been surprised.
“Sagira is an Elegian woman, a bit of a celebrity these Dees. She
and her Mueran bodyguard are held as two of the greatest heroes in
the realm. They protected the King and Queen when the Aureans
attacked Alacazzare. The enemy set fire to the Greatwood, and the
kingdom is in an uproar. In retrospect, her impassioned speeches
across Greater Aynglica, asking us to prepare for war, now seem as
if they were quite wise and prophetic. It is strange that before many
held her words to be the ranting of a warmonger. Now, they will listen
to her, I think. Saving the monarchs tends to earn one a bit of sway,
even with the Council of Great Lords.” Jens explained, thinking they
asked who the woman was.
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“I know Sagira, though I had not heard of these recent
developments. She and her bodyguard are our trusted friends. They
were our companions for several Munths. We are going to rejoin
them even now.”
“Be that as it may, it seems that I am not the only one with
information that is out of date.” Jens replied with a smirk. “You did
not seem to know that she had saved the King and Queen.”
“It seems I am not as up to date as I thought.” Nishan smiled. He’d
earned that jibe. “She is well, though?” Aureans were dangerous
folk, even with Makan at your side.
“I hear that she and the Mueran slaughtered an entire patrol of
Aureans and stopped them from slaying our people’s highest
leaders. I’d say that they are more than well. They are sublime. I
much admire the woman, and would love an introduction if you and I
happen across her at some time in the future.”
“I would love to give you one, just as I’m sure she’d be very willing
to meet your acquaintance. Though, I must warn you that hers is a
friendship that comes with costs.”
“Oh?”
“The woman is going to war.” Nishan spoke very seriously, and
Jens nodded slowly. “Why do you think I have gathered an army?”
“She speaks of making war on the Aureans. It seems a rough
proposition, being that they live on the tops of mountains. I like her
guts, though. That’s the sort of thing the Bold Company would do.”
Jens’ officers nodded in agreement, as he said this. “Besides, hers is
not the only army in port.”
Nishan glanced back at the array of ships packed in each berth.
Most were merchant ships, but several had heavy cannons aboard,
and looked as if they were carrying supplies and had been readied
for carrying troops. “I saw that the port was quite busy. I had not
realized that you were on the move. Where are you off to, if I might
inquire, one commander to another?”
“Fedemere. That is where the lady Sagira is headed now. Friends
of mine on the mainland said she is marching a small army of her
own up the highways, and at Fedemere she will work to convince the
Council of Great Lords to go to war. I suspect she’ll need all the
support she can get to move those stodgy old penny pinchers into a
battle set of mind, if you intend to help her.”
Nishan looked at Rolf, who, able to read his mind, shrugged. Fadri
similarly agreed, though the youth would agree with Nishan in
whatever he said or did. “Would you be interested in crossing the
straits together?”
“Normally, the Bold Company travels alone.” Jens said quickly.
“These are not normal Dees.” Nishan pointed out, folding his arms
across his chest as he prepared to wait patiently. Jens was the sort
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of man who liked to reason things out aloud, and Nishan expected
another speech.
Jens did not disappoint. “No, they are certainly not ‘normal Dees.’ It
is not often that our two peoples share a common enemy. They may
not have attacked your homes yet, but with the Kerathi nearly gone
and the Elegians and our own nation under assault, the lands
beyond cannot be much behind. I’m certain that Rummas and the
territories that would normally be left to govern themselves will feel
the scourge as strongly as other lands do. I believe that your lady
friend has the right of it, and that this is not something that will go
away. Delays will only work against us, and I would welcome a larger
force with me as we go south. Not only will it make us less apt to
come under attack, but we will also present a better incentive for the
Council of Great Lords to do as Sagira will surely ask of them, if she
has not already.”
“So we will go together?”
“We shall, at the break of Dee... or middee at the very latest.” Jens
announced, suddenly feeling as if he were in the middle of a great
stir of events. A giddy feeling washed over him.
“And Sagira is in Fedemere then?” Rolf inquired. He had not seen
her or Makan for some time, and he was eager to hear the story of
their defense of the King and Queen. It was a glorious tale of honor,
and that was the sort of thing a Kerathi could really appreciate.
“If she is not already there, she must be arriving soon.” Jens
answered. “The King is said to have given her part of his own
personal army, as well as his full support. His favorite nephew died in
front of him, and the King is quite wroth. He will see to this war, with
or without the consent of his nobles and lords. We’d just have a
much better chance of success if they agreed to go along with it.”
“Fedemere is the place to be then.” Nishan surmised, since it was
the seat of the Council of Great Lords. The Grand Mercantile
Association of Aynglica also had offices there, an organization that
Sagira had friends in. Sagira had done well getting the merchants’
support in the past, especially in Fairport, but now she was working
on the nobility. The King’s assent was a great step, but he was but
one noble, if the greatest of the lot.
“Now, we must see to your provisions. My quartermaster will help
you locate whatever you need.” Jens paused to indicate a slightly
paunchy man with a beard that stood beside him. “We’ll have the
shore crews work all night if it’s necessary.”
“We’ll have to keep the crews near the boats. They’ll need to know
we’re leaving early.” Rolf remarked.
Nishan nodded. He had not intended to allow them to go far
anyway, but Rolf’s remark worked to reinforce his idea that they
should not go far, lest they have trouble locating them in the
morning.
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“Nonsense!” Jens exclaimed. “Any man who sails with the Bold
Company, either as a member or as an ally, needs to come ashore.
There is to be a send-off party, and it will be a grand feast.”
“My people are not as…” Fadri began to say anxiously, for he
foresaw a problem with this plan, but he trailed off in search of a
word.
“Refined?” Rolf offered, while Fadri scratched at his thin bearded
chin.
Fadri nodded. The word fit the situation quite well. “Yes, my people
are not as refined as yours. It may cause trouble to have them all
ashore. We are a people that love to drink and carouse.”
“I have seen a thousand drunk soldiers before. Yours will not be the
first. They must join us in the festivities. It will lighten the mood and
increase morale.” Jens insisted.
“Have you been to Mediya?” Nishan asked the general of the Bold
Company.
Jens frowned before answering, noting Nishan’s dubious look. “I
have not yet had the pleasure.”
Nishan and Rolf exchanged grins with Fadri, who was shaking his
head and muttering. Nishan smiled as he explained to Jens, who
looked confused. “It is not a pleasure. It is a muddy hole where
anything goes and all manners of behavior are acceptable, so long
as you have enough coin and a fast enough blade. Men and women
alike die nightly of most unnatural causes. Therefore, I must urge
you to caution in including us in this feast, for the Wild Men of
Mediya are named such for a very good reason.”
“I see. Well, perhaps if we could confine them to the streets
designated for party regions, and set up blockades along the side
avenues to discourage them from wandering.”
“I think your shop owners will be very angry with you in the morning,
your barkeeps happy, and your prostitutes very sore.” Rolf laughed
as he said this, and Nishan could not help but join in. Fadri, as
always, followed their example, adding his cackle to their laughter.
Jens shrugged. “At least it will be a send-off that will be
remembered. Besides, it is only for one night…” He had no way to
imagine what Mediya might be like, because he’d never been
anywhere worse than the rugged mining city of Pashia, which was
orderly and well-governed.
“Fine then.” Nishan agreed reluctantly, hoping he would not regret
it. “I just hope our alliance does not end here. I will tell them to take it
easy. We would not like to alienate the men we may soon be dying
beside. No man likes to see the ladies of his town being abused by
foreigners.”
That was the beginning of a night that Stormway would not soon
forget. Rolf’s ideas of what the night ahead held for them paled in
comparison to the reality, but when the morning came, the Forlatett
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Rumani of Mediya and the Bold Company were still allies. Most of
them even reported for duty that morning, most of them, but not all.
More than a few children would be born as a result of that stopover,
and if they looked a bit darker and more Rumani than expected,
there was little that could be done.
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CHAPTER 167
Allies often come most unexpected, but are no less welcome. Even
the strangest of companions may have uses you are not even aware
of. A wise man will find those uses and those talents, and use them
toward his benefit…
- Excerpt from Ramessef’s ‘The Way of Things’
st

 Einsdee, the 21 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
The loss of Banwha had been a devastating loss for the Elegian
Empire, as well as a great strike against Porfirio’s pride. His troops
had been scattered, and only now, more than a Wayke later, had
they been mostly gathered back together near Serjan. It had taken
him some time to gather up his forces. There were still many
unaccounted for, perhaps dead or maybe just tardy, he didn’t know
which. Thankfully, it had also taken Aram a good deal of time to raze
Banwha and move east once more.
Aram might have pounded the city to dust with his bombs and
mortars, but he had chosen instead to conserve his munitions and
use the power of the men under his command to level the city.
Teams of demolitionists had taken to the city with chains, ropes,
hammers, great mauls, and other tools of destruction. They had
spent Dees pulling down monuments, collapsing large buildings,
tearing down defenses, and flattening temples. Temples they had
taken to with a special vengeance, Nico and his flying scouts had
reported. They seemed to have special orders to ruin anything
religious.
Aziza had been furious upon hearing these reports, almost as
furious as she had been at him for evacuating the city. Had she not
needed the soldiers so badly, he half-suspected she would have
preferred for him to have let his army die to a man in that city to
preserve her principals. Porfirio was not any sort of fan of being
bombed and shelled to death, so he had not allowed such a thing.
He had been attempting in the Dees since that failed defense to
impress a new strategy upon Aziza, one that did not require the
adherence to a battle plan that revolved around defending cities –
something they clearly were not good at.
It was clear to him now that Corydon’s generals cared little for
possessing cities, so they could not either. Like Qinor, any city the
Dark Aureans marched through would be looted of all ammunition,
food, and gear that would support their war effort. The rest would be
ruined, especially structures of religious, cultural, and governmental
significance. Because this was so, they could not afford to defend
cities any longer. There was no interest in meeting in a pitched
battle. The enemy would always use their strengths to their
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advantage, and play them against the defenders’ predictable
defense of their cities and homes.
Instead of doing this, Porfirio had counseled Aziza into moving
away from the cities and engaging the Dark Aureans only army-toarmy and man-to-man. They had to strike quickly and use any
means necessary to inflict casualties. They still outnumbered the
Dark Aureans, but they would not for long, especially if they
continued to lose hundreds and thousands of men defending each
settlement. The backwards strategy he had come up with was to sit
back and allow the enemy to take a settlement, and once they were
involved in dismantling the city, Porfirio would lead attacks on the
demolitions teams. If they could not reach the demolitions teams,
they went after the ring of defenders that guarded the soldiers
working within the city while it was being destroyed. This strategy
had had the added benefit of slowing down Aram. His men always
had to be on guard and cautious of attack, so they could not
concentrate wholly upon laying their latest capture to waste.
Porfirio grinned upon recalling Aziza’s initial impression of his plan.
Mad, she had called him, even insane. He, an Aurean, could have no
understanding of the cultural significance of the Elegian settlements,
some of which surely predated the earliest Aurean settlements. Upon
making this declaration, Aziza had seen in her own words how weak
of a position they were in, how easily her people could be preyed
upon, because they would defend objects that were of value to them,
but which had no strategic importance. They were hamstringed by
their need to protect their culture and homes, and the enemy was
gladly using that to crush them.
The look that had come across the woman’s face would have been
amusing, had the situation not been so dire. The tall, rangy woman
was reed-thin, with severe features and a long hatchet face. She
quite resembled the bronze-tipped spear that she carried and leaned
upon thoughtfully when she looked across a field to make mental
notes about how to best use the land to her advantage. She was not
pretty by any definition of the word, and the scars across her face,
arms, and chest had all been honestly earned in battle. She had the
deepest respect for her people and their long history, and that was
what made her weak. The enemy had seen it, and her face darkened
in anger, turning a shade far beyond its rich, earthy tone. The
weakness was evident, and she had not seen it. It burned at her.
Since that epiphanous realization, the entire war effort had
changed. Token forces, often commoners wearing cloaks and
waving garden implements that looked like spears and axes from
afar, were used to defend the cities. Once those forces broke and
fled, the enemy would move into the city to destroy it. That’s when
the hammer would fall upon them, right when they’d become
engrossed in the destruction of the city. The enemy showed a mind

54

PERENNIALS
for doing only one thing at a time, giving themselves wholeheartedly
to that single pursuit. Therefore, it was hard for them to both watch
their flanks for attacks and also destroy a city at the same time.
The first time Porfirio and Aziza had tried this new tactic, it had
been near Banwha. Porfirio’s forces had not yet gathered completely
after being scattered from Banwha, but he had gone straight to Aziza
with the cavalry he’d salvaged from the attack. Aziza had a battered
force that had just finished skirmishing with one small branch of
Aram’s attack that had struck near Serjan as a diversion. Together,
the two leaders had put together the best strike force they could, and
they had come upon the Dark Aurean artillery batteries from behind.
With great speed, they had overrun the defenders and overwhelmed
what soldiers had been left behind. He had personally helped to
destroy several mortars before the entire enemy army had come
swarming out of the city to defend their rearguard. A pitched battle
would have ended in a bloody, but terrible defeat, so the battered
Elegian-Aurean alliance had had to fall back, but not until they’d
severely cut into the threat the Dark Aurean artillery posed to other
cities. It had been a great boost in morale, a slight turn in a tide that
had seemed to be going entirely against them.
Aram had been more careful since then, but the threat of enemies
falling upon them at any time instead of standing in the rigid defense
of their homes had slowed his advance down considerably. Slow or
not, advance the Dark Aureans had. The regular Dark Aureans now
protected the more vulnerable parts of the enemy column. The
mindless, drone soldiers that made up the majority of the army were
the first waves to hit any resistors, and they were also responsible for
the destruction of any settlements they overran. Even then, the Dark
Aureans were kept in reserve to defend the other soldiers until they
could react to the threat of the enemy. The enemy general knew of
their inability to cope with sudden and unexpected changes in the
battlefield, and he was doing his best to cover for that inability, even
while Aziza and Porfirio sought to exploit it.
Exploiting such a weakness was easier said than done, and it often
required the sacrifice of a not insignificant number of men to do it.
They had done all they could, hiding time-delayed bombs in their
own temples to kill the destruction teams, secreting away ambush
forces in hidden desert bunkers, doing suicide runs with single Fliers
completely loaded with explosive and fiery mixtures that would
splash in a large radius, and a dozen other strategies. Nothing
worked more than once or twice, and even with these small victories
they were struggling to hold their ground against the enemy. It was
like scratching a great beast. It hurt, but it did not by any means kill
the beast. Todee though, they once more had to defend a city, and
Porfirio feared the beast would have his revenge.
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Serjan was at the edge of the most populated region of the Elegian
Empire, a complex arrangement of metropolises positioned along the
Empress’ Bounty. Serjan was the largest western city on the
Empress’ Bounty, and as such it was a gateway to the interior of the
continent. If Serjan fell, the river system would be open to the
enemy, and they could go all the way down to Jhiza upon it. For that
reason, dozens of ships with cannons had been sailed up the river to
help discourage the attackers. Reinforcements from the Empress’
forces in Jhiza had come up the river with them, along with a majority
of the remaining garrisons of Edfu and Ras Soag – the two other
largest cities at the western end of the river system. All of these
forces were supplemented the remaining forces from the west, the
greater portion of Banwha’s armies, with the leftovers that had
survived the sieges of Jierjah, Daryut, and Qinor. There was even a
detachment from Miniya, though what had happened to the other
forces at Miniya was anyone’s guess. If the other cities the Dark
Aureans had visited were any accurate indication, the island city was
a pile of rubble and not more than a handful of souls remained there,
and those in hiding.
As with other battles, the Dark Aureans appeared at the edge of
sight, moving almost leisurely toward the battlefield. Aziza and
Porfirio watched them approach, going from a distant cloud of dust
on the horizon to an army that appeared to be close to twenty
thousand strong. How there had ever come to be so many, Porfirio
didn’t know. He had thought that Cenalium only held perhaps forty or
forty-five thousand people before the war, certainly no more than fifty
thousand. Yet, here was half the population of that city on the march,
and that didn’t count the casualties suffered thus far or the armies on
campaign against the Kerathi. Even if this army was supplemented
with soldiers from Tibusin, Cenalium had to be a ghost town.
“They are not so many, and yet they are so strong.” Aziza declared
as she watched the enemy approach with a Lenseye she’d acquired
from Porfirio Waykes ago, a gift given in the spirit of cooperation.
She commanded a force more than double what the enemy general
did, but she held no illusions that if it came down to a mass battle,
she would lose.
Porfirio’s eyes were sharper than hers, and at this distance, he did
not need a Lenseye, since he cared not to see the faces of each
man. He knew from experience how the enemy would be arrayed,
and the enemy general had done nothing to invalidate his
expectations. “If you look at his losses and ours, each of their men is
worth half a dozen of ours, maybe more. We are more than
outmatched.”
“Would you give up then, Aurean?” Aziza asked him. She asked in
a tone that did not suggest weakness on his part, but rather as a
barb in his flesh to spur him into a righteous anger that he could turn
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on the enemy. It was her way. She was thin and almost
inconsequential in appearance, other than her height, but with the
spear she held, her hard expressions, and her simple garb flapping
about her in the hot winds, she was inspiring.
“I seek only a better way to confront the enemy, on more even
ground.”
“We have hidden dozens of pockets of soldiers, teams of ten and
twenty, across the landscape that will be covered in this battle.
Cavalry divisions are in place to the north and south of here, ready
for our signals. Your Fliers wait to interdict the enemy’s own aircraft.
Our boats on the great river have their guns all pointed to the west.
The men have been fortified with wines and smokes that dull pain
and increase courage. There is little more we can do.”
“Many will die todee.” Porfirio said sadly. He looked at his own
clothes, shining white and burnished until he gleamed like the sun.
He wore a great helm upon his head and he had a large arc-lance
that he leaned on, much as Aziza leaned on her spear. Still, he felt
under-prepared and over-dressed for what was sure to be a bloody
occasion.
Sensing his thoughts, Aziza remarked, “If you must die, may it be in
fine clothes and with a good solid weapon in hand.”
“Usually, I could not agree more, but I wonder now at the
extravagance. This armor will not turn a blade or stop an arc-sword
bolt any better than an undecorated breastplate would. Could the
money of such ornamentation not have been spent better? Was
there anything you and I could have sacrificed for the betterment of
our armies?”
“Leaders are symbols.” Aziza answered, shaking her head grimly
when the first puff of smoke popped into sight in the distance.
Saycunds later, the report reached her ears. “You must look the
part.”
A shell crashed just short of the city, destroying a few humble
shanties and perhaps a handful of hidden soldiers, but doing little
else. That area had already been cleared of people. They had all
gone east or had been selected as some of the hidden assassins
that would sacrifice their own lives to try to slow the enemy once they
were in the city.
Serjan did not have walls all the way around it quite like Banwha
and other cities had. Its walls were modest, and only around the fort
section of the city. Levees and dikes had been built also, but they
were only a couple Mayters tall, and those were only for when the
Empress’ Bounty flooded over. Those areas had mostly gone dry,
except for a few fields closer to the river, which were still a mucky
stretch of reeds and cattails. There were nasty surprises hidden
along the dikes and in the fields, but they would only be a pinprick to
a force the size and strength of the army Aram commanded.
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More shells began to rain down, and Aziza gave the signal for a
third of her army to start forward. They would pick their way along
the ridges and go around the back of hills, using natural shelter to
protect them from attacks. They would creep forward, hugging the
ground and all cover they could find to avoid getting blow to bits by
bombs and shells. Then, as the enemy advanced, the platoons of
soldiers would strike at them, lobbing explosive satchels, firing
Elegian short rifles, setting off traps, and doing all they could to
whittle down the approaching army. With any luck, they would dull
the enemy attack, but not stop it.
Mortars are not terribly accurate, and most of their shells fell on the
ground, missing their forces entirely. The few that did hit close to
soldiers were merciful in the quick deaths they offered, except in the
cases where soldiers were wounded by shrapnel or were just at the
edge of the blasts. They laid upon the field with missing limbs, crying
out in agony, beyond the reach of any medics. Porfirio took comfort
only in the fact that he had personally destroyed as many of those
shore guns as possible, and he had saved countless lives by doing
so, even if that meant little to the men being bombarded out there
todee.
After the better part of an Ouer, the Elegians’ first wave of
defenders had closed enough on the Dark Aurean position that the
mortars could no longer target them. Instead of wasting time trying,
the enemy had turned their mortars once more toward the city,
focusing on leveling buildings instead of playing hit and miss with
bombs lobbed in high arcs down upon the advancing defenders. A
wave of Lost Ones was sent out to deal with the defenders, who
were beginning to encroach upon their positions. Skirmishes broke
out in at least twenty places across the field. In some places, it
quickly went hand-to-hand, with Elegians falling swiftly to arc-sword
fire. Other places the defenders fared better, unloading their rifles at
the attackers, throwing explosive satchel charges at them, or luring
them into traps. Such fighting could not go on for long and be
productive. Porfirio signaled for the next phase of the defense to
begin.
Hidden in the foothills of the mountains to the north of the city were
a few artillery guns that they’d moved here from Jhiza. It had taken
over a Wayke for teams of slaves and beasts of burden to lug them
up there, and most of it had been done under cover of night so that
their positions would not be discovered. When they began to rain
scattershot of fist-sized bombs that burst to shoot shrapnel all around
down upon Aram’s army, there were immediate results. Porfirio used
his own Lenseye this time, wanting to survey firsthand how deadly
their attacks were. Sure enough, dozens of men were down in the
first volley, cut to shreds by flying chunks of steel that bit through
armor, sinew, and bone indiscriminately.
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The enemy Fliers lifted off to go take care of the Elegian gun
emplacements, only to find Nico’s small squadron defending them
with the help of two Antipode Devices. Nico and his pilots were like
an angry swarm of bees, and Aram’s Fliers did not penetrate their
defenses to get at the hive easily. The Lost Ones army spread out to
diminish the effectiveness of the Elegian guns, but a bomb from the
hills still managed to do some damage. When a scattershot bomb set
off a pile of munitions, a dark cloud mushroomed into being, rising
from the rear of the Dark Aureans’ position. Porfirio could see a ring
of men had been blown away and thrown away from the blast.
Another of the shore guns from Qinor was gone. All that remained
was a smoking, twisted length of metal several Mayters long. Six
more of the big guns remained, but with each one that was ruined,
the defenders’ position was more secure.
A large force detached from the main enemy army, streaking north
to get at the guns. Sharpshooters were thick through the hills, hiding
in the rocks and trees, where they could discharge slug after slug
into the attackers. They found a cavalry force waiting for them, too,
and the land had been groomed to benefit mounted soldiers, who
could charge downhill at soldiers struggling uphill. The cavalry ran
down the first ranks of Lost Ones, but then they were pulled off their
horses or had their horses shot out from under them. A token force
remained behind, sacrificing themselves so the cavalry could get a
second charge. The second charge was less successful than the
first, and far more costly. There was no third charge, only a token
force that limped back to the city. Porfirio grimaced as their cavalry
faltered. Even charging, horses and camels can do little against arcsword fire and a determined phalanx with their shields locked
together. Despite the valiant efforts of the defenders, it still looked as
if the guns in the hill would be overrun, and then the tide of the battle
would turn against them once more.
On the field, their forward forces were faltering, and the Lost Ones
advanced, slowly overcoming the ambushers and booby traps on
their march to the city. Once the attackers were within range of the
boats’ cannons, the boats on the river began firing. They were not
much more accurate than the mortars, especially when the very
terrain that had protected the defenders began to cover the invaders
against the cannons.
“We’re in need of a miracle.” Porfirio whispered to himself as he
lowered his Lenseye and made a sign for Maletos and Haestos with
his hands.
“May the Goddess and Empress both protect us and guide us.”
Aziza agreed.
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Bedros had been running for Dees, and it felt good to do so. His
feet were made for the sand, or had been remade for the sand at
least. His companions could not run so well as he, but all around him
the terrain conformed itself to their needs. If the Ox-Men needed
firmer sand to run upon, it became so, if for just so long as they tread
upon it. The Samiels ran behind the six of them, and the lands were
easier on them as well. They were a hardy folk with great stamina to
begin with, but never had they run so far so quickly. Never before
had they run behind a creature that was nearly The Sum of All
Lands.
They had traveled northwest for Dees, until the sands began to give
way to savannahs and richer lands. The Samiels were not Ox-Men,
and they could not keep up with him forever. Still, they continued
onward, camping only for a couple short Ouers in the heat of the
Dee. Then they ran all night, keeping pace with the Ox-Men as best
they could, though they fell further behind after each period of rest.
Bedros could still feel them following, and his path was clear to them,
easy to follow.
After a time, they entered the region of grasslands in the north
where the Empress’ Bounty enriched the soil. Tan, gold, and brown
gave way to yellow and then to green. The land grew rich and soft
with water. The sun grew less hot and less blinding as they went.
They passed Ras Soag on its western side, keeping distance from
the city. It was just as well, as the place seemed ready for battle, and
would not have looked kindly upon a force of Samiels appearing on
their doorstep. Bedros had no intent of stopping there anyway. He
was heading north toward The Vale and One-Ear’s herd there, but
first he had to stop and try to hinder the Lost Ones, whose poisonous
force he could feel treading upon the land. The blight of the evil army
had been moving eastward in a path of death and destruction.
It was a difficult call for him to make. Wherever the Lost Ones died,
the land was poisoned, weakening the world’s voice. If he killed or
helped kill them, he would further poison the world. Yet, he could not
allow them to run unchecked through the world, or they would die in
hundreds of places around the world. Better to poison one area
greatly, than poison everywhere a little, he decided at length.
Therefore, on his journey north to meet with the western herd, he
would deal a blow to the Lost Ones and leave his Samiel
companions to assist the Elegian defenders. He knew he had not the
strength to turn back that evil tide on his own, but if he could slow it,
the world would be better off for it. After he’d lent a hand, he could
continue north, running through the valleys between the mountains
that bordered the Lake of Grey. From there, it was a short jaunt
across the lake before he arrived at The Vale.
The poison of the Lost Ones grew greater in his senses the further
north he went, and a feeling of nausea began to rise up in his guts.
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Even his companions began to grow uncomfortable as they neared
the Lost Ones’ army. By the time they could see the battle raging
outside of Serjan and hear the roar of guns and screams of men
dying, Bedros’ head ached and his body felt sick and feverish. The
Lost Ones were poisonous creatures without souls, and he, as the
being that would soon be the Sum of All Lands, felt this more than
any living being in the Broken Crown. He knew the evil that dwelt
within each beating heart of a Lost One, and he knew how all of
those hearts beat in unison, fueled by an ancient evil.
He paused on the far southern edge of the battle, waiting for the
Samiels to close in on their position. While his companions talked
and worried about what they were seeing before them, Bedros
turned his senses toward the world. He reached out, and smoothed
the trail before he Samiels, easing their progress north until each
dozen steps for them felt like only a single step. It was easy to do, or
at least easier than it would have been with any other people except
perhaps the Uleauts or the Muerans, because these Samiels were
so in tune with him and with their world. Like the Uleauts and the
Muerans, they listened to the voice of the world, and they heeded it.
Because of this, Bedros felt a pang of sadness, for he knew that
many of them would not survive the Dee. They would die, but the
earth would receive them warmly. Though they perished, their souls
would live on to be reborn again in the future, and that was
something that might not be possible if the Lost Ones succeeded.
Penha arrived at the head of their group. He was astride a Sandcat,
as were many of the others at the head of their group. He waved at
bola above his head as they road past, knowing immediately what
Bedros wanted of them. Penha had read Bedros’ intentions, and he
fully agreed with them. He might not have been an Ox-Man, but he
could sense the taint in the field ahead, and he loved his land as
much as any other man, and could do no less than strike at the evil
before him.
With a grin, he spurred the Sandcat on, and it responded as if it had
been a trained mount, even if no other army in history had ever
ridden the beasts into battle. Todee, for the first and the last time,
Sandcats were ridden into battle. Dozens of them with their thin
Samiel riders clinging only to the heavy fur between their front
shoulder blades, roared as they charged down the hill and across the
torn flood plains where the battle raged. Those Samiels that did not
have mounts charged in after them on camels or on foot, heading
right for the largest force of the enemies.
Seeing such bravery, Bedros could do no less. He pounded his fists
on his chest and looked to his five companions. “See?” He cried.
“The men of the desert do the will of the world. They will extinguish
this evil if they can. Can we do no less?”
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Wandering-Eyes looked fearful, but whether it was of him or of the
enemy, Bedros could not be sure. Red-Tail caught the look in his
eyes though, and he nodded. “We were given unto you to defend
and follow you. I will go. Wherever your hooves tread, I will follow.”
“We go.” Gnasher agreed, grinding his back molars loudly as his
wide eyes lit up with the prospect of doing violence upon the Lost
Ones below.
Coat-of-Dust stamped his hooves and pawed at the ground, like a
bull ready to charge. “Let us do this then, and carry the tale of these
deeds we do to the One-Ear’s herd.”
Bedros stomped the earth and threw back his head. He called out
triumphantly, and a small quake resonated through the earth,
expanding from the exact place where his feet had pounded the
earth. Grass rolled on its side, and the gravel and soil anchored
firmly in place to steady his footing as he led his small herd into
battle. It was the first time since the time of Silverhorns that the OxMen had gone to war.

The battle had been going badly. The guns in the hills had been
lost, the northern cavalry had been overrun, and Nico’s Fliers had
been driven out of the sky. Nico himself had been forced to crashland just outside the city. The Lost Ones had pushed to the edge of
the city. Thousands were dead, and thousands more were not far
from dying. The city was on the verge of falling to the enemy. It
seemed that there was no preventing this from becoming a full-blown
rout. Then the miracle had happened, but few noticed it at first, so
busy were they looking to their own lives, which were in peril.
A strange cavalry force fell upon the Lost Ones from the southeast,
as if they’d come from Ras Soag. Porfirio had seen it happen, but he
had not used a Lenseye, so he did not know what force it was that
attacked the Lost Ones. He looked to Aziza, but she had been
watching with her Lenseye, and she was absolutely baffled by the
appearance of what she named Samiels. Porfirio, being no expert on
the peoples of the Lowlands, had needed the term explained to him.
Aziza had no explanations for why they were here or why they were
helping them. Porfirio pulled out his own Lenseye then, and the pair
watched their would-be rescuers closely.
They saw the Samiels, riding desert Sandcats and camels, or
running on foot, smash into the Lost Ones’ lines. Porfirio expected
the charge to end there. Whenever he’d led a charge into the Lost
Ones, they quickly recovered, formed up with minimal losses, and
repelled their attackers expertly. However, in this case, the Samiels
cut through the enemy and ground them beneath their hooves,
taloned paws, and feet. The Lost Ones were thrown into immediate
disarray, something Porfirio had never seen. Their ordered ranks
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gave way, splitting and breaking. Thousands of soldiers, who had
fought with a single mind, now seemed confused, as if they no longer
understood one another.
Then a stranger sight occurred, if that was possible. A pack of OxMen, for it could scarcely be called a herd when they numbered only
six, followed the Samiels into battle. Aziza was dumbfounded, and
could only watch as the apparent leader of the Ox-Men, a strange
beast with over a dozen antlers and horns, unleashed his awful
wrath. The Ox-Man needed no weapon – his fists and legs were
deadly enough. Even the ground itself seemed to heed his call.
Rings of soldiers tripped and fell where he walked, as the ground
heaved around his footfalls. Once, he even breathed a poisonous
cloud of gas from his mouth, felling a dozen men with a single great
breath. Around him, his companions were effective as well, if to a
lesser extent. The six of them shrugged off arc-lance and arc-sword
fire as if they were nothing more than bee stings. The rage they felt
was palpable from Kilomes away, like a thunderhead hanging in the
sky over the battle.
“Order everything forward, now. We will not get a second chance.”
Aziza nodded with eyes wide in amazement, and ordered the full
charge. Nothing was to be held back. The city emptied, and the two
generals joined the combat themselves, pushing forward with
everything. Guns fired, cannons roared, blades crashed, Fliers sailed
overhead dispensing arc-fire, shields were dented and smashed, and
mortars blasted away. For three Ouers, the battle raged.
When it was over, the small group of Ox-Men retreated to the north,
several of them nursing wounds. The Samiels had suffered heavy
losses, but their leader, a man of powerful presence named Penha,
remained standing. Most of the Sandcats fled south, the spell they
had been under having run its course. The Elegian-Aurean alliance
had won their first decisive battle since the beginning of the war, and
the Dark Aureans were reeling from the stunning defeat, but they
were far from wiped out. Over thirty thousand dead lay upon the
fields, most of them Elegian. There were too many to bury, and the
leader of the Samiels, Penha, refused to allow the enemy bodies to
be buried, explaining only that it would poison the earth, and that
they must be burned instead. It was the will of the earth and its
chosen representative, the Samiels declared.
The battle of Serjan was over, but Porfirio felt that all they had done
was buy a little time. The Dark Aureans would return after they’d
licked their wounds, and next time there would be no Ox-Men, and
no miracle. Penha had agreed to stay to help defend, but only on the
condition that he and his army would be allowed to come and go as
he please and fight when and how he pleased. This, Aziza agreed to
readily, and how could she not, after the rescue the man and his
people had performed. Before the sun went down, there was a
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somber celebration. There would be time enough to begin burying
their dead nextdee, and the enemy dead would wait as well.
Porfirio slept in his armor, slathered in blood and gore though it
was. Aziza was not far away, and she slept fitfully. Among the
survivors of the city and those camped outside of it, it seemed that
only the Samiels slept peacefully, as if they had done a good Dee’s
work and could rest proudly. Porfirio wasn’t sure that this wasn’t true.
It might have been a victory, but with their losses, it was hardly a
good thing.
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CHAPTER 168
In my time serving several monarchs, I have come to learn that no
man will go to war unless he is ready. No amount of words will
change his mind. It takes a special trigger, an event that will push
him into war. For some men, this trigger is a small thing, and a
thousand men may die over a triviality. For other men, it takes a
monumental event to finally set his mind toward war.
The worst sort of men goes to war easily, but they make war
without passion. That is a recipe for disaster. The best men go to war
reluctantly, but make war wholeheartedly. This is the sort of man you
want for a king, the kind that can win a war, but only when a war is
necessary…
- Excerpt from Suri Amani’s ‘Dubious Offerings’
 Tewsdee, the 22

nd

of Heat, 769 A.E. 

Alacazzare was a castle turned into a city. Fedemere, on the other
hand, was hardly defensible. It was a city built to display the wealth
of its illustrious inhabitants, even if the most important ones only
inhabited it for short stretches at a time. Rows of moderately sized
estates with gardens and vineyards were set up outside of the city,
each one much like another except for minor details. These were the
Dee houses of the nobles or their proxies, which might be their
children, wives, or relatives knowledgeable with the law. These were
organized by status, so that the more important lords and ladies had
neighbors of similar status. To have it otherwise would be
scandalous.
By night, everyone mingled in the city. There were dozens of
establishments of various hierarchal levels that catered to people
from every strata looking for a place for secretive meetings,
dalliances, trysts, and betrayals, since such things were common
pastimes in Fedemere. Even the young acted this way, emulating
their elders. It was important life experience, and they were
encouraged to participate in these matters by their parents and
guardians, who watched with pride. While these children might make
lifelong friends or meet future wives, they were also practicing
governance. The owners of the inns, card houses, gambling rooms,
and brothels that catered to these crowds often had special lists of
who was and was not allowed in. The more exclusive the place was,
the more expensive and popular it was. These nightspots ringed the
central structure of the city, which was the grand meeting hall of the
Council of Great Lords, and they grew pricier the closer they were to
the hall.
The council building was massive, housing not only an assembly
hall that could seat nearly a thousand, but also side meeting halls,
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rooms for tired members of the council to seek their refreshment,
rooms where small groups could be sequestered for discussion,
guest rooms for visiting dignitaries, several security rooms that
housed the council’s private guard, public baths, and a dozen other
types of rooms. It was the second biggest building Sagira had ever
seen up close, second only to the Empress’ palace in Jhiza. She
hadn’t had a good look at the large buildings in Aetheline when
they’d passed, but she was fairly certain that this was at least as
large as those domes had been, if not larger.
Farther away from the city center, beyond the private mansions of
the rich and powerful, there were apartment buildings several stories
high that housed the servants, shopkeepers, and other working class
citizens that helped run the city’s infrastructure. The lodgings were
nicely provisioned, if only so their inhabitants would be happy when
serving their betters. The laboring class commuted into the city by
foot, wagon, horse, or by using a new invention called a tram. It was
a particularly noisy contraption that belched black smoke and
clanked along in a raucous symphony of mechanical sounds during
its laps to and from the city on a pair of rusting rails.
Sagira had only been in the city for a short time, and was lucky
enough to be put up in some of the guest quarters within the council
building, but she had already come to dislike the place most of all
cities she’d been in since arriving on Greater Aynglica. Fairport had
been a bustling, terribly busy place, alive with the sights and sounds
of commerce, and Alacazzare had been a fortress turned into a town
full of finery and activity, but Fedemere was merely decoration, a
place of useless and expensive diversions. Much went on here, little
of it the governance that the city was famous for. Oh, they were very
concerned about protocol and procedure, but little in the way of
change occurred. Of that much, she was certain. These men
tweaked the system that had been in place for Decayarres, but they
rarely invented anything new that benefited the provinces.
Makan had been waiting with her for their meeting with the Council
of Great Lords. Many were still absent, being that this was an
emergency session, and many lived far away. It would be some time
before the members from Outer Aynglica and Lesser Aynglica
arrived. Most would use their proxies in their stead, preferring to stay
at their homes during these uncertain times. Such was the way of
things. Unfortunately, that meant that the affairs of the state were in
the hands of the caretakers of the Council, rather than the council
members themselves.
Todee, they were only meeting before a partial Council, but it was
enough of the Council to make official decisions. Apparently, some
members had already been meeting to determine how to best defeat
new tariff initiatives being proposed by the Grand Mercantile
Association of Aynglica, which was the closest thing to a rival that
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the Council of Great Lords had. Since the news of the attack on
Alacazzare and the other attacks around the realm, many of the
more local lords had arrived for an emergency meeting, as well as a
few from a bit farther away. More would filter in over the next few
Waykes, but the majority decision would be made with or without
them. The only danger to her plans would be if this emergency
council voted yes to her proposals, and then the full council
rescinded their vote. Anything could and would happen in Aynglica.
“How do I look?” Sagira asked nervously.
Makan made a point to look her up and down, rather than just
answer out of habit. His mate was dressed in her finest, finer even
than what she had worn when meeting the King and Queen. Her
appearance was one of wealth and power, but especially power. The
cut of her gown was flatteringly severe, almost warlike. Her makeup
was fierce, and her jewelry was functional but tastefully done. She
had taken to wearing rings in her ears like the Aynglican women
favored, but she’d also had a few more done along the rims of her
ears, instead of just in the lobes.
“You look good.”
Sagira’s face fell into a disappointed frown. “Just good?”
Makan revised his answer. “Good and important.”
Sagira nodded, smiling slightly. Her eyes flashed with mild
amusement and a bit more than a hint of affection for the man beside
her. “That’s better. You look quite nice yourself.”
Makan nodded and bowed, tucking his right arm in around his
waist. He was wearing a dark suit once again, looking as an
Aynglican gentleman would, at least insofar as clothing went. He
also carried his spear and wore a short-brimmed hat. “I must look the
part if we are to convince these nobles to empty their coffers into a
war chest for you.”
Sagira’s lips pursed with worry. “How could they not send an army
after all that has happened?”
“I do not know, but it there is always a chance.” Makan replied
seriously. “Some will always push for the defense of their homes
rather than striking at an enemy who lives far away. Many won’t
notice the problem until it is knocking on their doors, and some not
even then.”
“Will they not just keep coming though? Corydon hasn’t run out of
soldiers yet, and still they come. Hoping the enemy will all
conveniently die off before they’ve done much harm here or hoping
they’ll give up before they complete a job they’ve been so diligent at
thus far seems terribly foolhardy.”
Makan shook his head. He could only agree, but that did not mean
the men in the chambers beyond would see things their way. “Never
underestimate the ability of men to only see a few Kilomes from their
homes.”
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The main council chambers did not disappoint, at least in terms of
wealth. Sagira had seen the chambers when empty, and they had
indeed been grand, but now, standing at the center of the room, with
the partial assembly surrounding her and Makan, it was an entirely
different feeling.
The speaker’s floor was set up in a broad oval at the center of the
room, with stadium seating rising up and surrounding the speakers.
The terraced levels of seating allowed Greater Aynglican lords to sit
nearest to whomever had the floor, while the Lesser Aynglicans
Speakers were placed on the terrace above them, and the Outer
Aynglican nobles had to sit on the highest level. Guests and
speakers were permitted entry via a narrow passageway that
emerged from the underground on the southern side of the speaker’s
floor. The effect then, was that your betters surrounded you, with the
greatest members of the council sitting directly in front of you on the
northern side. It was a setup created to intimidate those who did not
belong, and the Council members in attendance did not seem to
think that Sagira belonged.
Even if the room was most filled with proxies and lesser children or
cousins of nobles who had seats on the Council, it was still
discomfiting to be under the gaze of so many condescending eyes.
Sagira fought the urge to squirm, and looked to Makan for
reassurance. Even he, solid and dependable though he always was,
looked uncomfortable in these new environs. He flashed her the
briefest of warm smiles, and nodded toward a column of robed and
wigged men who were just now taking their seats. These were the
leaders of the Council of Great Lords, as it was todee.
A young boy with blond hair, a page wearing the tabard of a minor
lord, had been given the opportunity to announce the leaders. He
spoke with the cracking voice of a nervous adolescent, and Sagira
understood his anxieties only too well. She felt no more secure than
he seemed to, as he announced dozens of barons, earls, counts,
viscounts, and marquises from a list he had at hand. The names of
all but a few proxied lords were skipped, since no one really cared
about those who sat in their places, except in the cases where the
proxies were as famous in the Council as the lords who sponsored
them.
Before long, the house lights came up. The building seemed to be
using lamps with mirrored shades of various metallic hues to light the
room, bathing the speakers and the leaders of the council in yellow
and gold light that shone brilliantly off of shimmery silk robes, tailored
wigs, and jewels of office. The lights would have blinded many
petitioners – perhaps that was the idea – but Sagira had grown up
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near and around deserts, and Makan had spent much of his time on
the seas, with the flashing light of the sun on waves in his eyes.
th
“The 309 session of the Council now comes to order.” One of the
wigged leaders announced proudly, with a voice that had a deep,
rich timbre.
Originally, there were five sessions per Yarre, one per Saysuhn.
Doing such severely taxed the nobles who lived farther away, so that
amount had been cut back. Typically, there were now two to three
sessions per Yarre, depending on the situations and needs of that
Yarre. However, there had been as few as one and as many as six in
a single Yarre.
Another member of the council, one who wore a silver wig and had
golden tassels upon his shoulders denoting him as the speaker of
the council, stood. “Our first order of business, is the proposition to
declare war against the Aurean nation in response to a recent rash
of attacks against our state, most notably in Alacazzare, where our
good King Nicholas VI and our beloved Queen Aleta were assaulted
in their own homes. Speaking in support of the proposal to go to war
is the Lady Sagira. May it be noted that she and her companion were
at the recent battle in Alacazzare.” Murmurs followed this last
comment, but they quieted swiftly.
“The floor is now yours, Lady Sagira.” The leader of the council said
after the speaker had seated himself. He wore a long wig with curls
that framed his face and fell down to cover his forehead all the way
down to his eyebrows. From the distance and with the strong
overhead lighting, it was hard to determine whom the leader was, but
she suspected him to be a duke from the northern regions of Greater
Aynglica.
Sagira glanced at Makan and took a deep breath before beginning.
She felt the comforting presence of the statuette of Juria nestled
between her bosoms. Makan’s precious gift never left her; she
always kept it on her person. “May we please note, before we start,
that we were more than just present in the battle at Alacazzare. We
fought to personally defend the lives of the King and Queen.”
“It is duly noted.” The leader replied, almost boredly.
“Council members, I will begin by saying that many of you may
have heard of me, or may have met my acquaintance already, so
you know me, but others present do not know me. I have only been
in your land for a short time, but I have seen much to praise. I have
seen the numerous shades of grass of the Amber Plains on Lesser
Aynglica, the proud merchants of Fairport working at their crafts, the
grandeur of Alacazzare, the natural wonders of the Sorne River and
her tributaries, the vastness of the Greatwood, and the rich beauty of
the Vinlands and these northern lands. There is much to be praised,
and much to be defended. Therefore, it is with much regret, but
much need, that I must demand that you all consider the matters at
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hand, and quickly declare war upon your aggressors in order to
protect all of which I have mentioned and more, lest it fall into ruin
and destruction.”
“You presume to demand anything of us? You are but an outsider
in these lands. You have no rights to make any demands of us.” A
council member called down to her from her left.
“Visitors here have no rights!” The member beside her accuser
shouted out in support of his fellow.
Sagira turned to face her accusers. “Do I not? How can I have no
right to ask this when I have stood in the staunchest defense of your
lands? How many others can say they have defended your King and
Queen with their own life? Have any present killed soldiers that
would have otherwise slain your monarchs? I risked life and limb with
my companion here, my husband. We, beside the brave members of
the royal guard and the king’s favorite nephews, fought in the private
gardens of Alacazzare. We made our stand before the witness of the
shrines King Nicholas VI and Queen Aleta keep to their favored
Gods, and we bled, we killed, and we died. There were grave losses,
but we prevailed.”
“No one denies that you have done our lands a great service.”
Another member of the council replied. He was quite elderly and
spoke with great distinction. All listened as he spoke. “Yet, if we were
to surrender to the demands of every foreigner who did a service for
our country, it would cease to be our country.”
There were many murmurs of agreement, but Sagira could not be
so easily beaten. “I do not make demands solely on my behalf. Your
King sends a large measure of his own personal guard with me. His
wife, the wise Queen Aleta, is sending for support from her relatives
in Lesser Aynglica. Your regents stand with me, as do some of my
friends, who are peers in your land and your Council.”
“Name-dropping is hardly a way to impress us, Lady Sagira. We
know of your ties to the Earl of Chasseralle and his cronies. It’s
hardly surprising, seeing how much of a philanderer he is. I’m sure
he was quite taken with your feminine wiles. He likes his women to
be demanding and… exotic.”
It took a moment for Sagira to place the voice of the one who
spoke. Then, she recognized the bitterness and the scorn to it. “I let
my words speak for me, Count Reynard. They are weighty enough
without resorting to lesser means to see things done.”
“Surely, your reputation is beyond doubt. Yet, the man beside you,
whom you have declared to be your husband, has not been formally
married to you. If you would lie about a matter such as that, why
would you not lie about other things?” Count Reynard asked
haughtily.
Sagira met Makan’s eyes. He had not missed the fact that she
referred to him as her husband. He watched her still now, his eyes
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filled with adoration for her. “I do not lie. He is my husband in my
heart and mind. I need no formal ceremony in a temple to know that.
Do not hold me to the standards of Aynglican women. We Elegian
women claim what is ours and defend it fiercely. That is a path I am
also advocating for your people, before it is too late, before the
Aureans have overrun all that you hold dear.”
“How quickly she turns the conversation from her own affairs, lest
we hold a looking glass to near her shabby reflection.” Count
Reynard laughed mockingly.
“That is enough!” The stately elder shouted suddenly, coming to his
feet once more. He steadied himself with a cane, but his voice was
steely and sturdy even if his body was not. “I would hear the woman,
not the cries of a useless jaybird. Silence yourself or take yourself
from the assembly, petty Count. I will not waste my time with you.”
Count Reynard’s laughs cut off abruptly, and he took his seat,
chastised, and sat in dejected silence.
The speaker stood as the elder councilman sat down once more.
“Now, if you would continue with your intelligent arguments, Lady
Sagira. If we have no objections, that is?” The speaker scanned the
crowd, but no one spoke out after the verbal lashing Count Reynard
had received.
Sagira smiled at the crowd in the direction of the elderly man who
had come to her rescue, and then continued, “As I was saying, your
lands have fallen under the same threat as your neighbors to the
west, the Kerathi, have faced. My people are also facing this evil, a
threat that scourges cities from maps, wipes out entire bloodlines,
and shatters monuments that have stood for ages. It is a threat that
distinguishes not between young and old or rich and poor. It is a
force to be reckoned with, an army beyond any that have marched
against Aynglica in her long and storied past.”
Doubt ran through the crowd, and was voiced quite aptly by a
younger member toward the front row on her right. “I personally find
it hard to believe that any enemy could be greater than the Kerathi
we have faced in a dozen or more wars, or your own people’s great
Empire long ago.”
“Oh, this threat is more terrible than either of those by far, because
unlike the Kerathi or my own Elegian folk, these Aureans do not seek
to create an empire. They do not want for land. They want only for
blood. They burn cities, take no prisoners, and kill to the last man,
woman, and child. They leave no toothless doddering men or
orphaned babies in their wake. They kill them all, level their cities,
and take only what is necessary to propel their armies further from
the foul place where they were spawned: Cenalium. This distant
capital is where we must go, where we must go and fight if we wish
to preserve any of our ways of life.”
“Who would pay for such an affair?” Someone asked.
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Sagira smiled. It always came down to money, didn’t it? “It is not an
inexpensive thing to go to war, especially when the enemy lies on
the other side of the Broken Crown. Maethlin is heavily guarded, as
well, and it is no easy path to get there. Lord Corydon’s men prowl
Kerathi lands, picking them over for souls they missed in their first
swipe through. They have mostly moved on from there, looking for
lands where the inhabitants are easier to find, where people live in
rich and blessed comfort. My people have already felt the Aureans’
hate, and have met their blades. They are likely struggling with them
as we speak. Aynglica looks plump for the picking, and they have
shown that they have many hands to pick with. I only wonder, will
you make the mistake my people made, and choose to fight on your
own lands, with your homes burning, your crops being trod
underfoot, your daughters being slain, and your heirs being
ruthlessly murdered? Or, will you go to them, fight them on their land,
put an end to their threat, and plug the infested holes in the
mountains they crawl out of?”
Then Sagira encountered the mindset she both expected and
feared. Another of the young and idealistic members stood to speak
his piece when the speaker recognized him: “You speak as if the
Gods do not favor our lands. For Hectoyarres, we have held firm
against all outside threats. We have stood the wrath of the Kerathi,
and we have dealt with injustice in our own midst. Through all, we
have prevailed. We are a rich and great land, and we will stand firm
once more against any threat, Aurean or otherwise.”
“Sometimes, the Gods help those who help themselves, rather than
those who wait for a handout from them.” Sagira replied, and her
reply caused quite a lot of nervous whispering and talking. What she
said bordered on blasphemy in some circles, and she risked much to
speak so frankly. “I am as pious as the next. I love Juria as greatly as
any Elegian can, and Furestus as well.” She lifted her chin and
gestured respectfully to her Gods. ” Holeitha, too, is dear to my
heart. Yet, I know that sometimes they want me to prove myself
worthy of their attention, rather than to sit back and hope or even
expect it. It is my belief that Gods have concerns beyond the desires
of the common man, so I must strive to be something more than
common, in the vain hopes of gathering the support of the Gods I
serve, so that I might better do their will.”
“Your words are the words of a woman beyond your Yarres.” The
elderly statesman said quietly, but all whispers had stopped when he
stood once more, so they were well heard. “You speak of being
deserving of Gods’ favor by doing great deeds, and that is something
I have not oft heard since I was young. Many expect that prayers,
offerings of rich foods left to spoil on altars, and a handful of Markes
will earn a God’s favor, but I believe as you do. The bold, the strong,
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and the fervent are the ones Gods look to first, but only because they
have survived the tests given them.”
The old man took a few measured breaths, as much to let his words
sink in as to allow for his breath to return to him. “Tests can be seen
different ways. We must be careful as to how we discern these tests,
and especially careful how we react to them. It is yet to be seen if
open war would benefit us more than the valiant defense of our
homes. For that matter, sending an army takes time. It may already
be too late for this attack of yours, if the enemy is indeed upon our
doorstep. Our council must carefully decide, for I feel that the future
hinges on these moments, but we must not tarry long, since time is
short. Wisdom is required. Rarely have we made such an important
choice, for if we decide wrong, we might very well spell the end of
our people.”
The Council broke into a chorus of claps and cheers when the
statesman had finished. Sagira saw then how important it was to win
over this man. He, not the wigged leader of the council, was the
lynchpin for the entire organization. If he would only agree to go to
war, they would follow his lead, and she thought she knew how to
reach him.
“Let me ask you then, esteemed councilman, do you have children
or grandchildren?”
“I have been blessed with seven children, and they have in turn
blessed me with twenty-eight grandchildren.” The statesman said
proudly.
“You are a great patriarch then. How many of them are boys of
soldiering age?”
“Ten.”
Sagira shook her head sadly. “You have a lot to risk then, by this
war. I ask you then, would you rather seek a speedy finish to this
affair and save most of them, or would you have the enemy crawl
slowly over all of Aynglica’s holdings, destroying them city by city,
slaughtering all of your progeny, because the Council lacked the
foresight to put an end to the enemy when they had a chance? The
war, if delayed, will be bloodier, longer, and worse for Aynglica.
Corydon will only grow stronger and less assailable, and victory will
become more costly each Dee we wait. I believe this to my very
core.”
Nothing could be said to this, so the leader of the council stood
once more. “Now we will take a recess. You have given us much to
think about. We will look into this matter and discuss it at length with
our experts and men of war, but our discussion will not be so lengthy
as it might be were this not clearly such a matter of immediate
importance.”
Sagira bowed. “Thank you, for allowing me to appear before you. I
will be at your disposal, if you or any of the councilmen need me to
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speak again. I have much to say in these matters, and would like to
meet with many of you individually, if you have the time, so that I
might inspire your efforts to find the answers that your people need
in these matters.”
With that, their audience was at an end. She curtsied, while Makan
bowed beside her, and they walked out of the chamber, exiting
through the lone entrance to the audience floor. As they left, Sagira
breathed a sigh of relief, and grasped Makan’s hand firmly. With
wide excitement, she turned to him and said, “We must find the
name of that one gentleman. He is the key to this puzzle, to winning
them over.”
“I, as your husband, will do what I can.” Makan said with a grin. “I
am not without my ways of finding things out.”
She flashed him her winning smile, and slipped her arm around his
back. “Come then. Let’s be about it. We have much to do, you and I.
Reid has his own meeting with the Council later, and I must help him
prepare.”
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CHAPTER 169
Ox-Men, for being such gentle creatures, can be surprisingly
violent, if only on rare occasions. The rage comes over them like a
storm in hot weather that rises suddenly on the horizon. Usually they
focus this anger toward outsiders who threaten their offspring, but
they can also turn on each other. It seems that even they are
capable of fighting amongst one another, but only for the rights to
mate. Yet, there are always a select few, the ones with wide,
intelligent eyes, who sit back and watch. These few take no mates,
so far as I can tell. They watch and witness, and perhaps they guide
their people. How they come into this position, I cannot say, but I am
certain of that there is a special caste, and this only adds to the
mystery of the Ox-Men…
- Excerpt from Pravat’s ‘A Brethren Apart’
th

 Fohrsdee, the 24 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
It had been a long run north.
They had started on Zaraig Waykes ago. Then, they’d run across
the Inner Seas, into the Drylands where Bedros had undergone
another transformation, then up across the continent of Elegius to
the battle against the Lost Ones, and finally through the mountain
valleys that bordered the Lake of Grey. As they ran across another
hardened disk of water to cross the Lake of Grey, the Vale lay just
ahead of them, their destination, as well as the home of One-Ear.
Once there, they would rest up for the final leg of their journey, which
would take them to Cenalium, where Bedros would have come full
circle.
The Lake of Grey was placid, with only the slightest breeze stirring
up the waters. The mountains that ringed the lake did well to shield it
from the stronger winds of the Inner Seas and the turmoil of that
outer world. The disk of hardened water upon which they ran spread
out around the six of them with enough room that they could run in
comfort without bumping into one another. Bedros led the way,
followed by his three original companions, and the two newcomers
brought up the rear. There was still something of a hierarchy
amongst the five, but they seemed to have put some of their
differences aside after the battle by Serjan. Any hard feelings they’d
had for one another had been channeled into the fight, and they’d
been an awful force to behold.
Bedros’ lips and snout, still somewhat bovine despite all his
changes, curled into a smile as he recalled the battle. Not since
Aetheline had he really been able to fight anything. It had been
rewarding to crush the enemy with his hands and stomp them
beneath his heels. The world had heeded his call, and even the soil
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had turned against the Lost Ones, tripping them and driving them
back when they threatened his group. The Samiels had fought with
vigor like a fresh boil, and they’d scythed through the pack of
abominations like farmers during harvest. Even still, Bedros knew
that they’d only dealt a minor setback to the plans of the enemy as a
whole, and the threat remained.
He cast a glance over his shoulder at his companions. Red-Tail
grinned in return, snorting and stamping eagerly to show his
approval that they had nearly reached the safety of land and a great
herd once more. With that same eagerness, he had waded into
battle, refusing to let Bedros get too far from him, lest he need help.
Beside Red-Tail, Wandering-Eyes limped as he ran, the result of
wounds taken during the battle. His eyes rolled tiredly as he
searched the surface of the lake for nonexistent threats. Coat-ofDust was the worst off. He had lost an eye and had several cuts that
had dried crustily upon his matted coat. His coloring was not good,
and his breathing was uneven. He’d taken too many arc-lance blasts,
and his wounds were beyond anything Bedros could heal. Bedros
might have nearly been the Sum of All Lands, but flesh was beyond
his realm of control. Only rest and luck would save Coat-of-Dust.
Behind his original three companions were Gnasher and Horn-Tree.
Gnasher had been a grisly force during the battle, mashing Lost
Ones with his fists, and biting them with his jagged teeth. His corner
of the battle had been the bloodiest, and he had seemed to revel in
the bloodlust that had come over him. Horn-Tree had taken an easier
approach: he’d used his bulk and his horns in devastating rush
attacks that had been able to puncture through several ranks of
enemy phalanxes with a single charge. Both still looked healthy,
having fared much better than Coat-of-Dust, despite having scrapes
and bruises of their own.
Bedros snorted and encouraged them all to speed up, for solid land
was just ahead, and he loved it more than the water, even if the
water was quick to accept him and those with him. The five behind
him mustered a greater showing of speed, drawing from the deep
stamina reserves that the Ox-Men were known for. They put hooves
down on the hardened disk of water and spurred themselves forward
to dry land.
They came to land quickly, running past one of the small Elegian
trading settlements that sat along the southern shores of The Vale. It
had been abandoned since the hostilities with the Aureans had
reached their current heights, but the buildings remained. As was
often but not always the case, Bedros waited for the others to reach
dry land first before he stepped off the water, since that would cause
the disk to melt back into normal water. Red-Tail was the first to
reach land, and he was prancing happily in the mud and tall grasses
that bordered the Lake of Grey when the unexpected happened: a
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heavy fist struck Bedros along the side of the face, staggering him
with its power.
Before he could recover, he felt teeth sink into his left flank, cutting
through both fur and skin hardened through several transformations.
His eyes widened in surprise and he bellowed in anger, whipping his
arms around more out of instinct than anything. His fist caught one of
his attackers upon the head, but only glanced across the hard bones
of his skull. Nearby, he saw Coat-of-Dust go down, gored viciously
and trampled down by Horn-Tree. Bedros flailed once more,
managing to dislodge his side from Gnasher’s jagged teeth, but only
by tearing his flesh free from that awful maw.
“What is this?” Red-Tail demanded, just as Horn-Tree trounced
upon Coat-of-Dust, who was sorely injured, perhaps mortally
wounded.
Wandering-Eyes was the first to see the truth of the matter, that
they were betrayed. He charged Horn-Tree and met him on the edge
of the water. He leapt into the air and drove his horns down into
Horn-Tree’s network of antlers. Shards of antlers splintered as they
met hard Ox-Man horns, and their two skulls met with a resounding
crack that sounded like a crack of thunder. Horn-Tree was driven
back into the water, where his hooves dug down deep into the mud.
Red-Tail was still standing there in surprise as Horn-Tree and
Wandering-Eyes met for a second crash. Antlers dug into
Wandering-Eyes’ flesh, snapping off and leaving the Ox-Man’s face
bloody. Yet, for all the damage done to Horn-Tree’s rack, the antlers
were undiminished; they grew back as soon as they broke.
Bedros regarded Gnasher angrily, hooves pawing at what remained
of the disk of water as the two circled each other. Gnasher’s eyes
were wide open with excitement, and his teeth were grinding loudly
like a sword being sharpened on stone. Gnasher came in low and
fast, biting and clawing at Bedros. Bedros drove his fist down into the
back of Gnasher’s head, but it was like striking a mountain. It did little
more than bruise Bedros’ knuckles to strike Gnasher like so.
Gnasher always led his attacks with his head, and that was the bestarmored and most dangerous part of his body. Bedros continued to
dance aside from his attacks; he landed blows on Gnasher’s
shoulders and upper arms when he could, but they were doing little
to slow Gnasher down. The beast persisted, salivating and snapping
each time he came near Bedros.
Red-Tail had finally recovered from the shock of realizing what was
happening, and he jumped in not to help Wandering-Eyes, but to
help Bedros. He knew Wandering-Eyes and Coat-of-Dust probably
needed his help more, but Bedros was a higher priority. His hooves
hit the water and he struck Gnasher from the side, knocking him off
the disk of water that they battled on. Gnasher splashed into the
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water several Mayters away from shore, but came up quickly. He’d
been in the Gnat Marshes, and was no stranger at all to water.
“Get on land, where you are strongest.” Red-Tail told Bedros, and
Bedros did not argue, seeing the wisdom in the suggestion.
When he stepped off the water, the disk completely melted away.
Coat-of-Dust was lying on the ground beside him, but he would be of
little help in this fight. He was badly injured, and his organs had been
punctured through the small of his back. The cries and moans of
agony he gave out would have been heartbreaking for a human to
hear, but there were none near, only angry Ox-Men. WanderingEyes and Horn-Tree continued to battle in the muck along the edge
of the lake. Both sported wounds and were bleeding in several
places. The bones around Horn-Tree’s left eye socket were crushed
in, and the eye was in bad shape.
“What is this? Why do you do this?” Bedros demanded of Gnasher
as the creature waded to the shore.
“We have our own plans, and you do not fit in them.” Gnasher said
in perfect High Elegian.
Bedros stared at him. Gnasher had hardly been verbal before, let
alone fluent in a human language. “What are you?”
Gnasher’s face split into a toothy grin. “I am Rishalt, the Lord of the
Beasts. Let us test ourselves now, Sum of All Lands, and see which
is greater – flesh or dirt.”
Bedros looked at Red-Tail, who did not seem as if he would allow
such a fight to happen. Still, Bedros was in charge, and it had been
his acceptance of the two that had brought this upon them. It was his
fault that Coat-of-Dust was dying, and he would see this thing
through. “Help the others, Red-Tail. I will deal with this one.”
Red-Tail shook his head, but Bedros roared loudly, pounding his
fists thunderously upon his chest. Red-Tail backed down when he
saw the fury in Bedros’ eyes, and ran down the shore to assist
Wandering-Eyes in his fight against Horn-Tree.
“And that one?” Bedros asked Gnasher.
“He is Vorcinth. It was his trick.” Gnasher answered, grinning even
more widely.
“Come then, God of Animals.” Bedros beckoned Gnasher. “See
what a child of the wide world can do when provoked.”
Gnasher closed in on Bedros carefully, waiting for Bedros to swing
his fists before he darted in and landed two punches upon Bedros’
midsection that echoed along the sea. Extra bone structures and
flexible joints between the bones saved him from having his ribs
splintered into his organs, but the blow was still great enough to
knock the wind from him. As he staggered, Bedros lashed out,
striking Gnasher across the jaw with the back of his fist. Gnasher
was knocked aside by the sheer power of the blow. Bedros dodged
the next several bites and kicks Gnasher threw at him, but he was
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unable to land any solid blows of his own. He crouched low to protect
his vitals from Gnasher, using his hooves to drive away Gnasher
when he came too close and his massive forearms like a shield.
They continued to fight, but Gnasher was quicker than he looked,
and much stronger than he had shown before. The teeth of a gator,
the strength of a bear, the fury of a Sandcat, and the resilience of a
lizard had all been wrapped into one creature. Just as Rishalt had
claimed, his form as Gnasher was the greatest concoction of all the
beasts of the world. Even on land, Bedros was fighting toe-to-toe
with him, and neither was giving ground.
“You may flow like sand and punch with the force of a rockslide, but
I have all the power of beasts in me.” Gnasher taunted.
“I have never met a beast I feared.” Bedros replied stiffly, taking
only a brief glance over to see how Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes
were doing against Horn-Tree. It was both a move of genuine
concern and a ploy to lure in Gnasher.
Gnasher charged at once, leaping toward Bedros’ neck with his
jaws open to bite down hard. Bedros did not move. Rather, he
brought his fist across at a level with Gnasher’s mouth, and punched
him right into the mouth, striking him in back of the throat. Gnasher
struck Bedros limply, choked with a pained expression, and tumbled
to the ground. Gnasher tried to roll away, but Bedros’ hooves found
him, and stomped bloody hoofprints into his back.
Gnasher came to his feet and retaliated with claws that had just
grown from his heavy paws, scoring Bedros’ scaly flesh. Gnasher’s
body healed quickly, almost as quickly as Bedros struck him.
Muscles grew denser upon Gnasher’s body, and his bones hardened
further. Striking him was like hitting an aged tree trunk, but Bedros
followed Gnasher, swinging and kicking as he went. Most of his
attacks missed, but the ones that did hit Gnasher stunned him and
kept him backing up. Teeth and claws were no match for Bedros’
skin now that he had reverted to his heavy scales. His eyes grew
more feral and his fangs slipped out from their recessed spots in his
jaw. The poison glands in his mouth swelled in preparation for a bite,
but he had to wait for an opening.
When Gnasher finally presented an opening, Bedros closed in on
Gnasher and bit down in retribution for the bite upon his side.
Gnasher fought free before Bedros could dose him fully with the load
of poison in his mouth. Gnasher hissed and bit at Bedros again,
latching down upon his hand while throwing punches at Bedros’
midsection. Bedros shook him free by mule-kicking him back half a
dozen Mayters. Gnasher was slow in getting up from that, as the
poison was beginning to take effect.
“You have become quite strong. We waited too long.” Gnasher
lamented.
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Bedros didn’t answer. He stomped the ground, and drew forth the
power of the earth in that realm. Like when he had run upon the
iceberg to drive it north from the Uleaut ice floes, the land
responded. The grasses heeded his call immediately, growing up to
wrap around Gnasher’s lower legs, holding him in place so Bedros
could charge and ram his fist square into Gnasher’s chest, shattering
bones where he struck. Gnasher tumbled backward, his upper body
folding over as his ankles were still caught up as if in rock. When his
body hit the ground, ants and bugs erupted from the earth and
descended upon him. Emerging from the ground and from their
homes in the grasses, they crawled into his nostrils and ears, biting
and stinging. As his screams filled the air, the bugs rushed into his
mouth and down his throat, choking off his pained cries.
Bedros continued to stomp upon the ground, running in wide circles
around Gnasher as he called to the world to aid him. The soil began
to cover Gnasher, who struggled against the plants that grew at an
alarming rate, and the insects that only multiplied and found the
sensitive areas on his body. His eyes, ears, nose, and mouth were
particular favorites of the minute but ravenous creatures. The Lord of
Beasts was being devoured by the lowliest of his creatures, which
were part of the lands that Bedros spoke to.
Gnasher flailed about, coughing out a cloud of bugs and crying
aloud a single last time as the insects finally ate their way through his
sinuses to his brain. He convulsed and twitched and then came to a
stop. The insects and the land did not stop there. The scavengers
and decomposers set upon him, rending flesh from bone to reduce
the corpse to food for the soil and insects. Bedros did not watch. He
knew the way of the world and how the dead would always be
recycled as a part of life.
Bedros went then to help his two companions finish off Horn-Tree,
who was trying to slink away. They had Horn-Tree surrounded with
his back to the sea. When he saw Bedros approach, Horn-Tree gave
up any attempt to flee.
“We almost had you.” He said with a slight chuckle.
Bedros shook his head and snorted in disgust. He held up a hand
to hold off Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes from launching any further
attacks just yet. “You’ve succeeded in making me more wary. I had
known the Gods would interfere, but I never expected it would be like
this.”
“We won’t give up this easily. This is just a reprieve.” Horn-Tree
assured him.
“We’ll watch more carefully next time. I will heed the advice of my
companions.” Bedros replied.
Horn-Tree’s smile turned positively wicked then. “It won’t do any
good if we turn Anthea on you.”
Bedros’ eyes narrowed. “Anthea would never harm me.”

80

PERENNIALS
“Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”
“I’ve heard enough of your lies.” Bedros growled, stepping
menacingly toward Horn-Tree.
Horn-Tree shrugged then, and went limp. His body slumped over
and his eyes rolled up. In an instant, he was dead. Strangely, his
body crumbled into pieces of wood, stretches of hide, and a handful
of other cast-offs. Even when his body had been reduced to no more
than the things that might wash up on a shore, they were careful
about him. If a God could make a body out of such materials, there
was no telling what else he might do. In the end, they scattered the
debris from Horn-Tree’s body and left Gnasher to decompose.
As for Coat-of-Dust, it was too late for him. He had breathed his last
while they had battled Horn-Tree and Gnasher. The three of them
picked him up and carried him north with honor, though Bedros
carried most of his weight, since his companions were both
wounded. They would survive, and One-Ear could use his shamans
to help restore them before they had to go north to Cenalium. Coatof-Dust could not be restored though, and it burned at Bedros’
conscience to know that it was entirely his fault. He had so wanted to
believe that there were others like him that needed to be reunited
with the herd, and he had ignored his companions’ warnings. He had
not heeded the call to caution, and Coat-of-Dust had paid the price
for it.
Not only that, but the Gods themselves had seen to trying to stop
him. Clearly, they had underestimated his power, but they would not
do so again. He would have to hurry, or else they would try
something even worse. He counted himself lucky, for while he had
sensed a kernel of the divine in Horn-Tree and Gnasher at the end,
after the two Gods had dropped their façades, he knew that he had
not faced the full power of either God. Had those been the real Gods
and not just their avatars, it could have been a different ending.
It was with a heavy heart and a heavy load in his arms that they
continued north to One-Ear’s waiting herd.
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CHAPTER 170
There is no finer thing for a man, than to be with his fellows, all of
which would march to the ends of the world and into death for each
other. I find life dull and colorless, and food to be bland and tasteless
without the soldiers of the Bold Company beside me. Not even my
poor, dutiful wife can stir any hint of emotion from me. My sole joy in
life is my son. I hope he will grow up to be a soldier, so that he can
know the things of which I now write. Many fathers hope their sons
grow up to be something greater than a soldier, but for me, there is
no greater thing. I can only hope he aspires to follow my footsteps,
and to make a few paths of his own…
- Excerpt from Hans Karllack’s ‘Memoirs of my Time with the Bold
Company’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 25 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Fedemere was bustling, more so than normal. Typically, the nobles
ran things, and the lesser folk followed their lead in terms of
socialization and what was popular. They dictated the pace of life,
keeping things moving. That had all changed within the last few
Ouers. The old guard was forgotten for the new when two armies
had arrived as one. The armies were lead by a mysterious group of
commanders – one Kerathi, one Rumani, and one Aynglican.
The subject of war had been the talk of the town for some time now,
but it had been little more than a conversation topic for dinner. Now,
though, war had exploded into the foreground with the arrival of the
armies. It was all anyone could talk about, and most of the town,
especially the young and the ladies, unattached or otherwise, had
gone down to the port to welcome the armies and watch them billet
themselves outside of town in tents, lean-tos, and at a few outlying
farms. They would not be going into the city, it was said, for that
would encourage disarray and disorganization, two things that
everyone knew were terrible for armies. Not only that, but it would
also be harder to get the army moving once again if they had
dispersed to go about their leisure. At least, these were the reasons
the public expected. They didn’t know that both Rolf and Nishan –
and Jens to a lesser extent – were worried that the Forlatett would
cause chaos in the city and actually harm their cause by creating ill
will.
That was perhaps a good thing, for feelings were mixed in
Fedemere. Most of the Council of Great Lords recognized the armies
as a validation for the war, though they disliked seeing such an
obvious signal sitting on their doorsteps. For some, the idea of the
coming war and revenge for the unprovoked attacks upon their
homeland was good, as was the potential commerce that would
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surely come of a war. For others, these armies sitting beside the city
were tantamount to a threat, an ‘or else’ if Sagira did not get her way.
No one, least of all the Council of Great Lords, liked being forced to
make a decision one way or another.
The mood out by the armies was actually quite a bit lighter than the
brooding sense of judgment that hung in the air around the center of
the city. Many of the Aynglicans were quite impressed by their
countrymen, those who enjoyed showmanship, horse riding, and
parades. It was hard not to like the storied Bold Company, who came
at the head of Jens Karllack, who cut quite a figure. The Outer
Aynglican general was a sight to be seen. Bestride a white warhorse,
he was every bit the striking figure that the people expected to see
leading their army. In truth, the Bold Company was something of a
mercenary company and they were mostly Outer Aynglicans, but the
Greater Aynglicans still saw it as their army, and it was a neat,
orderly army. The Bold Company was lined up in careful rows of
white tents, with cook fires spaced out at even intervals. Medical
tents were marked with red symbols on the sides of double-sized
tents, and the command tents at the center of the field were all done
in royal blue with streaming pennants flapping happily above them.
However, if the Bold Company was neat and spit polished, the
other army was nothing of the sort. They lacked uniformity and the
discipline of the Bold Company, and their gear was exceptionally
lackluster. Their weapons were old and their uniforms were
nonexistent. In strong contrast to the Aynglicans, the Forlatett were
sitting around in haphazard groups, loudly shouting and celebrating
with wine around fires that roared as if it were the middle of a cold
night in the Saysuhn of White. Little effort had gone into their
housing, since many of them lived in the wild anyway, sleeping under
hedges, in hollow trees, or in caves. Nishan and Rolf did absolutely
nothing to encourage them to be like their allies that were camped a
respectful distance away. They were what they were, even if many of
the Aynglicans in the crowds turned up their noses at the sight and
smell of them. It was hard not to, in comparison with the shining
example Jens set with his soldiers. It was obvious to the crowd who
the real soldiers were, even if looks mattered little on the field of
battle.
Sagira and Makan were two of the people in that crowd, watching
the armies arrive. It took some time to cut through the waiting crowds
to get down to the city of tents that was still being erected. They were
both astonished and happy to see the progress their friends had
made, though they were not yet certain that their friends led these
armies. They would have shown up to see the arrival of any army,
but hearing that there were two commanders that sounded like Rolf
and Nishan had been a second reason to show up. Although, it had
been odd and worrisome that those who had already seen the
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armies had remarked upon neither Anthea nor Tuari. Surely the
Uleaut boy and a girl like Anthea would have been worthy of notice.
Sentries had been posted around each camp to help keep the
civilians out of the realm of the military, even if they were wellwishing citizens, crafters and cooks bearing gifts, or ladies of all ages
with a certain look in their eyes. The borders between these two
distinctive groups were sharp and defined around Jens’ camp, but
very ragged and irregular around the Forlatett camp. They cared little
about security here, even if they were not specifically among friends.
They saw no threat in the presences of such mild city folk.
Yet, when someone approached and wanted to speak to their
leaders, the Forlatett sentries suddenly got very serious. Nishan’s
safety was foremost in their minds, and the rough men were quick
about getting messages to him. So, Sagira and Makan were forced
to wait while a man sprinting through the disorderly camp relayed
their messages, and then they were ushered into the center of the
camp with an escort of no fewer than a score of gruff-looking guards.
They walked past hundreds of dirty faces. Personal hygiene was
not a matter of great importance for the wild men from Mediya. Their
faces were smudged with dirt, their clothes were torn rags and hides
from creatures they’d hunted, and leaves and twigs had been woven
decoratively into their hair. Their beards were long, almost like the
Kerathi, except that they were not as thick, and they preferred to part
parted their beards and curl their long mustachios. Some wore
piercings of bone and wood or had black, red, and blue tattoos
worked into their skins. They were a wild lot, drinking sloshing mugs
of mead and cooking meat from any available animals over their
most unruly fires. It was at the heart of this wild snare of humanity
that Nishan and Rolf stood beside one another, speaking to a wild
man who listened intently.
Nishan noticed them first as they approached. He smiled and raised
a hand in welcome. “Sagira. Makan.”
Sagira regarded Nishan with surprise. His physical form was much
the same, if more anxious in appearance, but he looked like all of his
energy was bundled up in his muscles and ready to explode in any
instant – a powder keg waiting to burst into flames. The most
noticeable change was in his eyes though. They were deep and
almost sorrowful, despite his genuine smile. There was something to
them that spoke of agedness, and she couldn’t explain it.
“You appear well enough.” She managed to say, not noticing until
after she’d spoken that it was not much of a greeting.
Rolf stepped over and grasped wrists with Makan, greeting the man
in a Kerathi warrior’s manner. “Aynglican life seems to suit you quite
nicely.” He teased, tugging at Makan’s fashions.
Makan shrugged. “We have been busy, but it has not all been so
nice as you assume. Just two Waykes past, the Aureans attacked
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Alacazzare and we had to defend the King and Queen personally. It
was the longest night of my life, I think.”
Rolf frowned, but the names of places meant little to him. Rumors
of the battle had reached his ears. Jens had spoken at length about
it the Dee they met, but he had not been there to witness the events
firsthand as Makan had. “Is that near here?”
“No, it’s south of here, significantly. Still, it was not an isolated
incident. Several other attacks have occurred, some even near here,
so the people are glad to see you.” Makan answered.
“Yes, your arrival is quite fortuitous.” Sagira beamed, looking about
at the army of wild men as saviors. “Perhaps it is just the thing we
need to finally spur the Council of Great Lords into action.”
“I am glad we could be of service.” Nishan replied, bowing his head
slightly and grinning.
“Where is Anthea?” Makan asked, ever the one to cut to the heart
of things. Greetings were at an end, and he was worried about
Anthea.
Rolf looked at Nishan, whose expression darkened at the mention
of Anthea. He answered for Nishan. “She left us.”
“She left you?” Makan asked, demanding more information. His
gaze was sharp. He was protective of the girl, and couldn’t imagine
that she would leave Rolf and Nishan behind.
Rolf launched into an explanation, seeing the looks on Makan and
Sagira’s faces. “She ran off to kill this girl, Sezja. She was one of
Corydon’s experiments. She was fast, strong, and altogether nasty.
Anthea had undergone some changes though, after defeating the
Mulo, and I suppose she’s battled it out with Sezja by now. Tuari was
with her, or he ran after her at least.”
Makan’s expression had begun to darken at the word ‘kill,’ and it
had grown very grave indeed by the time Rolf finished speaking. He
cast a worried look over at Sagira, who hardly looked happier than
he did.
“Is that it?” Sagira asked Rolf pointedly. She had her arms crossed
in front of her and looked very much the angry maternal figure who’d
just found out her sons had lost their sister somewhere.
Rolf scratched at his beard and shrugged. He cleared his throat
nervously and tried to avoid their stares. “A lot has happened. It’s
hard to explain with one breath.”
“We shall have to talk more about it then. We need to know details.
Anthea was the reason we started this, even if we all have our own
reasons now. I can’t believe she would just up and run away, and
that you would let her. I’m just flabbergasted. Tuari might be a very
capable young man, but leaving her alone with him and coming
back… I’m not certain that this was the right choice.” Sagira sighed.
“She made the choice. She can take care of herself now.” Nishan
declared, and he did it with such belief that Sagira paused her tirade.
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Sagira’s eyebrow rose in disbelief. “She chose to leave you
behind?”
It was Nishan’s turn to try his hand at an explanation. “She was
injured when she saved us from the creatures, the Mulo, that my
people made to protect the ruins of Ka’Shann. After that, she went
into a sort of cocoon wrapped in leaves, and she became something
else. The woman she became was not who Anthea was. She is not
the girl you and I knew. The new Anthea is much more powerful,
more deliberate, and more aggressive. She will do what she wants to
do. I believe she has a chance to kill Corydon’s creature, Sezja, and
after she accomplishes that, who knows what she will do or where
she will go. At least she has Tuari with her, which is more than she
might have had, seeing as how she left us to pursue her own path of
revenge.”
“So you have no idea where she is now.” Sagira summarized.
Nishan shook his head. “None whatsoever. I assume that she now
has powers beyond anything we’ve seen, and she could likely go
anywhere, if she could make it to Ka’Shann on a single
enchantment.”
“This is not good news.” Makan said solemnly. His eyes were
framed with worry lines that Rolf had not seen before.
“It is what it is, and we now have an army here that might be able to
support Anthea, if she has indeed gone to Cenalium. It will not be
enough though. This is but a pittance compared to what we will likely
need if we are to go there.” Nishan said, though not loud enough that
any of his men would hear, none other than Fadri at least, who stood
and watched the exchange with great interest.
Sagira looked over at Fadri then, realizing that the young man was
a person of importance in this group now, too. There was a bit of
intelligence in his eyes, and she saw the way he watched Nishan, as
a proud and aspiring younger brother might. She made a note to
learn more of Fadri later, in case he might be able to serve a greater
purpose in their war.
“I have news of other allies, too.” Makan announced, trying to
lighten the mood.
“Oh?” Fadri asked, interjecting himself into the conversation. He
had never met so many important people before, and he could not
keep his eyes off of Sagira’s lustrous yet dark skin, or Makan’s solid
frame, strange tusk spear, and wise eyes.
Makan nodded to acknowledge the young Forlatett leader, even if
his answer was aimed toward Rolf and Nishan. “Yes. My people are
coming. We met with some recently, and they spoke of trouble in the
Mueran Belt and beyond. Mount Loakea had erupted, sending the
Far Muerans scattering. Many came north, but found the waters and
lands around the Mueran Belt to also be astir, and Rummas as well.
Some have come this far, and Tuari’s little friend, Inoke, has come

86

PERENNIALS
with them. She and her uncle are gathering them, and all that come
will sail with us.”
Rolf shook his head in wonder. “An army of Aynglicans, Rumani,
and Muerans, sailing together. There has never been such a thing.”
The others gave murmurs and nods of assent. It was a thing unheard
of, this fledgling alliance.
“Queen Aleta herself has promised to send to her cousins and
relations in Lesser Aynglica for aid. She and the King were both
moved by the loss of one of their nephews, who died helping to
defend them when the Aureans attacked. So, he has sent another of
his nephews, Reid, along with a detachment of his own personal
guard. They are here to show the Council that the King is serious
about this war.” Makan paused, swallowing hard. It was
uncharacteristic of him to get emotional, but his eyes looked wet, and
the others could tell how he had been fond of the King’s nephew.
“Reid and Jerod both were something of students of mine, if only for
a short time in Alacazzare. It was hard to see Jerod die in the
Queen’s arms. He was young and full of promise, and he served his
King so bravely.”
Rolf made a sign of respect to Cainel and Comrain. It was a story
that any Kerathi would empathize with. The good death of any
warrior was all a Kerathi could aspire to. “He will have a great place
in Nelius’ Hall of Endless Rooms.” He reached out and gave Makan’s
shoulder a pat.
Makan nodded and took a deep, calming breath. He swallowed that
lump in his throat and mastered his emotions once more. “Thank
you.” He said quietly.
Sagira put her hand lightly upon Makan’s forearm, comfortingly. “I
fear that our witnessing of tragedies is not yet over. There is much to
be done yet, and many lives to spend before ending Corydon’s reign
of madness.”
Makan took Sagira’s hand and squeezed it fondly, but her attention
was on the Bold Company’s camp now. She was not being cold, he
knew. Rather, she was worried about the task at hand. Her mind was
almost always on politics and the events that they were embroiled in.
Her focus and dedication were a great deal of what he loved about
her.
Even in the distance, Sagira could see the general pacing about,
giving orders, and organizing things to his liking, though they did not
need any more organizing in her opinion. The man ran a tight crew.
“Do you know Jens Karllack then? He came with you, and I wonder
how that came about.”
“We came here by way of Stormway.” Nishan answered, recalling
the meeting vividly in his mind. He could remember every scent,
sight, and sound, if in a hundred slightly different versions. That was
one of the gifts of having other souls riding along in his body. “Jens
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Karllack and his Bold Company are stationed there. They wanted to
meet the men who were in charge of this army, so we spoke to them
and came to an understanding. When we met he spoke of you and
said that you would be in Fedemere. We decided to come together,
for there is protection in numbers. He, too, seemed to suspect that
the Council of Great Lords would be hard to move to action. He
agreed to come and speak to them on our behalf.”
“What sort of a man is he?” Makan wondered, also casting a look
toward the Aynglican camp.
“Vain, proud, and inexperienced.” Nishan answered frankly.
Rolf, who had a healthy respect for the Bold Company, as did most
of his people, would not let Nishan’s answer stand at that. “His
motives are pure, but I fear that we could have used a more
experienced, older commander. I only pray to Cainel and Comrain
that he will learn quickly in the field, or he’ll lose all of that pretty
army of his. However, if he is worth his position, he will do fine. He
comes from a hero’s line, after all.”
“High praise for an Aynglican, coming from a Kerathi.” Sagira
remarked with a slight smirk.
Rolf nodded seriously. “It is.”
“I must meet with him then and plan our next speech for the
Council.” Sagira said. Her eyes were distant; she was already
considering all that she must do in the next few Dees. “He might also
help me sway more local lords to our side with this influence he
seems to have over the folks of this land. There is one in particular,
which I feel is key in moving the Council to seeing things our way. If
he can help me with that gentleman, I think we will have ourselves a
war. Although, I think we already have a war, whether the Council
acknowledges it or not.”
“Let me go introduce you to general Jens Karllack then.” Nishan
suggested.
Sagira nodded enthusiastically. Makan grinned. His wife always
had time for more strategizing, especially when a key piece of the
political puzzle had just fallen into her realm of influence. Still, he
could not forget that Anthea was the central reason why they were
doing all of this, and her absence bothered him much more than he
would let on.
Somehow, it seemed as if their large group would never be all in
one spot again, as if they had too much fate wrapped up in their
persons to ever be in one place at the same time, lest time itself
shatter because of the energies such a confluence would possess.
The Waykes they’d had together on the iceberg, cold and unpleasant
though it was, was the only time they’d really had to be together in
peace.
Ever since they’d returned to the Broken Crown, things had gotten
steadily more dangerous and more serious. And, they would only get
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worse as time went on. Fate was catching up to them.
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CHAPTER 171
I have found that certain creatures can be of unpredictable
temperaments. Whether they come from the land or the sea, whether
they are human or animal, there are things no one can understand.
Women are one of these things…
- Excerpt from Pekelo’s ‘Wisdom of the Whales’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 25 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Fairport was usually quite exciting. There were so many shops to
visit and galas to attend. It was quite the social hub. It was her home
and the center of her power base, so to speak. Still, it grew boring at
times, especially since Rolf had left. No amount of fashionable
dresses and new perfumes could keep her mind off of the man to
whom she was affianced, though she had done her best to keep her
emotional suffering to herself.
In the immediate Dees following his departure, Catrin had struggled
to be a strong woman. Letting herself go, giving into fits of weeping,
and other childish outbursts were something she just wouldn’t afford
herself. She had known that sometimes women have to surrender
their husbands to their labors, because there were things that men
must do for the sake of the world, and a wife could not tag along for
many of these things. It was a woman’s lot in life to hold the home
together while her husband was out, so that there was something to
come back to.
It had even been a bit romantic at first, when she talked to her
friends of her love that had parted from her once more. She had
spent many parties talking about how she had met Rolf by chance
during the Faestivul in Rummas, and how they had been
miraculously reunited in Fairport. She’d talked so much about Rolf
that her friends had begun to show signs of boredom, signs she’d
intuitively picked up upon. Then, a few cruel girls her age had even
begun to say things like Rolf wouldn’t return, that he’d used her and
had run away. It was downright insulting and entirely untrue. Things
had continued to escalate, and the jokes had gotten worse, until,
after a public squabble on the topic with Ciel Coligny that had ended
in quite a slap, Catrin had decided to go with her father and her
eldest sister when they’d left for Fedemere.
Now, she knew she’d promised Rolf and the others to stay in
Fairport and be their contact, but her sister, Wendi, could do that for
her. Besides, she had to get out of the city until the scene cooled off,
even if it meant going places with her shrewish sister Ronda. Ciel
might jealously spread rumors until her lips turned blue, but there
was simply no way she could not ruin all of her friendships, if for no
other reason than she had a lot of friends. All of her friends would be
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dying to hear of Fedemere when she returned, because it was where
all the young nobility met and gossiped. Ciel was sure to be green
with envy, and Catrin still smiled to think about how she would
graciously share gossip with her archenemy in a show of
magnanimity.
Then there’d been the awful news of war and the attack on the
handsome King Nicholas VI and the gracious Queen Aleta. It’d been
horrifying to think that anyone could think to assault such a grand
couple in their very gardens, but a few Ouers conversing with the
engaging young men in Fedemere had changed her mind. Now
she’d started to think that perhaps inaction had caused the attack.
After all, no one attacks an enemy considered to be very dangerous.
Other nations had forgotten that Aynglica was worthy of fear, and
they had dared to do the unthinkable. Surely Aynglica would strike
back now, especially now that the dashing, young general Jens
Karllack had arrived. Rumor had it that he would lend his voice to aid
the efforts of the pro-war camp.
She had gone to the port when she’d heard of the arrival of the Bold
Company and their general. All of the young nobles and other
merchant daughters like her were going, and it would be an amazing
tale to relay to her friends back in Fairport. Of course, no young lady
could go unescorted, so she was going with her oldest sister, Ronda.
No one could say she’d done anything inappropriate if her sister
along; having Ronda with her was as safe as wearing a chastity belt.
Ronda was a dowdy old maid so far as Catrin saw things. Her
father dragged his eldest daughter with him everywhere in hopes of
making a good marriage match for her, but no one wanted her. She
dressed simply and refused to use rouge and lip color or even trim
her eyebrows. The latest fashions were foolish wastes of money for
Ronda, and she would have none of such girly things. She preferred
watching men’s sports, like archery, wrestling, and jousts. Feats of
swordsmanship impressed her instead of gentle pursuits like dancing
and embroidery. Catrin didn’t wonder that no man had chosen such
a woman as his wife. That was why she was twenty-six Yarres of
age, unmarried, and entirely without marriage prospects. How
horrible that must be.
Surprisingly, Ronda made a great escort. As long as she was
present, their father wouldn’t worry, because Ronda had no heart for
drinking, gambling, or flirting with boys. She was also positively
scary. Whenever a well-meaning man happened her way, she’d
shoot him a scornful look and throw out some silly quip she fancied
as amusing, and the man would run away looking abashed.
Similarly, whenever a man got too forward with her younger sister,
Ronda would step in, even go so far as to slap the man or insult his
honor, and then march off with her sister while the man stared at
them in confusion. Even if they wanted to, it wasn’t right or decent for
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a man to challenge her to a duel, and Ronda took advantage of that
fact.
Todee, Catrin watched the armies set up their camps with her sister
Ronda standing beside her. In strong contrast to her own exquisite
tastes in fashion, Ronda wore an unflattering grey gown, very
sensible shoes of the sort that might have been worn by a cobbler or
a laborer, and a simple ribbon in her hair that tied it back away from
her face, saving her the bother of brushing her hair until it was
shimmering in the sunlight. The girl was hopeless, and Catrin wasn’t
going to worry about it. Besides, if someone made an issue of it,
she’d just claim that Ronda was her servant. Anyway, at present
there were more interesting things to look at than the sorry state of
Ronda’s attire.
Catrin had been so excited to be in the town and to witness the
arrival of such a grand army that she hadn’t even heard anything
about the second army that had come. In fact, she knew nothing
about it until she beheld it with her own sea-blue eyes. “Look at that
rabble. It’s absolutely appalling. I’m surprised General Karllack would
travel in such company.” Catrin remarked, clicking her tongue in
disapproval.
Ronda shook her head. She was far less critical of appearances.
“Not all armies value order and cleanliness. What matters most is
effectiveness, not the ability to look pretty on a parade ground.”
Catrin huffed. It figured that a girl who dressed so plainly and
looked so shabby would side with the filthy troop that despoiled the
land beside general Karllack’s army. “That may be so, but it wouldn’t
hurt them to wash up a bit.” Catrin declared, earning a few nods of
approval from likeminded individuals nearby and a wink from a
handsome man with the most wonderful curls of brown hair she’d
ever seen. She ignored the wink and gripped her sister’s sleeve.
Nothing would tempt her.
“I hear that they’re commanded by a Rumani and a Kerathi, so it
figures that they’re a dirty bunch.” A haughty fellow with a twisted
sneer commented.
“A Kerathi?” Catrin echoed. “My betrothed is Kerathi.”
“Then you must not mind mucking about with such men. You’ve no
more dignity than the filthy lot of them.” The haughty fellow replied
with a callous laugh.
Catrin stared at the man in shock, but Ronda cuffed the guy on the
back of the head when he turned away. He rounded on them both
with a look of anger surging across his face.
“What? Are you going to hit a woman then, you coward?” Ronda
taunted, balling up her fists and waving them as if she would fight
him.
The man looked as if he might actually fight her, but the crowd
around them put up such a fuss that he muttered a curse under his
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breath, something about women not knowing their place, and then
wandered off. When he was gone, Catrin clapped her hands and
hugged her sister, who still had her hands balled up into fists.
“I could never do that.” Catrin declared, finally letting out a breath
and sighing in relief once the boorish man was out of sight.
“What? Slap a man? It’s easy. Just open your hand and swing.”
Ronda grinned wickedly.
Catrin shook her head, amazed. “Sometimes, I’m quite proud to
have you as my sister.”
“Only sometimes though, right?”
Catrin shrugged and changed the subject rather than ruin the
moment. “Let’s get closer. I wonder if there really is a Kerathi in that
group.”
“You don’t really think it’s that Rolf of yours do you?”
“It might be. We’ve already met twice by chance, so a third time
seems like less of a stretch than it should be. And, if it really is him,
we’re truly fated to be together.”
“That or he’s just really unlucky.” Ronda teased.
Catrin pouted her lip. “That’s not funny.”
Ronda just laughed and elbowed her way through the crowd, calling
out half-hearted apologies as she broke through like a ship with a
steel keel bashing through the icebergs that floated down through
the Aynglican Gap after the Saysuhn of White. Catrin followed
behind her, gathering up her skirts so that she could fit in the narrow
path her sister cleared for her.
When they reached the edge of the crowd, they came into contact
with some gruff-looking fellows who were guarding the edge of the
foreign army’s camp. They looked unwashed, brutish, and mean, but
Ronda approached them much like Catrin would approach a
saleswoman at a hat shop. “Do you have a fellow named Rolf with
you? He’s Kerathi, likely with a beard.” She asked one sentry, who
eyed her warily.
“And he has a really big gun.” Catrin supplied helpfully, earning the
attention of the men, who clearly were not used to seeing refined
young girls like her very often. They smirked at her, so Catrin shrank
down behind her sister, wondering how men could look at her so
appraisingly when she was engaged.
“Rolf?” A sentry repeated in a strange, thick accent. He looked at
his three companions, who were similarly bearded, though they had
more skin markings and piercings than he did. They stared at each
other for several Saycunds before any of them said anything.
“Lord Nishan’s friend is Kerathi.” The fiercest of the four announced
suddenly.
“His name might be Rolf, or Ralf, or possibly Rulf.” One of them
admitted, scratching at his beard thoughtfully.
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“You must take me to him at once!” Catrin demanded, exploding out
from behind the shield of her sister. When the four men looked at her
in surprise and one even reached for a weapon, believing her to be
some kind of a threat, she went very pale, but managed to explain
herself. “If he is the man I believe him to be, and I think he is, since
he is in the company of a man named Nishan, then I am to be his
wife.”
“If he’s not, would you be my wife?” The fiercest one asked
earnestly. He had a look of purest adoration upon his face, which
made it all that much more amusing. The other three men and
Ronda all laughed at his jest.
Catrin gasped and blushed fiercely. “I most certainly will not.
However, I would be very pleased if you would do me the kindness
of taking me to this Kerathi who knows your leader.”
“Follow me then.” The first sentry they’d spoken to commanded
them. He immediately turned toward the camp without even checking
to make sure they were following.
They did just that, following him into the camp. They kept close,
because their lives looked as if they might depend on it, from the
characters they saw standing around and cavorting by the fires.
Catrin was shaking with fear by the time they reached a central
campfire, having been ogled by half an army of unwashed men.
Ronda had stridden through the encampment with her chin high and
her eyes unafraid, and Catrin had no idea how she’d done it. Only
when they were given seats around that fire and told that they would
inform Rolf that his wife to be was present, did Ronda give any sign
that she, too, was nervous.
Ronda sat, because she was Ronda, and she didn’t mind sitting on
the sawn end of a dirty stump. Catrin was unable to bring herself to
sit, not only because she didn’t want to soil her expensive dress,
which she’d carefully held above the dirt the army had churned up
from walking upon it, but also because she was so nervous. She
paced about the fire, fretting about her appearance and what to say.
Her hands clenched tightly upon her skirts, holding the layers of lace
and petticoats
“You’ll be fine. If you’re anything at all, it’s beautiful.” Ronda told
her, trying to help her relax. Usually, she wasn’t terribly good about
people’s feelings, but she tried anyway.
“That’s just your way of saying I’m stupid and childish.” Catrin
protested.
Ronda smiled. “Maybe, but you’re still beautiful, the pick of the litter
our father and mother created.”
“Thank you.” Catrin meant to say, but a man shouting her voice
caught her attention, and it came out only as a murmur. She turned
to find the source of the voice, but there were so many men around,
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and they all seemed to have beards. Aynglicans usually shaved or
had goatees and mustaches, not these full beards.
Suddenly, Rolf burst into the ring of space around the campfire. He
and Catrin stared at each other in surprise, not knowing what to say
or do. Catrin’s chin quivered and her hands covered her mouth. She
looked very near to tears as Rolf gazed at her with a wild look, and
then regarded Ronda with confusion. Abruptly, he launched himself
at Catrin, and wordlessly seized her in his arms.
“You silly fool, you were to stay in Fairport, where it’s safe.” He
whispered.
She laughed musically, and whispered back to him, “It wasn’t safe. I
got into a fight.”
Rolf pushed her away so he could hold her at arm’s length and look
her in the face. “You were in a fight?”
“She slapped a girl who said you weren’t coming back.” Ronda
explained, standing and brushing herself off, lest any dirt from the
stump she’d sat on soil her skirt.
“I see.” Rolf replied, but he really didn’t. “Why are you here? I don’t
understand.”
“Fate brought us together again, my dearest. Gandahar and Sellae
have surely blessed our coming union. Thrice we have met when
neither of us expected to.”
“That is true.” Rolf admitted. He couldn’t help but look her over
then, taking in her careful curls of strawberry blonde hair, her pert
lips, her deep blue eyes, her ladylike style of dress, and her ample
chest, where his eyes lingered longest. She would have been the
envy of every girl in Harsbrukke. Anika had been nothing compared
to her, and she had been the prettiest girl in his hometown.
“Oh, Rolf, isn’t it wonderful? We’re together again, and you can
meet father. He will be ever so pleased to know that you are now a
commander in an army,” Catrin babbled, only to add, “even if it is just
this one.”
Rolf grinned sheepishly and looked over at Ronda for some
assistance, but Catrin’s sister was of no help. “Father will be
interested to meet his future son-in-law.” Ronda said, wearing an
amused grin.
“I guess I have no choice then...”
“We simply must see him. We’ll have to get you a new outfit though.
Those clothes neither look nor smell pleasant. I see you have
adapted the wild ways of your fellows, but we will have to change
that, at least when you are in town. Such a state would not impress
father.”
“I will try to clean up and meet your father, Catrin, but I must warn
you that I may not be here long. The things we are about are far from
done. Gathering this army was but a part of my work. We must now
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raise the rest of the army and take it to Maethlin, where we must
depose a tyrant greater than the world has ever known.”
“I know, and isn’t it romantic, Ronda?” Catrin beamed at her sister
and sighed dreamily. “My husband-to-be is truly magnificent. He is
so important. The world changes when he moves. He is like a hero
of old, reborn in a more handsome form.”
Ronda nodded begrudgingly. She’d heard much of Rolf, but had
never really spoken to him before, not even when he had been in
Fairport. Seeing him in person, and seeing that he seemed to be a
serious young man of promise surprised her. She had no idea that
such a man could fall for her bubble-headed sister, who was often
fickle and vacuous. “He is quite grand. I will even admit to being a bit
envious that you have found such an important fellow to lay claim to.
A ruggedly handsome fellow at that.”
Catrin’s jaw dropped and she rounded on her sister, clinging to
Rolf’s arm protectively as she did so. “I cannot believe you, casting
eyes at your sister’s betrothed. I’ve never heard you speak such of a
man before, let alone of the man who is to be my husband.” Then, to
Rolf, she whispered secretively, “She’s never like this. I had always
suspected she didn’t even like men. She hit one and challenged him
to a fight just a fraction of an Ouer ago.”
Rolf grinned, finding that he liked Ronda despite all that Catrin had
said about her being shrewish and droll. “That’s spirit a man could
admire, at least a Kerathi man. We appreciate feisty women. They
make strong babies.” Catrin was frowning, so he made Ronda an
offer: “Perhaps when this is over, I shall have to introduce you to
some Kerathi men, if I still know any that are alive.”
Ronda didn’t need him to explain the last part. She knew that many
Kerathi had lost family, that entire clans had been extinguished. Still,
she bowed graciously. “I might find it pleasant to meet some men
with spine and a bit of masculinity for a change, instead of courtraised fops.”
“We’re not refined, but spine we have.” Rolf agreed.
“That is quite nice. I look forward to that.” Ronda turned to her sister
then. “Now, perhaps we should leave your betrothed to his work,
Catrin. He’s obviously busy.”
“We just got here!” Catrin cried, and then she whimpered in dismay.
Her shoulders sank and her chin began to quiver once more.
“The man has things to be about. However, since it has been some
time since he’s been able to call upon you, I will leave you two alone
for a moment, standing just within earshot should either of you need
to scream for my help.” She smirked at this part. “Make sure you get
a promise from him to come meet us at our apartments in town, so
we can meet him later.” Ronda walked away, humming to herself
while she moved to a respectful distance so they could speak alone.
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Catrin pouted her lips at Rolf and sighed. “We have just barely met,
and already we must part.”
“I will visit you on the morrow. I promise. In fact, Sagira may wish to
meet your father to gain his support in the Council. She’s already
getting Jens and one of the king’s nephews to speak with her. I
imagine there are others, too.”
“General Jens Karllack?” Catrin’s eyebrow rose. She was
impressed that Rolf knew of the man.
“Yeah, they’re talking to him right now.” Rolf said, nodding over
toward the other camp.
“I simply must make his acquaintance some time.” Catrin declared,
but Rolf gave her an odd look of disapproval, so she swatted him
playfully. “It’s not like that. I love you and only you, dearest. It’s just
that he’s so dashing. He’s a hero of my people, but you are my
hero.”
“I see. Well, if that’s all it is, perhaps a meeting can be arranged.
Maybe your sister could even attend.” Rolf suggested.
Catrin laughed. “That’s scandalous, Rolf! I can’t imagine a general
taking a liking to my sister. Still, she is a tough woman. Perhaps a
tough man like the General could love her.”
Rolf didn’t really think of Jens as a tough guy, even if he was a
leader, but it would be amusing to see what happened when the pair
met. Besides, it would likely earn him favor in Catrin’s father’s eyes.
As he understood, the man’s eldest daughter was proving impossible
to marry off, and introducing influential young men to Ronda could
only improve Mr. Fabbro’s impression of him. “I’ll see what I can do.
Remember, despite what time we may share here, we are short on
time. We may be leaving within the Wayke.”
“Within the Wayke!” Catrin cried miserably. “When would you
return?”
“It could be Munths or longer. It will be very dangerous, and it’s very
far.” He didn’t need to explain that he might not return at all.
Catrin stared at him long and hard, and then threw herself at him in
another hug. With her lips pressing against his neck and his ear as
he held her fully off the ground, she whispered to him. “We shall
have to marry before you leave then, Rolfy. I could not stand to have
you die unmarried.”
Rolf blinked in surprise. “What?”
She pulled away to look at him with her innocent and earnest eyes.
“Marry me, Rolf. Then, before you leave, perhaps we can make a
baby. If something were to happen to you, Cainel and all the other
Gods forbid, I could not stand to lose you completely. If I was
carrying your child, I would know that part of you would always be
with me, even if you fell in battle.”
In the face of such a gaze, he could not say no. Catrin was not
perfect. She wasn’t Anthea either, but he did not even consider

97

PERENNIALS
Anthea in that moment. “Alright. I accept. I will marry you, Catrin
Fabbro.” He agreed, finding himself amazed to hear his own words.
Catrin burst into tears of joy and squeezed him so tight he could do
nothing but breathe her floral perfume. “I love you.” She whispered
again and again.
She was still mouthing the words at him as she left with Ronda, at
least until she almost tripped and Ronda had to tell her to watch
where she was walking. All Rolf could do was stare in amazement.

When Catrin was gone, Rolf found himself alone for a brief time.
Sagira and Makan were still talking to Jens and planning their
moves, and he wasn’t needed for that. Politics were not his forte. So,
it was Fadri who found him sitting alone at the commander’s cook
fire.
“You look lost in thought, yet happy as a bear in honey.” Fadri
commented, sitting down nest to Rolf.
“I’m delirious. I’m about to get married. You may not have met her,
but she visited me here just a bit ago.”
“Congratulations.” Fadri said, but from the look on his face, Rolf
knew that the man already knew. “The men around camp are already
talking about how full your wife’s hips are, how she will give you
many children.” Fadri explained, grinning.
“She wants to make one with me before we go off to war, in case I
don’t return.” Rolf said, smiling at the prospect of a child and a night
with Catrin. She was soft and womanly, and he wanted for nothing
more.
“A sweeter offer will never be offered. Yet, you would leave her
alone and without a husband to raise your get. Would she be able to
support a child?”
“Her family is rich. They can care for any grandson of mine if they
must. I would not be the first soldier to die and leave a wife in such a
state. I will do my best to come back to her though, so that I might
raise the child with her.”
Fadri nodded. “My uncle died when my cousins were young. My
father raised them as if they were his own. I have several halfbrothers and half-sisters that way. Still, it would have been better if
my uncle had lived, so I will help you get back here, Rolf, back to
your pretty wife.”
Rolf smiled at the Rumani man and clasped arms with him. “Thank
you, Fadri. I will see that you come back too, if I can.”
“If I do, you must find me a woman like yours.”
Rolf laughed, wondering what Fadri would make of Ronda and
imagining the pairing. “I will do that. Just be sure to see that I return.”
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CHAPTER 172
The hardest decisions must be made by the sternest of individuals.
Soft men and women have no place is difficult times, unless it is
serving those who are making the decisions. Let none with a weak
constitution send you to battle, lest you find their will wanes when the
battle is at its worst…
- Excerpt from Tiombe’s ‘Tactics and Lessons of War’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 25 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Bedros looked at the herd that surrounded him. One-Ear’s herd had
not stopped watching him since his arrival. He knew how odd he
must look to them, odder even than he had been when he had
grazed with White-Hoof’s herd on the Amber Plains. Then, he had
not had so many horns. He hadn’t been covered with scales and
hardened skin that had replaced most of his fur, either. None of the
others of his kind had fangs, poison glands, secondary eyelids, or
predatory eyes that saw well in the dark. He was unique, and that
was loneliness – to be so different.
One-Ear was nearby, and he was not pleased. Red-Tail was not far
off, but he was still resting from his wounds. Wandering-Eyes was in
a deep sleep, being restored by the efforts of the shamans on both
sides of the Broken Crown. His wounds had been most serious other
than the wounds Coat-of-Dust had taken, which had proven to be
lethal. There was no help for the dead, but while there was life,
strength could be lent to heal.
Coat-of-Dust had been left in a place of honor, where the elements
would take his flesh and his bones would turn to dust and return to
the earth from whence he came. The Ox-Men people were the land’s
children, and they returned to the earth when their lives were at an
end. There was no House of Endless Rooms for them, only the cool
embrace of the damp earth, where their bodies could help renew the
world and their spirits could rest or go to join the essence of the
world.
One-Ear snorted in distress. Around them, the nervous stamping
and shuffling of the herd echoed his mood. The shamans ringed
Bedros, Red-Tail, Wandering-Eyes, and One-Ear, keeping the
simpler, breeding members of the herd away from their important
guests and the herd’s chief.
“What is it you wish to say?” Bedros asked, glaring at One-Ear. His
uneasiness was catching, and Bedros felt his own mood sour.
The lead shaman grunted and shook his thick head. His hair had
grown grayer since the last time they had met, long ago, after
Anthea, Makan, Rolf, and he had fled from Maethlin. Sagira had
joined them in Miniya, just before they’d come here. Bedros had run
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with the herd then, and he had found much respect for the elderly
shaman. He had been very young, and unfamiliar with his own kind.
How wise One-Ear had seemed with the carved horns that marked
him as a dignified member of Ox-Man society. He still had the
carvings in his horns. If anything, they were even more detailed now.
Leaves were braided into the shaman’s chin hair and the hair around
his throat, too. He was one of the two greatest Ox-Men in the herds
of the Broken Crown, the other being White-Hoof. Bedros himself
might figure into that number as the third greatest member of the
herds, if he still considered himself to be a full Ox-Man, which he did
not.
One-Ear opened his mind to connect to the shamans around them,
forming a link that leaped across the Inner Seas to include WhiteHoof and his coterie of shamans as well. Their minds became a
collective intelligence, retaining individuality while becoming a single
entity with a greater view of the scope of the world.
“You brought this betrayal upon us, and it has cost us all greatly.”
One-Ear declared, his voice in Bedros’ mind. Echoes of this
sentiment rose up from the other shamans.
“I know what I have done. If I have erred, it was in trusting and
hoping too much. Now I have truly seen how far the Gods will go to
stop us.” Bedros replied in kind, using his mind to communicate with
the others.
White-Hoof grunted, and Bedros heard the grunt, though the other
elder shaman was thousands of Kilomes away. “The Gods are our
ancient enemies, at least when they remember that we can Sing the
World Alive. Of course they will try to stop us.” It was as if this was
an obvious thing that Bedros should have seen. Perhaps it was.
“We are not going to Sing the World Alive as before. I have
explained this. We are going to wake the spirit of the world, and bring
it to consciousness so that it can defend itself.” Bedros insisted.
“I think your plans have already gone enough awry.” One-Ear said
critically, clicking his tongue and pounding his chest. “We should
return to the plans that White-Hoof and I have devised.”
Bedros shook his head and hissed in a feral manner at the shaman.
One-Ear’s eyes widened, rolling in their sockets, and showed their
whites. “Our course of action now is the only one that is still open for
us. Your path leads to failure and the demise of the other peoples of
the Broken Crown. Gods’ children or not, I will not commit to such a
path.”
“You must listen to the wisdom of your elders. We, the shamans,
know what it is we speak of.” White-Hoof advised Bedros. “For
Yarres uncounted, we have shared wisdom. We know more than you
could ever hope to. Submit to the wisdom we have accumulated.”
“And what has that wisdom done for you? Our people are still
designated to two small areas in this world. Others think us
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backward and unintelligent. They do not respect our rights or our
lands as they should.” Bedros replied spitefully. “The Gods’ peoples
spread far and wide and create things of great wonder, and yet we
sit back and watch, unchanged from how we originally were. We are
becoming lost in a world that changes, antiques of a time when
things were simpler.”
“We are what we were born to be, nothing more and nothing less.
How can you suggest that we change from what we are and what we
were meant to be?” One-Ear asked.
Bedros had an answer ready for the others, but he knew they would
not like it. “I suggest we evolve and become greater beings to better
serve the world. As I have done, each of you might also do.”
“No, that is not our path. It is yours, for you are unique. There can
only be one Sum of All Lands.” White-Hoof told him, telling him what
he already knew.
“You do not have to be as I am, but there may be much you could
learn from what I have done. I have lived among men, I have set foot
upon nearly all the wild places of this world, and I have become
greater for it. We should not remain imprisoned in our two small
plains when the world is so wide. We are a people with voices,
language, and culture. Why should we not experience anything we
wish?”
“You encourage disorder and divisiveness. Your mind is not that of
a full Ox-Man any longer. We are a herd, and we cannot change.”
One-Ear replied, expecting this to be enough of an answer.
White-Hoof felt similarly, but expounded upon One-Ear’s response.
“We cannot dissolve the ties that are in our nature and wander as
you have. Your upbringing in Cenalium is what caused you to lack
these ties to one another that we crave. We are a herd, not
individuals.”
Bedros had to wait before he could answer, for dozens of shamans
suddenly clamored and tried to be heard. They all supported and
understood their elders, and could not accept the vision of their
future that Bedros suggested. It was Wandering-Eyes that broke
apart the cries of his fellows so that he could speak. He was injured
in body, but not in mind, so he was there with them. He had sat back
and listened, but now he could not hold his tongue.
“I have been a doubter since the beginning. It was my place to be,
and I believe that I was chosen because I was a skeptic.”
Wandering-Eyes began. “In the times I have spent with Bedros, he
has done things that have confounded and confused me. When I
struggled to fit what he did into my conventional ideas of what are
people were, I failed. I was critical and doubtful, until the Gods
betrayed us, and then it became clear to me. They put on skins
much like ours and preyed upon Bedros’ good will and wishful
thinking. The Gods of man feared him enough to send two of their
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kind after him, hoping to kill him before he did what he plans. This, in
itself, tells me that he must be on the right path, even if I do not fully
understand it.”
Bedros stomped his feet and pranced about happily. Had
Wandering-Eyes not been resting on the ground, he’d have hugged
the Ox-Man in a very human embrace. “Do you see? If one who
doubted me from the beginning can come to understand such as this
brave companion of mine has, why can you not?”
“He is delirious with pain.” A random shaman said, trying to explain
the opinions of one who varied from the norm.
“He is not delirious!” Bedros shouted, both in mind and in voice.
When the other shamans were listening once more, he explained his
feelings. “Rather, he has broken free from the group blindness you
all embrace. You limit your senses and your ideas to a narrow vision
of the future that our ancestors held and we still try to carry out. Only,
our ancestors are dead for many generations, and their vision of the
future could not have included all that occurs now. They did not know
of the dangers and trials we face now, so we must renew and review
our ideas, and make them anew.”
“We carry on our traditions faithfully. There is no wrong in that.”
One-Ear replied.
Bedros agreed with this, at least in part. “Faithfulness is never
wrong, but blindly following traditions that are no longer fitting to the
circumstances is wrong.”
“What can you do then?” White-Hoof demanded. “Can you wake
the world as you have suggested?”
Bedros went silent and reached deep down into his being, where he
knew a small piece of what made the world live was hidden. There
was a seed of life that had been growing in him, one fueled by the
spirit of all the lands he had traversed. The hardness of mountains
and stone, the harshness of the ice, the wildness of the jungles, the
depths of the seas, the dry beauty of the deserts, the humid lushness
of the swamps, and the glorious waves of life that grew upon the
plains. All of these things had contributed to making him who he was,
and he had a nearly complete vision of the world within him now. He
only had one more place to go to so that he could complete the seed
of the world. Then it would blossom and grow, much like Anthea’s
carefully tended flowers did.
The world trembled then as he reached out to touch the seed of
being within himself. It trembled not in the sense of an earthquake,
but in a spiritual sense. The Ox-Men, attached as they were to the
world in heart and mind, felt the tremble of wakefulness run through
the world like a shiver. They felt the almost-consciousness of the
thing they had always served, their maker and father and master all
in one. It was a breathtaking thing to feel, and each of them felt envy
that Bedros was always so near to this thing they felt. How blissful it
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must be to always feel the touch of the world. There could be no
doubt that he was coming close to being the Sum of All Lands.
“Do you feel it? Do you see what we can do?”
“At what cost though? How much will we lose to accomplish what
you suggest?” One-Ear lamented. He felt a deep ache within his core
that told him that such a thing would cost them dearly.
“Many of us will not live. I do not expect to live myself.” Bedros
admitted sadly. “You have all given much to me, this second chance
at life, and I will gladly surrender it to save my people. You may look
upon me with your eyes and with your minds and see a strange
creature, but I am still Ox-Man. I am the future of what we will
become after the world is free from its slumber.”
“What must be done?” White-Hoof asked.
“The Gods must be dealt with. We must make them flesh, even as
the one who walks to world now is. Made flesh, they will no longer be
able to feed off the worship of their children, the men of the world.
Then, the Lost Ones must be vanquished before they poison the
world any more. Once, we sent them away and confused them, but
now we must destroy them completely, and I think this cannot be
done without the girl Anthea. We must not do things by half, and if it
takes allies to accomplish what we must, then so be it. Finally, we
will bring the world to life. Alive and wakeful, it will be our guide.
Perhaps, it will even free us from our duties, so that we might simply
live and prosper.”
It took some time for the shamans to digest all of what Bedros
suggested. It was ambitious beyond belief in that it would forever
free the Ox-Men from the concerns they had now. Never before had
such a far-reaching conclusion been suggested. To do even half of
what Bedros desired to accomplish would change life dramatically, to
do it all would be to rewrite the way of things.
One-Ear spoke “What of the herds? Many shamans will die giving
their spirits to do what you suggest. Even the oldest and strongest of
our kind will not likely survive this task. The herds will be without
leadership.”
“The shamans will be used as fuel for what we do. I know not how
many will survive.” Bedros knew that this next part would be the
hardest part to convince the shamans to do. Defeating the Gods and
destroying the Lost Ones were things they had to do. Likewise, they
needed to wake the world, because his kind was dwindling and could
no longer hope to do the tasks the world required of them. His idea
for his people after this was all over was optional, but he felt it to be a
necessity if his people were to survive. “Those shamans that do
survive should go to make their own herds, spreading throughout the
lands. They can maintain contact even from afar, but my travels have
shown how well we can adapt. We should become a diverse people
of something more than just legend to the other peoples. Let us
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interact with the other folks of these wide lands, show them our
intelligence, and work with them. We can profit from them. They
have much to share with us.”
“You would break the two great herds?” A shaman asked. There
was much dismay caused by this idea.
“They will already be broken. I will not survive, and neither will the
two great shamans. Of all involved, the three of us will be most
harshly tested, and I know we shall not survive the ordeal. Many of
the rest of you will also die. Only the youngest or the strongest are
likely to survive. There will be disagreements and challenges in
leadership that will only weaken our ranks further. The survivors
must take small herds with them and reestablish themselves in all
corners of this world. Let not our people dwindle further in just these
two small homes. Spread wide and be fruitful in all that you do.”
“Can we do this?” One-Ear wondered, imagining the future Bedros
suggested. It was different from anything he’d previously imagined,
but there was a beauty to it.
“We can.” White-Hoof said. “It is time for our people to become
more, as Bedros says.”
“Then heed me now and heal my two companions. I have need of
them in Cenalium. I must run across the Inner Seas once more.
Then, I will bond with the forests and climb the mountain to reach my
home, where all this began. There, the end will be made, and a new
beginning for our kind.”
“You would take no more than the two of us with you?” Red-Tail
asked.
Bedros shook his head. “Two must be enough. You two have seen
me through all of my trials, and I would not ask others to join only for
this last leg of the journey. If two cannot do it, a thousand could not.”
A feeling of great pride rose in the hearts and bellies of both RedTail and Wandering-Eyes. They had been chosen twice now, and the
loyalty Bedros showed them was moving.
“He has need of his companions. We must heal!” One-Ear
commanded, turning his focus to the two wounded at Bedros’ side.
“Lend your strength to Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes. They have
run far, but they must run farther yet before their road comes to an
end!” White-Hoof cried.
Bedros smiled down upon his companions and basked in the
cooperation he had inspired. He felt the healing energies of his
people go into his two remaining companions and saw their wounds
heal, their flesh knit, and their bodies renew. When they were done,
the exhausted collective broke apart, first the elders and the tired,
and finally the younger ones, until they were all alone once more.
The three Ox-Men set out heading north that night, moving straight
toward Maethlin.
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CHAPTER 173
There is strength in numbers that can embolden the faintest of
hearts. Brave alone you may be, but braver still you shall be with a
fleet beside you. The depth and breadth of the seas hold many
things to fear, but none that cannot be conquered with an able crew
and the fair will of the Gods. Our father, Fallu is with us always when
we tread upon his waters…
- Excerpt from Pekelo’s ‘The Wisdom of the Whales’
th

 Sayvensdee, the 27 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Sagira had hoped that Makan would be with her in this, but he was
busy organizing some of the Muerans who had begun to arrive.
Instead of her husband, she had with her the King’s nephew, Reid,
and the Bold Company’s general, Jens Karllack. They were two very
solid and rather important young men, and they were men who might
one Dee help rule all of Aynglica. Despite this, she’d have swapped
them for Makan in an instant if they could afford her access to Lord
Walter Tremaine, the elderly statesman who was the weathervane
for the Council of Great Lords. If the three of them could convince
him to go to war, the rest of the Council would likely follow.
It had taken a bit of doing, but Jens and Reid were very motivated
individuals, a benefit of being foolhardy youths. Apparently, they’d
found out who her mystery statesman was and they’d located his
home, only to be turned away at the door. They’d not taken no for an
answer when it came to getting her a meeting with the aging
gentleman, even to the point of forcing their way past the doormen
and interrupting Lord Tremaine’s morning repast. He’d been so
impressed with the gumption that the duo had displayed that he’d
granted a private interview for them and the ringleader he’d seen
behind them: Sagira.
Sagira dressed in her best, but went easy on the jewels and other
things that spoke of wealth. She wore a modest silken dress that
Makan said made her look imposingly beautiful, but no other
trappings of wealth. Lord Tremaine was one of the wealthiest men in
Aynglica, so such things would only look poor and leave Lord
Tremaine unimpressed, so she didn’t even bother.
Reid had adapted the fashions of the men he led, and wore a
uniform of the King’s private guard. His uncle, King Nicholas VI, had
only given him a field commission, but the guard held to him as if
he’d earned it. They’d all heard tell of his heroics the night of the
attack, and some had even witnessed parts of what he had done, so
they were proud to call him one of their own. As for Jens, he was
always dressed finely, with a clean uniform with all the trappings of
his position and perfect posture.
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Upon arriving at Lord Tremaine’s mansion, the three of them
climbed out of a carriage – the men first with each taking one of
Sagira’s hands as she stepped down. She cast a look around,
noticing how richly the landscaping was done around Lord
Tremaine’s mansion. It was simple and serene, and that spoke of
wealth. The paper birches were tasteful, the graveled turnabout was
carefully tended without so much as a single stone lying in the
grasses that bordered it, and the two paths up to the house were
lined with neatly trimmed hedges.
A household servant in a dark suit and a head full of silver hair,
though he appeared to be in his middle Yarres, escorted the three up
to the house. He chatted animatedly at them as he walked, not
noticing that they were all too absorbed in thought to respond to his
niceties about the weather, the grounds, the fruits ripening in the
gardens out back, or the niceness of having guests for his old
master. The servant continued to talk even after he’d let them in
through one of the two front doors, and continued to do so as they
walked down the painted halls of Lord Tremaine’s house. They
walked past several small alcoves filled with various pieces of very
amateurish art, the works of the Lord’s grandsons and nephews the
servant informed them. As they continued to walk through the halls,
passing chandeliers worth more than small villages, strange artifacts
of value apparently only to their owner, and a number of side rooms
filled with furniture that demarked them as rooms of various
functions, they began to hear music.
The music was not good music, but rather the music of a new
student who sounded as if he were truly struggling with a stringed
instrument. In fact, it was more noise that music, punctuated by
occasionally true notes that seemed out of place in the presence of
mostly off-notes. The house servant hummed along and smiled as if
it were a great symphony he was hearing instead of a raucous noise,
but Reid and Jens exchanged glances with Sagira, who shrugged,
fully expecting to find one of the Lord’s numerous offspring at
lessons.
When they were permitted into a room to find the elderly Lord
struggling with a viola and a young maestro in tights and a tunic with
ballooned shoulders instructing him with as much encouragement as
he could muster, Sagira couldn’t help but grin. The maestro had
been fiercely instructing and ordering his pupil until he’d gone red in
the face, but Lord Tremaine just smiled and swung the bow back and
forth across his instrument’s strings, illustrating just how tone deaf he
was. He was having a merry old time of it, and several of his
grandsons, or perhaps great grandsons were watching him go about
it. Most of these grandsons were laughing at the maestro, but a
couple of them seemed to be laughing at their family’s patriarch
instead.
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The maestro shot the four of them, the three guests and the house
servant, a dirty look when they entered, as if they had dared to
intrude on something private that they should not see. He cleared his
throat and tapped his conductor’s wand on a music stand to call the
lesson to a halt. Lord Tremaine smiled cheerfully at his instructor,
despite the dark look on the man’s face. He was apparently too old
to care what the instructor thought.
“Milord, I must apologize for interrupting your lessons, but you’ve
got guests waiting to see you?” The servant called over
questioningly, cupping his hands so that his voice carried well across
the room, which was quite large, perhaps a ballroom from the looks
of it.
“Oh yes, quite so. If we’ve concluded our lessons for the Dee,
Maestro Lirit?” The Lord inquired of his instructor, who nodded
emphatically that it was.
Since the lesson had been declared to be at an end, Lord Tremaine
levered himself up off a bench he’d been sitting on. He was about
eighty Yarres of age, and he moved like it. He shuffled over to where
his three guests stood beside his servant, still carrying his viola and
the bow that went with it. He smiled warmly at the four of them, and
dismissed the servant with a wave of his viola bow.
“How was my music?” Lord Tremaine asked, leaning toward them
and speaking softly, as the maestro was still in the room, even if he
was packing his papers up several Mayters away from them.
“It was horrid.” Sagira announced truthfully, cutting through the
stammers and the murmurs of it being just fine uttered by the two
young men beside her. She suspected that the question was a test,
and answered honestly.
Lord Tremaine continued to smile, a gesture he was prone to, if the
wrinkles on his face were any accurate indication. He also had frown
lines upon his brow, but they were smooth now. “Well, I must first
say in my defense, that I never stop trying to learn knew things, even
if I am not always the best student. Then, in reference to your
answer, I must also say that honesty is something I can truly
appreciate, even if it comes out a bit rude in this case.”
“The truth is important, in these times more than most.” Sagira
replied evenly.
The aging Lord nodded in assent. He moved to a shelf along the
wall near the entry, where other instruments were carefully stored.
Professional musicians on retainer, who would come for any events
that required music, would play them along with the piano that sat in
dominance over one corner of the large room. It was not unheard of
for rich families to keep musicians, artists, and even architects or
planners on retainer.
With his hands free, the Lord walked over and shook hands with the
three of them, even Sagira, who he greeted as he would a man. He
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did not insult her by kissing her hand and treating her like an
adornment, but rather he looked to her as an equal of sorts. Then, he
waited until the maestro had retreated, promising that he would be
back nextdee for another lesson. Lord Tremaine waved to the man
and asked that he close the door behind him, which he did, perhaps
a bit loudly.
“Now,” Lord Tremaine remarked, suddenly turning to business, “we
have much to speak of.” His eyes sharpened on the three. “First, I
must both scold and congratulate your two young male companions.
It seems they are quite direct and forceful, if a bit unmannered, when
it comes to getting a meeting with me on your behalf.”
“My good Lord Tremaine, I must offer my sincerest apologies. Were
circumstances not so dire, I would not have presumed to call upon
you as we did.” Jens offered, bowing from the waist.
“Yes, yes, enough of that.” Lord Tremaine replied, halting Reid as
he opened his mouth to utter what was likely to be a similar
declaration. “We all know why you did what you did. Truthfully, it was
unnecessary. I’d have spoken to Sagira or either of you had you
simply asked. As it is, I am a rich man, and many young nobles seek
to ingratiate themselves into my good graces by marrying one of my
granddaughters, nieces, goddaughters, or by making a match with
their daughters and one of the many males in my family. Because of
this, I have had to shoo off most people that come knocking on my
doors. I have little time to waste on those things, as I prepare to
make matches for my offspring on my own, rather than let some
bumbling fool make a mess of my family by doing what he thinks is
right for me.”
They all watched the elderly man take a moment to catch his
breath. His face was red and his eyes were wide. He’d scarcely
breathed while releasing that tirade, and they did not want him to
collapse, as he looked on the verge of doing before he caught his
breath to continue. “As I was saying, you three would have been
welcome any time. I welcome serious conversations of politics and
commerce over wedding news any Dee, though I take those matters
seriously as well. Therefore, I am glad you called upon me, though I
wish you had done it sooner.”
“I must take the fault there. I need to humbly admit that we were not
sure who you were, or at least I was not.” Sagira admitted. “Only with
the help of my two friends here was I able to figure out who you
were, though I had discerned immediately that you were a man of
importance in the Council. That is why I must now be direct with you,
and ask that you throw in your support for our cause.”
Lord Tremaine raised a silver eyebrow and smiled. “I can see that
you are a strong woman, and were you not married to that
dangerous-looking Mueran man, I would surely seek your match for
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one of my sons or grandsons. You would make me an excellent line
of great-grandsons I think.”
Sagira actually blushed, so quickly had the wily old man changed
the topic to one she had not expected. “Be that as it may,” she
stammered, “I would still respectfully request that you aid us in
moving the Council to declare war on the enemy.”
Lord Tremaine clasped his hands together behind his back, and
turned to look out the leaded windows that filled one wall of the large
room. The morning sun flooded in through them while allowing a
good view of the wide gardens behind the mansion. Several workers
wearing white bonnets and aprons worked their way through the
crops, likely gathering vegetables for the afternoon meal. Lord
Tremaine watched these labors for some time, not saying a word.
Reid looked at Jens, who shrugged. He was a military man, not a
man to speak to an elder and ask something of him. Sagira frowned,
and moved to the elderly lord’s side.
“You worry about your children and their children.” Sagira said at
last.
“It is a common pastime of the elderly to worry excessively about
their progeny.”
“Then you know that more harm will come to them if we wait than if
we do not.”
“I have a cousin with eight children in Pandrine and a brother with
several boys who lives in Boyne. I have two sons in Fairport with five
of my grandchildren. One of my daughters lives in Alacazzare with
her husband. She is fine, but her husband was injured in the attack.
My granddaughters are frightened senseless. An almost-daughter of
mine, the daughter of a dear friend that died several Yarres ago and
entrusted her care to me, lives in Trents. I have several more
children and grandchildren. Some live in Pashia, Caeomn, Burfas,
and near Four Bridges… I have family in every corner of our great
land, and I worry about them all.”
“If we go to war, you may lose someone you care about.” Sagira
pointed out. “Yet, if we do not, you may lose them all.”
Lord Tremaine looked at her and smiled ruefully. “This I know well. I
could not bear it, either. I am a man trapped between an evil and a
more evil outcome. Both are foul and terrible, and even with my
wealth, I cannot avoid these ends.”
“Know that I ask nothing of you that I do not ask of myself, my
husband, or my friends here.”
“Then you are braver than I, for I would house my entire extended
family at this house here and shield them from harm if I knew it
would work.”
“There is a saying about putting all your eggs in one basket...”
Sagira replied.
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“Oh, I know that I would risk losing all by doing so, but the irrational
old man, the great father figure within me, demands I do this. Only
my good senses restrain me from actually doing so.”
Jens stepped forward then, to make an offer. “Sir, I would gladly
take any soldier child or grandchild of yours into my care, and see to
it personally that they have the best chance at surviving the battles to
come. I would do this with great honor.”
Lord Tremaine shook his head. “No, I see in you the burning need
for making your name into one of great honor, general Karllack, just
as I see the need for vengeance in young Reid’s eyes. I know of your
loss, Reid. Your cousin was known to me. He was a fine young man,
and our country is diminished without him.”
The King’s nephew grimaced. He did not like to be reminded of the
loss of his cousin, who had also been his best friend, not when the
wounds of that loss were still fresh. “I will demand satisfaction from
the enemy. I’ve faced a small part of their army, and I know that I will
not back down until I have avenged Jerod.”
“And I wish both you and young general Karllack luck in these
endeavors. I will not place my children beside either of you, though,
because it is men like you that die with great glory and honor. For my
family, I wish neither glory nor honor, merely survival and the chance
to create more offspring to carry on the family name.”
“War is a bloody affair.” Sagira remarked.
“Yes, it is. I was a cavalryman myself, and I wish none of those
horrors I saw upon my family. I was in the War of Sixteen Islands. I
remember Schevode, and Latham’s Strike. I saw the fall of King
Brant III. I know of the bloodiness of war, yet this conflict is rather
unlike what I saw. I know it will be far worse. There is much hatred
between my folk and the Kerathi, but our conflicts will look like
children’s squabbles compared to what will happen when this war
against the Aureans begins in earnest.”
“Some would say it is already going in earnest.” Sagira replied.
“The Kerathi are ruined. My people fall back beyond Banwha and
Serjan, if what I hear is correct. The west of Elegius is lost. Now,
Aynglica is coming under attack. Even the Aureans fight one
another. It will only get worse, but the war is definitely in full swing.”
“It is a weighty matter you ask me to decide upon. You know that if I
agree, I cannot expect to ever see the three of you in the same room
again. One or all of you may very well perish in the next few
Waykes.”
“We understand that, but these things must be done.”
“It is not a small matter to move the Council to war. I am not voice
enough alone. Whom else could you call upon to speak on your
behalf?” Lord Tremaine asked.
“We have three armies in port, soon to be four.” Reid blurted out
confidently. “The Muerans gather on behalf of Lady Sagira’s
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husband. I brought a part of the King’s personal guard, and General
Karllack has the Bold Company. You must have also heard that a
man named Nishan has brought a fierce lot of Rumani from Mediya
here; Nishan is a friend of Sagira’s.”
“Do not forget that the Queen is calling for volunteers from Lesser
Aynglica to come to our banner.” Sagira reminded Reid.
From his expression, it was clear that this did not impress Lord
Tremaine too much. His face twisted into a thoughtful pose. He wore
a lot of his expressions upon his aged skin. “All told, you have maybe
a few thousand soldiers. More than that died at Qinor and at many of
the engagements in the Kerathi Clan Isles. What else can you offer?
What nobles do you count among your allies?”
“My known friends among the nobles are Raul Cerenti, General
Karllack, the Earl of Chasseralle, the King’s nephew, and the King
and Queen themselves. Others may very well support me, but
whether or not they will offer any words on my behalf in these times,
I do not know.”
“This simply isn’t enough.” Lord Tremaine said with a worried sigh.
“What of other sources of support? Nobles sometimes listen to
others where their pocketbooks are concerned. I understand you
made quite an impact with the factors and merchants of Fairport.
Can you call upon any of them for support?”
“One of my close friends is set to marry a daughter of the Fabbro
family.” The idea of Rolf getting married brought a smile to Sagira’s
face. Catrin was a silly girl, but she would likely make the Kerathi boy
deliriously happy. She kept to business though, and seriously tried to
recall all of her acquaintances: “Milek Dobry of Alacazzare promised
to send his son with me when I marched to war. I know the
mercenary recruiter Blaise Helford. I also made an impression upon
Maddock Flint, Paulo Ebregeti, Elspeth Hathford, Inigo Pasteras, and
Mariska Fontaine, among others. Those are some of the names I
can recall off the top of my head, but there were many more I met.”
Lord Fontaine scratched at his balding head, which was covered
only by a thin combover of silver and white hair. “That will have to do.
Many of those families have contacts in this city, and I can persuade
them to apply pressure around the city. We have another session of
the Council tonight, and I will push for a vote, so we must act quickly
if we are to get the word out. I will have every courier and sneak in
the city spreading the word if that is what it takes.”
“If the vote goes through, when could we leave?” Sagira asked,
chewing on her lip thoughtfully.
“Are you so eager to be about this?” The Lord Fontaine smiled.
“Youth and eagerness do go hand in hand.” He sighed and thought
for a moment. “If I were to liquidate some of my assets, I could have
every mercenary in Outer Aynglica heading for Pandrine as soon as
they got notice. In fact, I predicted much of this would happen, so I
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already have a force waiting there, as much to protect my family and
interests there as to offer them up for the defense of our nation when
the time came.”
Sagira stared at the man in surprise. This was beyond and far
surpassing her greatest expectations. “How many men do you have
in Pandrine?”
“I should be able to more than double the force you have in town
right now. There are several thousand soldiers, and, more
importantly, a good deal of sailors waiting in Pandrine. It is an
important city, and the Aureans tend to strike right at the heart of
things. I figured they’d be useful there. I can’t very well spend money
if I’m dead or if I lose everything, so I went about acquiring an army.”
“If I survive, and I intend to, I must come back here and take
lessons from you in the ways of politics and finances.” Reid declared,
shaking his head. He knew that mercenaries weren’t cheap,
especially if one kept them standing by for Waykes or Munths.
“Lessons will cost you.” Lord Fontaine smiled brightly. “However, I
would be proud to have one of the King’s nephews as a pupil. If you
prove smart enough, I might even consider you for a match with one
of my granddaughters or grandnieces. A few lovely young ladies
come to mind, but, first, you have to survive this war.”
“Our forces and your army aside, how soon would the rest of the
army arrive to go to war?” Jens inquired, since Sagira’s question still
had not been answered in full.
“You are lucky that in times such as these, many nobles have seen
to it to violate the rules about how many bodyguards they have in
town at one time. Rather than kick them out of the city, they can be
made to work for us. There are several hundred extra men that can
be drafted immediately. Add to that the garrisons and standby
guards in the neighboring areas, and you have a few thousand more
soldiers. Boats can be found for them, many of them merchant ships
that we shall have to commandeer or buy outright with Council
moneys. More distant garrisons shall have to make their way west,
where we can pick them up later, after our force here has met up
with the army I have waiting in Pandrine.”
Lord Tremaine took a few breaths and held up a hand to show he
was not done, and then launched into more suggestions and plans.
“We should also offer mercenary rewards to the privateers that sail
between here and the Kerathi Clan Isles, preying on vessels in the
disputed waters. They haven’t much to steal from lately, and I’m sure
their bellies are about as empty as their coffers are. With full pardons
and hefty rewards for survivors, many may agree to join you.
Similarly, you should look to pick up any Kerathi survivors you find,
for they will surely be glad to join a force that offers them revenge
upon their enemies, even if that force is mostly made up of
Aynglicans, with some Rumani and Muerans.”

112

PERENNIALS
The three guests stared at the old man in awe. He’d just planned
out the next few Waykes of their whole campaign for them, all in the
space of several breaths.
“You can see to this?” Sagira asked hopefully. “All this you imagine
could happen then?”
“This will happen, you mean. On my family’s lives, I will see to it.
Aynglica must be upheld, and our families must be preserved.” Lord
Tremaine vowed.
From there on out, Sagira began taking orders instead of giving
them. She had seen that she was outclassed. This man knew how
Aynglica worked. He had contacts and friends. Most importantly, he
had money and influence, and he knew just how to use them.
After living so long, he had a great deal of foresight, and he’d used
that to ready himself and much of his country for war, even if many
others didn’t know that yet. By the end of the night, they would. After
the Council of Great Lords voted, the path of the country would be
clear. By the morning, some of the promised forces would be
supplying and readying for departure.
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CHAPTER 174
There is something about war that drives men and women to
desperate pairings, as if they hope to overcome the death by the
creation of new ties and new lives. It is in our nature to both create
and destroy. For everything there must be a balance, and I think that
loving marriages balance out a lot of evil in the world.
Unfortunately, marriages are expensive, and it’s hard to find
someone you can trust fully. Because of these reasons and more, I
never really got around to doing one until I was quite old. I guess I
just didn’t want to spend the money…
- Excerpt from Mortimer Tightfist’s ‘Circumstances Governing
Monetary Affairs’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 30 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
It had been a whirlwind couple of Dees for Rolf and his intended.
Following a quick uniform fitting, Rolf had been ushered over to meet
Catrin’s father. Catrin had already given the tailor his approximate
sizes, and the formal dress uniform was no less grand than that Jens
Karllack wore. He had felt out of place in such finery, but what should
and could have been a very difficult thing had proven no more
anxiety causing than meeting Makan for tea would have been.
Catrin’s father, Reese Fabbro, was a heavyset fellow with smiling
eyes that seemed to denote the price and value in everything they
swept across. Fortunately, for Rolf, he seemed to have seen
something of value in the young man, and the worried father had
relaxed immediately upon meeting his youngest daughter’s intended
husband. Catrin had not been surprised that her father had taken to
Rolf, but then she was his favorite daughter, and clearly could do
little wrong in his eyes. Moreover, with the difficulty Ronda and
Wendi were giving him in getting married, he seemed to find it quite
appealing to have at least one daughter who could pick her own
husband, and a suitable man at that. Reese was the head of the
Fabbro family and Rolf’s future father-in-law, but he was also the
father of three daughters, and it was this role he seemed most
focused on, despite his wealth.
After little more than a half of an Ouer of getting to know the young
Kerathi boy, his plans, his aspirations, his frank feelings for his
daughter, Reese had assented to the match. He had launched into
planning mode then, dispensing with great alacrity the Pennies and
Markes required for making his daughter’s wedding happen despite
having only a couple Dee’s time to prepare. Following his daughter’s
instructions and vision for a dream wedding, the dutiful father had
prepared a small place for the wedding, and invitations had gone out.
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So it was, that Rolf stood in the middle of a small chapel to
Holeitha. Rolf had expected a merchant to have a wedding for his
daughter at a chapel to Braccen, but he had not. Nor had he gone
the other way to honor the husband-to-be by finding a chapel
designated for the Gods the Kerathi worshipped. It would have been
possible to do, even in Aynglica. After all, soldiers and hunters in
Aynglica also worshiped the Gods of the war and the hunt, Cainel
and Comrain. In the end, Rolf figured that it was Catrin who had
made the choice. She had spoken of wanting a child with him, and
there was no better way to insure that than honor Holeitha with their
wedding ceremony.
Rolf let his eyes wander around the chapel. It was only six or eight
Mayters by about twelve Mayters. It was a single main chamber with
walls of stone that had been carefully grouted together. Expensivelooking wooden trim surrounded the door casings and the windows.
Two rows of four lanterns hung from the roof, each with fresh oil that
burned with mild hints of citrus and flowers. Soot made a habit of
gathering on the ceiling above the lamps, but it appeared as if the
soot was periodically scrubbed away and fresh paint was applied to
the ceiling to hide it. Short wooden pews with embroidered cushions
sat in rows to either side of the only aisle the chapel had, up which
everyone would enter or exit. It was modestly adorned, but it had
been built with care and exacting procedures, even if there was only
one room. There were also a few storage closets built in behind the
altar, but they could only be seen if someone stepped around the
massive statue of the Matron that dominated the front of the
chamber, a statue set upon a broad mahogany altar.
The statue was of the Goddess of Mothers, Babes, and Childbirth.
True to her name and role, Holeitha was holding a pair of babes, one
at each of her large teats, and her face had a maternal glow that
matched her plump but motherly figure. The details were quite
lifelike, and more than once Rolf had to convince himself that the
actual Goddess was not smiling down on him with those big, round
eyes that were set above her rosy cheeks. Truthfully, she seemed
like a wet nurse to Rolf, and it was strange to see her gently
presiding over his wedding instead of having men fight him so that
he could prove himself worthy of the woman he was taking, as was
the custom in Kerathi lands.
“Are you nervous?” Makan asked, whispering low enough that the
guests sitting down on the pews toward the entrance of the dressed
stone room could not hear.
Rolf looked over at the men standing beside him. Beside Rolf,
Nishan stood with Makan, and Jens and Fadri stood next to them.
They were all in their finest or their ‘borrowed finest,’ though Fadri
looked a bit out of place scrubbed up and in decent clothes. Clothing
and costume aside, it made him proud to have these four standing
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beside him. After all, they were his companions, but it would not be
the same as having them stand beside him in a Kerathi wedding.
Were it a Kerathi wedding, he would not have to spend them
carefully to help him get past a gauntlet of ten men. In such a
ceremony, he would use them to stand in for him in battles where he
was too outmatched or when he was catching his breath. Usually, a
Kerathi bride picked her ten defenders carefully, for while she
wanted her husband to fight to have her, she did not want to pick too
many uncles, brothers, or cousins who did not agree with the match,
or the defenders her mate-to-be brought to aid him might not be
enough to get her mate through the gauntlet. Some Kerathi wedding
parties ended in failure or tragedy, but Rolf had already run the
gauntlet here, having only had to face Reese. It was an easier, less
savage system, and Rolf didn’t argue about not having to break a
few noses to get married, because it made for less hard feelings and
a bit less blood on his wedding Dee.
Rolf had studied his companions’ faces, and now he shrugged and
smiled. As he looked at the faces of those standing with him, he
decided they’d work for an Aynglican wedding or a Kerathi wedding.
Upon reaching this decision, he answered Makan. “I am marrying a
beautiful girl who cares strongly for me. If that is not good enough for
me, I suppose I don’t have to come back from this campaign we are
about to go on.”
Makan grinned at Rolf’s response and patted the younger man on
the shoulder. “When we are through, I will have to do something like
this for Sagira.”
Rolf’s eyes flicked over toward Sagira, who stood on the right side
at the front with Catrin’s sister Ronda and a pair of girls in fluffy skirts
that Rolf had never met before. They were not as tight-lipped and
prudish as Ronda, and they were not as pretty and animated as
Catrin, but they bore a family resemblance to the Fabbro family,
marking them cousins or something of that sort.
Sagira had not heard Makan’s comment, because she was chatting
in quiet whispers of her own to Catrin’s older sister; the two women
got along famously, both being sorts of tough girls with too much will
for their own good. That was not the only way in which they were
similar, either. Sagira’s long silhouetted, orange dress and silken
gloves shared more in common with Ronda’s sensible style of dress
than they did to the frilly gown the two cousins wore. The pair looked
far womanlier than their girlish companions did, despite being close
in age.
Sagira caught Rolf’s eyes and smiled warmly. Ronda, standing
beside Sagira, also caught the look and did likewise before the pair
returned to their whispers. The conspiracies of women were not
something that Rolf often understood, but this time he understood
quite clearly.
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“They’re talking about you.” Rolf remarked to Makan.
Makan chuckled. “Oh, I know, but not nearly so much as they speak
of you.”
“Women will talk, and men will endure it. It is the way of things.”
Nishan commented sagely, and none bothered to argue with him.
Rolf nodded and, upon hearing something, looked toward the
double wooden doors with stained glass that were the building’s only
entry. Unless, that is, one counted the five pairs of stained glass
windows that opposed each other on the east and west walls. They
were possible exits for frightened husbands-to-be if they were willing
to brave a little broken glass. Rolf had decided long ago that he
wasn’t going to go for an exit, even if his stomach quivered
uncertainly as he waited.
The sounds Rolf had heard were not the sounds of a door being
opened to permit Catrin on her father’s arm. He was not the only one
who had expected her to come in just then, though. Several heads
were turned toward the doors and the aisle that Catrin would march
up to reach her husband’s side. Rolf surveyed these guests once
more, noting that he knew very few of them.
On his side, Lord Tremaine and other noble allies Sagira had
secured sat at the forefront. There were several officers from the
Bold Company behind them. Reid sat with the Bold Company’s
officers, having no one else he felt like sitting beside. The whole
group was still riding the adrenaline that the successful vote
yesterdee and the impending war had sent throughout the city. It
meant a lot to the nobles, to the factors, and to the armies. Scarcely
more than a few Saycunds passed before each of them thought
about the war, which suddenly seemed a lot more real now that it
had been deemed a legal action.
A few Muerans had followed Makan to the ceremony; apparently
they had been very curious about an Aynglican wedding ceremony,
and Rolf’s side had been nearly empty, so they had been invited.
The row of red-skinned men sat smiling broadly with their arms
crossed in front of them, watching the event patiently, while their
strong-limbed women rubber-necked back and forth every time they
heard or saw something new.
And if his side was only half full, Catrin’s side was completely full;
some of her guests even had to stand or wait outside. Several young
nobles and lordlings populated the right side of the pews – these
were her friends and acquaintances – while her father’s friends,
merchants and men of commerce, occupied the left sides of her
pews. To arrange them with the nobles in the front and the
merchants in the back or vice versa would have been a slight to
whichever group was at the back. Therefore, they’d carefully placed
their guests by age and interests, so that no pew would be the site of
an argument. Women of all ages found common grounds discussing
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the wedding and the wedding party, even if the men of different ages
and backgrounds spoke little to each other and sat in civil silence
when not talking to the friends they were familiar with. Some of the
women in the audience, middle-aged wives of merchants mostly,
were already dabbing at their eyes with handkerchiefs their dutiful
husbands had supplied them with. Others were waiting with a wad of
cloth in their hand, lest they be caught unawares when the expected
tears suddenly arrived.
The doors cracked open finally, letting in the morning’s brightness.
It was still morning, if just barely, since fifth Ouer was nearly at a
close. When everyone’s eyes adjusted to the light, they caught sight
of Catrin. With the sun wrapping its warm glow around her figure,
she glistened like something divine. She stepped in slowly, savoring
the moment. She was wearing a white corseted dress with green and
silver details along the front and side panels. Using those same two
colors as accents, floral patterns had been embroidered into the
skirts and around the brow of the veil she wore. The skirts were cut
higher in the front than in the back, exposing a playful amount of her
stocking-clad legs. To the sides, the skirts were bunched high, with
ribbons festooned around her. Where lace and material had been
piled high around her rump, the train began, dragging the ground for
several Mayters behind her. The corset had pressed her ample form
up as if on display, for the dress was cut quite low. Even beneath the
veil, Rolf could see that a lot of powder and rouge had been applied
to Catrin’s face and that her hair had been piled atop of her head,
other than the selected curls which had calculatingly been allowed to
escape to frame her face.
With the entire costume, Catrin resembled something like an exotic
bird, with plumage displayed to attract a mate, or attract Rolf at least.
The crowd whispered and the women began fanning themselves.
Several of the younger men, and a few of the older ones, looked
covetously upon her, and cast envious glances toward Rolf. She was
breathtaking and unique, strange but alluring, and she was nothing
like what he had expected.
Oh, the tailors and other men had joked with him and teased him as
he’d been fitted in his wedding attire, telling him about the decorative
processes Aynglican women went through before a wedding. They
had whispered hints of what he might expect, but he had not known
it would be to this extent. Kerathi women just took a bath in floralscented waters, shaved their legs and bodies bare, braided their
hair, prayed for strong warrior sons, and wore their best. This level of
pageantry was unheard of on the Clan Isles, even in the larger cities,
where weddings were quite extravagant, in a Kerathi way at least.
Beside Catrin, dwarfed by the size of the gown his daughter wore,
Reese Fabbro was also in his finest. He wore a dark suit with a vest
that had gold and silver chains stretched across his broad chest. His
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hat had a scarlet feather in it and served to cover his thinning hair.
His mustaches were freshly waxed and curled at the tips in almost
complete circles. He carried a scroll with a purse. These were Rolf’s,
the dowry he had assembled for his youngest daughter. It would not
match what a man would receive for the first-born daughter, Ronda,
or even what someone would get for marrying second-born Wendi,
but it would be substantial.
Rolf had never had any money, land, or property to call his own
anyway. He had but his rifles, a sword, and the clothes on his back.
He knew it was customary to get a dowry, but a part of him was
saddened, because there would be no land given to him by his
Hersker, land which he would work or hunt upon while he lived in his
Familienheime, his Kerathi dwelling. Instead, he would have what
Reese gave him, and he would be a rich man in his own rights. For
that, he was very thankful. He could not ask for more than what
Reese would offer him, and he would take it with great honor.
Rolf waited as the whispers died down and a player sitting at a
harpsichord began an Aynglican traditional wedding march.
Harpsichord music usually sounded terrible to Rolf, who had grown
up on Kerathi dirges and battle songs, but todee it sounded
wonderful. His heart lifted with each step that Catrin took, and with
each step, she did not look at anyone in the crowd. Rather, she kept
her eyes on him. The only time she looked away was when her
father made a small noise, something of a choking noise as he, too,
was caught up in the moment and almost broke out in a joyous sob.
Rolf tried not to be critical of his father-in-law, but such an
emotional outburst was just not common with Kerathi men. When it
was, it was mostly when the father giving away his daughter was
either very drunk or had been beaten badly as one of his daughter’s
defenders, so he had an excuse. Otherwise, Kerathi men cried
alone. Reese was Aynglican though, so Rolf knew he couldn’t expect
the same of the man. The man had his own strengths and qualities,
and he was a good man as a whole.
After several carefully measured paces that seemed like an
eternity, Catrin was finally at Rolf’s side. Reese bowed to Rolf, who
bowed in return, as was the custom. Then, Reese took Catrin’s
hand, which had been on his arm, and handed it to Rolf, who took it
firmly, and pulled Catrin up to stand beside him. Reese took a step
back and remained standing at the head of the aisle, witness to the
promises about to be exchange. If Catrin’s mother had still been
alive, she would have been standing beside Reese. Had Rolf’s
parents been alive or present, they’d have been beside Catrin’s. It
was different from having his Hersker Esben and his Clan’s elders
witness the vows he made when he took his new wife, but it was not
unpleasant.
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Catrin made a slight sniffle as she regarded Rolf from beneath her
veil, but he could tell that she was holding back tears of happiness
rather than those of sorrow. Rolf saw Catrin’s sister Ronda smiling
fondly at him over Catrin’s shoulder, nodding encouragement to him.
Rolf found his voice was caught in his throat, and his pulse was
racing. Hand in hand, Rolf began, as was the custom for the man in
a wedding ceremony. There was no priest, only his witnesses, and
also the shrine of a Goddess who watched over the event.
“I take thee as my wife, Catrin Fabbro.” Rolf began. His voice did
not crack, but it was not as loud as it could have been. He took a
breath and found his strength and let his oaths ring out in the chapel.
“I take thee to be the mother of my children, the partner in my affairs,
and the companion in my deeds. May we never be parted.”
Catrin stared at him for a moment, and then squeezed his hands
with her own gloved ones before beginning her response. “I take
thee Rolf, to be my husband.” She did not speak of the Clan he had
belonged to, the one he had given up to take his Racheneid. He
missed hearing it, but knew he had not earned it back yet. “I take
thee to be the father of my children, the head of our household, and
the focus for all that I do. May nothing ever come between us.”
Rolf turned then, loosing his right hand from Catrin, while she did
the same. Nishan gave Rolf a ring, and Makan also placed a
necklace in his hands. They were all they had managed to afford,
which was considerable, considering the favors Sagira and Lord
Tremaine had called in. When he turned back to face Catrin, she had
with her a ring and a necklace of her own.
Once more, Rolf began. “Take thee, my wife, this ring to show my
pledge, that all may see that we are joined as one.” Rolf slipped the
delicate, jeweled ring onto her left hand. Her glove was missing a
single finger on that hand, so that the ring would be put on over skin
rather than over silk.
“Take thee, my husband, this ring to show you my promise, that no
other will look upon me but you.” She answered. When her response
was done, she slipped her ring onto his finger. It was large, but not
so bulky that it would get in the way when he was working with his
hands.
Rolf reached up then and moved Catrin’s veil aside, baring her
throat so that he could place the necklace around her neck. He
slipped the ends of the necklace around her neck, and she stood
there while Ronda helped fasten it. The rings were done, and the
necklaces were just a conveyance of wealth. They were symbolic of
the wealth of two families coming together. In times of need in the
past, Aynglican families had been known to sell them off. Now that
was rarely done. They were heirlooms passed down through
families, except in a case such as this, when an outsider married in.
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Rolf’s necklace would become a tradition in the family they were
starting together, beginning its history todee.
Catrin did this now for Rolf, and Makan helped her fasten the
necklace she had brought upon Rolf’s neck. Her father’s family had
kept this necklace of flattened links of steel and silver for
generations. It was humble compared to what some nobles might
exchange, perhaps with diamonds and emeralds, but it had history
and personal value. It was masculine and meaningful, and he was
proud to wear it.
Rolf and Catrin turned to face the crowd then, holding hands.
Makan and Ronda stood forward. Together, Makan and Ronda
spoke. “Witness then, all who are here, that these two are joined
together. They not only join two families, but they begin one of their
own. Witness the symbols of this new joining.”
They stepped forward to make way, and then pointed to a banner
which was unfurled. Nishan and then men held up one end, while
Sagira and the girls held up the other. Upon a field of green with blue
borders, a white shield was divided into three parts. The bottommost,
the largest, was filled with an emblem of a rifle, making note of Rolf’s
weapon and the influence of Chaveaoux. The top two sections of the
shield were smaller, and they were filled with two emblems each.
One held a feral wolf, for which Rolf had been named, and an open
hand for his Racheneid. Catrin’s part of the shield, taking some hints
from the Fabbro crest, had coins in it, but also a child. Once more,
this was homage to Holeitha. This flag was to be Rolf’s new family
crest, as granted to them and approved by the Council of Great
Lords.
At this, the crowd stood and began to clap, to hoot and holler, and
to cheer. Reese Fabbro did the same, stepping aside as the banner
was rolled up once more, so that Catrin and Rolf could pass by. They
had met his expectations. While it was mostly just a tradition for the
parents to stand aside, had he or any other parent of the couple not
stood aside, their marriage would not have been blessed. Reese
knelt slowly, and with his hands aloft, he held up his offerings to Rolf,
the scroll with a promise of land or money, and a bag of coins and
jewels with which to start a home or enterprise.
Rolf, still holding one of Catrin’s hands, walked down to Reese and
took the gifts offered, passing the bag to Catrin. Many chuckled at
this, for it was not tradition, but the sharing of wealth among the
couple was a good sign. Catrin blushed and smiled. Rolf, not
knowing he’d done something strange, looked around sheepishly,
and then lifted Reese to his feet, committing another error. Again,
people chuckled and laughed, but the look Reese gave his new sonin-law was one of pride. It was meaningful to him that he was to be
included in the Dee when Rolf and Catrin were at the center of
attention. In Aynglica, on the Dee of a wedding, no man present
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outranks the husband, and all must bow to him. Even if the King
were present at a farmer’s wedding, the King would bow before the
farmer, for he is king of his own household from that Dee hence.
“My son!” Reese Fabbro declared loudly, his golden chains jingling
upon his chest.
“My father.” Rolf replied. Then, indicating Catrin, he said: “My wife.”
The officers saluted the married couple and Reese. Everyone else
bowed, went to one knee, or curtsied at the display, even the
Muerans, who took their cues from everyone else. Then, Rolf and
Catrin were permitted to leave. They went out together, leaving their
friends and family to collect any offerings or gifts the others would
give them. A carriage awaited them outside, which would take them
to the Fabbro estate outside of Fedemere. It had been emptied of all
its household and servants, and they would be staying with their
master, Reese, in a small apartment he’d taken for the next few
Dees.

Rolf could scarcely believe what had just happened. He couldn’t
even imagine why the mark of his Racheneid oath had not burned
upon his chest as he took a new oath to be with a woman. No man
under a Racheneid was supposed to be able to join a new clan until
his deeds were done. He was clanless until he accomplished all he
had sworn to do. But then, he wasn’t in a clan now. He’d married into
an Aynglican family.
Rolf broke into a joyous laugh. Catrin, sitting across from him,
looked uncomfortable in such a bulk of skirts, but she smiled
nonetheless. She was aflush with all that had occurred, knowing that
she was no longer a young girl looking for a husband. Now she was
a married woman.
“I cannot believe that I am your wife.” She gushed, covering her
mouth with a dainty hand. “I mean, I knew I would be one Dee when
we met back on Rummas, but I never suspected that it would
happen so soon and be such a perfect Dee.” Catrin babbled, hardly
taking a breath. She fanned herself with her hand, and her chest
rose and fell powerfully.
Rolf watched her chest rise and fall as she spoke and her lips as
she formed words. He’d been in the company of men for too long,
camping in the wilderness with Nishan and Tuari or among the
Forlatett. He could wait no longer. He lunged at Catrin, finding her
mouth with his and his hands tore at the delicate lace of her dress.
Catrin, who had looked as if she might babble on longer before his
ambush, forgot any words she had planned to say, and responded in
kind.
Rolf felt the boning in her corset snap as he tore at the garments,
which surely had been designed to foil the attentions of men, even
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as they drew eyes and set blood afire. Grunting in irritation, Rolf
forewent the removing of the corset and went for the skirts instead.
Catrin only had time to protest that the driver might see before Rolf
had parted the multitude of lace and layers of skirts.
“We have but a short time together before I must leave, and a lot of
separation to make up for. I have missed you over these last few
Munths.” Rolf whispered breathlessly to his wife.
“Then forget the driver, and let’s make a son.” Catrin replied,
seizing Rolf’s head between her hands and pulling his mouth once
more to hers.
“Holeitha bless this union.” Rolf muttered some time later, when he
managed to catch his breath.
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CHAPTER 175
Is there any greater sight than an armada in port? If there is, it must
only be an armada at sail. It makes no matter what sail plan they use
or what hull design they’ve implemented, for they are all still sailors.
Such a sight always brings a man such as myself to tears. There is
nothing greater than to behold the might of an ocean full of sailcloth
snapping in the wind, to hear the creaking of so many boards and
the hum of lines strung from bowsprit to mast and back again, to
witness the scurry of calloused feet across decks. You have not lived
until you’ve experienced such things...
- Excerpt from Edvard Farsail’s ‘Ports and Vessels of the Broken
Crown’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 30 of Heat, 769 A.E. 
Nishan watched as the port of Fedemere continued to empty. For
Dees, ships had come in and had gone out as fast as they could be
loaded with cannons, gunpowder, shot, food, soldiers, horses,
swords, and sail cloth. The slower ships had been launched first,
giving them a head start on the journey to Pandrine, where the fleet
would gather before moving to the Isle of Hunt, and then on to
Maethlin by way of the Kerathi Clan Isles. Many ships still remained
in port, waiting to be sent, and some vessels were still just arriving in
time to be reloaded and resupplied before being sent out again.
A call to arms had gone out, at great expense to the Council. Never
in the history of Fedemere had the entire city been emptied of
couriers and message carriers. There was not a single one within the
confines of the city, and that had not been enough. Young boys of
trustworthy families had been given horses and messages to deliver
when all other options had been exhausted. Messages had even
gone out by ship, spreading the news that Aynglica was amassing its
forces for war.
It would be Dees, perhaps Waykes, before some distant areas
caught wind of the war and sent soldiers and ships of their own.
Some places had been forewarned and would react sooner, mostly
thanks to the doings of Queen Aleta. Her allies had not been inactive.
She had also sent a small fleet to Rummas after the attack on
Alacazzare. They had carried gifts from the monarchs that went
along with requests for aid in the battle to come. Jens Karllack had
also been able to get his messages out a few Dees earlier than the
Council’s vote, and his requests for the armies of Outer Aynglica to
gather at Pandrine would not fall on deaf ears. Of course, he’d have
looked foolish if the Council had voted otherwise, but the affirmative
vote and his prodigious timing had made him out to be a man of
great vision. Besides, Jens was known and respected enough that
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even had the Council decided otherwise, some Lords would have still
answered his call and sent soldiers.
Already, soldiers had arrived from Boyne, from the Vinlands, and
from Fairport. There was also talk of a Lesser Aynglican armada
gathering near the Isle of Hunt. Then there was the Lord Tremaine’s
private army in Pandrine, and the fleet here at Fedemere. All told,
there were around twenty thousand sailors, soldiers, and support
crew already gathered. That number would grow even greater as
more Muerans joined up, if Rummas sent aid, and as the three
provinces of Aynglica sent more of its brave young men along. They
also hoped to bolster their numbers as they traveled through the
Kerathi Clan Isles, picking up stragglers and survivors, as well as a
number of privateers that would be pardoned for their services. With
any luck, there might be as many as fifty thousand men at sea, all
headed for Maethlin.
Nishan saw all of this with his eyes, and it seemed as if they had a
great deal of hope. Yet, when he looked for the future, he saw only
uncertainty. The voices within him conversed, creating a buzz that
never quite quieted down, even when he slept or concentrated fully
on what he was doing. The Hundred Souls were anxious to be about
their deaths so they might be free, and Nishan knew he would lead
them directly to those dire ends, whether he wished to or not. His
path was fraught with danger and sorrow, as was fitting to a man of
the Rumani. None knew pain and suffering and loss so well as his
people.
“You have seen much.” Fadri commented, coming up beside him to
stand at a stout railing that overlooked the port of Fedemere. He
spoke in Rumman, but only because he knew there were no others
within earshot. Most of the city was busy with the loading in port, a
large task made even larger because the port had not been designed
to handle such traffic.
Nishan glanced at the Forlatett boy and nodded. Actually, the two of
them were only two Yarres apart in age, but their differing life
experiences had created men of vastly different emotional ages.
Fadri had been through a harsh life in the wilds, but he had not
known the suffering and trials Nishan had faced in the past Yarre.
Angst and anguish colored Nishan’s eyes and stained his features,
whereas Fadri wore the innocent look of a youth of nineteen Yarres
who had grown up in something near to isolation. Nishan was more
refined looking, but he was older for it, as opposed to the youthful
freeness that Fadri’s wild and unkempt appearance illustrated.
“The world is wide, Fadri, and it is as dangerous as it is wide,
perhaps more.” Nishan replied, also in Rumman.
“Maybe one Dee we shall see it all, the pair of us.”
Nishan barked a bitter laughed. “I have met enough heartache in
seeing just the corners of it. I should not very much like to see it all.”
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“Is the weight on you so bad? Can you not share it with me?”
“You do not know what you ask, Fadri.” Nishan said, shaking his
head. “It is impossible, and it is foolish to offer something you do not
fully understand.”
Fadri frowned at “What is so bad? We stand here at the launch of
three great armies: the Rumani, the Muerans, and the Aynglicans.
We work together to vanquish an evil that threatens us all, one that is
known to you. Yet, we will endure. As surely as Uman now lives, we
shall endure through these trials.”
“What do you know of Uman, Fadri?”
“He is the Lord of Dreams and the hope of our people. His birth is
momentous, marking the new beginning for our people. New Rummil
shall be founded where he walks.”
“These are legends and vague ideas. I went past the place he
slumbered, when he was in the beginning stages of wakefulness. I
felt the power of his awakening, and yet I do not think he will deliver
us as we all dreamed he would.”
This comment cast Fadri’s features in confusion. He chewed on his
cheek thoughtfully before asking, “What do you mean?”
“Gods are selfish creatures. They give to us only if it suits them,
and only if we can give back more than we’ve received. Our people
waited so long for deliverance, when all along it was inside us. We
should have built something new, we Rumani, rather than dwell on
our great losses for so long.”
“I do not understand.” Fadri’s face went blank. The ideas being
spoken to him were completely foreign to the way he had been
trained to think. “The Gods serve us, just as we serve them.” He
answered at last. “That is the way of things. We have awaited
Uman’s birth. Now that he is here, our lot in this world will improve.”
“Fadri, I have felt the touch of Gods, and I have felt the touch of
men and women alike upon my spirit. I feel them all tugging at me,
pulling at the corners of my being, stretching me between them as a
pack of hungry dogs would, worrying at a carcass in a game of tug-owar. They take what they want, but give little back, and in the end, I
am spent without gain.”
Fadri looked upon Nishan with surprise. He had never heard such a
bleak pronouncement of life from Nishan before. “What is it we fight
for then? What is all this we do? Why do we struggle so hard to raise
an army?”
“Each man fights for something another cannot understand. That is
the nature of the human heart. We can only hope that our reasons
roughly align with those of others, so that we can assist one another
in our struggles to see about our own goals.”
“What of freedom, hope, and our right to be?”
Nishan shook his head regretfully. “These are good reasons, all of
them, but they are not mine.”
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“What do you fight for then?” Fadri asked.
“I fight only for a girl.” Nishan said simply. “That is my reason. I do
not care what the Gods ask of me or what the souls I carry want.”
“What girl is this?”
“Anthea. I’ve spoken of her. Only, she does not require my help
anymore. She goes about things her own way, and I hope to assist
her.”
“Do you love her then? You must if you are willing to go to such
lengths for her.” Fadri sounded convinced of this fact, but Nishan
wasn’t sure.
“I don’t know. She is and was something I could not fathom. When I
am in a crowd, the sound of people breathing, the pounding of their
hearts, they deafen me. When she is around, I hear only the sounds
of her being. I can feel her from dozens of paces away, and smell
her from a single breeze upon the wind.”
“Then you must love her. When a man speaks thusly of a woman,
he loves her.” Fadri said, almost with enough certainty to convince
Nishan.
“Do I?” Nishan asked, smiling wryly. “She confuses and confounds
me.”
“My father, Andrin, always said that this is the role of women in the
world. They are keepers of secrets, tricksters who play with men’s
hearts, and bewitchers of souls. We cannot live with or without them.
That is their enigma.”
“I am glad you did not say these things to Rolf before he was
married.” Nishan said with a grin.
Fadri laughed. “Would it have changed his actions? I think not. You
need only to have seen the boy’s eyes to know that there was
nothing he would not do for that cloud of lace and blonde hair. She
was a vision, and he was completely entranced.”
“Then I go to war for an absent girl, a mystery that has befuddled
my senses entirely. She has captivated me and I need her, I long to
hold and possess her. The object of my obsession is lost to me, yet I
cannot forget her. With the power of a hundred lives, I need her.”
Fadri nodded in understanding. Men of other races might have
found such talk madness, but it was the way of the Rumani, who
lived harder, felt more, and needed more from life. They said such
things and meant them wholeheartedly. Fadri did not think Nishan’s
words strange. “We will find her then, you and I. We will search for
her as we strike our way across these strange lands in search of the
answers of the world that perhaps only Uman can impart.”
“I hope so, Fadri, for I am lost without her, despite all that I try to do.
I would not have all I do be in vain.”
“So long as we seek a future for our people, it will not be in vain.”
Nishan sighed at that, and felt a slight calming in his spirit. For a
time, he relaxed, letting the voices in his head go silent as he
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enjoyed watching the activity in the city below. It was a rare spot of
peace in a war-torn soul.

Makan’s vantage point was much different than Nishan’s. He stood
on the deck of a Mueran ship, one that would ferry himself and
Sagira to Pandrine. His ship was one of many Mueran ships from Far
Muera and the Mueran Belt that bobbed along merrily in the harbor,
rocked by the passing of small waves, rolling with the peaks and
troughs that rippled through the port. Around him, there were
dozens, perhaps hundreds of ships. They were all taking on crews
and supplies, and the harbormaster’s men were working themselves
ragged to plan departure and arrival schedules. Never before had
the place seen so much activity in such a short stretch of time. They
were doing a Saysuhn’s work in Dees. Such a thing had never
before been attempted, but Markes and Pennies moved the world, or
so Mortimer Tightfist had declared once.
They would leave soon, too, so they could pass the other ships as
they traveled. That way, they would reach Pandrine at the head of
the fleet. Once there, they would ready the army there for travel. The
faster the combined armada started on the way to the Isle of Hunt,
the better. A letter from Queen Aleta had confirmed that there was a
force waiting there, a force that would grow Dee by Dee as the ships
from near the Isle of Hunt moved west. They did not wish for it to sit
there overlong, or it would be exposed to Aurean attacks. Deck guns
and heavy ship ballistae would not stop Flier attacks, even if they
were a discouraging factor.
There were also reports of further attacks along the western coasts
of Greater Aynglica and throughout Outer Aynglica, especially near
Balle and Lannery. The strikes were swift but devastating to the
morale of the people, which was another reason why the showing of
force was important. Sailing a fleet the size of theirs past those cities
would give them reason to fight on, to resist with all the tenacity they
could summon. It was hard to maintain morale in a defensive fight,
but when they saw the hope of the nation going west, those who
remained behind would take heart.
Sagira grinned at Makan from across the deck of the Mueran ship.
After so long on land, cooped up in ladies’ fashions, Makan knew
that she’d taken quite nicely to being in short breeches with a loose
blouse and a wide belt that held her yataghan knives. She was
helping as much as she could, which mostly meant being
meddlesome, but she was so cheerful that no one would rebuke her
for it. This just wasn’t an Elegian dhow, nor was the ship as odd and
interchangeable as the Kanaka’e ships they’d ridden had been, but
this trimaran had many sail configurations, and its hulls could even
be separated to form two ships if needed.
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“It’s good to be at sea once more, even if it’s just a harbor, and only
for a couple Dees.” Makan declared joyously. His legs had already
taken to the water’s rhythmic roll, which had been absent on land.
“It’s good to be done with all those damnable meetings and out of
those uncomfortable costumes.” Sagira replied.
Makan frowned slightly. “I quite liked some of those costumes.
Many were quite becoming for a woman of your figure and sunny
disposition.”
“I don’t see you still wearing your suit and caps.” Sagira pointed out,
nodding to Makan’s Mueran dress of Seaskins.
“I am a creature of the sea, born to this style of dress. You are a
child of the land, and a beautiful one at that, whether you are in
breeches and a shirt or a dress with a bonnet.”
“Yes, but I can hardly fight when I’m falling over my hoop skirt.”
“Ah, yes. That is true.” Makan agreed. He was about to say
something else when he noticed Sagira’s expression darken and her
almond-shaped eyes narrow severely. He turned to look at what she
saw, but did not mark it immediately.
“Count Reynard has put in a showing.” Sagira explained. “His is the
ship with the grey and blue pennants with the waves upon them.”
Makan had sharp eyes and quickly noticed two more ships with the
same pennants near the one that Sagira pointed out. “He seems to
have three ships. They’re quite large, though not terribly fast
looking.”
“Yeah. Let’s hope he gets caught in a storm in the straits and
sinks.”
“That would be a waste of fodder. Perhaps he’ll be in the front ranks
when we go to battle.” Makan suggested hopefully. He had heard the
man’s affronts to Sagira a dozen times or more, and cared little for
the man. He would not weep for one moment if the man died
tragically.
“Perhaps you’re right.”
“The fool. I told him to stay away from you, but he would not listen.”
Makan muttered.
“What?” Sagira blinked at Makan in surprise. She seized his arm
and laughed. “You told him what?”
Makan shrugged. “I told him after we first met, that one time in
Alacazzare when we went to his apartments, that he had better leave
you alone.”
“Did you now?” Sagira grinned mischievously. “He seemed to take
that challenge quite on the nose. He’s done exactly the opposite of
what you suggested. Had you not done something terribly chivalrous
in looking out for me like that, even if it probably caused me more
trouble than did me good, I’d be quite angry at you now.”
“But you’re not.” Makan told her, reading her gaze clearly.
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She shook her head. “I’m not. Even an Elegian girl likes a man who
stands up for her sometimes.”
“Even Elegian girls, eh? You mean you’re not all spine and battle
lust?” Makan smirked as he asked, unable to resist teasing her.
“Some of us are, but even that type have their soft sides. Women
are women everywhere.”
“Not in Far Muera.” One of the sailors commented with a knowing
grunt. The man had skin like rough leather and a face that wrinkled
like a dried apple when he grinned, but his joke got a round of laugh
from the crew, who’d overheard the entire conversation. It was hard
not to in such close quarters.
Sagira laughed and grinned at the man. From the deference given
the man, who was named Ipo, it was clear he was the captain, or the
eldest family member on board, making him the Mueran equivalent
of a captain. “Just keep an eye out for those flags. If he does a single
thing wrong, I want to sink him. He’s like a poisonous snake, that
one, and it wouldn’t be right to carry him along the hard trail just to
have him bite us when we’ve reached our destination.” She referred
to a children’s story told in Elegius, but this story had been translated
and passed around the Broken Crown. Its meaning was well known.
“I’ll watch, gladly.” Ipo promised her, giving Count Reynard’s ships
a grim look. “A reef snake killed one of my cousins, and I’d like to
return the favor to one of its cousins.”
“Lets set off then.” Makan suggested. “I’d like to keep distance
between his ships and ours, rather than inviting a quarrel. That way,
we can save his ships for the enemy’s target practice, instead of
having to sink them ourselves.”
“What of the harbormasters?” Sagira inquired, knowing that the
men waving flags from the piers and the docks had not yet given
them clearance to go.
“The sea’s children do not wait for any man’s leave to traverse the
highways of the waves. They are our birthright and home, and no
man may deny us passage upon them.” Makan replied, getting a
chorus of cheers from the crew, who set about leaving right then.
Sagira grabbed a rail, or at least what passed for a rail on a ship
filled with a crew that could cling to the vessel like crabs clamped
onto a rock, even in the middle of a storm. The ship lurched forward
as the vessel’s motley collection of sailcloth snagged every iota of
breeze, some of which she hadn’t even felt upon her skin. Then, they
began maneuvering their way through the maze of ships. There were
half a dozen rudders on the ship, all which could be deployed or
undeployed as needed, and the crew used them well, skirting around
obstacles and dodging ships. The harbormasters on shore began
waving them down, trying to get them to stop, but Makan and the
crew ignored them.
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“These landlocked kids could not stop us if they tried.” Ipo said to
Sagira, noticing that she was watching the men on shore wave flags
at them frantically as they cut through the lines of waiting ships and
headed out to sea.
“Yeah, I can see that. I just hope Jens and the others don’t have a
hard time because of us.”
“Let them sort it out.” Makan suggested as he watched the port slip
away behind them. “There are a lot of commanders, captains, and
generals in port. I’m sure they’ll figure it out, even if it takes a few
meetings in fine clothes and the exchanging of honorifics before any
real discussion can be made.”
Sagira smiled, thinking of Jens and his perfectly orderly ships, with
their white sails and the emblems of the Bold Company upon them.
Several nobles had ships of their own, as did the merchant lords of
the kingdom. Their various ships were all flying banners declaring
their owners’ identities. Compared to any of these, Nishan’s ragtag
fleet looked like a beggar patrol, and then there were all the
commandeered merchant ships, the warships, the Mueran crafts,
and a dozen other groups in port, all sailing for one purpose, even if
their banners were different. The rainbow of various sails and
pennants only proved what a varied and yet unified army she had
helped assemble. Bastien would have loved to see this, but he
remained in Alacazzare, serving the King and Queen now, until Reid
returned so that he could take Bastien into his service.
Suddenly, a thought dawned upon her. She’d not seen Rolf since
the wedding. “Rolf!” She shouted suddenly, wondering what had
happened to him. He would be important in the Dees to come, if half
of what she’d heard about that rifle of his was actually true.
Makan laughed and gave her a calming pat on the shoulder. “Don’t
worry. He’s fine, more than fine, I suspect.”
“What? How do you know? Where is he?” Sagira demanded
suspiciously.
“He’s enjoying a few more Ouers with his new wife. It is the last of
her he’ll see for a long time, so it’s best that he see her for every last
Saycund that is available. Then, he’ll board the fastest ship in port, a
Mueran ship I personally chose for them. He’ll catch up with us in
Pandrine.” Makan explained.
“That was awfully thoughtful of you.” Sagira said at length,
surprised at the foresight Makan had shown. Usually, she did all the
planning, but he had taken the initiative here and shown himself to
be a very capable man in all respects, and she loved him more for it.
Elegian women appreciated competence in their mates.
“You had much on your mind, and might not have considered Rolf
and Catrin’s needs as best as you would have if there was less going
on. So, I made the arrangements for them.”

131

PERENNIALS
“Thank you. I could not have done better, and Juria has lent her
honeyed tongue to me.”
Makan smiled. “I think your lips and tongue were probably always
sweet, even before the Goddess did her magick upon you.”
The crew gave up another cheer, led by captain Ipo. Sagira’s dark
skin burned red upon her cheeks, until she was almost the same
tone as Makan was. Ipo and the sailors grinned. This was a family
ship, and privacy was not something that Muerans valued, since they
had to live their lives beside both family and friends. Sagira laughed
after a moment, wondering how hard it would be to get used to such
a thing, or how and where the two of them would live when this was
all over.
“Come here and check.” Sagira bid Makan, earning yet another
round of cheers when she grasped Makan powerfully and pressed
her lips to his. She kissed him through the embarrassment that stung
at her cheeks and finally broke away laughing with Makan.
It was different, but it would be interesting, wherever the two of
them went together. As for now, they had only a couple Dees of
freedom from their responsibilities. After they got to Pandrine, it
would be an even bigger fleet, and they would be all business once
more.
The hope of Broken Crown had launched, bound for Cenalium.
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CHAPTER 176
When I saw the state of the world and where our people stood in it,
I really don’t think I had any choice but to do what I have done. It was
necessary, and I will not mourn those lost to realign the ways of the
world. The cost is worth it, no matter how great, if I can succeed in
freeing my people from the divine chains of tyranny that have held us
in bondage for so long…
- Excerpt from Corydon’s ‘Uncovered Truths’
 Faestivul of Coming Plenty – Dee One of Five, 769 A.E. 
“Erstusis is gone?” Corydon asked, speaking through the conduit of
the Lost Ones.
“All but gone, yes.” Illias happily reported as he marched through
the streets of his reformed Tibusin. “My spies planted a series of
bombs in the foundations of several of its greatest buildings. When
they collapsed, they crushed many of the smaller buildings below. As
you may know, Erstusis was built in a small niche in the mountains,
and it was not terribly large to begin with. With the fall of those major
buildings and the subsequent damage around those sites, the city is
all but gone. It will be Yarres before they can recover, perhaps
Decayarres, because their population is devastated. No more will
that Menocitta bother us.”
“This is an unexpected surprise, and a very pleasant one.” Corydon
replied, reveling in what it meant to have that thorn out of his side.
Now, the entire western side of the Broken Crown was exposed.
Durenia could be his if Choraeyn remained occupied.
“I do aim to please. I have sat here too long inactive, supervising
the transformations. I longed to do something once more, and I took
the initiative here to aid our cause.”
“Oh, but you do so much that you do not take credit for. Your
reinforcements made quite a showing on Elegius. They’ve stirred up
the loyalists quite well. They’re quite wroth, and don’t know what to
do with themselves.”
“I thought you said that the new Voice of the Firmament, this Iago
fellow, was unifying them under him now that the Grand Helion was
disgraced. It seemed as if we played into his hands.”
“We did, but it also suited us quite well to capture another Grancitta.
If we can get your men to Durenia, we can also capture the crystal
farms there, cutting off vital resources so that they cannot rebuild
their Fliers. I have another reason for attacking that city, as well.”
Illias stopped walking, looking aside from a scene of Tibusin’s own
three Daughters of Fate who were helping the citizens of the
Grancitta through the transformation, so that he could look at the
Lost One conduit instead. The conduit betrayed something of a smile,
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a hint of Corydon’s own emotions. “Oh?” Illias said curiously,
forgetting the trio of priestesses in monochromatic robes.
“Do you know of Galen the Inventor?” Corydon asked.
“Sure. He had something to do with the Fliers. He was a designer
or something. Most Aureans have probably heard of him.”
“He lives in Durenia, and he’s been helping the loyalists with their
Fliers.”
Illias was unimpressed with the mention of a man he considered to
be a fossil. The man might have once been important, but he had not
done anything in recent history, not that Illias had heard of anyway.
“He’s not dead? I thought that he was something of a legend, part of
history only.”
“Oh, he lives on, and he appears to still be active. In fact, I’ve news
of a few new updates to loyalist Fliers that he’s been working on. My
spies say that these alterations might tip the air war in the favor of
Porfirio and his remaining pilots from Erstusis. This is something we
can ill afford, especially with the anger that your destruction of that
Menocitta will stir up in the hearts of those who work against us.”
Illias frowned and began walking again, ignoring those around him.
He just wanted to walk and talk, so he put a few paces between his
guards and himself, indicating with a wave of his hand that they were
to keep their distance. “Then was it a mistake to attack that city?”
“Not at all. It needed to be done, and I appreciate the foresight you
have shown in doing so. I’m sure that the loss of that city will also
help Aram, who is struggling to fight his way into the capital at the
heart of Elegius.”
“Jhiza is a massive city.” Illias replied, smiling to know that even his
protégé was having trouble cracking the great nut that was the
Elegian Empire. As much as he would have liked to hear that
Corydon’s war proceeded without any problems, he didn’t like Aram
getting too much credit for their successes. Illias was a man of pride,
and he held on to his victories against the Kerathi as his badge of
honor. If Aram could not pull of as easy of a victory against the
Elegians, that just made him look that much better in comparison –
though it might not be a fair comparison.
“Yes, well, there are disturbing reports of Ox-Men and the wild
Samiels of the deserts fighting on the side of the Elegians. Such
things I would normally discount as an attempt to hide failures, but I
seem to recall Anthea’s pet Ox-Man, and all the trouble he caused
us. If more were to arise and help the Elegians, we could see our
war efforts seriously hindered.”
“I had thought that Anthea’s Ox-Man was something of a special
case. He was bred in the pits of Lower Cenalium, before it was our
Lower Cenalium, and he was Orestes’ own servant, that Ox-Man.
Other Ox-Men have not shown any hints of aggression.”
“That may all be true, but if the other Ox-Men are even half as
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dangerous as Bedros was, then we may indeed have a problem on
our hands. To that end, I’ve sent a few teams out to deal with the OxMen in The Vale. The ones on the distant Amber Plains are beyond
our reach for now, but we can deal with them later.”
“Is such a thing necessary? We have enough fights without
angering another race, do we not?” Illias knew that Corydon would
not take such questions to be insolent. As his master’s chief general,
he was given some leeway that none others had. He was able to
voice his concerns, at least in part.
“Truly, there are too many enemies to fight all at once. We are
embroiled in a war against the Elegians, we battle our own kind in
small skirmishes, the Kerathi are nearly gone but continue resist in
sparse pockets, we’ve begun to push toward the Aynglicans, and
now we must also kill the Ox-Men. We will have men enough to do it
if you finish with Tibusin, but I must ask that you hurry along the
process there. We will need your soldiers soon.”
“I do my best here. Everydee there are dozens, even scores more
of men ready to enter battlefields.”
“So the citizens there are progressing well?”
Illias considered for a moment, wondering if he should lie or
exaggerate. He suspected that the Lost Ones reported much about
him to Corydon anyway, and he would not betray his loyalties now by
lying. “The change goes as swiftly as possible. We are using the new
method, and our casualties are much lower than they were in
Cenalium.”
“That is good. We lost nearly half the city to that, though most of
them were women.”
“Hooking vein to vein with a Dark Aurean and then a Lost One
makes the process go much quicker. It also allows the one
undergoing the transformation to use the soldier’s body as a filter to
help keep the swelling and pain down. Truly, if we had discovered
this in Cenalium, we might have had thousands more soldiers at our
disposal.”
“We cannot worry over lost resources. We can only use what we
have now to our best interests.” Corydon replied. “What kind of
numbers do you have available now?”
“I have several thousand Lost Ones, and a couple thousand Dark
Aureans.”
“So many Dark Aureans?” Corydon wondered.
“I am following your example.” Illias answered, looking once more
to where his own Daughters of Fate preached the ethics of the
change and the new order. “I’m keeping a guard of Dark Aureans
about me at all times. They also seem to be more useful in starting a
subject’s transformation than a Lost One is. If I switch veins after a
Dee or more with a Dark Aurean, the end results are stronger and
larger soldiers for having had an extra Dee of Dark Aurean blood
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than those subjects who had only Lost Ones blood. Also, there are
undesirable breakdowns of tissue and bone if the subject rejects the
Lost One blood. In such cases, there are fatalities sometimes, even
after the transformations are complete.”
“I will keep that in mind for the future. It is an interesting
development. However, as they will all likely die for our cause, stick
as much as you can to the fastest methods.”
“The hurry is that great?”
“Our first wave of assault forces should be arriving at Aynglica soon,
and our losses will likely not be small. The small attacks Orsen has
made on their outposts have them gearing up for war. They should
be gathering to defend their lands soon. Then we can return to our
tactics of striking at the greatest concentrations of soldiers, so that
we can destroy larger portions of their nation’s defenses with fewer
battles. However, that will take numbers greater than he has.”
“Even if I sent my soldiers now, they could not arrive for a few
Waykes. Aynglica is on the other side of the Broken Crown.”
“Then send them now. Attack the remaining Lowlander settlements
near Tibusin and find any boats that remain there. There may be
some in the hamlets left near Aarhus and Skanelan that you can
raid.”
“Doubtful.”
“Do it anyway. I need those soldiers.” Corydon barked at him,
growing tired of Illias’ attempts to be his sounding board.
Corydon could tell that Corydon was not going to take no for an
answer, so he went along with his Master’s plan. “I understand. I will
send all I can immediately.”
“Good. Only, save about three thousand for Durenia. We need to
deal with Galen and steal any designs he’s made or Fliers he’s
modified before they go into full-scale production and use. We must
have Galen publicly executed when we begin taking that city. If we
hold Cenalium, Tibusin, and Durenia, we will be in a great position to
resist any counterattacks this Iago throws at us. He may very well
hold Aetheline and Choraeyn, and the more distant Grancittas, but
he is spread thin, and thinner yet when Durenia is ours.”
“I will see to it.” Illias could hardly contain his joy at the prospects of
being able to launch an attack on Durenia.
“Good. Stay in Tibusin though.” Corydon dashed Illias’ hopes of
seeing action in but a few words.
“I had hoped to go with the soldiers to Durenia.”
“I would have you at my back, in case something unforeseen
happens. The stakes grow higher now, and I need to know I have an
ally nearby. Durenia is too far to assist me. You could not get here in
time if something happened.”
Illias sighed and crossed his arms, wondering if his master’s
paranoia was getting the better of him. Not long ago, Corydon had
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told him that there was no danger of Cenalium being assaulted. Now,
he was being more circumspect and cautious. “I will do as you ask,
though I have few captains I would trust with the plan of attacking
Durenia.”
“I will send one. I have found a suitable captain for this task.”
Illias glowered at the Lost One that was speaking on Corydon’s
behalf. Just with a few words, Corydon had snatched away his hopes
of going to Durenia. He wanted to smash the creature in the face, but
he reined in his wrath. “Might I inquire who?” He managed to ask,
almost respectfully.
“There is a dutiful young guard captain here that I have recently
taken notice of. His name is Emlen. I have been schooling him in
tactics, and he’s been Quentin’s replacement ever since Quentin
became a Lost One. That was unfortunate, but the Lost Ones took
him when Anthea attacked, and it was better to lose Quentin than
risk Anthea’s getting the better of us.”
“Emlen.” Illias said, repeating the name. He did not know that man.
He was jealous of the man’s chance to take an army to Durenia, but
if Corydon vouched for him, that had to be good enough.
“I will have Emlen meet your men at the Menocitta Riminius within
the Wayke.” Riminius was south of Tibusin and west of Cenalium, at
the far southwestern tip of the Northern Fringe. It was on the way to
Durenia, and it made a sensible meeting place. “They will
rendezvous with these very capable agents you had in Erstusis,
further increasing their numbers, and then move onto Durenia to take
it as ours and deal with Galen.”
“It shall be so.”
“Keep me informed of your successes. Do not always make me
initiate our communications. We need to work well together, if you
and I are to support the armies under Chael, Orsen, Aram, and now
Emlen. Learn to like being a general from behind the scenes. There
are rewards to it that outweigh the drawbacks of not being on the
battlefield, reveling in the slaughter, and there is far less danger.”
“I will try, Master Corydon.”
“See that you do. You are too valuable to me to be so onedimensional in your talents.”
And that was it. Another conference was at an end, and it left Illias
in a foul mood. Still, there were tasks to do, and he was loyal and
diligent if unpleased with the hand that had just been dealt to him.
Perhaps, as Corydon had suggested, he could start trying to live
vicariously through the soldiers and captains he sent out. It seemed
a hollow way to claim victory. He had long lived for the bloodshed
and the sounds of arc-swords being drawn. He doubted he would
like marshalling his forces from a stateroom half as much as leading
them from the front, but he would try.
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CHAPTER 177
The Sky Spirit shall arrive formless and ready for war. Her spirit will
return to body, and she will carry a warning with her. The end is
near, and all who hear her must heed her call to arms, or all is lost…
- Excerpt from Dorjan the Seer’s ‘Destiny of the Forgotten’
 Faestivul of Coming Plenty – Dee Two of Five, 769 A.E. 
There had been a presence beside them, familiar and yet unknown.
The presence had guided them, carrying them back from basking in
the solar rays of high altitudes. It had been hard to leave, hard to
understand that they were in an unnatural state. For that matter, who
were they? Why were they in such a place? What had come about to
cause this?
It took her some time to recall who they were, but it did come back
to her in time. Bits and pieces came back at first, rough imagery and
emotions, followed by more ideas more concrete. Memories began
to reform, but it was like trying to wash an aged, filthy window with a
dirty rag; the light slowly came through as each layer of grime was
cleared away. Pain came back early, followed by regret and despair,
and less terrible things returned later. Identity came at last.
She was Anthea. The one with her was Tuari.
Tuari had come to save her, piggybacking along with her when
she’d went to seek the deaths of Corydon and the abominations,
three horrible perversions of what she was. Sezja had died back
near Mediya, on the coast near the Inner Seas. Nadie had died in
her cage, set free from the constraints her tortured body had on her.
Synnove she’d spared, but not until after stripping a piece of the girl’s
being away from her, taking back from her what did not belong to
her. Then, she’d sent Synnove away and turned her anger toward
Corydon. Only, the creatures with him had been resistant to the
magicks she had. They were outside the realm of things created by
the Pantheon of Gods, and were therefore immune to all she did.
She had almost died.
Tuari had saved her, at great risk to himself. He’d brought one of
the Bosoms of Yenis, too. The flower had restored her. It had truly
made her anew, not like the dark form she had been, but a truer form
than she’d ever known. But, she would have died in those tunnels
had it not been for the work of another. It had to have been her
mother who had sent them away, sent them shooting through the
tunnels of Cenalium and out into the skies with an enchantment.
That meant that something of the original Linnea remained in that
familiar body that accompanied Corydon, that Anthea’s mother was
not the burned out husk she had seemed to be. Perhaps there was
still a way to save her.
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“You need to go now. You risk losing your form entirely if you stay.”
The extra presence reminded her, speaking directly with her soul.
He’d said so a dozen times before, but she had not been able to
bring herself to leave the comfort of being adrift and free of earthly
troubles and suffering.
“I don’t want to go.” She replied, also using the nonverbal but very
direct means of communication that the other presence had used.
She was pouting as she spoke, albeit pouting purely through
thought. Trapped in the rays of sunlight, she felt more alive than ever
before. Even when she thought of Tuari being lost with her, she
didn’t want to leave.
“Anthea, you must go.” The voice was firm.
“Why?”
“You are still among the living. You have much to do.”
“You are dead?”
“I am neither dead no living. I was waiting.”
“Waiting for what?”
“I was waiting for you.”
“Why me?” Anthea asked.
“I had forgotten for awhile. I knew not who I was or where I was.
That is the danger you risk by staying longer. Only, you reminded me
of what I had been. You brought everything back to me, and now I
know why I am here.”
“Who are you then? I met you once before, when I was traveling on
the sun’s light. You are familiar to me, and yet I do not recognize
you.”
“Anthea, I am Orestes. I was lost to you, but here I have remained,
waiting for this very moment when I could save you.”
Anthea’s presence suddenly felt chilled, despite having no physical
body that could feel cold. “Father?”
“Yes.”
“How could you be here? I searched the world for you, but there
was no sign of you.”
“I died, Anthea, when we fled Cenalium that Dee. I had you and
Bedros run ahead while I delayed Corydon’s men. I fell though, and I
died on the slopes of the mountain. Only, your mother caught my
spirit before I went on into Nelius’ hands. She kept me here, knowing
that you would need me somedee. I am here now, to help you return
to your life.”
Anthea could not believe this at all. It had to be some sort of trick.
Her father had been lost to her, and she had even begun to think that
he had truly died. To have been caught in this place that was not a
place, that was inconceivable. “That can’t be. Mother is broken. Her
mind is all but gone. How could she have done anything like this?”
“It is true that your mother is damaged.” Orestes replied. “Most of
her spirit went on to Nelius when Corydon poisoned her, but a part of
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her remained to look after us. She preserved me for this very
moment. Now, I can go on to my eternal rest peacefully, if only you
will return to the world.”
“This is a trick. You cannot be who you say you are. Corydon must
have trapped me somehow. I did not escape after all, and this is one
of his cruel experiments.”
“This is no trick, Anthea. I recall how afraid you were, but how brave
you tried to be when we fled. You packed your things so quietly and
did everything I said. You were surprised to see me enter my study
and pull out my old Arc-Sword, the one left over from my Dees as a
Guardian. Then, Bedros met us at the gates. He’d cleared the way
for us.”
“Is it really you then? You are not one of Corydon’s ploys to trick
me?”
“Corydon is no friend of mine. Our friendship is long gone, and were
I alive, I’d help you to seek his end. He killed your mother.”
Anthea suddenly felt a great sorrow build up in her heart, and with it
a terrible longing to see her father once more. She could feel his
presence, but she could not touch him, nor he her. “Father…”
“Dearest one, you must go now, before you are lost here. I cannot
stay any longer. Already, my spirit grows weak from the long wait. I
cannot resist Nelius any longer. I feel him pulling at me. Long
enough have I vexed him, and I need you to leave, to live.”
“I want to be with you, dad. I won’t leave you.”
“Go to your friends, Anthea. I can give you nothing now. I can only
help you by guiding you to your friends. Go to them.”
“I can’t leave you.”
“I am already gone, and I could not bear to see you giving up the
rest of your life. You have many Yarres left before you will come to
live with me again. Go and be free.” He bid her, desperation filling his
voice. He worried that she would not go as he asked, and he could
not force her to go.
“But…” She began to protest, but she knew she could not stay. She
was lucky to have had this chance to say goodbye, something she’d
not had on that fateful Dee.
“Go. Live, and know that I love you.”
“I love you too.” She replied, and then she left as he had
commanded. She was a dutiful girl, and she would not scorn her
father’s last command.
Anthea went, careful to take Tuari with her as she returned to the
world. She left the sun’s blessed warmth in the highest extents of the
skies, near the edge of the world. She ran along the rays, back down
to the surface, where a sense of belonging filled her. She searched
along the Broken Crown, feeling for a familiar presence, one to key
in upon.
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There, near Aynglica, she felt the heart of he who had held her for
many nights. She saw him bathed in the sun’s rays, a sort of
negative image created by the light reflected and absorbed by his
skin. He was different somehow, but she recognized him all the
same.
With Tuari beside her, she took physical form once more.
It was hard for them to remember all the details at first. They were
but unfinished sketches on an artist’s tablet. They had all with all the
basic outlines, but none of the fine lines, shading, or hues that would
mark them as living beings. Colors returned first, certain shades that
defined who they were. Blotches of color came next, filling in
unevenly, only to blend and fill in correctly. Flesh assumed
complexion, hair took on luminance, and eyes gathered shine. Then
came the fine lines, moles, fine hairs, and other markings that made
them who they were. Finally, came the clothing and all that they had
carried with them into Cenalium.
Anthea had returned to the Broken Crown.

Shouts had alerted Nishan to a place on the deck where motes of
light and dust were dancing animatedly. Then, a quiet had begun to
fill his mind, a quiet that only occurred when she was near. To his
great surprise, Anthea began to form out of the swirling light, and
Tuari followed suit moments later, appearing beside her. The pair
took shape, forming fully from puppet figures of light and color that
quickly became human.
When Anthea finally opened her eyes, he saw a stranger’s eyes
looking at him, and they were wet with tears. This was not the
Anthea he had met in Rummas, or protected through the Uleauts’
lands. That girl had been unsure and desperate to cling to something
that would give her life some solidity. She had been tossed about in
the world like a ship on rough seas. Nor was this Anthea the
Thaumaturge of War, with an encroaching green that crawled up her
arms and toward her heart with each enchantment and expenditure
of power. That woman had been terrible to look upon, a creature of
fury and revenge that had exuded power. There had been no
softness in her, only a burning need to seek the end of her enemies.
This Anthea was something midway between those two existences.
There was a purity and honor in her green eyes, and her figure was
certainly womanlier than the Anthea Nishan had first met, but it was
a soft sort of femininity that lacked the hard edges and willfulness
she had taken on after emerging from her cocoon. The planes of her
face were delicate and well formed, and her body had taken on a
regal form, tall, lithe, and only slightly curvier than a normal Aurean
woman’s body would have been. Her hair fell in ripples and
cascades down her shoulders and back, nearly reaching her waist.
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Gone were the light green tints she had had as a child or the full
green that had overcome her hair as a Thaumaturge of War. Instead,
chunks of her hair, full locks, were deep green, like separate braids
worked into her silvery mane. Also gone were the green veins that
had laid under her skin, which was now the creamy white of a daisy’s
petals. Likewise, the talons that had grown upon her hands like rose
thorns had disappeared as well.
Nishan stared at Anthea, unable to accept what he saw as reality.
He had seen her many times before, but never looking like this. The
changes that had come over her had made her stunning. The scars
of her battles were gone, and her eyes looked so fresh with hope
that it made his heart ache.
“Anthea.” He said softly, and she heard him despite the crowd that
gathered on board their ship.
Anthea smiled warmly at him, and his heart felt another stab.
“Nishan. I came to you. I was lost, but your heart led me back. I
searched for something familiar, and it was you that drew us back.”
Nishan grimaced and turned away, though the Hundred Souls bade
him to turn back. He did slowly, though he saw that the eyes of his
crew were upon him. The Forlatett eyed Anthea like wretched misers
who had lived in the dark for so long that they had almost forgotten
what light was, until it appeared before them. Even Fadri stood with
his mouth agape. Never had he seen such a woman, and never
could he have imagined that such a girl existed.
“Things have been busy.” Nishan replied, unable to respond to the
sentiments she had just expressed. Waykes ago, he would have
leapt for joy to hear such things, but then she had turned on them
and run away to seek her vengeance. Now, his heart was strangely
cold, despite her warmth.
Anthea smiled, helped Tuari stand, for he had been in a defensive
crouch upon rematerializing, and looked out at sea around them. “It
seems you have indeed been busy. It looks as if Sagira finally got
her army.”
“Your army.” Fadri declared, stepping into the conversation and
away from his fellows, rough unwashed men and women who looked
afraid to speak to her.
Anthea gave Fadri the same warm smile she’d given Nishan just
moments before, and he was smitten on the spot. Nishan saw the
change in the man’s eyes, and he felt a ripple of cold jealousy run
through him. He coveted her, he realized. He would not share her
with any man, and he knew in that instant that he wanted to possess
her entirely, every syllable she spoke and every breath she exhaled.
“I do not know you,” Anthea began, offering her hand to Fadri, who
took it. “But, you must be a good man if you are in the company of
my great friend, Nishan.”
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Fadri took her hand adoringly and bowed. Reluctantly, he released
her hand and looked upon Nishan with great pride, for he loved the
man, though he did not see the dark emotions hiding behind
Nishan’s eyes. “This man has led my people out of the wilds near
Ka’Shann, and we will walk the Broken Crown with him until he has
fulfilled his task and freed the Hundred Souls.”
“The Hundred Souls?” Anthea frowned at the mention of the foreign
term. It was an ominous phrase, and she felt a shiver run down her
spine. She looked questioningly at Nishan, who did not offer an
explanation. “What is that?”
“Nishan carries with him the souls of a hundred elders of our
people, men and women lost since the fall of Kostya and the
destruction of Ka’Shann.” Fadri explained.
“Ninety-nine, actually.” Nishan corrected Fadri, meeting Anthea’s
gaze unsteadily. It was hard to see the sympathy and sorrow that
filled her eyes. She might not fully comprehend what it meant for him
to have these souls within him, but she could see the way his body
had begun to waste away, how his skin had taken an unhealthy
pallor, and how darkness grew about his eyes.
Anthea stepped over to Nishan and seized his hands in her two soft
ones. “My dearest Nishan, what has become of you?”
“I had no choice when you left us. I had to take the power offered
me, so that I could help you, even if you told us you no longer
needed us.” Nishan said the words bitterly, and though he wished to
look away from her, he did not. She had captivated him, and he was
locked in her gaze.
Her breath caught in her throat, and Nishan could hear her heart
beat sorrowfully. “I am sorry. I was not myself.” She choked out,
clenching her eyes against tears.
“Are you now?” He asked. It was a fair question, considering the
changes that had come over her.
“I am, more than I could ever be. I swear that to you, on Maletos
and on my father.” She declared.
At the mention of her father, when she was making a sign for
Maletos, something passed over her face, and Nishan’s curiosity
was piqued. “You know something of him now? His fate was a
mystery to us before. You must have learned something when you
went after Sezja and after that…”
“I went to Cenalium and faced Corydon.” Anthea said, sighing.
When Nishan just stared at her in amazement, she explained further.
“After I killed Sezja, I gained from her a piece of myself that I had
never known I was missing. In doing so, I learned that Corydon had
made two other girls into creatures like her. I went to them in
Cenalium, but found that those two much different than Sezja had
been. One was a tortured soul in a twisted body. I spared her further
suffering, and she thanked me for it before she died. The other was
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much like me, much like I might have been. She and I fought, using
enchantments against one another. I bested her, but my mother
would not permit me to kill her. I realized that I, too, did not wish to
see her dead. So, I relieved her of her powers, and sent her away
where I hoped she would be safe.”
“And Corydon?” Nishan asked, suddenly aware that their entire
quest might not be of any use. If Anthea had lopped the head off of
the snake, would not the entire body die? Was all they had done in
vain?
She sighed disappointedly. “I tried to kill him, but there was
something with him that resisted enchantments. I could not kill him,
and I’d have died had Tuari not saved me.”
“I was but doing what Bedros asked of me, guarding her in his
stead.” Tuari offered, bowing his head slightly when Nishan glanced
over at him.
Anthea shook her head and freed a hand from Nishan’s
momentarily to pat Tuari on the shoulder. The mention of Bedros put
a sad smile on her face. “Oh, but it was more than that, Tuari. You
were such a faithful friend despite all I had done. I had become such
a horrible beast, and I had lost my conscience. I was trying to
destroy them all, but I had become something very much like those
that I wished to kill.” She lamented.
“Sometimes, similar beings know best how to hurt one another.”
Fadri commented. “It is so in the wilds.”
“I imagine so, but that is no excuse for all I have done.” Anthea
replied.
“How did you escape with your lives then, if your enchantments
were of no use against Corydon and whatever he had with him?”
“I did not do it. It had to be my mother that saved us, or so I think.”
“You’ve mentioned her before, but how is it that your mother lives?”
“I have long suspected that she lived, ever since what we saw in
those prophetic images within the enchantment I did in Fairport. I
met her. She is simple in the mind, damaged and diminished
somehow by Corydon, but she lives. Right when Corydon was about
to have me killed, she screamed and released an enchantment of
her own. Tuari and I were thrown from Cenalium, to ride the sun’s
rays. We were safe, but we had been cast adrift. We’d have died had
my father not saved us.”
“Your father lives, too?”
Anthea shook her head. “He is dead. He waited within the sun’s
domain as a bodiless spirit trapped by my mother. She foresaw the
need to help me, and she set him in guard of me when his body was
lost. Twice, at least, he has helped me. Now, his strength has faded
and he is finally in Nelius’ hands.”
Nishan took a deep breath and nodded. It was a lot to take in, and
this was just the story he was hearing. He had not had to experience
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any of these incredible events. Had he, he imagined it would have
been entirely different than hearing the tale. One thing he was
certain of: “Corydon lives on then, and our fleet is not wasted.”
“Far from it.” Anthea agreed. “In fact, one of Corydon’s generals
musters an armada of his own, one that more than matches this one
in strength if not numbers. As we returned to the world, we saw it
west of here. It is but Dees away, perhaps a Wayke, but then I am no
sailor and it is hard for me to judge distances when I am but a spirit
on the sun’s light.”
The sailors around them all began to murmur nervously. This was
what they’d assembled for, but hearing the enemy is nearly upon
them is rather different than knowing the enemy waits on a distant
isle. There was some anxiousness and excitement in the faces
surrounding her, but it was mostly worry. Even wild folk like the
Forlatett avoid war when possible.
“This is important news. Perhaps with this news, we can get the
drop on them. If we could stop or destroy this force, it would be a
great turning point for the war.” Nishan lifted his eyes westward,
imaging the flotilla ships manned by Lost Ones and Dark Aureans. It
was a frightening and yet exciting prospect.
“If the enemy’s force it is that strong, should we not go around and
seek the heart of the beast we battle, rather than strike at one of its
many limbs?” Fadri inquired. “Surely, there are more soldiers living in
this broad land that could do battle with them instead of us. We risk
blunting the edge of our attack force by fighting now.”
“We cannot doom the Aynglicans to such a fate. As long as we
stand between them, it is our duty to stop them.” Nishan declared.
“What if we have nothing left to throw at Maethlin then, because we
have wasted our lives in battle here?” Tuari asked, agreeing with
Fadri’s opinion. He was looking at the ships around them, and while
they did indeed seem like a great force, greater than he had ever
seen, he knew of the power of the Lost Ones. From a warrior’s
standpoint, it was important to consider their options.
Nishan did not like what he was hearing, but he was not the
commander of the fleet. Though he might wish to, he could not make
decisions for the whole armada. “Then we will have to speak with the
others.” Nishan replied.
“The others? Sagira, Makan, and Rolf are here?” Anthea asked.
“We are all here now, all except Bedros. Once more we come
together, and we have new allies with us, as well as old friends.”
Nishan looked at Tuari as he said this last part, and the young Uleaut
hunter’s eyebrows rose.
“Who might there be among this fleet that I know?” Tuari inquired.
Nishan smiled. “Do you recall Inoke, from Kunoeha? She came
asking for you.”
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Tuari’s sharp little teeth suddenly appeared in a broad smile. “She
is a great friend, and will one Dee be a wonderful woman. She would
be an excellent member of my hunting party.”
Anthea looked at Tuari in wonder. She had seen him together with
the Far Mueran girl, but she had not expected that they would meet
again or that anything significant had passed between the two. Now
it seemed as if some profound understanding indeed had come
between the two young friends.
“And that is not all.” Nishan continued. “Jens Karllack and the Bold
Company are here. He is one of our staunchest allies, commanding
a group of soldiers that even the Kerathi respect. The King’s nephew
Reid sails with us also. Dozens of nobles sent their private armies
along, and other groups are here, too: Mueran, Rumani, and
Aynglican. We also expect that more Kerathi and Aynglican mixedbloods, pirates and privateers in better times, will flock to our
banners as we near Kerathi lands.”
Anthea shook her head in amazement. “This is quite an army
Sagira and the rest of you have assembled, all in the time we were in
Mediya and I was lost in the sun’s warmth.”
“It is the Faestivul of Coming Plenty. Our allies gather in plenty, as
do our enemies.” Fadri pointed out.
Anthea’s mouth fell into a frown, and her eyes shone with worry as
she looked at Tuari. “So long. We were lost for nearly a Munth.”
“That is fine. As I see it, we arrived just in time.” Tuari replied, still
grinning from the mention that Inoke was near.
Nishan reluctantly pulled his eyes away from Anthea’s form, as duty
suggested that he do more than just stare at her glorious face. “Let
me call for a meeting of our leaders then, when we reach Pandrine.
The world is rising up against Corydon and his oppression, and we
have to decide how to best spend our efforts, lest we squander lives
and time.”
Nishan went about the ship then, ordering more sail to be put on,
and every bit of speed forced out of the ship. It would take time, but
they would likely reach Pandrine before the enemy if they were
lucky, though not by much. If luck was against them, they might
arrive to find the city in ruins or besieged. Thankfully, the Rumani are
a lucky folk, and Nishan felt they stood a good chance of arriving in
time.
No sooner had he given the commands and had them relayed to all
the vessels in the fleet, than did a sudden strong wind rose up out of
the east, coming down from Greveth’s Mercy and through the straits
between the Aynglican isles, pushing the force along. Nishan looked
to Anthea, who shook her head.
“Aaren’s breath is fine indeed.” Tuari remarked, turning his face into
the wind.
“Let us hope it holds.” Nishan replied.
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“It will. Have faith and it will hold.”
“With your faith and Rumani luck, the future should be quite
fortunate.” Nishan said to Tuari, trying to keep his mood light, but
when Anthea looked into his eyes, she wasn’t sure that she saw
hope.

Anthea found it hard to sleep. Night had fallen and she had been
laying upon her bunk in the quarters afforded to her, but she’d been
adrift and awake for so long on the sun’s rays that it seemed odd to
have to sleep. Sleep seemed to be the oddest form of unrestful rest
compared to what she’d been doing. Not to mention that she’d grown
used to the movement of light rather than the movement of water.
This sort of adjustment would take Dees, but adjust she would, even
if she missed both her father and the sun’s warm caress.
She made her way to the deck of Nishan’s ship from the cabins
below deck. Nishan had bought the ship with his winnings in Mediya,
Fadri had told her. He’d named the stout old war vessel the Corsair.
He’d always fancied himself a rogue, and the name made sense. It
wasn’t the fastest ship, but it had taken a pounding in its life and it
looked as if it could do so again. It had a heavy ballistae mounted on
the foredeck and tidy rows of cannons along the port and starboard
sides.
The night sky was full of stars and moonlight, but she shivered in
the absence of the sun and from the unseasonably stiff breeze that
was still pushing heavily in their sails. She wore a button-up shirt
Nishan had given her, and they’d found a pair of sailor’s breeches
that fit her well enough when tied with a cord. The clothes she’d had
were stained with blood and torn from her conflicts. They also
reminded her and Nishan of who she’d been for a while, and those
were not pleasant memories. Perhaps that was also part of why she
wasn’t sleeping.
“I didn’t know if I’d see you ever again.” Nishan said softly, moving
up behind her without so much as a whisper of his bare feet on the
deck.
“I didn’t know if I’d ever see me again either.” She quietly admitted
to herself and to him. She cast a glance sideways and saw him nod.
There was something in his expression that made her want to
explain more, as if she owed him that much at least. “I was lost in
myself. I was just so angry and desperate when those creatures
attacked us and we couldn’t stop them. Their magick was so strong
and we were all going to die because I wasn’t strong enough. The
worst part was that I wasn’t going to even get close to finishing all I’d
planned to do. We were going to die in Ka’Shann, thousands of
Kilomes from Cenalium and all of Corydon’s evils. It was all going to
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be for nothing, and something inside me snapped when I realized
that.”
“Every man, and every woman, has a darker half. Rarely, do we
give in to it. Usually, it’s a cause for regrets.”
“So speaks a man with a lot of regrets.” Anthea replied, hoping to
catch a hint of a smile. She saw nothing of the sort. When he made
no reply other than sighing and grabbing the rail beside her, she
frowned and looked out at the lantern lights of the ships around
them. “They look like more stars, only ones that have fallen upon the
water.”
Nishan turned to her with a pained look, and his eyes were so
distraught that her breath caught in her throat. He grabbed her then,
pulled her close, and squeezed her tightly. Her arms were awkwardly
positioned between them, but she put her head on his shoulder and
relaxed against his body. His muscles were so tight, and his body
was spare of the little softness he’d had before. He was a skeleton
with muscles pulled taut between its bones and skin stretched over
that. Yet, there was some comfort to be found in the familiarity of his
embrace.
“What has become of us?” Anthea whispered, hearing his ragged
breath.
“I am lost to you.” He murmured.
“I was lost. If I can find myself once more, then you can as well.”
She told him.
“My curse is different. It is not one of my own nature, but one I have
taken on.”
Anthea pushed away then, breaking the embrace. She searched
his eyes for answers, but found only confusion and pain. “What have
they done to you?”
“They live within me now, Anthea. I live life faster for having them
here. Every Saycund feels like a hundred, every meal feels like a
chore, and every inhalation is several steps closer to death for me.
They’ve lived so long, and they just want to die.”
“Can you not be rid of them?” She asked.
Nishan laughed bitterly. “I have but to die ninety-nine more times,
Anthea. Then I am free.”
“How can you die that many times? What do you mean ‘more
times?’ When have you died before?”
He smiled bitterly in the moonlight. “Each death stroke I take, each
time I drown or die in fire, I will rise once more. That is, until all the
souls within me are free. Already, I have surrendered to death once.
Fadri’s father, Andrin, cut me deeply. I’d have died, but one of the
Hundred Souls went to Nelius in my stead. That did not lessen the
pain of dying, though.”
Anthea shuddered. “This is a horrible fate, worse than even Rolf’s
Racheneid oath, worse even than my feud with Corydon.”
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“I am a slave to your fate, Anthea. If I must die that many times to
help you, cut down by Dark Aureans and burned by their horrible
weapons, then so be it. When I am done, my life will be my own once
more.”
“Can I do nothing to ease the pain?” Anthea asked. Even seeing
the hunger in his eyes, she did not back down. The old Anthea, the
young girl that fled Cenalium would have fled from his desire, but she
had aged since then. If she had something within her to give this
man to ease the pains he suffered on her behalf, she would do it in
an instant.
“Your offer is kind, but you could but distract my mind for Mynettes,
for an Ouer even, but then I would be back to my suffering.”
“I loved you once, Nishan. I can love you again, in spite of all that
has happened and your afflictions.”
“I am beyond love, sweet one.” Nishan stepped away from her, and
a poetic urge came upon his heart, for he was Rumani, and they are
said to feel matters of the heart more deeply than any other people.
“I am a man who hears the heart of the one he longs for, but a man
who cannot go to that heart, for fear it will destroy him further. Bold,
the words of the one he longs for, offering herself to him, but she
does not know how much that would pain him to touch her, to be with
her as he has dreamed of since he met her.”
Anthea turned away, because she felt mockery in his words. Her
offer had been scorned, and it hurt to be turned away. “I am sorry,
Nishan. Better that you never saved me from the predators in that
alley on Rummas.”
“No, I would rather die a hundred times than have never met you.
Then, you were a beacon of youth and innocence within the mires.
Now, you are a vision. I’ve never seen such an amazing sight.
Surely, a Goddess dwells within your skin.”
“Then, let this Goddess touch you, and wash away your pains, if but
for a short time.” Anthea offered once more, and this time he gave in
against his better judgment, for he, in his jealousy, did not want to
share the experience with those inhabiting him.
His lips found hers, even with his eyes closed, and his hands bound
in the luxurious coils of her hair as they slipped down her back to pull
her close. He bit her lip softly and then her throat more harshly,
causing her to cry out. He marked her there as being his, and then
took her where the eyes of sailors and the Forlatett would not see
him ravish her.
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CHAPTER 178
The greatest danger of betrayal comes from one’s own allies and
assistants. The closer you let someone into your circle, the greater
potential they have to hurt you. If possible, it’s best to keep everyone
at a safe distance, but when you play for big stakes, you need to
allow some of your associates to view your plans, at least in part, so
that they can accomplish what you need them to. This sort of gamble
is the lifeblood of politics. You extend a hand in trust, and hope that
you do not get your fingers cut off for it.
Perhaps it was better to play the spider in the web, the puppet
master behind the curtains. Yet, I cannot reverse my path, nor would
I if I could. I have accomplished more than I ever hoped, and having
done so, I have discovered so much more that I hope to do, things I
had not even imagined before rising in power. I must survive until
these plans of mine come to full fruition. Nothing and no one else
matters…
- Excerpt from Iago’s ‘Trust Unfounded’
 Faestivul of Coming Plenty – Dee Two of Five, 769 A.E. 
For the first time since her captivity had begun, Tahirah III, former
Empress of the Elegian Empire, found herself outside of Aetheline.
She might have escaped from Aetheline at any time, since she was
its ruler now in all but name, but she had not for two reasons. First,
she both feared Iago and was intrigued by him, and she wished to
see how far his schemes would carry him before fate and ill fortunes
finally caught up to him. Second, she had realized that she was not
the sort of woman to live in obscurity, and she preferred having
power, even if it was borrowed power and she lived in exile. This
departure from Aetheline happened, not by her will, but by the
command of Iago, who was now the acting leader of all Aurean
people – the loyalists anyway. Under careful guard, she had been
smuggled out of Aetheline and flown to a secret meeting at Messinia,
a Menocitta of minor importance on the isle of Elegius.
After spending so much time with Avel and Deo following her like
puppies, it was odd not to have them around her, but it had not been
her choice to go to Messinia, so she had not been able to pick her
own entourage. The invitation, if it could be called that when a man
such as Iago asked for your attendance, was an invitation for only
one person. Besides, to travel with Avel and Deo would have been
foolhardy, for it would have brought them into Iago’s attention. She
wasn’t foolish enough to think that he didn’t already know, what with
all of his spies, but she didn’t want to thrust them into his attention
more than they already might be. They were loyal servants, and a
good master protected his or her servants.
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Alone or not, Tahirah III climbed confidently down from the
incursion-sized Flier she had traveled in. She was immediately
surrounded by six of Iago’s personal Guardians in their white
uniforms and conical helmets. They wore unfriendly faces, faces that
were focused on their task. They looked at her not with men’s eyes,
but with the eyes of captors upon a prisoner. Never did they leer at
her or eye her with disrespect; they showed the wariness of guards
who expected their captive to try to slip free somehow. There had
been no chance of that when they were flying, not when they were
several thousand Mayters above the surface, but the danger of her
possible escape had suddenly presented itself, and they would not
even give her a Saycund to ponder such an opportunity.
No, Iago’s men were all business, much as Haig had been, and that
sort of man was rarely susceptible to seduction or corruption, so she
didn’t even try. Even when they frisked her and searched her for
weapons, they did not try any cheap feels or attempt to touch her in
any indecent way, even if they were thorough. Despite their
professionalism, their inexperience with Elegian noblewomen and
Iago’s underestimation of her desire for self-preservation allowed her
to have two weapons that they missed. Her nails were lacquered
with a poison that could be scratched onto someone if necessary,
and there was a reed-thin stiletto knife about fifteen Centis long that
had been worked into the boning of her bodice. Within a few
Saycunds, she could have the knife out and at someone’s throat,
presumably Iago’s, if things went poorly. She didn’t expect to have to
use either of the weapons at her disposal todee, but she was not one
to go to any important meeting unarmed.
The meeting place had been chosen, and yet she found that it had
been changed at the last moment. She smiled to herself, seeing that
Iago had expected treachery from her. She might have been able to
arrange for an assassin to lie in wait somewhere in Messinia,
perhaps even at the original meeting site, but there was no way she
could have prepared any trap when she had not known the true
meeting location, which seemed to be outside of the Menocitta.
Dark was falling on the plateau where the meeting was to be had,
and though there were a few outlying structures nearby that
belonged to Messinia, the city itself was a crown of lights a few to the
northwest. Iago stood in the wind outside another Flier of equal size
to her own. The Flier was not marked with the symbols and heraldry
that would have marked it as the ship of the Voice of the Firmament.
Disinformation was a trade he worked at – it was essential for a man
with his ambitions. Clearly, he did not want people to know of this
meeting, or of his comings and goings.
Some things never changed, she decided, smiling. “It has been
awhile, Iago.”.
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Iago met her gaze squarely, moving away from his own group of six
white-clad Guardians to speak to her more privately. The two of them
stood face to face, with a Flier just a short distance behind both of
them, and the Guardians standing at a respectful distance, with
three-Mayter arc-lances bristling over their heads, each lance point
sparkling lethally.
Tahirah III was dressed exquisitely in a gown of cream with silver
detailing that left her shoulders bare. It had been synched tightly
about her waist with an underbust corset, which also had silver
thread upon it, mostly in a delicate floral design that was spread
across her left breast, about where her heart would be. The cream of
the long gown looked all that much whiter when laid in front of her
bronzed skin. Her teeth glittered whitely when her lips parted, and
she met Iago’s gaze squarely.
Iago was in his white and black robes of office, with a dark glove
pulled over the hand that he used in judgment of his fellows. As time
went on, he used less ornamentation, shifting back toward the simple
and functional styles that he had worn when she’d first met him. He
was not a man that liked ornamentation and functionless beauty,
even if he did understand the value of such things.
Tahirah III smiled guilelessly and held out a hand in greeting. She
wasn’t sure if she felt like scratching him just yet, but the choice was
always there. “Have you nothing to say to an old friend?”
“We are associates, you and I, a master and a subordinate.” Iago
replied coldly, refusing to take her hand. Doubtless, he expected
some sort of duplicity from her.
The care she’d taken to dress escaped him. He saw her only as a
person to manipulate, not a woman that could be desired. Such a
thing challenged a woman’s pride. She let her hand fall, and the
memories of her time in a cage in his offices came back all too
clearly. Her eyes narrowed and though her smile lost none of its
warmth, inside she felt her insides turn cold. “Be that as it may, there
is no reason we cannot be cordial, is there?”
“How about Haig, for one reason?”
She snorted disdainfully at the mention of the deceased First
Disciple. “Haig was a feeble-minded worshipper of the cause, but a
poor servant of it. He’s better off dead. As a symbol, he does much
more in death than he ever would have in life.”
“Some may not see it like that.” Iago pointed out.
“But you and I do, and that is all that matters.”
“You are a sharp instrument, Empress.” He mentioned her title not
out of spite, but out of honor, which surprised her. “I would not wish
to discard you, or let you rust away in a shed somewhere. I have
uses for you yet, but you must take care not overstep your bounds,
or I will have to deal with you.”
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“And what are my bounds, Master Iago?” She inquired winsomely.
Iago had sounded almost fond of her when he spoke of her
usefulness, so she seized upon that thread and spoke of it.
“Aetheline, for now. I need you to root out malcontents and prepare
my army for me. I have a list of several captains that I wish to see
promoted, regardless of what others might say. They are then to take
their men north, to reinforce Choraeyn, but also Durenia and Jhiza.”
“Jhiza?” Her eyebrow rose.
“A general under Corydon, a vicious young leader known as Aram,
is making fools of your people’s vaunted legions. We cannot have
the Elegian Empire fall to a mere twenty thousand Dark Aureans.”
He saw slight changes in her expression, which hinted that she still
cared about her people, despite all that had occurred. “Each Dark
Aurean, especially this new breed of Corydon’s, is worth a halfdozen Lowlanders in a fair fight, which Aram makes sure never
happen. He aspires to greatness, as he should, for his name means
‘royal highness.’ I would expect no less of an enemy anyway.”
“So, we are to support my successor, Sanura II, against this
General Aram?”
“I care little who sits on the Elegian throne, so long as she fights
Corydon.”
And there it was. He’d just given her permission to retake her
throne, but not in so many words. It was clearly implied that so long
as Aetheline was running smoothly, and she did what he asked of
her there, she could put her own loyal Aurean forces into play
outside the capital of the Elegian Empire, and she could overthrow
the Empress.
Tahirah III laughed aloud. She leaned forward then as if to whisper,
and when she saw that his eyes were on hers, she asked, “You
believe me to be that trustworthy?”
Iago shrugged. “As I said, as long as I get what I want, I care not
what you do, if it does not interfere with my plans or damage my
reputation. I care only for my people. The affairs of Lowlanders are of
little importance to me. Fail me though, and I can see you pitched off
a cliff.” He said this bluntly, speaking of her death with no emotion
whatsoever.
Tahirah III was a dangerous woman in her own rights, and she was
certainly in her element here, when threats were being bandied back
and forth. “I am not without my own dangers.”
“I do not worry about the youths you’ve seduced or your private
army of loyal pups. As far as I see it, they’re another element of our
people that needs weeding out. Take them all with you to Jhiza and
do with them as you please, so long as I get my Fliers and soldiers in
Choraeyn and Durenia also.” Iago replied.
“Will Corydon attack Choraeyn again? Is that why you’re stockpiling
soldiers there?”
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“I do not think he has the forces to do it. Even with Tibusin and
Cenalium under his control, he will not have enough soldiers. He
bleeds his cities dry with his rites of alteration to make his
abominable soldiers. He might throw attacks at Menocittas, as he
has at Erstusis, but we will not be taken unawares in another
Grancitta, not again.”
“So what then? Will you do nothing more than reinforce your
defenses? When will Corydon be stopped? Do you plan on having
him burn through all of his resources before you finally step up to
challenge him, when he is left without an army to defend him?”
“There are few choices in the matter. Cenalium must be handled
delicately, with patience and due caution. A defended Grancitta may
not be taken by force of arms, unless you have the element of
surprise on your side or much greater numbers. I hope to have both
soon.”
“Do tell.”
He shook his head. “I will not share all my plans with you. Few
know the intricacies of my plots, and I will not expand that inner circle
right now.”
“So be it.” She said, crossing her arms in front of her and looking
away. “I just hope that this noose you are tightening has more to it
than Fliers, Guardians, the poisoners that were sent north, and those
mirror ships. I feel that this Corydon will not easily be outdone by
such gimmicks.”
“I have more than just tricks with which to combat him, worry not.
Things will be well in hand if I but secure one more ally who now
gathers an army in the east.”
“In the east?” She pondered that hint for a moment, but could think
of no one within her realm of influence or any old power that would
interest Iago much. Even the royal family in Aynglica or the powerful
factors of Rummas would be of little help against this foe.
“I can say no more. I have much to do. The purification of my
people is an endless task, and it suffers when I do not keep my full
attention upon it.”
“Why are you so obsessed with this refinement of your people?
What are their great flaws that require fixing? I was Empress of a
land far more populous than all of your cities combined, and I never
thought to try to fix them all by culling the weak and disloyal. Such
things are a natural state of any people. There is always a certain
amount of waste, no matter what you do.”
“A people can only become better if their leaders aspire to make
such a thing occur.”
“Yet, a dog cannot become a cat simply by wishing Rishalt would
make it happen.”
Iago smiled at the oversimplified attempt at illustrating the situation.
“That is why I do not rely on any God or Goddess alone to make this
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change. We will change our people ourselves, perhaps under the
guidance of divine will, but the work is ours.”
“Some will always resist change, even if it is good for them. Some
will always look to interests of the self before the interests of the
whole. It is the way of things.”
“It will not be when I am done.”
She shook her head at his idealism. “I would never have taken you
for such a man. I thought this was all a ploy to take more power, and
here I find myself in the company of a man who truly wishes change.
I applaud your tenacity, but wonder at your futile efforts, while
wishing you luck nonetheless.”
“Sometimes self-interest and the good of the whole coincide.” Iago
replied, smiling in such a way that she could witness his duality, and
see that he was working for the people and for himself.
“You are a frightening creature. You should have been killed at birth
– starved, thrown into the sea, or something…”
“I am in like company then, for your assassination of the First
Disciple was a terrible thing, and yet it was beautiful in its own
selfishness. We are alike, you and I, and perhaps that is why I have
not had you murdered in your sleep just yet.”
“Or I you where you stand, dear Iago.”
The Voice of the Firmament looked pointedly at her bodice, where
he had apparently detected the hidden knife. “We are what we are,
the two of us, and we will change the world because of it. Now, go
back to Aetheline and round up the soldiers that I need. Keep my
capital running smoothly while I am absent. I have business to be
about, and would not like to have to go back there to reorganize
things.”
She bowed her head of coifed hair and curtsied. “Until the next time
we meet then, and may that be some place more pleasant than this,
where we can celebrate our approaching victories.”
She waved at him, making sure he noticed her fingernails as she
left. He actually blinked in surprise at that, realizing what they must
contain in their paint. She laughed all the way back to the Flier,
where she allowed the white armored Guardians to help her up into
the back of the craft. From there, it was back to Aetheline and
planning to retake her throne.
It was odd how something she’d not even really considered except
in passing had suddenly become the focus of her life once more.
With Iago’s permission and the use of his soldiers, there was an
actual possibility of retaking her throne, and, more importantly,
holding it after she retook it. Life had a strange way of making things
work out, she considered, smiling at the mountains that passed
beneath her as the Flier made its way back south.
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CHAPTER 179
There have been stories aplenty of the Gods coming down to our
world and walking in the flesh. Many discount these as wives’ tales
or drunken lunacy, but I, for one, believe that such things are
possible. I have therefore gone through as many accounts as
possible, to draw conclusions about how Gods interact with man. In
doing this, I have seen three distinct categories of divine
appearances, detailed as follows:
First, and most commonly, a God appears as a force of nature or
an unlikely occurrence. A freak wind may rise up and cast aside an
enemy, an errant wave may lift a drowning man to safety, or a
wounded buck may stumble across a starving man and become the
meal that saves him. Strange acts of nature, including storms,
volcanic eruptions, quakes, mudslides, plains fires, and flash floods
are all suspect of being the work of the Pantheon. Acts or events of
this sort could be explained as simple chance or luck, but they may
actually be the work of a God or Goddess’ hands. Even in the most
unlikely of cases, there is always a way to explain these accounts.
Second, a God appears under the guise of an avatar or by
possessing an object or a living thing. Most commonly, this happens
when a God or Goddess inhabits a statue or shrine designated to
them, and they speak or give some sign to those worshipping there.
A deity might also possess a creature or a man. The deity will step
into the skin of a living thing, take control of it, and perform great
deeds. There are many stories of a man or a beast suddenly rising
up with great power and wrath, smiting all around them. The Kerathi
speak of becoming a puppet for Cainel and Comrain. The Muerans
have similar stories of an oceanic deity taking over a faithful captain,
who leads his ship through an impossible storm, and then cannot
recall having done so. Other accounts tell of a deity possessing a
great beast, which fells an evil noble, slays a dishonest mercenary
captain, or rights a terrible wrong. Bears, wild cats, and even cows or
horses have been parts of these stories. Who can say, once again, if
such things are chance or actual divine acts?
Finally, we have the rarest sort of account, whereby a God or
Goddess actually manifests in the physical form. They take a shape,
either of their own making, or of what witnesses expect them to
appear as. Typically, they appear to offer advice to a man or woman
praying earnestly for guidance. They have also been known to
appear to someone they are displeased with and drive them to
suicide. On a few occasions, Elegians tell stories of Nelius showing
himself and taking the populations of entire cities, or marching
through a village and slaying the members of an unjust family only.
Rishalt is said to have shown himself in dozens of strange and
unique animal forms over the Hectoyarres. Several Elegian
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Empresses have spotted Juria, and Chaveaoux has appeared to
dozens of inventors in Aynglica. These accounts are the hardest to
explain away as anything other than divine acts, because of the
power of these events and the influence of those who claim to have
spotted the deity.
Do we reside in a world where Gods and Goddesses walk? I do not
know if we do or not, but I find myself hoping that it is so…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘Musings About Gods and Goddesses’
 Faestivul of Coming Plenty – Dee Five of Five, 769 A.E. 
Greveth, Uman’s wife-mother, strolled about the new lands of the
Inner Seas. She had spent her time shoring up the uneasy lands that
now lay in the vicinity of what had been Rummas’ three isles. Before,
the two small isles had floated like wings around the main isle. The
three isles remained, but only as a part of a much larger piece of
land that the survivors called New Rummil. Old Rummas was the
northwestern corner of this new land, which was larger than Zaraig
and of a size with Lesser Aynglica.
Truthfully, New Rummil, even the recently-arrived portions, was not
entirely a new land, since ruins had shot up in places from beneath
the waters, indicating that at least parts of the original Rummil had
returned. The land that had been lost beneath the seas had come
back, changed and worse for wear for having been submerged for
Hectoyarres, but the Rumani homeland was reformed nonetheless.
What had been the three isles of Rummas had also been damaged
in the upheaval of lands; it had been shaken about as the grounds
had shifted, and many buildings had cracked, collapsed, or fallen
over.
The majority of the population had survived, and they were a tough
lot, as Rumani usually were. They’d taken to drinking and song to
mourn the dead, and then they had set themselves to praying and
rebuilding, once they had seen their broad, new land. The good
always came with the bad for the Rumani. Greveth still worked to
have the waves and shifting lands throw sand upon the rocky shores
of New Rummil, to soften its hard edges and make it more hospitable
for both men and growing things; these things she did for her
husband-son, to lighten his heart. Even with her efforts, it would be
some time before the new lands were livable, but eventually they
would be covered in the same lush greenery that still filled the
gardens of Rummas.
Eventually, Greveth knew she would have to do the same for her
siblings, whose people, the Muerans, had been put out of their
homes and familiar waters. Masters of ships they might be, but the
tsunamis that had occurred after the eruption of Mount Loakea had
been beyond the sailing abilities of all but the best among their kind.
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Many had been lost, certainly most of the Landbound. Far Muera
was a cooling mass of hardening rock. No more was it a collection of
rocky islets upon which birds mated and laid eggs. Kunoeha had
always been the largest of those isles, dominating the archipelago.
Only now it was almost a single isle, steaming still from the hot
magma that had burst from the earth as Uman had burst free from
her loins.
The various tropical isles of the Mueran Belt were also in bad
condition. The waves that had crashed upon those isles had
drowned animals, crushed trees, and swamped boats all the way
from Hiloa to Waihailei. Marceaupo’s Foot, a collection of minor isles
that were once beautiful tropical jungles, was now a bald collection of
bedraggled sandbars. The Muerans that had lived and fished the
reefs that stretched between those isles were now scattered over
thousands of square Kilomes of seas, all that Tulis and Marceaupo
had not managed to gather at least. Many had sailed out into the
Outer Seas though, hoping to wait out any more tremors and deadly
waves.
This was how Greveth and her siblings labored, but Uman was
otherwise occupied.

Uman was wrathful as he looked out upon the seas around New
Rummil. He saw that much had changed, and though the people of
New Rummil were struggling to find equilibrium after the change, he
knew they would be fruitful if they were given time. However, he also
saw that the Lost Ones were near.
The enemy was threatening his people; they were an enemy army
inhabited by a plural being that was the opposite of all he stood for.
He was the combination of mortal flesh and divine nature. They were
the ancient enemy of the Gods, or what the Gods once were, and
they wanted to destroy all mortal life. They were the antithesis of
both his halves. Of all his kind, only he remembered what the Gods
had been when they first came to Elegia, because he had slept and
he had dreamt. His memories had not eroded from Hectoyarres of
worship that would have shaped him into something other than he
was. No, his slow rise to awareness had allowed his abilities to brew
and distill into something greater than he would have been had he
also rose at the time of his elders.
Now that he was awake, he had much to do. He loved all people,
for they were the relatives of his mortal half, but no people did he
love so much as the Rumani, whose faith had sustained the kernel of
what he was and had allowed him to become more than he might
have. There had been many great prophets among his favored
people, though no two so great as Dorjan the Seer and Kostya. Now,
there rose another prophet in the north, a well of ancient souls and
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knowledge. Like the other great Rumani, his blessings were also a
curse. It was in the nature of the Rumani to see that no gift came
without a terrible price. Tragedy was their friend and foe, all in one.
And while Uman longed to help Nishan in the north, to ease his
pain and take away some part of his suffering, he could not. The
Rumani were a unique people, with abilities different than any other
people of the Broken Crown. The Aureans might have their
technologies and their ties to the light, the Kerathi had their
Thaumaturges, and the Muerans could adapt to the sea as their
Nohoheleu did, but the Rumani had their own magick. The magicks
of the Rumani were as secret and well guarded as was their private
language, and they were potent. What had been done to Nishan was
beyond Uman’s abilities to fix.
Yet, he could help these Rumani on New Rummil, while they
recovered and rebuilt, until they were no longer vulnerable. He would
defend them while his wife-mother worked on the isles to make them
a beautiful place to live.
Already, Greveth’s siblings, Tulis and Marceaupo, had gathered
many of the Mueran survivors and they were herding them north to
assist the alliance that so many dreamed of in the north. Dreams
were his highways, and he knew all that was dreamed of, and a
great many dreams as of late were of this new hope in the alliance
that Nishan was part of.
Uman had something of his own alliance here, with his wife-mother
and her siblings. He would work his own will upon the world through
them, while the Gods under Maletos struggled to push their
dwindling energies into the alliance in the north or toward thwarting
the Ox-Men. Unlike the other Gods, Uman’s power was not fading.
He had not lost most of his worshippers as Cainel and Comrain had
when the Kerathi had fallen. Nor were his powers weakening with the
creeping destruction of the Aurean nation from within, or of the
Elegians from without. Yenis’ folk were distant and inconsequential in
this conflict, and the Gods of the Aynglicans were still strong, but
they were frightened of what the future boded for them. He and his
three allies would not fade. Even Tulis and Marceaupo, though
diminished by the deaths of so many Muerans, had begun to change
without even knowing, shifting to use internal powers rather than
those granted from outside sources. They were halfway under his
dominion, not that he planned to use this fact for anything but the
good of the world – and the Rumani in this case.
Uman summoned Tulis and Marceaupo, pressing his will upon
them. Like two Lodefish, fish that used the magnetic rocks in their
heads to find one another, the God and Goddess came to him. They
arrived, looking confused and eager.
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“Why are we here?” Tulis asked, brushing his damp locks of blonde
hair aside from his handsome face as he floated gently upon the
water in a reclined pose.
Marceaupo frowned, showing a bit of her elder sister’s fire as she
glared at Uman. Her dark blue gown undulated with each passing
wave, looking far cooler than her expression. “Why have you called
us away from our people? We were busy working with Fallu to
rescue the Muerans.”
Uman nodded toward the horizon, where a row of galleys was
evident. “Corydon’s soldiers approach.”
“Are they not headed for Aynglica?” Tulis asked, as if this would
make them someone else’s problem.
Uman balled his hands into fists and turned his fierce eyes at the
shapes on the horizon. “They might be headed there, but they are
within the realm of New Rummil. These waters are no longer
patrolled by the Kerathi’s Longrunner galleys, and they stray too near
this new domain, which is weak from its birthing. We must not allow
them to draw near.”
Marceaupo looked to New Rummil, a new set of shores within her
younger brother’s domain, the Inner Seas. He was slightly
diminished for it, for his territories were smaller with the addition of
this new land, and yet the deep and fast currents flowing around
parts of the new land were a fair offset for what had been lost. “This
new land, what worry is it for us, when it is still empty other than the
city that was Rummas? Aynglica is full of people to defend.”
“You think wrongly.” Uman corrected Marceaupo. She regarded him
with surprise, but feared to oppose him so directly. He noted her
reaction and explained, so that she could understand his loathing of
the approaching army. “The creatures upon those boats, they are a
foul breed indeed. They stain whatever lands and waters they
traverse upon. They are born of our ancient enemies, the Lost Ones.
We cannot suffer them to stray into this area. We must keep pure the
lands of the far south. Let their evil not pollute these waters or these
lands.”
Then the pair of deities sent out their senses and felt the taint riding
upon the water just a few Kilomes away. Marceaupo shivered in
disgust, a look that was unpleasant upon her fair face. “What are we
to do then? If we kill them or shake them from their ships, will they
not die and poison our waters?”
“The seas are vast. Perhaps their poisons will be spread far and
thin, until they are not harmful to us.” Tulis suggested.
“I still do not like it.” Marceaupo insisted. “Is there nothing you can
do? You are the God of Dreams. Can you not make something
happen to them in their slumber?”
Uman shook his head. “These creatures do not dream. They are
not alive in that way, not any longer.”
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Tulis sighed. “There is only so much we can do. Our powers are not
what they were, and a larger fleet than this slides through the straits
of the Östlichreich even now, headed for the alliance fleet between
the Aynglican provinces. If we are to deal with this small fleet, we
could offer little in the way of assistance with the larger fleet.”
Uman nodded grimly. He had felt the fear of the dreams of a few
distant folks that still remained in the Kerathi lands, but he could not
feel every boat upon the water as these two could, and the
information Tulis shared now was important. “Let us work together
with your sister instead. We will drive these ships ashore, and she
will cause a great pyre to be made where they run aground.”
“Death by fire is better than death by water?” Tulis asked, arching
an eyebrow over his boyish features.
“Your sister’s fires will carry send their taint back to the original
creature, rather than let their filth poison the land. We will deal with
the original beast in time, but we must not let it poison our power
base now, or we will not have the strength to fight the Lost Ones
later.” Uman explained. His features took on the slightest cast of
worry then, when he gave the brother and sister a warning: “Take
care not to let these things too near you. They may prick you, and
you will bleed, for the Lost Ones are our peers. Any creature they
inhabit has the ability to wound you, if only slightly. They come in
great numbers though, and we must work well together, or we risk
grave injury to ourselves.”
Marceaupo cracked her knuckles eagerly. After herding ships and
helping to wash sands upon the shores of New Rummil, she was
spoiling for a fight. “What of the greater fleet to the north then? Are
we to ignore that entirely?”
Uman grinned at her eagerness. “You two must lend what waves
you two can to the alliance, helping them along to Pandrine, where
the dreams of many proclaim the battle shall be. A great westerly
current would push their boats faster, while hindering the advance of
the Lost Ones. Using their unholy muscles alone, they will still arrive,
but they will not do so before the alliance has set up its defenses.
Also, when we are done here, drive your Mueran castaways up to
them, so that they may assist in this battle.”
“Then let us be about this business.” Tulis suggested. “I worry
about those in the north, even if I can feel Aaren’s breath filling their
sails and smoothing the weather for them.”
Uman waved the pair on. They knew what to do. He had to rally
the Rumani on shore, for there was need for them to be vigilant
when the enemy approached. He sent his spirit into those who were
in a waking dream or slept in the middee, taking a rest after a
morning full of labors. They woke, startled with a freshness and a
need to speak of what they’d seen in their dreams. Quickly, the word
spread. Others among the Rumani felt him more than saw him, but
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the more astute and sensitive among their people could see him and
feel him enter their waking dreams. Within Mynettes, the entire host
of the Peacekeepers was rousted from their beds, torn away from
meals and drinks, and drawn away from their patrols.
Even those who were not Rumani felt his call to arms. Rummas had
always been a city of mixed people, and in recent Munths, the
contingent of Kerathi within the city had grown strong, having been
displaced from their homes among their isles. The Kerathi went to
battle alongside the Rumani Peacekeepers, and there were more
than a few mercenaries from the other lands of the Broken Crown
that marched with them out onto the fresh lands that surrounded
their homes. Then, on the shore, they waited and watched miracles.
It was not a long wait, not when the focused powers of the Inner and
Outer Seas were in one area. Already, great waves were forming
around the fleet carrying Lost Ones, making a corridor of water that
would lead them to the rocky shores of New Rummil. He laughed
aloud, for his spirits were high. His wife-mother saw him coming and
her face lit up like the fire of the inner earth.
The enemy ships broke upon the shores, driven by the two Gods of
the seas. The impact upon those newly made shores killed many of
the enemy soldiers, though those that lived washed up toward the
waiting defenders as the waves continued to crash. Both broken
ships and Lost Ones were thrust upon the new land. This was the
first of the miracles that Dee.
When the battle was joined, the Kerathi howled vengeful battle cries
and threw themselves at the Lost Ones, seeing a chance for
vengeance that many had never thought they might see. Many of the
Lost Ones were in disarray, having lost shields and weapons in their
crash upon the shores, and the Kerathi broke their phalanxes. Then,
the Peacekeepers waded into the gaps with their clubs and swords,
ready to defend their lands. Still, they were overmatched. Hot was
the fury of the Kerathi survivors, and the Peacekeepers were an
angry mess of hornets, but they were physically overpowered and
outdone.
Later, many would tell of four great beings walking at the edges of
the battle, using fire, water, and the strength of their limbs to kill the
invaders. There, in the midst of life and death, the men could see
what they would not normally believe. Their minds were open and full
of hope after having witness to so many miracles, and they could
believe, in that moment, that their dreams of divine intervention could
come true. Uman grew in strength then, for when situations are most
dire the dreams of men are most potent. He fed upon the dreams
and used that to fuel his battle.
Terrible was the wrath he dealt upon the Lost Ones, and his wifemother was no less harsh. While Uman’s arms were strong as
Comrain or Cainel’s, Greveth fought with the earth’s heat itself. Her
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hair lashed out like tongues of fire, igniting even the metal of arclances and arc-swords. Enemies flared up like dozens of candles,
and the four deities continued to press upon them. Then, when the
last Lost Ones had been herded together, the ground became too
hot to tread upon, and Lost Ones began bursting into flames where
they stood. The defenders were tired, but they held their ranks and
formed a ring at the edge of the molten ground, holding the Lost
Ones where they burned and died to a man.
When it was over, hundreds of defenders were dead, but over two
thousand Lost Ones had died, and their ships had been ruined. The
survivors broke into song of praise and heaped high the bodies of
the Lost Ones on the dark circle of land where the majority of the
enemy forces had all burnt to ashes. These bodies also burned, for
the heat was still in the stone. None knew then that there was forever
to be a stain upon that ring of stone, where nothing grew. The
Rumani would come to call that black circle of stone ‘The Ring of
Four Gods.’ In that late Ouer, though, the Peacekeepers swore that
they would build a monument around that ring, honoring the dead
that had fallen and the four Gods that had made the victory possible.
The promises of the Rumani are always true, and it would be done,
even if it took some time.
The four Gods departed then, having more work to do in the north,
where another fleet was approaching the isles of mortal men.
However, the imprint of their visit to New Rummil was quite a lasting
one…

163

PERENNIALS
CHAPTER 180
Meetings between men are odd things. There is a lot of swagger,
posturing, and bragging that serves no purpose other than to
determine who has the most right to make otherwise unsupported
claims. Like peacocks, they strut and show their feathers, battling for
the chance to court the group as a whole and seek what they
personally desire. If you add in women, this situation becomes even
worse, for the pride of men is greatest when it involves their image,
their money, and their lands. They cannot give up any of these
things, especially in the presence of women.
While women multiply these defensive urges men have, the innate
stubbornness they suffer from, they cannot usually join in as a
member of these summits. On rare occasions, one might see a
women who is respected enough to treat with men, but they are
usually an aged lady with great piles of riches and a dead husband
that was respected terribly by the men she speaks to. Otherwise,
women are delegated to being decorations while the men squabble
over Pennies.
Back on Rummas, women and men are roughly equals, provided
they prove themselves as capable at the tasks they are about as the
members of the opposite sex present. They are not foolish enough to
insist on doing something more poorly than their partner just
because of what gender they happen to be. It’s a system that makes
sense. Somehow, I doubt that system would work in Aynglica
though, not now anyway. Women will have to continue to resort to
using their charms and their beds to influence the men in their lives,
and that is not altogether bad. Certainly it is better than having no
influence at all…
- Excerpt from Suri Amani’s ‘Dubious Offerings’
rd

 Thraysdee, the 3 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Under normal conditions, Pandrine would have been a great place
for leaders to compare notes and strategize, but the port was too
crowded with vessels, and the streets were terribly choked with
visiting armies, which had mingled with the large crowds of people
that lived there or were visiting for business or pleasure. Visiting
tended to happen more frequently when the countryside was under
attack. All the little villages emptied out when they were being burned
and razed, seeking safety in numbers. Those displaced folks that
didn’t flock to the major cities went out into the country to hide alone
in the woods or in caves. The enemy, they figured, wouldn’t spend
the time rooting them out when there were much larger targets, and
they were right. Pandrine, therefore, had swelled to double its
population, and there was not an inn room, hayloft, shed, stable, cot,
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or piece of floor for rent that had not been earning money the last
few Dees.
And so, the meeting that would decide the fate of the AynglicanRumani-Kerathi alliance had to happen out at sea, anchored close
enough to catch the sights and sounds of the great walled city and its
surrounding villages, but not close enough that the mires of gathered
ships and people would enthrall them. Nishan had pushed for the
meeting to be on his ship, the Corsair, but it wasn’t large enough for
all the commanders of the fleet, and many felt uneasy around such a
strong presence of the wild Forlatett. Even at water, they were a
fierce and barbaric sort, making a Kerathi like Rolf appear almost
civilized because he did small things like wash before he ate, and
because he brushed the dust and sea salt from his clothes semiregularly.
After some squabbling, an annoyance to most in the fleet, though
none more than Sagira, they had finally settled on rowing out to meet
each other in several shore boats. She was angry that such a petty
thing as deciding a meeting place might spell the end of such an
unprecedented alliance, but this solution, proposed by Makan and
the Muerans, had quickly been accepted. It really made a lot of
sense, since several members of the group would have had to take
shore boats and dinghies to reach the meeting anyway, as it was
hard to navigate a ship of any size around the mass of ships,
anchors, and mooring lines. The shore boats of the various captains,
generals, and officers of the alliance had all launched for the
meeting, most arriving before the meeting time of sixth Ouer, or
shortly after.
Anthea sat by herself on the front bench of a shore boat some five
Mayters long. Fadri and Nishan were at one set of oars, while Rolf
and Tuari were pulling at another. Rolf had come over to Nishan’s
ship immediately after the suggestion for the Corsair to be used for
the meeting place, and so he had accompanied them to the meeting
in Nishan’s shore boat. He and the other three four did all the rowing
so that Anthea could rest, even though there were extra sets of
oarlocks and oars for the other benches. She appreciated the
gesture, even if she was hardly fragile. Had she tried to pull in time
with them, she’d just have thrown them off anyway, since one side
would have had three people pulling while the other only had two.
As they approached the meeting spot, Sagira and Makan came into
view, bobbing up and down on the small waves in the Mueran
equivalent of a shore boat, which was more like a kayak of sorts that
could hold up to seven people. Jens Karllack had a lantern swinging
from a pole on the bow of his whitewashed boat, which had been
propelled into the meeting by a team of six men in Bold Company
uniforms that manned the oars. Reid, the king’s nephew, had come
with him, and it was clear that a bit of the young general’s tastes in
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dress and formality were rubbing off on him, for Reid was looking a
bit like an admiral himself, though he was not in full regalia like Jens
was. Inoke and her uncle Mele were present in another Mueran long
kayak, representing many of the Muerans. Bendek Dobry, officer son
of Milek Dobry, attended, as did Lord Tremaine’s army captain, who
went only by Duarte instead of using a family name. Blaise Helford
had sent no less than seven men who captained over mercenary
companies ranging in size from forty men to several hundred. One of
Queen Aleta’s cousins, a handsome but serious man named Nicolao
had come with a naval force from Lesser Aynglica; they’d just made
it over from their station at the Isle of Hunt an Ouer or so ago. There
were several more officers, nobles, and commanders of one sort or
another in more than a dozen other rowboats and shore boats. A
number of the faces and names even Sagira did not recognize, but
Count Reynard was there, and she did not miss his face in the crowd
of officers and lords that had decided to go to war.
“Let us begin this meeting then, that we might keep it brief.” Sagira
suggested, her Juria-blessed voice carrying sweetly yet powerfully
over the waters so that all could hear.
“Yes, let us be about this.” Jens seconded, and there were many
other murmurs of assent. Most present had missed the festivities of
the Faestivul of Coming Plenty, and they wanted to go ashore for a
night’s shore leave. Then, with a smile and a proud expression, Jens
added, “I am eager to get on with things, so that we might return
home in glory that much sooner.”
“I’m sure the Bold Company has no worries of glories in her near
future.” Bendek Dobry obsequiously assured General Karllack,
showing a bit of obvious hero worship.
“Gentlemen, ladies, officers…” Sagira began, cutting in before any
others jumped in on the chitchat. “I’m sure we are all hoping for glory
and a swift return home to our families and lands. However, that is
sooner done if we are diligent in our tasks, and the task at hand is
deciding whether we are to arrange for the defense of Pandrine, or
head straight for Maethlin.”
“There can be no question in this matter.” Reid declared. “Aynglica
must be defended. If enemies threaten her, they must be dealt with
before we can strike at more distant foes.”
Inoke’s uncle Mele shook his head, disagreeing. “I cannot
understand your ties to these lands, for I am a dweller of the seas,
but I cannot see the wisdom in this course. While we fight but one
flailing limb of the beast, others reach out and strangle other lands.
The head of the beast must be severed so that its many limbs will fall
limp.”
Count Reynard snorted and eyed the aging Mueran with contempt.
“You have no home, and cannot see the point of guarding it. We all
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have homes, families, and lands here. We cannot turn a blind eye on
an approaching army.”
“You are blind and stupid if you think this man has neither home nor
family to defend.” Makan growled, tapping the end of his narwhal
spear against the side of his kayak. “You see a home as a stretch of
land with a stone castle upon it. This man here is riding his home to
battle, while you ride a pleasure craft, an object of commerce at best.
If he loses his ship he loses his home and his livelihood. If one of his
crewmen dies, it is his niece, his cousin, or his son that dies. Yet,
you sail with hired men you care little about. Question not his
dedication to this cause, or we will have a serious disagreement, you
and I.”
Sagira put a hand on Makan’s shoulder, and he quieted, but he did
not cease glaring at the Count for several Saycunds. Still, Mele and
Inoke both gave Makan looks of respect and pride. Count Reynard
frowned deeply, and there was muttering among the Aynglican
contingent present. Many did not like to see one of their own put in
his place, but several understood Makan’s reaction, and they
understood now what Mele was risking by being here. Frankly, none
of the others could match his risk level, and they were too ashamed
to even attempt to contradict the Mueran further.
“We all risk something by being here. Let us not compare what we
risk, because no one can win that comparison.” Sagira suggested
diplomatically. She looked then to Anthea, who sat up more
straightly. “Let us hear instead the description of the army that
approaches from the one who saw it. Let her describe it and let us
decide that way if it is something worth tackling while we have the
forces here, or if we are to let it run past us for those left behind to
deal with.”
“Who has seen this army, and how is it they are here with us when
the army has not yet arrived?” One of Blaise Helford’s mercenary
captains asked.
“I saw it, and my friend Tuari saw it with me.” Anthea answered him.
She made sure to indicate Tuari, who sat beside her. After all, he
was both her fellow witness and her companion.
Nearly all eyes rested on her though, mostly ignoring Tuari, all save
Inoke, who looked upon the young Uleaut affectionately. Tuari
blushed but then pointedly ignored Inoke, turning his attention to
Anthea’s tale, in case he needed to add his support or fill in details
she overlooked in her retelling.
“I have answered your first question, and now let me answer the
last half.” Anthea said, gazing at her questioner, who squirmed
beneath her heavy gaze. “I am a child of a union of an Aurean officer
and a Kerathi Thaumaturge, a Flower Enchanter. I have inherited my
mother’s gifts, but I have all of my father’s knowledge of his people,
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having lived among them for the entirety of my childhood. There is
none among this group who knows the Aurean people better than I.”
“Tell us of the army.” Bendek Dobry requested, when none other
spoke. Many looks had been exchanged as she explained who and
what she was, and none had wanted to be the first to speak it
seemed, none save Bendek.
“They are several thousand strong, pulling hard at the oars of the
galleys they are riding. They have learned the secrets of making
galleys much like the Kerathi’s Longrunner Galleys. They must have
had some of their captives on Maethlin show them how to make
them, for they are quite similar. Or, they could be some vessels they
captured during conquest of the Kerathi lands. Now, these battleready men are pulling hard on their oars to bring them here. Already,
it seems that the Aureans have been attacking these lands, but that
was but the prelude to what is to come. I have seen the one-armed,
scarred man leading the army, and I can only conclude that he is one
of Corydon’s most dreadful commanders. I have also seen how
these soldiers can fight as one. They are not to be taken lightly, and
their destination is indubitable.”
“If they are anything like what we faced in the secret gardens of
Alacazzare, then I must admit to being completely terrified at the
prospect of several thousand of those soldiers coming here.” Reid
said slowly. He caught Makan’s eyes, and saw approval in his
mentor’s expression. A strong man can be afraid, but he must
master his fear and focus it against his enemies. Admitting fear was
one of the first steps, as Makan had taught him. “We fought only a
few dozen there. The idea of facing thousands of those things, those
tall men with soulless eyes and unnatural grace, it scares me to my
very core.”
“They resist enchantments, so I cannot harm them directly.” Anthea
said.
“They can also turn away shots from a weapon designed by
Chaveaoux.” Rolf added, gripping tight the heavy rifle that never left
his side.
“They have overrun the Kerathi and they are driving back the
Elegian legions. Now they are here.” Sagira announced, and every
man and woman present gave a long pause to think about the
ramifications of that statement. “But the single fault each of those
nations committed, was that stood alone in their pride. Pride makes
a poor ally, gentlemen. Compared to having even a stranger with a
weapon at your side, pride is a hollow friend.”
A round of nervous chuckles filled the throats of those present. One
mercenary captain took a long swig from a flask he took from his
pocket. Others looked searchingly to one another for answers, but it
was Sagira who offered them.
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“We can leave these folks here without an army, leave them to die,
for die they surely will. At least we will preserve our fleet intact,
supposing Aurean Fliers don’t burn our ships and crews alike as we
go to Maethlin in as full of a force as we can. Or, we can fight. We
can rout these bastards here, sink every last one of them, and drive
through them to do what we can with the forces we have left. Of
course, fighting here will make that second task harder.”
“What if we haven’t got enough men left to take Maethlin? That is
our goal, after all. What if we’ve squandered them defeating this one
small portion of the enemy’s broad army?” Mele asked, his dark eyes
setting deep within his wrinkled reddish skin. He was no coward, but
he had his eyes on the prize, and he would not be distracted from it.
“I don’t expect to take Maethlin.” Sagira replied.
“What?” Count Reynard stammered. “What is it we’ve all gathered
here for then? Are we doing tea and wasting our inheritances for
naught?”
Sagira continued, ignoring Reynard’s outburst. “If Maethlin is
anything like I expect, no force of arms will take it and hold it.
However, we can kill the source of this evil, and we will save the rest
of the Broken Crown, even if we all perish. With Corydon gone, the
rest of the world will be able to resist. With him intact in the center of
his kingdom of evil, there is no hope for the Broken Crown.”
“The source of the evil? What is this foolishness?” Count Reynard
guffawed, rolling his eyes at Sagira’s heated look. “You cannot stop
an army by killing a single man commanding it, if that is what you are
indeed suggesting. It’s foolishness.”
“It’s not just a man behind this army.” Anthea said. “There is an evil
force that inhabits the hearts of these men. My people are a proud
and beautiful race, and these things we fight now are not Aureans.
They are perversions of what we should be, possessed by an evil
that I have beheld with my own eyes, and cannot explain.”
“The Dark Pair?” Someone whispered, but whispers carried well
when the company was so close.
Anthea shrugged. “I think it was not them, but this evil is no less
dangerous than those cursed two if it is not them.”
Sagira almost stopped Count Reynard when he made to speak
once more, but Makan held her back this time, with a light touch
upon her arm. Count Reynard spoke then, and played into what
Sagira and Makan both wanted.
“I would rather fight a known evil approaching than a mystery evil.
This talk of ghosts or spirits and silliness that lies yonder disturbs
me. Instead of giving in to the flights of fantasy mentioned by Lady
Sagira and her witty little friends, I’d rather spend my life fighting
here.” The Count declared, earning some nods from the other
Aynglicans present. Even Jens Karllack seemed to agree. Clearly,
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many did not like the way he spoke of Sagira and others present, but
they agreed with his sentiments of defending his nation.
“We will see what silliness it is when you sail to war against this
fleet then. Perhaps this test of our resolve and cooperation is just
what we need before we go for Maethlin.” Sagira remarked, hiding a
smile. Makan had been right to hold her back from cutting off the
proud Count. Now he’d just spurred the greater part of the force into
defending Pandrine, and he’d looked petty while doing so.
“We shall indeed see.” The Count replied, looking smug.
“We shall see the might of Aynglica and her friends drive back our
foes!” Bendek interjected, earning cheers from his countrymen.
Mele took a slow breath, his brow wrinkling. He was most reserved
of those among the group. Even Fadri seemed willing to fight here,
so long as Nishan thought it was best. He had watched Nishan’s
reactions during the exchange, and did his best to emulate him.
“Let us vote then.” Rolf said suddenly, standing in the boat. Kerathi
were definitely not sailors. He wobbled a bit, but used the rifle’s butt
to steady himself. “I am for fighting here. I would not wish unto my
wife’s country what has befallen my own.”
Anthea stared at Rolf in surprise, her eyes wide at his mention of a
wife. No one had said anything to her, but she had been gone for
some time now. There could only be one woman that he would have
married in Aynglica, but it still seemed so strange that he was
married. They would have to talk about this later.
“All for?” Sagira asked, earning a hearty round of yea’s, aye’s, and
other affirmative grunts and noises. “Against?” There were only a few
cleared throats, and some who abstained. None were against the
battle to come, not now.
Sagira grinned eagerly, and her eyes flickered around at the faces
around her, all business. “It is settled then, at least in part. Now we
must pick our battlefield carefully. The waters around here are
flowing well on our behalf, as are the winds. If that holds, I have no
doubt we can take the upper hand in the battle to come.”
“The Gods are with us.” Mele admitted. He was one of those who
had abstained from the vote, but he was always ready to comment
on the weather, the waves, and the moods of the Gods, insofar as he
could discern them.
They broke then into a discussion of tactics that stretched out for an
Ouer. Different deployment ideas were discussed, different locations,
fallback locations, and dozens of tactics were brought up. Some
want to draw the enemy in to Pandrine, so the shore batteries could
be used, while others argued for fighting over the shoals south of
Balle and Lannery. In the end, they all worked together to develop a
schedule, a plan of attack, a couple fallbacks, and a hierarchy of
command, should any of the leaders of the alliance fall
inconveniently.
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Much was done, but there was much left to do.

It was dark by the time they returned to the Corsair, and Rolf was
looking to depart for the ship he’d come upon. He’d left Fedemere
late, following a few extra Ouers of honeymoon. The Mueran ship
he’d come upon had made their best speed, plying the waters
between Greater and Outer Aynglica was great skill. It seemed that
Rolf had taken to the Mueran crew, and he respected both their skill
and diligence. Thus, he had decided that he would be upon that ship
when the battle began, using his rifle to shoot at the enemy ships.
The ships he could damage or destroy, he thought, even if the crews
were impervious to his weapon of faith.
Before Rolf could depart, Anthea cornered him near the railing,
where he was preparing to disembark. He turned suddenly, startled
by her nearness when she cleared her throat.
“What is it?” He hissed, breathing a breath of relief only after he
saw who it was.
“You are married then?” She asked, watching his eyes, lest the rest
of his face lie.
“I am.” He said, and her broke into a smile.
“To Catrin?”
“The same, yes. She has become quite a woman since I first met
her. I love her fiercely.”
Anthea smiled, though it pained her to do so. Rolf had once loved
her, and she knew it. Catrin was not her favorite person in the world
either, quite far from it really. The bubbly girl had been older and
much prettier than her, but she had been obnoxious and useless.
“Don’t look at me like that.” Rolf chastised her. “She has grown up
some, and she is very dutiful. She pursued me and made many of
the arrangements for us. Her father approves of us, gave us a large
dowry, and is most pleased.”
“I am sorry, Rolf. I just couldn’t imagine the young boy I met all
those Munths ago in Harsbrukke getting married. I should have been
there, smiling at your big Dee. I wish I had been, but I was not. At
least you can tell me what it was like?” Anthea wore a true smile this
time when she spoke.
“The ceremony was small and cozy, in a chapel to Holeitha in
Fedemere.”
“Holeitha?” Anthea’s eyebrows rose.
Rolf blushed and looked away from her. “Catrin wanted a child so
badly… in case I cannot return from this.”
“Oh.”
“I would not mind a son of my own, after all this is over. My clan is
mostly gone. Hersker Esben is surely dead, along with my mother
and friends. I have no siblings. I have no one, so if I return from this,
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I want a big family.” Rolf explained, striking Anthea as a fatherly
young man in that instant.
“I never had brothers or sisters either… not really.”
Rolf grimaced as he took her meaning. “You mean Sezja?”
“Her and two others, they were almost like sisters to me. They were
not the conventional or kind sort of family, but I understand the
appeal, certainly, especially with my parents both lost to me.”
“I had heard Nishan mention that you met your father, or his spirit at
least. I caught a few moments with Tuari to catch up on all that had
occurred since we parted ways. He said something about your
mother saving the two of you when I asked him how you two
escaped Cenalium alive.”
Anthea nodded. It was her turn to look away. She sniffed and
pretended to scratch at her nose, though she was in fact wiping her
eye lest a tear roll down her face. “My mother is dead in the mind
and heart. She died once, and only a small part of her remains, just
enough that me almost dying woke her spirit long enough for her to
save us. As I said, my family is gone.”
“You have us.” Rolf replied.
“I do.” Anthea admitted. “I have you all, though I do not know what
will happen in the Dees to come. You all flock to me, only to leave
me once more when this is through or to stay beside me in this
endeavor and die terribly. With that in mind, I consider loneliness to
be preferable to loss.”
“Spoken like a Rumani. You have spent too much time with
Nishan.”
Anthea shook her head. “No, I have spent too much time with
myself. I have done much that I am ashamed of. I suppose that is
part of growing up, though.”
“And you have, too. I scarcely recognized you. You are far more
beautiful than the scrawny girl I met, a girl that could hardly bare a
touch of a shadow upon her pale skin.” Rolf replied, remembering
their first meeting fondly, embarrassing though it had been for him.
The quarrels he’d had with his stepbrother Lamont seemed so small
now; after all he’d seen and done, everything about Harsbrukke
seemed so quaint. Rolf looked at her appraisingly then and
elaborated, “Now, you’re stunning. You’ve filled out, grown taller and
more womanly, and the touch of darkness no longer harms you.”
Anthea smiled. “I have changed. I hardly recognize myself in the
mirror, now that I am grown. I begin to see something of my mother
in my face.”
“She must have been beautiful then. If I had known you would turn
out so pretty, I might have waited for you.” He grinned wolfishly,
though he said it just for her benefit. In heart, he had given himself
totally to Catrin.
“Really?” Anthea asked, surprised at Rolf’s forwardness.
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Rolf shook his head and smirked. “No. I love Catrin too much. You
are quite fetching though.”
Anthea glowered at him for a moment, and then burst into laughter.
“You two are quite a good match, I think. You’re both impossible.”
“Impossibly good-looking!”
“You’re scruffy, not good-looking.” She corrected him.
“Ruggedly handsome then.” He tried again.
“I’ll agree to that.” Anthea sighed. “Still, I am sorry I missed the
wedding. I’ve not seen a wedding that I can recall, and never an
Aynglican one. I didn’t even get you a gift. I believe that’s customary
for a wedding?”
“Don’t worry your little head about that. I got plenty of things from
strangers I don’t know, so much that I didn’t need to get anything
from friends. It was quite pretty though. The dress was amazing, and
there were so many flowers. I thought of you when I saw them.”
“Oh?” Anthea felt a pang of regret in her heart, wondering if Rolf
had gone to his own wedding still thinking of her.
“Yeah. You’re an enchanter, remember? Flowers are in your realm
of influence.”
“Ah, yes.” She felt a bit foolish after he answered so innocently. Her
imagination had gotten the better of her.
“Catrin even made me bring a bouquet from the wedding with me.”
Anthea blinked and blurted out a question eagerly, “Do you still
have it?”
Rolf nodded. “Yes, it may have wilted a bit, but I have them.”
“I could definitely use them. I’m without ammunition for the battle.
You might be able to shoot faith out of that cannon of yours, but I
need flowers. I’ve sent to shore to get some, but flowers used for
such a ceremony for people I know and care for should be quite
potent.”
Rolf shrugged. He still knew little of enchanting. “If you think it
would help.”
“It will, greatly.”
“Then I will fetch them for you before we go to battle, however soon
it will be.”
“Two Dees from now, I suspect, three at the most.”
Rolf sighed and put a leg over the railing, preparing to climb down.
“Before then, you shall have them. I swear it on my wife’s Gods and
mine.”
“Rolf?” Anthea asked, as he was climbing down the ropes to the
small Mueran craft that was waiting there to take him back to his
ship.
“Yes?” He asked, looking up at her.
“Are you happy?”
“Deliriously so. I’m amazed that such an exchanging of rings could
change me so much.”
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Anthea nodded slowly. “I see. I’m happy for you then. I will do my
best to see that you make it back to her.”
Rolf smiled. “Thank you, Anthea. It means a lot, coming from you.”
He left then, heading back to the ship from whence he would battle
in a couple Dees. Anthea retired to the room she shared with Nishan,
but he was not there. He was still on the deck, thinking. With his
hearing, he had heard every word and he had picked up on the
heartbeats and emotions associated with that conversation.
Nishan was not pleased with what Anthea’s own emotions
conveyed, and the voices within him were abuzz with a discussion
about what do to.
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CHAPTER 181
We are a bold, brash people, we Kerathi. Blood and war are our
ways, and we have ever favored direct assaults on our enemies over
skulking around and sneaking up upon them. Even our boats are
built this way; though we are capable sailors, our ships are built more
for battle than seamanship. Our cities and buildings, too, are
constructed defensively, because we are used to repelling attacks
from our many enemies, within and without.
Swords and pikes we use, but axes and maces we prefer. Armored
horses we ride, but it is fighting on foot, man-to-man that we love.
Cainel, your children supplicate themselves to you, not with prayer,
gifts of food, coin, or with earthly things you care nothing for, but with
our lives, our sweat, and our tears of blood. To you, we commend
our lives. In your name we act, for you we perish…
- Excerpt from Soren the Deft’s ‘Earning Cainel’s Favor’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 5 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Orsen was the most senior of Illias’ three captains, though he was
not the oldest. Aram was older by a few Yarres, but Orsen had been
with Illias for longer. As for Chael, he was the youngest and least
experienced of the three, and so he had been given the easiest
assignment, that being that he was to mop up what remained of the
Kerathi. Aram and Orsen had more important duties, like taking on
the Elegians and the Aynglicans, respectively.
Tactics were not something Orsen excelled at, even if he had a
good handle on them. While Aram’s tactics were like a skilled
physician wielding scalpel or sculptor using a chisel, Orsen preferred
to work like a hammer, pounding away at an enemy. He stuck to his
strengths and tried to use them on his enemy’s weaknesses. He
would have been astounded to see some of Aram’s battles, where
tactics he deemed as sneaky were being used left and right. No,
Orsen was a bold and obvious sort of fellow, but he got the job done.
As steady as the rains falling over the Mueran Belt, or the hot winds
over the Drylands, he got things done.
Chael resented, if only in private, that he had to play around at
minor excursions against the enemy, supporting Orsen in his
campaign against the Aynglicans. Meanwhile, Orsen was able to use
an army that was larger than anything the pair had yet used against
the Kerathi, and he was to use it against the hosts of Aynglica. Chael
knew he was not the genius that Aram was, so he did not begrudge
the older and craftier general that, but Orsen was a blunt instrument.
In his mind, there was a reason why Orsen had lost an arm, an eye,
and was scarred from head to toe. He led from the front and almost
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always went directly in, using an overwhelming force that could not
be resisted.
If Chael was jealous and often considered his lot, Aram and Orsen
were not. Aram hardly gave any thought to the other two generals.
He was not a jealous man, and he focused on getting the enemy
dead as quickly and with as much collateral damage to their cities
and structures as possible. He usually won quick and decisively, and
did so with few losses, which was why he was in charge of the
Elegian campaign. Orsen, on the other hand, thought frequently
about what his peers were doing, but only out of a professional
interest. He liked to hear war stories, especially if people he knew
were involved in them. Any good story was worth a listen to him, and
he liked to create a few of his own to share. He was just that kind of
gruff but chummy sort, and that was part of why Illias had chosen
him as one of his commanders.
Tibusin was in the care of Illias. There, using his experiences
gained by overseeing the mass transformations at Cenalium, he
worked to the advantage of Corydon’s cause in that Grancitta,
creating the forces that would be need to press into the rest of the
Broken Crown. None of the other generals had been present for the
great changes in Cenalium, so Illias had been the natural choice to
bring the cause’s second Grancitta through its growing pains. And
while Emlen, Corydon’s newest project, was specifically in charge of
the forces going to Durenia, Illias would also be involved in Durenia’s
capture, if indirectly.
Such was the division of forces under Corydon’s regime. They were
spread across most of the Broken Crown, communicating and
working together through the use of Lost Ones dedicated to be
conduits for messages. Together, the five captains received orders
from Corydon, which they dutifully filled out to the best of their
different abilities.
Orsen had kept well in touch with both Illias and Corydon, though
initially it had just been Corydon he spoke to. When he had deduced
that Illias must also have a conduit, since Corydon, Chael, and he
each had one, he had also begun speaking to Illias on occasion.
They had shared news of their individual trials and triumphs, and
Illias had advised Orsen whenever such advice was sought, but of
the coming battle, Orsen had not spoken to anyone, for he did not
know it was about to occur. Indeed, he did not expect any serious
resistance for several more Dees, perhaps near Fedemere or
Stormway, all depending on which one he chose to attack first.
The first hint of the coming battle came when a scout Flier flew
hurriedly back from the east, pushed on by the very contrary winds
that they had been battling for a Wayke and more. When the Flier,
one of many scouts that ranged to and fro around the Fleet as a
precautionary measure, returned, it did not even bother to transmit
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any messages by flashes of light or by flagging. Instead, it dropped a
line and a Guardian who worked as a spotter in the Flier lowered
himself down that line to speak to Orsen directly.
Orsen clenched his only fist, though the ghost of the other fist
clenched in his mind as well – he had lost that hand in battle against
the Kerathi. He regarded the wild-eyed Guardian with contempt and
nearly lost his temper. If he was a jovial guy as far as Dark Aureans
went, he had no patience with those who wasted time he might have
better put toward laying waste to his enemies.
“What is it that has you so flustered, man?” He demanded, when
his command to report was met with little more than stammers.
“The enemy… they’re assembled… waiting for us… There are so
many.” The Guardian reported vaguely, looking back toward the
east.
Orsen grabbed the man by the collar of his tunic, only a little bit of
which stuck out from above his breastplate, for he did not wear a
gorget to protect his neck. Then, he shook the man with his one
powerful arm, bracing the man with the bit of stump that remained of
his other arm. When he had the man’s attention, he shook him some
more and growled between gritted teeth, “Report something I can
use, fool. I need numbers, locations, and details.”
When the Guardian did not immediately offer useful information,
Orsen gave him a shove that sent him crashing into a bank of Lost
Ones rowing madly against the wind and waves. The Guardian
scrambled up off of the oarsmen, who had not even missed a beat.
After taking a quick breath, he began to explain what he’d seen: a
great armada, a force far larger than what Orsen commanded.
Thousands of Aynglicans had assembled, along with a number of
other strange boats that could only be from other races. Some of the
ships may have been Mueran, if only from their strange designs, not
because the Dark Aureans were used to seeing Muerans. Any other
odd ships could have been Rumani or Kerathi; it was hard to tell for
certain.
The spotter then began giving locations for the vessels, using a
navigational map that Orsen provided. Markers were placed on the
map, indicating the amounts of ships, their locations, and the
directions they were headed, as tallied and recorded by the Flier’s
crew. Their relative positions were marked on the chart, showing
them not far from the isle of Outer Aynglica that held the sizeable
cities of Balle and Lannery. These cities were on Orsen’s list of initial
targets, but he had planned on hitting Pandrine first, so that he could
tackle the smaller cities after he’d suffered casualties destroying one
of the most important cities in all of Aynglica. Pandrine was, after all,
one of the four most populous cities in the three provinces of
Aynglica.
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Orsen swore when he store at the map, unable to believe the
counts and the locations the spotter had given him. If this information
was true, and he had no reason to truly doubt that it was, this
armada was waiting for them. “These must be wrong.” He muttered.
“No, sir, they are correct.” The spotter said adamantly. “That is why
I felt I had to deliver this news personally.”
“They have so many ships. They must have heard of our coming,
somehow.” Orsen mused. “But, it matters little how they got here.
What matters is that they are here. After we’ve dealt with this
hodgepodge arsenal they’ve assembled, this region should fall even
more quickly. There cannot be many soldiers left in the area if they
have so many ships present.”
“They might have more in reserve. Aynglica is the most populous
kingdom in the world, some say. The Elegian Empire might be larger
in terms of claimed land area, but much of it is desert or mountains.”
Orsen glared at the spotter for having supplied this information. The
man swallowed fearfully. “Get back in your Flier and keep watch over
the enemy’s advance. If they know we’re here, they might try to
attack us, or they might sit and wait for us to arrive. I need to know
what’s going on and where.”
The Flier’s crewman saluted hastily and then clambered back up
another line that dropped when he waved for it, leaving Orsen to
consider what he must do next.

It was seventh Ouer before the engagement began, following two
and a half Ouers of feints, jabs, and mock maneuvers made possible
only because the winds had died down just long enough to allow the
attacking fleet to move in close enough to engage. By seventh Ouer,
all maneuvering space was gone, and the lead forces of the alliance
were close enough to begin the fight. The events of the preceding
Ouers had brought the forces to a place almost due south of
Pandrine, just off the eastern shore of the isle upon which the cities
of Balle and Lannery were built.
Members of the alliance were worried that Orsen might suddenly
forego the naval battle and just try to put ashore near Lannery and
take the battle to the citizens there. Those cities had been
forewarned of the approaching battle fleet, but even with closed
gates and locked doors, the citizens would not hold out long against
the Lost Ones and their Fliers. So, the Mueran ships under Inoke’s
uncle Mele, being the fastest vessels in the fleet, had taunted and
harassed Orsen’s fleet, drawing it east until they could no longer go
ashore near Lannery, because of the shoals and sandbars on the
eastern side of that isle.
That was part of the plan, to make sure that if the attacking fleet
attempted to flee back that way or make landing, they would be
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trapped. If they ran aground or even if they were caught trying to lay
siege to Lannery, the alliance fleet would bombard them from the
sea and blow them to pieces. Some of the smarter captains actually
hoped for this, because it would mean less hand-to-hand
engagements with the enemy, who were far stronger and more
dangerous up close. From a distance, heavy cannons were quite an
equalizer, and there was nowhere to hide from such weaponry if you
were sitting upon the deck of an open galley. Grapeshot would rip
through a Lost One just the same as it would an Aynglican man, so
the use of such weapons was strongly preferable to the use of a
sword, a rifle, and a shield.
Truthfully, Rolf was surprised that Orsen’s fleet had been drawn this
far to the east where it could be trapped, but then Orsen seemed to
think that his Fliers and the aerial advantage they presented would
more than even out the fact that he was outgunned heavily by the
large merchantman vessels, frigates, and armed trading ships that
made up most of the alliance fleet. However, should Orsen manage
to get in close, the galleys he used would not only outmaneuver all
but the Mueran ships, they would also outman the alliance ships in
terms of fighting men. Each alliance ship’s crew was roughly half
sailors, a quarter support personnel, and a quarter actual soldiers.
As strong as each of Orsen’s soldiers was, the Lost Ones would
quickly tear such a crew apart if they boarded, which they would
certainly try to do if things got close quarters. Thus, both sides were
depending on winning the battle on their own terms, be it by superior
artillery or by Fliers and strength of arms.
Rolf hoped to do something about those Fliers, though he worried
about his ability to do so. He had shot down the Flier in Ka’Shann,
though further inspection had shown that he’d only killed the crew
within without actually damaging the craft. However, if the new breed
of Corydon’s soldiers, the Lost Ones, piloted the Fliers todee, he
would likely prove to be as useful as a coping saw in a lumberjack’s
hands. Fighting Sezja and her accomplices in the ruins, his weapon
had shown to be of limited usefulness. Only the Dark Aureans had
died when he’d shot them, so he was full of trepidations, though he
tried not to show that to the Muerans he rode with. His crew was
such a steadfast group that he did not want to disappoint them,
especially the one named Loe, who Rolf had taken to almost like a
brother, despite having only known him for a short time. Still, Rolf
had very little time to worry about that after seventh Ouer; the
Muerans were the first wave of attackers to go after Orsen’s Fleet.
No sooner had the Muerans broken away from the safety of the
alliance fleet and all their artillery than did the Fliers make a showing.
They had been little more than shiny specks high in the sky, but at
the first true threat, they began making themselves known. One
Mueran ship was burned in the first pass a wing of Fliers made. It
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and its crew were bathed in heavy arc-lance fire. Their screams
carried across the water, and the steam that rose from the water
around the smoldering mass of the ship’s hull was a reminder of how
real this battle was, at least until it sank beneath the seas.
Rolf took a breath and brought his weapon around to take a shot at
the Fliers when they came in for a second run. This time they were
caught in a westward side wind as they came north at the Mueran
ships. Rolf took careful aim at the lead Flier in a wing of seven. The
eruption of faith that ripped from the muzzle of his rifle left with a
deafening, yet soundless roar. The vacuum of noise and being tore
across the water, shaking Rolf’s vessel as it leapt unerringly toward
its target.
Unlike a cannonball, there was no puff of smoke marking the origin
of the attack, and the pilots had never seen anything like what Rolf
had just done. The wing of Fliers wobbled and tried to gain altitude
and pull to the side, but the projectile of Rolf’s will struck home
regardless. The crystal window in the front of the vessel was no
more of a barrier to faith than glass is to light. The pilots vanished
into nothingness, and the craft, now without a pilot, took a nosedive
into the water and sent up a large splash. That particular wing
quickly scattered in confusion, breaking off to head to safer air
instead of pressing their attack.
Meanwhile, the Muerans drove in closer, dropping off their mines
that would help slow down the enemy advance, and hopefully stop a
few ships altogether. Muerans were not big on heavy cannons, which
could upset such a light ship in rough weather, so they stuck to the
weapons they knew. Many had javelins and spears they could cast
from afar, and some did so at distances over a hundred Mayters.
Others used crossbows and other projectile weapons. Using such
weaponry put them in range of the cannons that Orsen had adapted
as a defense for his ships, yet they were something of an
afterthought, and not a method of war he had planned on using. The
Lost Ones were great gunners, having a strong ability to judge wind,
waves, directions, and distances. They fired back with their spare
supply of cannons, and soldiers that had been temporary released
from pulling at oars to defend the ships unleashed several barrages
of arc-lance fire. Arc-lance fire is far less lethal over such distances,
but it was an effective counterattack that drove back the Muerans.
The first shots from both sides had been taken, and already there
were losses.
Rolf continued to fire at Fliers whenever they were close enough
that he could keep his eyes on them, but he had strong winds and
waves, the rise and fall of the vessel on the seas, and enemy
cannons to worry about, so he was less effective than he might have
been. The Fliers learned to mark his vessel and avoid it, too. The
one time three Fliers did try to come after him, he dropped two of

180

PERENNIALS
them and sent the other one running off to hide. It was a costly
venture, particularly when they’d done little more than throw a bit of
fire into the water around his ship, although, this feat was
accomplished more because of his shipmates’ great sailing than
because of the Flier gunners’ bad aim.
Orsen had never fought Muerans before, nor had he been briefed
and prepared to do so, but he was not going to sit around and let the
enemy pick apart his ships for long. Shortly after the Mueran mines
started striking his ships, he had lookouts posted to watch for them.
From then on, the mines were detonated at a safe distance by arcsword fire. Slowly, but steadily he advanced, heading for the main
fleet. He continued to issue orders by flashing mirrors and lights at
the skies and at the other captains standing in the bows of the
galleys of his fleet. His Fliers tried dropping bombs over the alliance
fleet, but for every four bombs they dropped, three of them struck
water. Even these explosions caused damage if they were close
enough to a ship, but the alliance ships were not tight in formation
because they feared what might happen if the galleys got amongst
them and they Lost Ones jumped from ship to ship, slaughtering the
crews of each ship they came across.
The alliance relieved the weary and battered Muerans after Orsen
had cleared the mines, sending the heaviest Aynglican warships
forward next. They were supported by a handful of ships that had
ballistae on their decks. These ballistae could be pointed skyward,
and some had a range of several hundred Mayters, creating a
deterrent that more than matched the range of the Fliers’ weaponry.
The heavy warships closed in on the enemies, turned almost in
unison, and unleashed heavy barrages of shot toward Orsen’s
galleys.
Hundreds of cannonballs and clouds of grapeshot flew at the Lost
Ones. Fast and skillful Orsen’s crews might have been, but even
they could not jump from their ships or dodge cannonballs. Splinters
of wood and sprays of bone and blood filled the air. Absent were the
screams humans would have made, but Orsen’s army suffered
nonetheless. It was bloody, and the unbeatable army suddenly
seemed vulnerable. Yet, the captains of the alliance fleet counseled
their crews to be patient, because the enemy was wounded, but far
from dead.
From a distance, it seemed that the Aynglicans would sink Orsen’s
army into with ease, but Corydon’s assistants had not sent this new
army east without their own innovations. Three of the ships had
specially-modified versions of the Darksight Outlooks upon them.
They were supposed to focus the sun through their solar mirrors so
that even the stoutest walls of Aynglica’s great castle cities would
fall. Fighting through each walled city had presented a problem, so
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Corydon had found a solution. Though this was not their intended
use, Orsen ordered them unleashed upon the Aynglican battleships.
Fueled by the fading sun, three hot beams of fire lanced across the
waters, and the crowns of waves sizzled as the sizzling beams
passed just Mayters above the water. Wood seared and blood boiled
in Saycunds flat. Caches of gunpowder erupted near the cannon
ports of several ships that came under fire, and great plumes of
smoke went aloft, mushrooming as they went. The surviving ships
limped back to the safety of the fleet, leaving just as many behind,
listing onto their sides as they began to sink or aflame. Orsen’s Fliers
swarmed upon the wounded ships like ants upon a larger creature,
destroying any that lagged behind, despite Rolf’s attempt to scare
them off. It was like shooting into a cloud of gnats though, and if he
did not hit the cockpit, it seemed to have little effect upon the Flier.
Orsen’s army advanced toward the alliance fleet, punctuating its
movement every so often with three great flares of light that sent
ships to the sea bottom with such precision that Rolf’s great weapon
was overshadowed threefold.

Anthea watched the battle from the safety of the center of the fleet,
though safety was a relative thing. A bomb had splashed down only
eight Mayters or so off their port side, but it had not exploded
immediately. Apparently, the construction had been faulty, and it was
not until several Mynettes later that the bomb went off, ripping a hole
in the bottom of a Rumani cog that just happened to run over it in the
excitement. Another ship had come in to pick up the survivors, but
more than half of the crew had perished in the blast – the shrapnel
from an exploding ship could be quite nasty.
She had seen Rolf’s valiant efforts to defend the Muerans, who had
daringly gone out to draw in the attackers. They had had little hope
of doing more than stinging the enemy and making them angry, but
these Lost Ones, this new breed of Aurean, seemed impervious to
such attacks of temper. The enemy general was steady as a rock,
and he threw back each new attack they made. The destruction of
the Aynglican battleships had surprised her, because she had never
seen Darksight Outlooks before. They were a complete surprise to
her, something she had not warned the alliance about, but that was
not her fault. After all, she had not been present Munths ago when
they had been unleashed on the Kerathi fleet that had intended to
retake Maethlin, nor had she seen them used to maintain the borders
and the skies of Corydon’s realm when spies or small forces tried to
invade, but she had seen them todee. It was scandalizing to see how
the sun, an element she loved and that was an integral part of her
being, had been turned into such a creation of misery. It made her
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sick to her stomach, and that feeling of nausea only grew as the
enemies drew nearer.
It seemed at that point, that there was some worry. Rolf’s rifle could
not turn back an entire fleet. Nor could cannons alone stop the Dark
Aureans. Something more was needed to stop the enemy. As she
tried to decide what she could do from so far away, a brave quartet
of ships, fast but heavy enough in arms to deal some damage,
darted in at Orsen’s fleet. Two of them burst into flames as they got
caught in the fire from Orsen’s three special ships. Only the brave
sacrifice of a captain at the head of the lead vessel saved the other
two. Seeing that he would go down in flames no matter what he did,
the captain spun the wheel to carry his ship in front of the others,
shielding them with his own hull. Two of the other three passed
through nearly unscathed, while another unfortunate vessel
accompanied the brave captain and his crew into Nelius’ hands.
The remaining two ships moved in for the kill while the Darksight
Outlooks were cooling down between shots. The two ships focused
all of their cannons on the closest of Orsen’s three fire ships.
Cannonballs seemed to tear at the vessel but somehow miss
anything vital, and all the while the Lost Ones returned fire. The two
remaining ships all but glowed on the seas, so bathed were they in
arc-lance and arc-sword fire. Then, as those two ships finally began
to succumb to the hail of attacks, the modified enemy galley finally
splintered into pieces. The lenses of the Darksight Outlook shattered
with a tinkle of crystal glass shards, and the long bronze tubes of the
Darksight Outlook twisted and fell into the water, steaming as they
sank.
“Four ships to take out one.” One of the sailors near Anthea
commented, shaking his head. His face was pale with what he’d
seen and from the agonized screams of men been burned alive that
had carried to their ears even over the volume of the battle and the
wind.
But in their sacrifice, the four ships had exposed a weakness in the
enemy’s weapon system. The Darksight Outlooks could fire but once
in a few Mynettes. They needed time to cool down the weapon or to
recharge its batteries. Whatever the reason, Orsen’s weapon had its
limits, even if distance and power were not among those limits.
As for Orsen, his ships fell back into a more defensive posture, but
it was hard for him to put his fleet between the enemy and the fire
ships, or they would have to shoot through his own men to hit the
enemy. If anything, he seemed to want to keep attention away from
those two remaining ships, in case more suicide attacks were
attempted. He sent two galleys for the coast as a diversion, and the
reaction was immediate. Alliance vessels broke from the fleet,
heading to intercept. The Fliers launched a second wave of death
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and fire at the ships that broke formation, straying from the safety of
the ballistae and other weapons that might have protected them.
Anthea saw that the winds and strength of arms alone would not
stop the enemy, and she was forced to run back to her cabin. Nishan
caught her eyes as she rushed by, and he inquired wordlessly what
she was doing. She only had time to shout over her shoulder before
she rushed below deck, saying, “I’m going to do something about
those ships.”
By the time she returned to the deck, she had gathered several
flowers, a few of them from the bouquet that Rolf had given her, a
remnant of his wedding’s decorations. Distance was not something
she was sure she was good at, but she was certain that Nishan was
daring enough to get her closer to the enemy. She stumbled over to
Nishan, almost tripping on the ladder’s top rung as she came out
from below decks.
“What do you need?” Nishan asked, anticipating her question after
seeing the look in her eyes.
“Get me closer to the thick of things. I don’t know if I can do this
from this far away.”
“Will the payoff be worth the danger? Those Fliers are picking apart
our outliers, and I don’t want to join them.”
“I think this will work.” Anthea replied, holding up a Hellebore
blossom.
Nishan stared at the flower for an instant. He searched her eyes
then, and nodded. He would trust her, and he would do his part. He
began bellowing orders, and sailors swung into action, making the
ship lurch forward, breaking free from the center of the pack as it
headed toward the periphery of the group. Not far away, a Mueran
ship fell into their wake like a shadow. Anthea thought she saw
Makan at the bow, but she had no time to worry about such things.
Anthea moved to the head of the ship, near the figurehead of a
fierce pirate. The figurehead was festooned with chains of gold
coins, and it held out a battered blade that extended along bowsprit.
There, beside that carven image, Anthea held on to the rail near the
pulpit and stared at her target.
She had not tried an enchantment since going to Cenalium. She
had no idea what her powers would be like now, or what this flower
might do for her. The idea she had was far different than anything
she’d done before, except perhaps the Dee she’d tried to flee from
Cenalium with her father and Bedros. The enemies grew closer with
each passing Mynette, but she was not sure how close she had to
be. If she waited too long, they would die, but if they were not close
enough, she would not get a second chance to do this, and they
might all die anyway.
They continued to close in, until she could see Orsen standing at
the head of his lead ship, and she could see the Darksight Outlooks
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beginning to turn her way. When a cannonball sailed by their bow
and skidded across a few waves just a stone’s throw away from her,
she decided she could go no farther. It was then or not at all.
“Do something now!” Nishan shouted to her, though he stood only a
few paces behind her, holding onto the rail as he stared at the
enemy.
The Hellebore was a great bloom with many yellowed stamens that
burst away from the pistils. White petals with hints of green opened
up around them. It was a peaceful flower, and she planned to use it
for something that would cause many deaths if it worked. It was a
horrible contradiction, but these were horrible circumstances.
Feeling out of practice, she focused on the flower, closing out the
sounds and crashes of battle. Her mouth grew dry in an instant of
doubt, but the words of the divine came to her. Her eyes rolled back
and her jaw cracked as it slid open to its widest extent, and words
issued forth from her throat in a voice not her own:
The skies are blowing,
The waves are crashing,
And our friends are dying.
Close the skies and open the seas,
Hold us together to struggle,
Until we finish these awful deeds.
When Anthea opened her eyes, she saw nothing but darkness. She
choked out a gasp, fearing she’d gone blind, but her vision returned
slowly, with the blackness fading like eyes adjusting to a vast change
in light levels. Then, the skies cracked with the sound of the winds
that started to spin wildly above them. The sun was drowned
beneath angry clouds that formed as they watched. In the turmoil,
Fliers were thrown about in the skies. Several crashed down into the
seas, some of them even striking others before they hit the water.
With the sun’s light cut off, a flare from one of the fire ships over
among Orsen’s fleet was cut short. Instead of burning an alliance
ship to a crisp, it was merely scorched. With blackened sails, it
continued on, though many of its crewmembers were wounded,
burnt, or dying.
The seas responded in a similarly drastic change. The water from
the waves had stilled. For a several square Kilomes, the water was
as flat as glass, and in the distance a wall of waves grew several
stories tall, roiling and roaring as they remained in place, waiting for
the battle to end. The ring of waves started at the shore not far from
Lannery and extended out into the sea, encircling the entire conflict.
“What is this?” Nishan asked. He looked around and was confused
by what she had done.
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“I wanted to stop the sun and stir up the skies against their Fliers.
They can’t use their strongest weapons any more, and they cannot
flee.”
“We’re trapped here with them, too.” He pointed out as another shot
went their way, this one actually deflecting off the side of their ship
with a resounding crack and a hail of wooden splinters.
Anthea nodded gravely. “We cannot run anyway. If we don’t win
here, where would we go? There would be nowhere safe left to us.
We must win todee or we will die.”
Nishan grinned at her boldness and ran back to the wheel of the
ship, shouting more orders.

Makan had followed Anthea on purpose. He knew she would do
something, but he had not expected anything like what she had just
done. The enemy had lost much of their arsenal with the sun cut off
and the Fliers struggling to stay in the sky. The soldiers on the
galleys seemed to know it, too. They surged forward, seeing close
combat as their only way out. It was the only way in which they could
still gain the upper hand, and Makan was determined to stop that
from happening.
The first row of galleys hit the Kerathi privateers first, because the
privateers were spoiling for a fight and they had closed in on what
they fancied as trapped prey. Many changed their minds when the
steel prows on Orsen’s fleet galleys, which were reinforced with
Aurean alloys, crashed through their wooden ships. The galleys
ripped through them as if they were toys. The long oars that they
used to gain speed before they rammed were pulled in just prior to
hitting the privateer ships, to prevent them from breaking. Then, they
used them to push the galley clear of the wreckage, and when the
galley was free they slid back out to rowing positions so the galley
could seek another ship to ram. There was little battle to it, other
than a quarter of the crew throwing arc-lance fire down at the
swimmers or at those poor souls that tried to clamber onto the
galleys.
Dozens of cannon shots went off, and smoke filled the air. The
battle was joined in earnest when the Aynglicans came to get some
of their action. Jens Karllack’s Bold Company vessels were loud with
cheers and shouts. Nishan’s Corsair answered back with foreignsounding Forlatett howls of battle. The alliance was swarming in, and
the battle was close to going hand-to-hand. Once the ships were all
tangled together, cannons and ballistae would be useless. Some still
tried, taking shots at any enemies that were at the periphery of the
group. But if the Aynglicans and the Kerathi were anxious to get their
hands dirty, the Muerans fought smart, avoiding the forming pack.
Being more maneuverable, they slid around the flanks, picking off
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the Lost Ones that were just starting to switch modes from rowing to
fighting across the hulls of the ships that were getting tangled
together.
“We cannot let things go like this.” Sagira declared, worried by the
quick descent of the battle into a brawl. A brawl was something they
could not win.
They both held on for dear life as their ship shifted around to let a
Rumani smuggler ship haul past them and barrel broadside into an
enemy galley. The smuggler ship fired its cannons just before
crashing into the enemy ship, and the death toll from the guns and
the thunderous crash that followed were considerable. Makan was in
complete agreement with Sagira, and now they were actually close
enough for him to try to do something about it. It was his turn to step
up. Sagira and Nishan had raised this army from nothing, but they
could do nothing with words now that would stop what was to
happen. Rolf had tried, and Anthea had done her part. Now, it was
up to him to do something.
“Hold on to me, and don’t let me fall into the water, no matter what.”
He told her, standing near the water’s edge.
There was little or no rail on their boat, so he relied on his footing
and the support of her arms to keep him on the boat. It was not the
waves he worried about, since they were nonexistent after Anthea’s
enchantment, but rather the spear he held in his hand he worried
about. With a worried look that he cast back at her and a silent
prayer to Yenis, Tulis, and Fallu, he stuck the tip of the spear into the
water and began to create ice... lots of ice.
The water crackled as it froze around the spear’s point. He focused
on the enemies, and the ice shot out across the glassy water toward
the enemy vessels. A line of white pierced the dark blue waters like a
shark’s fin, darting toward the west and north. As it went, the ice
spread out in an arc that began to rise up out of the water as well as
plunge deep down into it. Much like an iceberg, most of the mass of
ice remained beneath the surface.
Makan’s shoulders and body shook as he struggled to hold onto the
narwhal spear, which was bucking and kicking wildly. Never before
had he made such a great volume of ice, and he had just started.
The skin of his hands began to grow cool and then cold. He held on,
or perhaps his hand was frozen in place. He did not know which.
When the ice had gone far enough, he concentrated on growing it
to a greater height and size. He wanted a wall of ice, his own
iceberg. With that in mind, the ice began spreading, thickening,
growing deeper, taller, and larger. It rose up to cut the Dark Aurean
fleet in half, with the lion’s share cut off from the battle going on. A
few ships snuck around the forming iceberg, but others were thrown
off course or even beached onto the growing slab of ice. Makan’s
hands went numb and his breath misted in the air. His knees sagged
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and his head sank. He wanted to stop, but he knew he hadn’t done
enough yet.
“One of the ships is coming this way!” Sagira cried.
The general’s own ship had split off from the main group when the
growing iceberg had sprouted beneath their ship, scraping the
underside of the hull. It had not been seriously damaged, but the ice
had rerouted it south when the others were trapped or sent north.
South also happened to be the direction that Orsen would have
chosen anyway. Unlike Rolf’s weapon, it was easy to see where
Makan’s attack had originated. The Dark Aurean general screamed
at his men, urging them on. Makan’s head snapped back up as he
heard the other man’s voice, and his cold eyes locked upon Orsen’s,
just a relatively short distance away across the sea. A great look of
determination was upon Orsen’s face, and his features were alive as
they could only be when presented with a great challenge. Always,
he preferred to meet the enemy head-on, and Makan was right
before him.
Makan dug down deep within himself, finding the heart to go on. He
searched his soul for the determination that had allowed him to
survive separation from his people, shipwrecks, being wounded, and
all of the trials that helping Anthea had brought upon him. A steady
calm flowed over him despite the cold that radiated from the narwhal
tusk. He kept his eyes locked upon Orsen’s as the general closed in,
and he smiled as ice flooded out from the narwhal tusk, like a great
faucet turned fully on.
Spikes and jagged spires of ice twisted up out of the placid waters,
but they shattered as Orsen’s cannonballs crashed through them,
trying and failing to reach Makan and his small Mueran ship. Arclance fire melted through in other places, wearing the shield of ice
thin, but it continued to grow and thicken. Makan felt his chill licking
at his bones until his entire body felt numb, so deep was the cold
pouring off the tusk, but his soul was warm yet. Sagira’s teeth
chattered beside him, but he did not relent, nor would he.
As he focused upon Orsen, a new piece of ice shot out, stabbing
through the bottom of Orsen’s ship, impaling it through the belly of
the hull. The galley slid to a stop, creaking as wood splintered
around the lance of frigid cold. As the iceberg continued to grow in
mass, the galley was lifted up off the sea, rising clear from the water.
Soldiers began abandoning ship, jumping from the ship into the sea.
Some scrambled toward Makan’s vessel, but were caught in the
spreading ice, eventually to be swallowed whole by the great white
iceberg. They were perhaps the lucky ones, because they died
relatively painlessly, certainly less so than the others that crashed
down onto the ice, breaking bones when they slipped upon landing.
Many of them still wore armor, and landed that much heavier. Lost
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Ones they might be, but even their bodies had limitations, as the
jagged ends of bones poking from their bodies illustrated.
Orsen did not jump or try to escape his fate. As a true captain, he
rode the ship upward, refusing to abandon his craft. He rose above
the field of battle, gaining altitude until the ice spike finally cracked,
unable to hold the unevenly distributed weight of the ship. Orsen
continued to glare down upon Makan with his one good eye until the
ship pitched over, falling over a dozen Mayters into the water. His
own ship killed him as it splashed upon him.
Then, and only then did Makan stopped making ice. He fell over,
landing partially upon Sagira, and they lay upon the deck of the ship
as the others took them away from the combat, careful of the iceberg
and all its jagged appendages that were spread throughout the
water. He did little more but breathe and try to stay warm for the rest
of the battle, but it was some time before he could even remove his
hands from the spear, and then only with the loss of several layers of
skin. His hands were damaged from the cold, and would take time to
heal, but there was still a feeling of warmth that ran through him, and
he could not stop smiling.

Elsewhere, Nishan’s ship, the Corsair, had engaged a crippled
enemy vessel. When some Lost Ones tried to board his ship, he
battled them off, a one-man army that moved faster than the enemy,
and fought like a hundred men. Even the Forlatett gave him wide
berth, fearing to stray too near the blur of limbs and weapons that
surrounded him like a halo. At least twice, it looked as if he might
have taken a lethal attack, but then he had been surrounded and no
one could see well enough to tell. Later, he fought just as hard, and
was found to be without wounds. When all of those enemies were
dead, his ship moved on to find more. Nishan would not stop until
every enemy was gone.
When the main battle was done, there was a tangle of nearly twenty
ships were left without crews. Several other ships listed nearby, their
crews dead almost to a man. At least two thirds of them were
alliance ships, with the others being unmanned galleys. Spent bullets
were stuck in the wooden planks and blood ran across the decks.
Some still struggled on, but the ships were too tangled to pull apart
without cutting the rigging and restringing much of it. Together, the
ships formed a giant a locked tomb.
The surviving Lost Ones ships were surrounded and shot from afar
with any weapon that would reach them. The charges of their arcswords were spent, and none survived any attempts to swim all the
way to alliance ships. They swam very poorly with so much armor
on. In the end, they were put down mercifully, with their ships sunk
under a hail of cannonballs, ballistae spears, and falling ice. For
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Ouers, ships circled, shooting arrows, crossbow bolts, and rifle shot
at any stragglers they found alive. Some even turned the enemy arclances back on their owners, but most of the weapons were found to
be without charges, and it was not until the battle was over that the
tumbling skies separated, and by then there was nothing but
moonlight with which to charge them. When the very last enemy had
finally fallen, the waves crashed down after that, swamping hamlets
nearby and flooding docks as far as Lannery and Pandrine.
The battle had gone on for more than half a Dee. Many who
witnessed or heard of it afterward regarded it as the strangest naval
battle in history. Certainly, it was one of the largest. Over a hundred
ships had been involved, and many thousands of crewmen and
soldiers had been present. The death toll was hard to estimate, but if
Orsen and the Lost Ones were dead nearly to a man, many
casualties had been had on the alliance side. A few Fliers had
escaped Anthea’s enchantment, and they would likely report what
had happened, but few feared any swift reprisal after such a
resounding victory. It was perhaps the first one since the wars
began.

In Cenalium, the Lost Ones kept what they’d witnessed to
themselves, and had the first hint of doubt about their chances. They
would have to push Corydon for more soldiers, and warn Chael of
the threat that was bound to come for Maethlin. With Chael’s
remaining forces and any reinforcements that might join him before
the alliance fleet arrived, they would be able to hold off any advance,
even if the plans for domination had just reached a standstill on the
eastern front.
If things got worse, there were always other options. Corydon was
not the only way they could achieve their ends…
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CHAPTER 182
As far as I can tell, there seems to be no reason why Ox-Men
should not be as widespread across the Broken Crown as we
humans are. With their hides and heavy fur, they should be able to
live far north and across most terrains, for they are a hardy and
seemingly intelligent race.
Is it only their lack of boats that prevents them from spreading?
Why are they held to just two locations on the map, despite being
able to survive in a much more broad part of the world? Perhaps
there is some conscious initiative among them to keep their
populations centralized, but I cannot see the advantage for them in
that…
- Excerpt from Pravat’s ‘A Brethren Apart’
th

 Sechsdee, the 6 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
It had been nearly a Yarre since Bedros had set foot on Maethlin,
and he found it much changed, and not at all for the better. He could
see that the city of Norsjalde, which he made sure not to get too
close to, was mostly gone. Before, there had been the unique
architecture that had reminded those walking through the city of a
city of overturned ships, with colorful flags strung across lines
between the mast poles of those ships. There had been pennants
and banners running through the whole town. Now, most of the city
was empty, having been harvested of wood and materials to build
the vessels that had carried the population of Cenalium to other parts
of the Broken Crown to carry out Corydon’s plans. In the place of
those historical and cultural landmarks were stone wharfs and
defensive walls that had been set up around the harbor. These
defensive works were mostly deserted now, other than garrisons that
watched for the improbable arrival of enemy ships. With his feet on
the solid ground, Bedros could sense that even distant Fjorlen was
similarly outfitted.
The island of Maethlin had been gutted for all that it was worth. The
scars of these actions still sat heavily upon the land, and Bedros
shuddered to see what Corydon had done. Only the mountain of
Cenalium remained intact, with scant groupings of trees surrounding
its base, all that remained of once great forests. Much of the forests
had been burnt down, just to flush out the Kerathi that had tried to
hide in them. Other parts of the isle’s forests had actually been
harvested for lumber for ships, but a lot had simply gone up in
smoke. Then, stone and lumber had been hauled to the two port
cities to construct roads, defenses, and ships. Thousands of feet had
trodden the prairies into dust.

191

PERENNIALS
Warily, the Ox-Men marched up to the base of Cenalium’s
mountain. The peak was in sight, but they would not go there just
yet. Bedros was not ready to return to his home, not until this final
transformation was complete. There was just this one last set of
horns to grow in the forests here, one last pair to add to the
collection that sprouted up oddly from his skull, all different shapes,
colors, and widths. Yet, with the end of his task so close, Bedros’
heart was not lighter.
Part of his misgivings was the discomfiting ambiance of a Maethlin
he no longer recognized. The hums of nature were dulled and weak
on the isle, which had once been alive with the sounds of the Kerathi
and their loud civilization. Bleak stonework and defensive structures
were all that remained of all they had built during the Hectoyarres
they had owned the land. Rolf’s hometown of Harsbrukke was gone
like the other cities, and the inhabitants of the isle had all perished or
had been enslaved for the purposes of building ships and roads to
help move Dark Aureans faster. Of course, most of the Kerathi had
died resisting enslavement. Those that had been unlucky enough to
become slaves had since died, mostly from attempted uprisings,
overwork, or Illias’ target practice prior to moving out into the rest of
the Clan Isles.
Another part of the uneasy feeling that Bedros felt was the taint of
Lost Ones upon the land. Not many of them had died here, not
compared to other isles, but there was a looming presence that
spoke of them, like a foul stink hanging over a peat bog. Therefore,
even when he found a large enough copse of trees to begin his
transformation in, he was reluctant.
“Is this place not good enough?” Red-Tail asked.
Bedros shook his head and his rack of horns. “That is not it. I am
just ill-at-ease, this close to the heart of the enemy’s influence.”
“Their taint hangs in the air.” Wandering-Eyes agreed, sighing
heavily. Normally circumspect and wary, Wandering-Eyes had been
less vocal about his doubts and more dependable since the death of
Coat-of-Dust.
“I was calved near here.” Bedros said, filled with a sudden nostalgic
pang. “I grew up atop this mountain, under the care of an Aurean
and his daughter. Now I must do this so I can return to that home
and set things aright.”
“You are different than us. We see only death and wrong here,
where you recall a home. It is best that we be about this, so that we
can sooner go to our rest.” Red-Tail replied, encouraging Bedros. He
made no mention of leaving or living on after all this was said and
done. He did not expect to survive. He was to be a martyr so far as
he could tell, and he would rather be done with it while their strength
lasted.
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“You are right. I must finish. Only, there are piles of rotting bodies,
great mounds of them that have rotted away in the bowels of the
earth in and around these mountains. The scavengers have gorged
for Munths and have grown fat, but I feel the sickness of the bodies
still. I am hesitant to climb into the earth, for fear that I will have to
sleep surrounded by this illness while I make my final change.”
It was a lengthy speech, especially in the Ox-Men’s tongue. Both
Wandering-Eyes and Red-Tail simply listened. When he had
finished, the pair looked at one another, and then they looked back
to Bedros, who looked mournfully about the pitiful stretch of trees
that surrounded them.
Red-Tail began first. “You have begun this. You must finish it. We
cannot give up. Too much has already been sacrificed to get you
here.”
Wandering-Eyes grunted in agreement, pawing his hooves eagerly
at the mossy ground. “We, too, have little love for this place, yet our
path ends here. Be about it, and we will guard you while you
slumber.”
Bedros’ heavy brow furrowed and he sighed, humanly. He knew
that they hated this place, and how could they not? Even the rodents
and insects here were silent, for fear of being killed. Even the
smallest lives hereabouts knew they were living on borrowed time,
that this whole island would be dead somedee unless something was
done about it. That was why he’d come here, and, whatever his
misgivings, Bedros would not back down now.
“So be it. Watch over me while I commune with this land, but do not
show yourselves to any enemies that pass nearby. They will have no
reason to spare you. Starve if you must, eating only grubs, small
leaves, and berries here, but do not range afar, or the enemy will find
us.”
They answered with grunts and heavy nods, and Bedros left them
to go stand among the eldest trees that he could find. His two
companions were within eyesight and earshot, but just barely. He
ignored them after casting a single glance their way, and turned his
senses toward the faint voice of the earth that remained here.
He could have gone to another isle in the Westlichreich to finish
this, any with a similar landscape, but there were none near enough
that would have suited his purposes. Time was not in great surplus
anymore, either. Just Ouers ago, he had felt a distant disturbance in
the east, and he knew a great battle had occurred, and many Lost
Ones had poisoned the world. If so many of them had died, surely
many times more other humans had to have died to accomplish such
a thing, and that meant that time was growing short indeed.
Such were his thoughts, and he could not focus on the voice of the
world when his thoughts were so unfocused. In a place so poisoned,
it was hard to hear the will of the world. He stood still, trying to
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determine how he was to interface with the forest. In some lands, he
had needed only to sit. In other lands he’d buried himself under the
soil or muck. Here, he could not tell what he was supposed to do. He
stood quietly, letting the breeze ruffle his hair and bring news of
distant lands to his skin. He drank in the sounds of the forest, tiny
though they were: a bird chattering nervously with its neighbor, a
squirrel gnawing ravenously at a foraged nut, ants marching up a
tree trunk, and a dozen other sounds. Then, as he stood there and
strained, he could hear another voice, a deep one.
It was the trees, he realized. Slow to grow, and long of life, their
voices were intermingled in a chorus of growing, drinking water, and
spreading their leaves to partake of the sun. They swayed with the
winds and their giant trunks creaked as the winds brushed past
them. They spoke the voice of the world in this region, a small,
steady oasis in the middle of a desolate island though it was.
Bedros closed his eyes and stood straight, with his arms upward
and outward. His feet took root in the soil, and his fur slowly changed
from brown and grey to green. Leaflets grew from his arms, and his
fingers became thick branches. His antlers remained unchanged, but
the rest of his body grew hard and rough, like bark. His hooves sent
runners down, which widened into a broad taproot that conversed
with the roots of the surrounding trees, his neighbors. Tall and
mighty he was not, but he listened, learned, and he heard what the
world spoke here, in what had become a corner of despair in the
Broken Crown. But, even here where the world was most wrong, the
soul of the earth spoke to him, and he obeyed its call to grow.
No matter how harsh the land was, where there was a will, there
was a way to grow and prosper. Where there was life, it would find a
way. He would, too. Under the ugly shadow of the Lost Ones and
Cenalium, he grew and became greater.
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CHAPTER 183
It is odd that a people who delve into the depths of mountains must
take light with them everywhere. Their miners are daredevils, risking
death by poisoning if they are cut off too long from the light. Only
their Darkwatchers see more darkness than they. It is an odd
relationship, for they need many things that grow only within their
mountains, but it is lethal for them to seek that which they need. It is
most unnatural and puzzling. Has it always been thus? How could
any race come to be like this?
There are more puzzles in the world than answers…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘A Study of the Mountain Folk’
th

 Sayvensdee, the 7 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Coming out of the depths of the world into the underbelly of
Cenalium was not the breath of fresh air that they’d hoped it would
be. In fact, it was not even possible to tell that they’d even reached
their destination until they stumbled across signs of living, some of
them ancient, some of them recent. In the dark, it was easy to pass
by such hints of previous habitations. Scuffmarks in the dust upon
the floor and scratches upon the walls could be stepped past and
missed in the low lighting, or even ignored as the marks of the
scouts. Likewise, the head of their procession might have stirred up
the fresh rubble or stones they saw strewn across the paths, or they
might have left behind ropes and tools they happened across.
Statues were the first definite signs of habitation, those and dark
drawings upon the wall that caught the eye when light swept across
them just right. These were not primitive cave drawings, but rather
artistic renditions of the man they were coming to assassinate, and
an angelic, if simple-minded, woman who stood at his side. Chione
had stared at the first piece of art as if it had been an exhibit, holding
the Sedget eye aloft for several Mynettes so that she could behold
the evidence of civilization, something they’d long left behind and
nearly forgotten. Dacian had stood next to her, discussing the
minutia of the design.
It had been odd to have something to talk about, after talk had
become an unpleasant chore. During the last few Waykes under
ground, there had little to speak about, and all the tasks they went
about each Dee had become second nature. They performed these
tasks without the need for talk, more than a little because they were
scared to draw another Sedget to them. Glowing eyes and bizarre
sounds in the underworld were ever-present threats, so they had
talked only when necessary, lest they draw something truly terrifying
down upon themselves.
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As they continued on, knowing they were getting closer to their
goal, they began to pass more and more art. Those pieces they saw
were always of the same man and woman, so they began passing
the artifacts without comment so they could press on toward their
goal. They grew tired of those objects and hoped for an end to their
trek. Exhausted bodies with worn muscles and tired minds grew
wearier, sensing the nearing end of their exertions. Their group had
been seriously depleted. Most of those who had been lost were
never again heard from or seen in the darkness of the world, but
many had also fallen to starvation, insanity, suffocation, or slips and
falls. There had not been a single man or woman in the group who
had not faced their death at least once, if not half a dozen times.
When at last they emerged into a chamber that was lit, some of the
men shouted in delight, but most sat in sullen silence, frightened or
dumbstruck by the sudden appearance of crystal pods, which
seemed as bright as the sun in the middle of the night. Chione and
Dacian quickly hushed the group and unlimbered the weapons they’d
carried with them through the bowels of the earth. The enemy might
be near, and they were in poor condition to resist any attacks, so
they took then to skulking about, quietly moving in small groups that
scouted out the area, which turned out to be much larger than they
had initially suspected.
Although it had seemed to be a chamber of only modest size, it
turned out to be an abandoned storage hall that connected to the
main part of the underground city of Lower Cenalium. They had
entered near an elbow of the undercity, away from the main arteries
and main chamber of the city, though they came upon those soon
enough. Upon searching the city, it seemed to be deserted.
Although, the men were tired, and could neither be persuaded nor
ordered to do any more than a perfunctory search, which was less
than Chione wanted. Still, she knew better than to force the men to
search thoroughly immediately. That would invite mutiny and
sedition, and that would make all they had gone through be in vain. It
might not have been the safest approach to securing their new
outpost, but after Waykes in the caverns and passages under the
Inner Seas, the men needed a rest. With light bright enough to hurt
eyes unaccustomed to anything more than a few lumens and with
fresh water pouring into pools large enough to refresh oneself, even
something as austere as Lower Cenalium appeared to be as grand
as Jhiza. But then, to a poor man, even a pittance can seem a
fortune.
Despite being unable to keep the men from doing what they willed,
Chione and Dacian were able to oversee the storing of the poisons in
two caches in the honeycombed buildings that stretched from the
cavern floor to the cavern roof, giant pillars unlike anything they’d
ever seen before. Then, the men set about resting, refreshing
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themselves, and sleeping. Many just sat and stared at the light; it
was so pleasant that they could not stop looking, and even Chione
found herself staring absently at the clusters of crystal pods that
hung between the towers like fat bunches of glowing grapes.
Yet, if the light was pleasant to behold, it also cast unforgiving
illumination upon their spare frames and haunted expressions. The
long Dees in the dark had not been kind to either Aurean or Elegian.
The two leaders quickly realized that most of the men would be
useless for Dees to come, having gone far beyond their physical
limits. They’d arrived, but they were in no shape to finish their
mission.
Dacian’s own subgroup within the party was worst off. If half the
group as a whole had survived, only an eighth of the Aureans had.
Sadly, several of them had fallen to the illness that was unique to
their people just Dees before their arrival. The Aureans had not been
alone in their suffering though. An Elegian might not be susceptible
to Dark Poisoning, but an Elegian mind was as apt to descend into
madness as any. Many of the Elegian soldiers appeared worse for
wear than the surviving Aureans. Some had a look of madness in
their eyes, a look that went deep into their souls. They might never
be the same again, but they had done their part to carry the poisons
here, and that was hopefully enough.
For the next several Ouers, Chione and Dacian sent out pairs of
scouts to map the lay of the land, even if it was under a mountain.
They had to determine the positions of the springs feeding the upper
city according to the intelligence that Iago had provided. The maps
Dacian had memorized helped little, for men undergoing the
transformation had drawn them and smuggled them out of the city,
and those changes they’d been going through had addled their
brains and left them confused. It had not been easy to sneak them
out of the city and into the hands of Iago’s agents, but it had been
done. No one had realized until Dacian and Chione began
comparing their own findings to these maps that the sacrifices it had
taken to get intelligence about Lower Cenalium were almost entirely
in vain, seeing how inaccurate the maps were.
However, all was not lost. After Waykes underground, the survivors
had learned something of the flowing of water through rock. They
now possessed far more expertise in such matters than those poor
souls that had suffered through Corydon’s experiments could have
ever had. With little effort, they found the springs that were funneled
upward through the stone, fed by pools that had collected in the
caverns and lakes deeper within Greveth’s domains. Dacian was
present at the first dosing of the water, at a location that he was
certain would not backflow into the pools he and his group were
using for their own water and bathing. Just to be sure, they’d found
discarded pottery and other containers inside the abandoned towers
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that they filled with drinking water. After all they’d done to get here,
there was no way that Dacian was going to allow them to die of
accidental poisoning.
He and another Aurean, along with six Elegians, had only begun
carting the poisons to the spring when he spotted a small crowd of
ragged men and women emerging from one of the abandoned
towers. He didn’t realize what he was seeing at first, because he was
so used to his own group. There were no visitors to greet in the
caverns beneath the deep seas, and he had ceased worrying about
anything more than the Sedget and his next meal. Now, several
dozen men and women emerging all at once confronted him, led by
a fair-haired Aurean woman in a uniform.
Seeing the confrontation was not an illusion, Dacian drew an arcsword that was quite low on charge, and the soldiers beside him
drew their own weapons. Elegian khopesh swords gleamed reddishbronze in the low light. Still, the newcomers approached, if warily.
None of them were carrying any visible weapons.
“Who are you?” Dacian demanded of the leader, shouting at her
from a comfortable distance.
“I am a friend, I think.” She replied, trying to smile, but her eyes
could not help but take in the sight of the company he traveled in.
Dacian laughed darkly. Such a statement was unbelievable in the
best of circumstances. “In times such as these, we have few friends,
and few strangers are worthy of trust.”
“You look no more friendly than my friends here. You look shabbier
than they, and I doubt you have been living in hiding for many
Munths.” The female leader replied coolly.
Dacian hadn’t thought of that. Before this assignment, he’d always
been a fastidious man, but that required many luxuries he’d forgone
for the sake of his people. For the last several Waykes, even
Munths, he’d been crawling through the tunnels, collecting grime on
his clothes and smudging lichens and moss across his skin. Since
his arrival, he’d hardly spared time for more than washing his face
and quenching his thirst before he’d set about looking for the best
place to plant the first batch of their poisons. “I am not at my best.”
He admitted.
The woman shifted nervously from one foot to the other. “Can we
speak without your weapons being waved around?”
“I will have to get the commander of this group if we are to have any
serious discussion.” Dacian informed her, wondering if he’d have to
leap upon these poor wretches and slay them before they gave
warning to Corydon.
“Is your commander also Aurean, or is the commander a Lowlander
like those you travel with?”
Dacian’s eyes narrowed and he clenched his arc-sword tightly.
“What do you know of Lowlanders?”
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The woman appeared to consider her words before speaking. “I
know that these men and women beside me hid to avoid having to
become slaves to the one who rules this city, slaves who would be
set against the Lowlander peoples. If you are no friend of the Lord of
Cenalium, then you are a friend of ours. Perhaps, we have a
common friend in Aetheline.”
Dacian frowned, wondering if this was a test. If Corydon had
discovered them, why would he seek to use such a ploy to trap
them? Would he not just surround them and try to capture them, or
would he use this miserly group to draw information from him? He
could not decide. “How many are there with you?”
“We are but a few score, far less than what started out. It was hard
to hide from the transition. Many of these have been hiding since the
fall of Cenalium’s Greater Helion. They have had little light and food,
but so far most of them have avoided that fate which has befallen
their fellow citizens.”
“What is your name then, and why are you dressed so fine if you
are all in hiding?”
The leader of the ragtag bunch looked at her fellows before she
answered. They were of no help. They were a hollow-eyed lot with
few ideas or hopes of their own, not after all they’d endured. In the
end, it was her risk alone, and she decided it was worth taking, just
as it had been Munths ago when she’d met Favian. She took a
chance once more on this new man, hoping he was of similar
character to her lost friend.
“I am Cira, and while I work for the enemy as a messenger in one of
his towers, I am loyal to Maletos and Lord Iago, the new Voice of the
Firmament.” She made the gesture of faith to Maletos, and waited for
Dacian’s response.
The mention of Iago filled Dacian with confidence. “That is a name I
know, though I was not aware that he had received a promotion.”
Dacian grinned and sheathed his sword, deciding that this was a
friend before him. His companions were slower to lower their arms,
but they did as well in time.
Only when the last weapon had lowered did Cira breathe a sigh of
relief. She looked at her fellows once more, and now they smiled
with a bit of hope, something that had not been seen on their faces
for a long while. They had grown used to losing friends and allies to
slow attrition and loneliness, not gaining them in an unexpected
Ouer.
“Then we have something to discuss?” Cira asked Dacian.
Dacian nodded. “Let me get my fellow commander. She is a
Lowlander, like you suspected, but she is a very sensible one at that.
She has survived the long road here, and she will have need of your
counsel.”
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Cira nodded, looking at what Dacian and his fellows were about.
“You and your companions seem to have quite a story to tell. We
would like to hear it, and we might even share some of our supplies
with you, meager though they are. I do what I can to keep these men
and women here supplied with clothing and food, but it is not easy.
They are far from living in luxury.”
“We have lived on mushrooms and mosses for Waykes. Anything
you can offer would be preferable to that.”
“We have those things and more.”
“And do you have weapons?” Dacian asked. He knew his forces
were weak, and they could do little if they were attacked. However, if
Cira’s group added their strength to his, they might have a better
chance.
“Few enough.” Cira admitted meekly. “We are not much of a
resistance. We wanted only to wait this conflict out, but it has gone
on for far longer than any of us thought it would.”
“You look as if you still go into the city above. If there was any way
for you to procure maps and weapons, it would help us greatly.”
“Maps I could draw from my memories alone, but weapons are in
short supply after the armies left.”
“What armies?”
“Corydon sent out over twenty thousand men a few Waykes back.
They are likely in Elegius or fighting on Aynglican lands now.”
Dacian sat down heavily, shocked by what he was hearing. “After
all we have been through, we are too late.” He murmured in disbelief.
“This is not the news you hoped for.”
Dacian shook his head. “Not at all. Are there any soldiers left in the
city to poison?”
Cira looked at the barrels and packages that the Elegian soldiers
stood beside, and realization swept over her. “You meant to poison
and kill all the soldiers before they left…”
“That was the idea.”
“All that remains in the city is a small force, a couple thousand at
the most.” Seeing Dacian’s look of confusion at hearing such a low
number, she elaborated. “All the citizens are gone. The forced
transitions were hard on many, especially the women of the city.
Thousands didn’t make it through the procedure. Those that did not
die were made into soldiers, and they have gone out into the world to
spread Corydon’s vision.”
“Is Corydon still within the city?”
“He is.” Cira answered, and her answer brought a chorus of
shudders through her companions.
“Then maybe we are not too late.” Dacian felt a spark of hope
return. So long as Corydon was in the city, there was still something
they might accomplish. “We must discuss this with General Chione.
There may be something we can do yet to help end this war.”
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“Take me to her then, if you would. My friends here will gather food
and supplies to help you. We must stick together, we who would do
something about he who leads this terrible army against the world.”
“I couldn’t agree more. Now, let us convince Chione that we are
right. Then, we will do what we can about Corydon. I would also like
to hear more news of the world. We have been in the tunnels for a
long time, and I do not know all that occurs any longer.”
Cira fell in beside Dacian as they walked back toward Chione and
the main part of their party. The others that had accompanied Dacian
to the poisoning site went with Cira’s group, though it took some
convincing from her to get the men and women she’d saved to
accept strangers into their midst.
As for Dacian, he was being cautious. He did not want to lead
Cira’s entire group back to Chione immediately. If Chione decided
that Cira was not on the level, Cira might not make it out of the
meeting, and it would be easier to put down one woman and then
her small camp of followers than it would be to kill her and her whole
group at once. Still, Dacian had a good feeling about the woman
beside him, and if all went well, they would have more soldiers, some
much needed supplies, valuable information on the city’s defenses,
and help poisoning Corydon’s forces in the upper city.
Things were not what they could be, but they could definitely be
worse. Whatever their luck, at least he was out of the neverending
dark of the tunnels. That alone was cause for rejoicing.
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CHAPTER 184
If I had had more time in this world, I should have liked to be loved.
I had family that loved me, of course, but that is different from being
in love. Kerathi men are a rough lot, and they speak little of love,
except insofar as that hesitant emotion emerges in times of hunting,
battle, and the creation of great things. Still, I know that there must
be some hint of that emotion in at least a few of our men. It cannot
be that the Rumani have a monopoly on matters of the heart. For all
that we are a fierce people, I know that there is a greater part of our
hearts that remains unexplored. We are noble, loyal, and prideful,
but few are as diligent as we. I would think, then, that perhaps a man
could feel all those things about me, and it would be love.
But then, most Kerathi men think more of their people than of the
woman beside them. They are slaves to their instincts, and their
instincts demand that they labor for the preservation and the growth
of our clans. These are fine things, but they make for lonely and
empty homes. Hearts are left unfulfilled for sake of these greater
causes, and I think at times that we are diminished for it…
- Excerpt from Karena’s ‘Legacies of the World’
th

 Noinsdee, the 9 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Despite the alliance’s bold victory in Aynglican waters, the cost had
been high. Dozens of ships had been damaged or lost, and others
were still entangled with one another, or they remained frozen in the
ice that Makan had created, ice that had not yet completely melted.
Bodies floated on the sea like a giant pod of whales surfacing.
Ammunitions had been spent, and many soldiers had been shaken
by the viciousness of the battle. Spirits were high for some, but many
could only look forward at the bleak eventuality of more battles on
their way to Maethlin.
Rolf was not one of those dreading battle, but rather looking
forward to it as a way out of his life’s problems. When his Racheneid,
his Kerathi blood oath of vengeance, was complete, he could go
back to his new wife and settle down – as much as any Kerathi male
ever settled down anyway. He was eager, and it was fitting then that
he was at the lead of the fleet, spearheading the western charge
through the Östlichreich, where he hoped to find more Kerathi
survivors.
His crew was part Forlatett, part Kerathi privateer, and part Mueran.
They rode upon the same Mueran boat he had fought from during
the last battle, though his crew had changed a bit. Several other
ships accompanied his, including some of the faster Aynglican boats
in the fleet. The rest of the fleet was stretched out behind him, for
many Kilomes. Tulis and Marceaupo seemed to be helping them
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along, and Aaren’s favorable breaths kept their sails full, but not all
ships could move as fast as others. Heavy cogs and warships could
not be expected to move as quickly as nimble Mueran ships or
lighter vessels that had better sailcloth to mass ratios. Therefore,
Rolf’s contingent was to search ahead, looking for allies as they
swept past the rocky isle of Cashelle and the rolling plains of
Fogreate.
Already, they’d encountered several groups of Kerathi, survivors
that had come out of hiding when they’d seen the fleet. They
signaled to any survivors they saw, or threw messages shoreward.
As much as they might like to, they could not take that many
survivors aboard. There simply wasn’t room. The larger ships in his
contingent usually dealt with them, sending boats ashore when
needed, or taking swimmers and families in canoe aboard as they
came out to meet them. They all knew that the enemy came from the
west, and any fleet coming from the east must be friendly. They also
realized that a fleet heading west could have only one purpose:
fighting the enemy that had destroyed so much.
The surviving Kerathi were rough looking and often
undernourished, having been forced out of their homes and cities,
but they were a hardy lot anyway, born to hardship and struggle.
Food and good company did much to improve their states, but they
had been through a lot, and a hard, serious air was about them. Yet,
as soon as it was announced that the fleet was heading to Maethlin
to seek an end to the conflict, most of the survivors relaxed visibly.
They might be going to their deaths, but Kerathi would rather die
fighting than live like animals in caves and in hidden forest glades.
Whether they went to their ends or to victory, they felt they were
better off than they had been. Those they rescued were helpful
leading Rolf to other pockets of resistors and warriors waiting for a
chance at revenge.
As they progressed westward, they always kept eyes on the skies,
for Fliers came from the skies. Other ships, they could handle if they
were careful. That much had been proven, so long as the other ships
came in lesser numbers than what they had. Fliers were still hard to
combat though, and only Rolf’s rifle had proven to be of any use
against them, and even then it did not always work effectively.
Therefore, it had been an uneasy few Dees traversing the waters
beneath the Aurean city of Gevaud, which was on the isle of
Cashelle, just a few Dees travel from the old fortress city of
Schevode. Anthea had said that those Aureans there were of no
threat to the alliance, being enemies of Corydon themselves, but Rolf
was not entirely certain. He had yet to meet an Aurean that meant
them no harm, other than Anthea herself, and she was only halfAurean.
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The mood of the fleet lightened further as they left Gevaud behind
and traveled to Norsakke, where the skies were clear of Aurean
influence, and the survivors began to come out in greater numbers,
great enough that Rolf began to worry about the ability of his part of
the fleet to carry them all. Some of the refugees had to wait for the
larger contingent of the fleet, but others he simply turned away – the
old, the young, and the infirm. He despaired that he had to leave
them behind after all they’d endured, but he could not carry them into
the battles ahead, not when he knew few if any of them had any
chance to survive. Even still, they wished to go, in spite of all that
would happen. Many thought the end of the Kerathi people had
already befallen, and they wished to die gloriously so that they could
go to be with their brethren in Nelius’ House of Endless Rooms.
Survivor’s guilt was clear upon many faces, and they wished to
remedy that by sacrificing themselves for this fleet, no matter how
slim its chances of success might be.
Rolf empathized, for he had felt much of the same grief upon
hearing of the fate of his Hersker and his hometown, still, he had a
responsibility to safeguard the future of his people. If every one of his
people threw themselves at the coming battle, there would be no one
left to re-establish his people’s territories. He did not wish for his
people to become wanderers in the world, spread out and despised
as the Rumani had been.
So, he chose the men he thought he could spare, and he sent them
with the women and children east to Koege, Mokkjokk, and other
distant holdings where he had been told that survivors still remained
and held out against the best efforts of the Aurean invaders. Then,
the fleet pushed on for Ange, the last great fortress of the Kerathi.

It became known to Rolf after several Dees of heading west, that
one of Sagira’s political rivals, Count Reynard, was among the
forward forces that he led. He had met the man only once, and the
man had made little to no impression upon him. It seemed that his
ships had largely avoided damage during the naval conflict at
Lannery, so he had gone west with Rolf at full sail. Unbeknownst to
Rolf, at least at first, the Count had been using this journey as an
opportunity to fleece from the Kerathi survivors what wealth
remained them. He’d also begun staking claims, leaving small
detachments from his forces at the sites of several destroyed or
damaged cities that he hoped to rebuild as his own after the war was
finished. He expected little resistance, seeing how badly the Kerathi
had been beaten during the course of their war against the Aureans.
Any survivors would easily be cowed when reinforcements arrived
from the Count’s holdings back on Greater Aynglica.
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Eventually, survivors relayed through the fleet news of what was
occurring, and it reached Rolf’s ears. Rarely in his life had he ever
been so incensed. Upon hearing what the Count was doing, his face
had gone completely red, even purpling in places, and he had
ordered an immediate turn of his ship. While the rest of the fleet was
ordered to go on, he would face this opportunistic vulture of a man
and deal with him personally.
Fortunately for Rolf, the distance between his ship and the Count’s
was not short, and his anger had cooled from a point of violent
eruption to a dangerous boil by the time the Count’s ship came into
sight. In that time, he’d also changed tactics from killing the entire
crew of the Count’s ship with a single blast of his rifle to dealing with
just the captain. He understood Aynglicans, at least a partial extent
after spending some time among them. They might aspire to wealth
on an individual level, but they were a hierarchal society, and they
would not have acted without their captain’s command. Thus, the
captain alone was to blame for the grievances perpetrated against
the Kerathi people, and he would be called to pay for those offenses
alone. Besides, had Rolf executed the entire ship in his rage, it would
have been a great strike against the alliance, perhaps even
shattering the fragile partnership entirely.
Count Reynard’s flagship rode proudly through the water, flying the
Count’s green and grey flags. The vessel crashed through each
wave as if it belonged in these Kerathi waters, and Rolf’s eyes
narrowed on the man that prowled the deck uniformed like an
admiral, even if he was only the admiral of his own private fleet. A
few more ships trailed behind his, letting him take the glory of being
the first to see each new land he hoped to claim, and Rolf was
determined to see an end to it.
“Wave a flag of parley.” Rolf commanded one of the Kerathi
privateers, who immediately broke out a pair of flags from his kit and
began waving to the other ship as they approached it.
Any of the Muerans might have done this for him. They understood
the flag codes of the other cultures in the Broken Crown very well,
but they had their own signals they preferred to use. However, Rolf
felt that this was a Kerathi matter, and Rolf did not wish to impose
further upon the crew by giving them such simple orders when there
were other men who could do it. So, he left the Muerans to their
navigation, while he and the others saw about the other tasks.
After several Mynettes, a confused signal came back from the
Count’s ship, one waving for a meeting among friends. Rolf had his
flagman return the wave for parley, a communication among
enemies rather than allies. After this second time, the Count’s own
flagman waved back for parley, though only after a reluctant pause.
Several more communications were necessary before all ready for
Rolf to meet the Count aboard his flagship. It had to be done there
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with as many witnesses as possible so that all could see that justice
was being done fairly. As for Rolf, he would take only three men with
him. He asked the Mueran captain to choose one of his men that he
could spare, and then Rolf chose another Kerathi to accompany him,
and also one of the three Forlatett that was among his mixed crew.
The four of them used a Mueran kayak to bridge the waters
between Rolf’s ship and the Count’s. When ladders were lowered
down to them, they climbed up, Rolf following the Kerathi privateer,
while the Mueran and the Forlatett Rumani followed him. The Count
personally greeted the four of them, wearing a surprised but affable
smile.
Rolf ignored the Count and looked around the well-maintained ship.
It was a tight vessel, well in order. The crew was even well groomed,
which is rare for men at sea. There is little need for trimming one’s
beard when the men around you are your only company. Usually
such ritual hygiene is reserved for going into port, where women
were handy and willing. Still, this crew looked as if they were
unnecessarily clean and orderly, and the ship was in certainly in
tiptop shape.
As for the Count, when Rolf looked him over, he found a smug man
with unappealing features that reflected off his shiny brass buttons
and off his spit shined black boots. The Count’s nose had clearly
been broken before, and Rolf was of a mind to do it again. Startlingly
blue eyes regarded Rolf from either side of that beaklike protrusion
on the Count’s face. His unruly dark hair was mostly hidden beneath
his pompous admiral’s hat, but some escaped to curl across his
forehead and around his ears. The Aynglican noble was thick around
the middle, showing that he’d let himself go a bit in his middling
Yarres. However, the man clearly had enough self-control to keep in
some semblance of fighting shape.
“Are we in need of introductions?” Rolf asked gruffly, eyeing the
Count’s crew for any signs of duplicity.
The Count smiled and let his hand come to rest on the hilt of the
serviceable rapier he wore on his hip. “As I understand, you are
married to an Aynglican woman now. Even if you are Kerathi, and I
would prefer we stick to the Aynglican way of doing things politely, if
that is no problem.”
Rolf did not miss the overt gesture with the Count’s sword, but he
made no reach for the long knife he wore on his belt. On even
ground or on horseback, the rapier was a fine weapon, but on the
rolling seas, Rolf much preferred the shorter, more manageable knife
he carried. “If you are one to stick to such etiquette in a meeting with
a peer, why is it you are ignoring such rules when treating with my
people?”
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The Count’s eyebrow rose at Rolf’s calling himself a peer of the
Count’s, but he refrained from commenting on that. “I’m afraid I don’t
understand what you’re accusing me of.”
“You may play a fool all you like, but do not pretend to not know
what I ask, and that is why I come here under the flag of parley,
rather than under the flag of an ally. You have been placing claims
on Kerathi lands during a time of war, when we are supposed to be
allies against the Aureans. You use this passage through our lands
as an opportunity to seize what is not yours, and you do it brazenly.
Did you think we would really stand for this?”
“Aynglica, in her greatness, will require recompense from the
Kerathi for services rendered on their behalf. Did you think this entire
fleet was an act of kindness? We risk much to save the lives of a few
stragglers that are all that remain of your once great people. We
must be compensated for the dangers we are putting ourselves into.
I am merely staking my claim, my portion of the repayment before
others come to do so.”
Rolf had to put out a hand to restrain the Banagher, the Kerathi
privateer who stood beside him. The man was a hardened man of
the seas, and while he had made a living preying on Aynglican and
Kerathi trade vessels alike, he was a man that had stolen from the
rich, not from men and women displaced from their homes after their
clans had been massacred. Rolf, too, felt the man’s anger burning in
his own heart, and on his chest, where his Racheneid mark burned
like acid upon his skin. “You have no right! Our peoples are not at
war. Only the faithless would steal from an ally. Such an act is one of
treason against this alliance we have forged.”
“What can you do to stop it? Besides, if we are allies it is only a
matter of convenience for us, with your people being a lesser
partner.” The Count scoffed. “Our peoples have a long history of
battling one another. Half the lands we’ve seen were once Aynglican.
We but seek to advance our cause in a long history of rivalry.
Whenever we were weak, be it from Civil War or other strife, the
Kerathi waited like scavengers to pick apart our borders. Now, we
repay the favor.” Many of his crew felt this way, and his words were
met by a chorus of cheers and by nods of agreement and clapping.
“I know history will not show our peoples to be friends of each
other. Be that as it may, we fly under the same flag this Dee, and you
have violated all the good faith in which we sail. I am declaring you
an outlaw. You are a pirate preying upon friends, and since we are
operating under the Aynglican rules of etiquette, I must demand
satisfaction of you.” Rolf said these last few words loudly, loud
enough that all heard him.
The Count’s eyes blinked several times as the surprise of this
situation washed over him, for he had not expected to be challenged
to a duel. He looked at his crew, and then he turned a sinister gaze
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at Rolf. “If I am an outlaw, I have no need to face you. I needn’t
waste my time. I could just order my crew to kill you all and toss you
overboard.”
“Do you think I would have put one foot on your deck if I thought
you could manage that?” Rolf asked, glaring back at the Count. “I
have a man on my ship pointing my rifle this way. With a single blast,
I could wipe out this entire crew. It’s selective, too, so while it would
wash harmlessly around us, every last one of you would disappear
like specks of dust blown in the wind. And, if you thought to try to
sink my ship, and I know you have because your guns are near
ready just in case things fall through here, then you must think again.
That ship out there could run circles around yours all Dee without
being hit, and they’d be free to pick you apart with mines at their
leisure and leave you all to drown in these straits.”
During this whole speech, the Count’s crew looked out at the
Mueran ship Rolf had come upon. They’d seen the Mueran ships
work swiftly during the battle in the waters near Lannery, and they
knew just how fast Mueran ships could be. Other than a lucky shot
by this relatively green crew, they stood little chance of actually
sinking that ship. Even then, there were several more Mueran ships
that would hear of the affront, and they would not be slow to exact
their revenge. Muerans were a prickly lot like that; they kept to
themselves and liked to be left alone, but if they were roused into a
fury, they were hard to withstand.
When the crew shifted its attention back to the Count, Rolf knew he
had the Count cornered. He also knew that the Count would try to
weasel out of the situation and avoid putting himself in danger. The
Count could not decline the challenge, because everyone had heard
the man say that he wished to speak under Aynglican rules of
engagement. Therefore, he expected the Count to suggest a proxy
fighter for himself, rather than fighting on his own, and that was just
what he did.
“If you insist on having this foolish challenge over such a matter, I
must choose a man to fight on my behalf. It is not befitting for an
officer to fight another.” The Count declared regally, though the looks
on his men’s faces showed that many of them lost a great deal of
respect for him in that moment.
“So be it. I will not do the same, though if you insist, Loe can fight
on my behalf.” Rolf offered with a smile, indicating the Mueran who
stood beside him. The Mueran grinned, taking the cue to spin his
Mueran fish spear rather expertly, and the Count blanched.
“That is quite alright. You may fight as you wish.”
“I have another set of conditions.” Rolf announced.
“What are they?”
“If I defeat your proxy, you are to be put overboard with only a
Dee’s rations, a knife, and a single pair of oars. All claims you have
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laid upon Kerathi lands will be forfeit. Your ships will then return to all
the locations you have claimed, and those men you have left behind
will be picked up. Then, this ship will return to Aynglica, while the
others in your fleet will submit to my direct command for the duration
of this battle.”
The Count laughed aloud. “That is ludicrous. What possible reason
would I have for agreeing to such foolishness? I have nothing to gain
and everything to lose. You’re lucky I don’t have you put off this ship
immediately after making such an appalling suggestion. I will not
agree to such conditions!”
“Even if I offer you all of the Östlichreich, all that is currently vacant
of any surviving Kerathi settlements of size?”
Everyone grew deathly silent. Only the winds and the sloshing of
water against the prow could be heard. If Banagher stared at Rolf as
if he were mad, the Count stared at Rolf with hunger in his eyes. He
recognized this as an opportunity beyond any he could have
imagined. If the whole of the eastern Clan Isles became his, he
would be a king over lands as large as Greater Aynglica. The
prospects of such an agreement were hard to comprehend.
“You could never make that agreement stick. Your people would
renege on any promises you made.”
“Oh? I thought you said there weren’t any Kerathi left to claim those
lands anyway? I know with some work, I could get the other Kerathi
to agree to settle peacefully in the Westlichreich until they’d
recovered their numbers. Then, all bets would be off. If your
grandchildren could not hold the lands ceded to you, it would be
neither your fault nor mine, and your legacy would depend on their
efforts.”
The Count eyed Rolf cautiously. “What guarantee do I have of this
deal if you die this Dee? Will these with you hold the Kerathi to such
a bargain?”
Rolf looked to Banagher, Loe, and the Forlatett man whose name
he did not know and could not pronounce. “Will you three spread the
news of this deal to the rest of the fleet, even upon my death?”
Loe nodded immediately, for he had no stake in this duel except as
an observer. Even the two peoples involved in this deal were not his
own. The Forlatett man was much the same, and, like Fadri and
many of the other Rumani wild men from Mediya, he would follow
anything that either Rolf or Nishan did. Banagher was the sole
holdout, but when he saw the look in Rolf’s eyes, he had to
reluctantly agree, if only because he thought he saw something of
Cainel and Comrain in Rolf’s expression.
“If this safeguards our people from this snake, that is one less for
our kind to worry about. Surely there will be others, but if these
Aynglican sons aboard witness todee and do not hold their Count
and their fellow man to this deal, may Nelius reject the whole lot of
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them on the Dee they try to enter his House of Endless Rooms, and
may the Gods the Aynglicans favor turn blind eyes on all their
enterprises!” Banagher declared, shaking his fists and speaking with
such fervor that spittle flung from his lips and his eyes bulged as he
finished.
Rolf nodded. “Witness here then, Aynglicans and all present. May
the Gods watch this moment and hold us all accountable.” When he
had spoken and many of those present made symbols or gestures of
faith, he turned to the Count. “Pick your warrior. I stand for myself. I
need none to fight my battles.”
“To fight for me, I will choose Nida.” The Count announced without
even a Saycund’s pause. His lips parted in a devilish smile.
A number of voices called for Nida, and Rolf frowned. Nida was not
an Aynglican name. It was either Rumani or Kerathi, so far as he
could tell without seeing the man, and he had expected to fight
another haughty Aynglican. Nida was anything but Aynglican.
A tall man, easily over two Mayters in height, emerged from the
back of the crowd, perhaps from below deck or from one of the
cabins. He was built with thick straps of muscle across his body, and
even the muscles of his neck stood out like cables. His hands were
the size of hams, and his knuckles were bony protrusions that had
been broken and healed so many times that they no longer looked
like they were parts of a man’s hands, but rather like some pair of
bony beasts. His gaze was simple, but determined, and his dark
eyes showed no particular malice toward Rolf, but a certain
determination to whip him badly in whatever contest he was being
called out for.
“Nida will fight for me. I believe knives are appropriate, seeing how
you are equipped?” The Count attempted to sound helpful as he
spoke, but he only sounded like he was gloating, because he did not
expect to lose.
Rolf eyed the machete style pair of knives that hung on either side
of Nida’s belt. Dried blood caked the grips of the knives and the
leather scabbards they hung in. “Knives are fine.” He replied, though
his long knife suddenly seemed very puny in comparison.
The Count called for his men to back up and form a pair of walls.
The men split into two groups, each one stopping just beside one of
the two masts and running to the rails at the sides of the ship. This
created a rough rectangle with two walls being the railing and the
sea beyond it, and the other two walls being made up of Aynglican
sailors and Rolf’s three witnesses. Nida and Rolf were left standing
in the middle of this melee square, and he didn’t feel as confident as
he had just Mynettes before.
“Until yield or death, with the stakes being the Östlichreich. You are
all witnesses.” The Count announced.
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Rolf nodded, took one last look at Banagher, who looked forlorn
because he had agreed to this match, and then he drew his knife.
Immediately, a change came over Nida. The simple look of wanting
to win, a competitive but not vicious look, vanished. When his pair of
machetes came out, a violent cast descended upon his features like
a curtain being lowered, and he launched himself at Rolf with an
animal growl.
Rolf drew his arm back, waited, and then cast his knife when Nida
could not avoid it. Then, he threw himself into a shoulder roll to the
side. Nida bellowed in pain and surprise, pausing to look at the knife
that was buried hilt-deep in his chest. He staggered and then went
after Rolf, swinging both of his machetes like a boxer throwing blind
fists at a sparring opponent. Rolf had come to his feet already, but
was weaponless. He dodged backwards, backpedaling toward the
crowd.
Nida pursued him, and Rolf darted in, tagging Nida on the side with
a fist aimed at his kidneys. Nida grunted and slashed at Rolf. The big
man was fast, faster than Rolf expected, and he had to deflect a
blow with one of the bracers he wore upon his arms. The jolt shot all
the way up to his shoulder. Wincing, he danced back, waiting for
another opening.
He knew he needed to get his knife back, or this would be a short
fight. Two weapons to none, things did not look good for him. Twice,
he tried to reach in and grab his knife back, only to nearly have his
hands taken off. Gritting his teeth, he gave ground and played
defensively, something he did not prefer. When Nida closed in on
him again and started swinging his machetes, Rolf dove to the side
once more, flattening himself toward the deck to avoid the blades
that whistled over his head. There was a solid thunk and then a
scream.
One of Nida’s blades had just been buried into the seasoned wood
of the mast, but because of its length, it had also sliced into the face
of a sailor who had been watching, opening up a horrible gash that
split the man’s face horizontally. The man fell like a tree that had met
an axe, bleeding from the lethal wound. Everyone watched the dead
man with mixed reactions, all but Banagher, who was shouting for
Rolf to get up.
Rolf did not get up though. He rolled over onto his back and kicked
out the back of Nida’s knees, causing the man to topple over. Once
more, Rolf had to roll out of the way, lest the big man fall upon him.
Nida landed heavily, exhaling as his large body smashed onto the
deck gracelessly. Rolf came to his knees beside Nida, who had been
relieved of one of his machetes, since it was still dripping blood from
where it was stuck in the mast.
Nida might have landed on his back, but he was a seasoned fighter.
He swung the other machete in downward chop toward the deck,
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trying to cut Rolf in half at the torso. Only, Rolf reached out quickly,
using reflexes Nishan had helped train, and he snagged his own
knife out of the big man’s chest. Nida roared painfully during in midswing, but did not stop. With both hands braced on the handle of his
blade, Rolf met Nida’s blade with his own, turning Nida’s attack down
into the deck beside him. Wood splintered where the blade met it,
but it had not hit Rolf.
Rolf lunged at Nida’s throat with his knife, only to have the big man
catch him up in one of his ham-sized fists. The second fist twisted
and came up, catching Rolf across the brow and knocking him aside.
Rolf tumbled over Nida’s body and rolled across the deck, dazed
after being struck so forcefully by knuckles wrapped around a
machete hilt.
Nida slowly got back to his feet and walked over to Rolf, where he
stood over him menacingly. Banagher howled for Rolf to get up, but
Rolf remained prone, blinking away stars. Nida laughed and looked
to Count Reynard, who nodded. As Nida prepared to drop to his
knees and run Rolf through with his remaining machete, Rolf rolled
over, extending his arm and the knife he held. The tip of his blade
caught Nida between the legs and ran up through Nida’s middle,
slicing upward from between his legs. A great gash opened in the
man, from his anus to his navel, and his guts rained down on Rolf’s
face.
The crowd gave out a gasp when Nida tottered and fell over. Blood
and foul-smelling gore splashed out of his body to stain the deck.
Even the Count looked aghast. He was always a man who
commanded things to be done, and his playing at war in miniature
had not prepared him for such a graphic display of human entrails up
close.
Banagher rushed over to help Rolf to his feet, but Rolf was too
woozy to stand on his own. He swayed and his knees threatened to
buckle. His head pounded fiercely where he had been struck, but he
looked across the deck at the Count. Somehow, he was able to
focus on the man wearing the admiral’s hat. “Remember our deal.”
He called over to the Count.
“I do not recognize your authority, sir!” The Count returned feebly.
His voice trembled nearly as badly as his hands.
“Put him off the boat and hold to our agreement!” Rolf cried,
shaking his bloody knife at the crowd.
Had he not been splattered in Nida’s innards, perhaps they would
not have listened, but that sort of thing has a way of getting people’s
attention. They had been watching Nida choke out his last few
painful breaths and the twitches that accompanied them, but Rolf did
them and Nida a favor by walking over to slit the man’s throat to end
it quicker. When that was done, the whole crew turned to the Count,
seized him bodily, and carried him toward a lifeboat despite his
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howls and protests. Someone threw one of Nida’s machetes, where
it clattered around and poked the Count’s leg, causing him to howl
even louder. A small barrel of wine was tossed into the craft then,
and they began hauling on the ropes to lower him down to the water.
When Count Reynard had been set adrift and Nida had been buried
at sea, the officers turned out to present themselves to Rolf. They
swore to uphold their former captain’s orders, his part of the deal,
and they began flagging the news to the other ships of the Count’s
fleet immediately. Rolf took them at their word, for they were
honorable men despite the dishonorable things the Count had asked
of them. Then, he took his leave and went back to the Mueran boat
to nurse the wound to his head. Banagher’s victorious singing as
they rowed back did little to help the headache that rang his head.
Even Loe joined in; Muerans enjoy a good fight, too.

The fleet continued on its way, ignoring the Count’s attempts to
board the ships that passed him by. News of what had happened
reached Sagira’s ears some time later, and she could not help but
smile. The fleet was intact, a self-serving and opportunistic man had
been ejected from his command, and Rolf’s duel had not shattered
the fragile alliance.
There was much to be thankful for. They made good progress
toward Maethlin, picking up more stragglers as they went. The ranks
of their army swelled, despite efforts that might have ruined all they’d
work for. Not to mention, the winds still ran strong, and the currents
were not contrary.
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CHAPTER 185
My father told me a story about a young boy who found one of
Fallu’s teeth. He treasured the thing and carried it with him always,
despite its size and great weight. Then, when a great storm came up,
he would not cast the tooth aside to save himself, and his boat sank.
The boy drowned because the tooth was more important to him than
his own life.
At first, I did not understand the story. I could not fathom why the
boy did not cast aside the tooth, or why Fallu’s tooth did not hold any
power to save the boy. Father explained it to me finally, saying that
sometimes gifts have prices that are far more costly than they’re
worth, and sometimes, we do not hold what we think we’ve been
given. Perhaps, it was simply another whale’s tooth and not one from
Fallu’s blessed jaw, or maybe it was the real thing, and the boy failed
Fallu’s test. Whichever the case, I learned to be cautious whenever
anything was offered to me…
- Excerpt from Kinipela’s ‘From Beyond the Seas’
th

 Fyvesdee, the 15 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Everyone was very nervous about the arrival of a lone Aurean Flier
on the horizon. Even if it was alone and it was flying in an obvious
flight path and making no threatening maneuvers while dragging a
white flag of peace behind it. The Flier’s pilot was very careful to stay
well outside of the range of any known weapon the alliance had,
except perhaps Rolf’s weapon, though even he did not know the
exact range limitations of the gun. The ship never came within range.
It stayed away, but it had made sure to make its presence known.
Then, the Flier landed briefly to drop off a small party of
ambassadors on a small rocky mass off the northern coast of
Relcivyk, within eyesight of the larger island of Fulajyd. The rocky
islet was an inconsequential piece of stone, too small even for a
fisherman’s cot or a crab-catcher’s lean-to. Leaving messengers
behind was a strange tactic for the Aureans, one that many took for a
trap, because the Aureans had never wanted to speak before. Surely
they were hoping to draw in some of the alliance’s leaders and
capture them, or spring out from the foggy forests of nearby Fulajyd
to attack the exposed vessels of the fleet.
The Kerathi knew of Relcivyk’s past importance in the war against
them, how they had sent many of their own to die against the forces
stationed there, as well as how it had been used as a staging ground
against the whole Östlichreich. From that isle, Illias and his three
generals had launched their assault on the forces near Vaasa,
defeating one of the largest gatherings of clansmen in all the isles
before they had branched out from their to continue their evil
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campaign. It was a poorly picked place for a meeting, though the
Aureans did not seem to note the significance as the Kerathi did.
Needless to say, it took some time and a lot of disagreement before
a small craft filled with messengers was sent forward to treat with the
envoys that the Flier. It took several exchanges before the intents
and purposes of this Aurean meeting party were relayed to the
leaders of the fleet, and still longer before the identity of the leader of
this meeting party was made known to Anthea. Iago, the new Voice
of the Firmament, was in charge of this exchange, and he wanted
very much to meet with Anthea, of whom he seemed to have some
knowledge. She found this odd, seeing how she had never heard of
him, even if she was familiar with his office. Once or twice in her
childhood, she had seen the Voice of the Firmament from afar during
parades the religious head of the Aurean people had made through
the avenues of Cenalium.
After two Ouers of managing ships, debating the motives behind
Iago’s desire to treat with Anthea, and discussing which persons
would or would not accompany her, the meeting finally came to pass.
Anthea chose Nishan to accompany her, because he would have it
no other way, as well as Rolf and Sagira. Rolf was coming because
this was Kerathi land, while Sagira was something of a figurehead for
the whole alliance, and could not be dispensed with if this were to be
a meeting between the leaders of two different factions. In case
something went wrong, Makan, Tuari, and Fadri were standing by on
a ship with Jens Karllack and a good group of hand-chosen shock
troopers from around the fleet who were itching to get into a scrape
with another batch of Aureans.
It had been early in the morning when Iago’s Flier had arrived, and
it was approaching middee by the time Anthea set foot upon the
small islet. Iago waited beneath the high sun amidst the crashing
waves and brisk winds. It seemed that the Gods were still urging
them west toward Cenalium in spite of any plans mortals might have
for speaking to one another.
With Nishan and Rolf standing just ahead and to either side of her
and Sagira, Anthea greeted Iago with a slight nod of her head. As
she was outside Aurean society – and had been since her flight from
Cenalium – even a man such as the Voice of the Firmament, who
was supposed to be the spiritual guide for every Aurean, meant little
to her. She had become an outcast, and while her nod was polite,
she was certainly not going to humble herself before him.
Iago greeted her with a similar nod, cool and businesslike, just like
the three white-crested shield guards standing with him, two beside
and one a few steps behind him. He did not look back at the Flier
holding as steadily in the distance as it could with all the winds, but it
was an obvious show of strength. Even without that Flier, Anthea
doubted that Iago would have so much as batted an eye at the four
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of them or the dozen rough-looking men sitting beside the oars in the
boat that had brought them here. From first impressions, Iago did not
seem to be a man who was easily intimidated. Though the winds
tossed his robes and blew sea foam in his eyes, he was as solid as
the rock upon which they stood.
“Lady Anthea, I am Iago, the Voice of the Firmament for the Aurean
people. I have heard much of you in the past Yarre, and now we
finally meet.” Iago said, choosing to speak in Low Elegian, since
there were several present that he did not expect knew the tongue of
his people and of the Elegian people. He could converse equally well
in either tongue, though he preferred High Elegian.
“How exactly is it that you know of me I know nothing of you?”
Anthea demanded, skipping any niceties. She had no trust for
Aureans of any sort, but she had decided to try to give this man a
chance to speak his piece.
“We have similar acquaintances, several of which have seen or
heard of you. I have personally interviewed Vitalis, a man whom you
spared upon the slopes of Cenalium. Corydon thought little of the
man and banished him to the Lowlands to die of Dark Poisoning with
his family, but we took him in and gave him another chance. I
understand that even now he is serving in the struggle against his
former master.”
Anthea shrugged. “Vitalis was a good enough man the two times
we met, but he is no friend of mine. You and I, we are strangers no
matter what you think you know of me.”
“I also know of your father, Orestes. Some of my agents knew him
well before his untimely death at the hands of our mutual enemy.”
“You speak very casually of her father’s death.” Sagira remarked
brusquely. She did not like this man. He reminded her of a coiled
snake, dark and venomous. He was dangerous and powerful, a
combination she cared little for.
Nishan chewed the inside of his lip and stared at the man with dark
eyes. The golden luster of his eyes still showed from underneath his
deep brows, but they seemed all the brighter when set off by the
darkness of the circles beneath his eyes. He listened carefully to
Iago’s heartbeat, noting that it was calm and even, even with the
unhappy gazes of Sagira, Rolf, Anthea, and himself upon the man.
“I mean not to dishonor the man’s memory, but rather to point out
that we have common cause to seek Cenalium. While your own
personal losses have been incomparable, you are not the only one
that has been wronged by Corydon. The man who sits on a false
throne there is an enemy to more than just your fleet, and in that we
have grounds to seek an agreement… an understanding.”
“What could you possibly offer us that would offset any mistrust and
misgivings we must surely have at your arrival and conspicuously
timely offer?” Anthea asked.

216

PERENNIALS
“Mighty though your fleet is and as great as this past triumph of
yours seemed to be, surely you must realize that a single fleet at sea
is hardly a true showing of Corydon’s might and what his forces are
capable of.” Iago paused as he let his words sink in. He had just
revealed that he knew of their victory near Balle and Lannery. They
could only wonder how much he knew if he already knew this. “You
might have severed one of his arms, but he has many more. Why
should we not pool our resources to help one another? We both wish
for Corydon’s downfall, and the destruction of all these abominations
he creates.”
Anthea’s eyes clouded over then, as she considered what an
abomination might be to this man in his fancy robes possessing lofty
titles. Sezja and Nadie were certainly abominations, but what about
Synnove or even her? Were not both of them abominations insofar
as a pure Aurean might conceive? “I’m not sure I take your complete
meaning. What is it you hope to do, and why should we bother to do
it together, when we seem to be doing fine alone? If you know of our
success against the invasion fleet in Aynglican waters, do you not
see that our fleets have swelled with recruits from the fortresses of
Ange as well?”
“The Flash Towers of our loyal Grancittas did indeed tell me of your
successes. The reports I heard were hard to believe, but they have
been confirmed, and with your storied past and talented friends, I
can see how you might have pulled off such a successful
counterstrike against Corydon. However, even with the ships,
soldiers, and siege engines that you have gathered from Ange and
all of these battered Kerathi refuges that hope you have a more than
a prayer of avenging their dead families, I still cannot see how this
force will do more than burn at the shores of Maethlin. All of your
efforts, no matter how monumental, will come to a terrible end.” Iago,
wearing his costume of office, looked very much like a prophet,
testifying about the future, telling what might very well be waiting for
them just Waykes, perhaps Dees, away.
Sagira frowned at this dark foretelling. “And you are going to offer
your resources to help us on this ill-fated quest?”
“I do have Fliers, Antipode Devices, ships, and soldiers at my
disposal, enough to ensure that your forces make it to the mountain
city of Cenalium, instead of boiling upon the seas or burning to death
on your boats when they go up in fire like so much kindling.”
“We are not without our weapons.” Rolf growled, taking the man’s
tone poorly. He and his people had fought Corydon’s armies with
every tool they had, and still they had lost badly. Now, this man was
reminding him of his people’s failings and insinuating that they would
do no better now, even with Anthea’s enchanting, his rifle, Aynglican
siege weapons, Makan’s spear of ice, and all of the other things they
currently had at their disposal.
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“I do not deny that. If your army had no teeth, you would not have
overpowered and sank that fleet, and right now Dark Aureans would
surely be pillaging much of Aynglica.” Iago replied diplomatically,
realizing that he was losing these four before him. “Still, there are
soldiers pushing the Elegians back to their capital at Jhiza, and there
are other armies at Cenalium, at Tibusin, and prowling about these
parts. Can you truly defeat all these on your own, or will you scorn
my offered aid?”
“We needn’t defeat them all.” Rolf protested.
“Do you seriously think that Corydon has left his home so
undefended that you can storm his shores, scale his mountain, and
throw down the gates of his city before his armies have returned to
assist in the defense of their home? He will fight tooth and nail even
if you make it to the mountain, and then you will be beset from both
sides as the armies of evil fall upon you from behind. We have a
common enemy that we can best defeat if united, much as you have
united four peoples in this fleet. Why should we not make that five
races, so we truly have a good chance at sending these Dark
Aureans into complete ruin?”
“While allies are always welcome, it is hard to determine what your
motives are.” Anthea said, giving Rolf a look that quieted him. He
was being too defensive, though he did make good points, but so did
Iago. She tried to think what Iago meant by Tibusin having a portion
Corydon’s garrisons as well. She knew of the city, since it was the
closest Grancitta to Cenalium, and that it now seemed to be in
Corydon’s hands betrayed that the Aureans had also suffered
setbacks against the Dark Aureans. “Aureans have meant nothing
but harm to my friends and I, and I would not unknowingly welcome
a wolf into our pack.”
“Would a show of good faith would be in order?” Iago inquired.
“Perhaps that would appease some, but there are many in our
midst who have little or no reason to trust one such as you.” Sagira
admitted, looking to Rolf and Nishan, and also back at the oarsmen
who glared are Iago and his two guards. They might not be able to
hear the conversation, but they would not have even looked kindly
upon him if he’d been offering them riches beyond belief.
“Well, I can understand that, but it must be understood that not all
Aurean, certainly not even the greater fraction of our kind, agree with
what Corydon has been doing. He has recently begun attacking our
Grancittas through devious means, sneaking in agents who convert
our faithful into his creatures. They skulk about alleys and kidnap our
prominent citizens, or they bring rot into the city by corrupting the
common folk. He must be stopped. You have all seen firsthand what
he can do with the power of just two of our great cities. If his
influence spreads to all of them, there is nothing on this world that
can stop him.”
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Rolf grinned smugly and tugged at his beard. “It looks like you need
our help more than we need yours.”
Iago eyed Rolf coolly. “Our needs are mutual.” He let this last word
hang on the air before offering further explanation. “Without us, you
will all die before you reach the mountaintop where Corydon resides.
We, on the other hand, cannot assault Cenalium without a distraction
or a miracle of weather, which might render much of his defenses
useless. Your armies striking for Cenalium over land might be a
sufficient distraction to keep Corydon’s attention off of our Fliers,
which would help cover your fleet’s flanks and protect you from
Corydon’s own Fliers. And, as you also seem to have the Gods’
favor in terms of weather,” he cast his eyes skyward for a moment
and held up his arms in the wind, “it seems as if a partnership would
be mutually beneficial.”
“Your offer includes Fliers, protection from aerial attack, and some
soldiers once we get there then?” Sagira asked calculatingly. As both
a general and a stateswoman, she was already planning how she
might use such forces to their best advantage.
Iago smiled at Sagira and offered another juicy bit of intelligence. “I
also have special mirror ships that I have had built for the landing on
Maethlin, which are untested, but they may offer protection from the
Darksight Outlooks. There is also a modest force of mine that is
moving to infiltrate Cenalium, where they will poison the guards
there, weakening them so that we can run over them with less
resistance.”
Nishan continued to watch the man, letting his eyes cloud over with
blood, seeking some sort of trick, but he could not see far enough
into the future, only Saycunds and Mynettes instead of Dees and
Waykes. “We cannot know that these ships or this infiltration force of
yours are fact and not fiction, and the success of either seems
doubtful, otherwise you’d not need us.” Nishan suggested.
Iago nodded solemnly. “You are right. They are not a sure bet. My
infiltrators have far to go through the caves and caverns of the
underworld, and if Greveth’s blessing is not upon them, they will not
win through to Cenalium. If so, at least we still have each other, your
armies and mine. Perhaps that, with all else I offer, will be enough.”
“What of the armies in Tibusin?” Anthea asked. “You said that
Corydon has forces there. Do you not worry that they might come to
assist Cenalium?”
“Where is Tibusin?” Sagira asked. She had heard Iago mention the
city, but did not know where it was. Such information was important
when planning an assault on Corydon’s home.
Iago was the one who answered her question, and he knew its
location far better than Anthea, who had only seen it on a map once
or twice some time ago. “Tibusin is to the northwest of Cenalium,
and not far from it. It lies in the mountains of the Northern Fringe,
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overlooking the Outer Seas. It has fallen under Corydon’s influence,
and its soldiers have recently begun fighting on Elegius. Some of
Tibusin’s converts will undoubtedly get sent east to Aynglica, too.
Any left in Tibusin could be sent to Cenalium within Dees of your
arrival. That is why it is important that when we hit Maethlin, we do it
quickly, or our chance will be lost. Perhaps we could win out against
the might of Maethlin, but when it is combined with fresh soldiers
from Tibusin, our chances for success decrease dramatically.”
“You keep saying ‘we.’ Do you really think you offer enough to
make it worth our while?” Sagira asked, fixing her eyes upon Iago’s
captivating features. Unlike most men she’d met, he was unaffected
by her words, unmoved by the blessings upon her tongue that Juria
had bestowed. She could only assume that he had a great strength
of will, or that he had divine blessings of his own. A look at Anthea
said as much, wordlessly.
Iago watched the exchange without any exchange of expression,
but he smiled inwardly. His peers, these were, not enemies. They
had gifts of their own, but a Goddess had also touched him. He
flexed his black hand in its glove and made his reply: “We have
much to offer each other, and even more to lose by launching two
small attacks on our own. I have gathered much of the strength of
the loyal Aurean nation, all those that are not busy defending our
own cities or assisting the Elegians in their battles against Corydon’s
general there. Our armies are not as large as yours; our nation’s
strength has always been in its culture and technology, not our
military. If we fail here, we might not be able to raise such a force
again, even if we stripped all of our Menocittas, Grancittas, and even
our Flash Towers of their garrisons. Therefore, I implore you to work
with us. We have only gain to be made from this partnership.”
Nishan nodded to Anthea then, noting that the man’s heartbeat was
slightly increased; it was a sign of his passion and feeling, and the
man was anxious, anxious to hear that they would agree. Then, in a
moment of insight, Nishan stabbed at the heart of Iago’s misgivings,
which would have been impossible to see to all but a few of the most
astute people in the wide world, so careful was Iago at guarding his
expressions. “We do both gain if Corydon falls, but what is it
particularly that you lose if you are not there when he does?”
Iago’s eyes snapped over to Nishan, who had said little during this
meeting. He refused to let the odd-looking Rumani unman him, even
if his question probed deep into Iago’s plans for the future. “You see
more than most, Rumani.” Iago cleared his throat and put on a smile
that he did not feel. “The Grand Helion,” Iago began, deciding to
explain more when he saw some unsure looks meeting him, “he’s
the king, if you would, of our people. After a series of political
blunders, he has all but abdicated his authority to me. Typically, I, as
the Voice of the Firmament, would be the spiritual and social guide of
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our people, not the military and political leader of the Aurean nation.
However, in these uncertain times and with a weak Grand Helion,
the two roles have overlapped, and I must see to all of these roles.”
“Meaning that if you are not there when Corydon falls to a
Lowlander alliance, all that are following you would have reason to
question your wisdom and right to govern, which would threaten your
future ambitions.” Nishan deciphered, understanding at once what
this might do to the man’s authority.
“It would not be right to have Cenalium fall into Lowlander hands,
not for any reason.” Iago said definitively. His tone was completely
serious, but Nishan could sense a tremor of discomfort run through
the man at being read so well. “It must remain in Aurean hands after
we finish this.”
“What of all we have lost?” Rolf demanded, balling his hands into
fists. “Have not the Kerathi bled enough to earn that scrap of land?
Harsbrukke, Norsjalde, and Fjorlen are all gone, and that is just on
that isle. The Westlichreich has fallen and the Östlichreich is in ruins.
Who are you to dictate whom gets what land? It is we who have
suffered most that should decide how reparations are made.”
Iago held up his hands before him defensively. “This argument is
just what I had hoped to avoid. I do not wish to fight with any of your
peoples over the possession of Cenalium, not that I am truly worried
that you could take it by yourselves. As I have said before, you would
fail, setting my own forces up to fail after you. Together, we have a
great chance to cut the heart out of this bloodthirsty beast Corydon
has made.”
“I am not Kerathi, but Rolf has a point.” Sagira commented, giving
Rolf a look that calmed him considerably. When he had backed
down from making any further outbursts, she continued. “Should not
the reparations be made first to the Kerathi, and then to the Elegians
and the others the Dark Aureans have hurt? Cenalium may not be
something that they desire, but it will be hard to keep other nations
from biting at their exposed flanks after this conflict is over. Some of
the technology from Cenalium might very well help them to keep
their borders and rebuild their nation.”
“Must we debate the spoils of war now when they are yet
unknown?” Iago asked, sighing in irritation. This was a prickly topic,
and it was certain that whatever agreement they reached todee
would be subject to change after all was said and done, supposing
they succeeded in taking Cenalium.
Anthea crossed her arms in front of her and shook her head,
refusing to let Iago weasel out of this subject. The winds rose up
around her and sent her silver hair with its green braids whipping
about her intent face. “We have dealt too often with underhanded
Aureans, and we must know the costs and rewards to each party
involved before we agree with anything.”
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Iago nodded. “Fine. I will agree to most anything, so long as
Cenalium and other Aurean lands remain in Aurean hands.”
“Original Aurean lands or current Aurean lands?” Nishan inquired.
“Original, of course. Let’s not waste time with such quibbling.” Iago
shot back at Nishan curtly, his blue eyes blazing. “Now, what is it that
the loyal Aurean people can do to assuage the pains inflicted by the
Dark Aureans? Remember that we are not responsible for their
efforts, but we would make a show of good faith to help foster
goodwill between Lowlanders and true Aureans.”
Negotiating was Sagira’s forte, so she took over. “Treaties
promising not to attack the Lowlands or interfere in their affairs again
are not enough. Sharing some Fliers with each of the other peoples
in the Broken Crown might go a long way to alleviate some of the
fears we are sure to have of Aureans in the future. If that is
unacceptable, which it seems to be from your expression, setting up
several embassies around the Broken Crown where dignitaries from
other nations could meet with your ambassadors might help
relations. Those embassies would need to use their Fliers to help
facilitate meetings and speed up diplomatic processes. In addition to
that, payments of mined metals, crystals, minerals, and other
valuables might help us rebuild what your people have destroyed.”
“We need weapons to defend ourselves, too.” Rolf added.
Nishan had an idea of his own: “Formally ceding all territories
gained in this conflict back to their original owners is a must. No
‘lowlander’ lands will remain in any Aurean hands after this war, Dark
Aurean or otherwise.”
“And I must insist upon having you declare an end to all hunting,
stalking, and attempting to control me, as well as an end to all
experimentation to create more girls like me, or to create more Dark
Aureans.” Anthea declared.
Iago smiled broadly at Anthea’s last request, even if the other
requests did not make him do so. “Oh, believe me, I plan on
removing all hints of such tortures and heresies to create such
beings. Our people must not know of them, so they will not be
tempted to try anything of this sort again. The world must not see
any more of Corydon’s creations. And you may be confident that you
will have your freedom from Aurean interference, having earned it if
you see all these things through to their end.”
Anthea was not the only one to pick up on the loathing that Iago felt
for one such as her, but there was something else there, too. It
seemed as if he envied her power and abilities. There was a hunger
in his voice and eyes that made her doubt that he would be happy for
very long with the role he had assumed. He would always want
more.
“This all must be put in writing, in both Low and High Elegian.”
Sagira insisted.
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Iago began his response then, turning to each of them in turn to
reply to their individual demands. He began with Rolf. “I’m sure that
we can supply some manpower and some resources to rebuild what
Corydon has ruined, but we will be rebuilding ourselves, and my own
people have suffered great losses as well. I am hesitant to give
weapons to the surviving Kerathi, but at the same time I wonder if
any I might give them would be enough when compared with all the
arc-lances that the Aynglicans will confiscate and salvage from
Corydon’s sunken fleet at Balle and Lannery. Even with charges, it
would be hard to match that number. Rather than giving the Kerathi
any of ours, I might suggest that an agreement is made between the
constituent nations of your alliance so that the Kerathi will be given a
large portion of the ones gathered there to protect themselves with
instead. Once all the charges are depleted, they will become useless
relics, better forgotten.”
Iago took a breath and immediately continued with other demands
then, lest anyone jump in to demand more before he was done
saying his piece. Sagira’s requests were next, to be followed by
Nishan’s. “Embassies to the Lowlands, I can see the wisdom in. I
enjoy that idea greatly, and wonder that the great minds among our
own people have not seen to such a thing already. Territories can
and will be ceded back to their original owners, so long as we keep
all original Aurean lands in Aurean hands. After that, all bets are off,
since I cannot dictate the policies of Lowlander governments and
keep them from warring upon one another for lands they deem as
ripe for the taking. I might, however, be able to convince the Flier
squadrons near Gevaud and in Cenalium – once it is rebuilt – to help
protect the depleted Kerathi colonies nearby.”
Sagira looked at her companions and felt a stirring of hope that this
might actually work. She had never imagined working with Aureans
to defeat the Dark Aureans, but this Iago might have the final
ingredients they needed to make a force potent enough to take down
Corydon. “This is all a good start, but we still have to make sure that
we can work well together, or all this is for naught. I still have my
doubts that your Fliers and soldiers will be a match for what Corydon
throws at us when we arrive at Maethlin.”
“If I might offer a demonstration?” Iago suggested.
“What do you have in mind?” Anthea asked warily.
“Our Fliers are not like Corydon’s. His are big hulks bristling with
weapons. Galen, arguably the greatest inventor living among our
people, a man who was living in peace before this war began, has
been modifying our Fliers. They are more graceful, swifter, and much
lighter. They still pack a good punch, but they do so without relying
on clumsy firebombs, auger bombs, and the arc-lances that have
been used against Lowlander cities. These brute force weapons
work well on solid structures that do not move, but they work poorly
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against other flying machines. Ours have been carefully modified
and adjusted to give them a greater ability to destroy enemy Fliers.”
“I do not know of this Galen, of whom you speak, but I am
interested to know how have they been modified.” Rolf had taken an
interest in weapons ever since Chaveaoux had touched his mind.
He’d built his rifle with her help, but even that worked poorly against
Fliers, unless he could shoot the Dark Aurean pilots through the
glass portals of the crafts. Lost Ones were unaffected by his weapon.
“Might I offer a demonstration without hope of reprisal?” Iago asked.
When there were reluctant nods and guarded looks amongst his
guests in this meeting, he pointed out at sea. “I can have a target
dropped and a demonstration done at a distance, if you would kindly
signal your ships not to respond hostilely.”
“Do it.” Anthea commanded him after getting a nod of approval from
Nishan, who had seen the future far enough to know it was safe. She
quickly waved for the men at the shore boat to signal the rest of the
fleet to stand down, using hand signals that the group had agreed
upon prior to the meeting. Anthea gave Iago her most threatening
gaze then, saying, “But if you try anything, you’ll sorely regret it in the
afterlife.”
Iago grinned and clutched his dark hand within its glove, seeing
how she was dead serious. His grin faded as her oarsmen signaled
for the fleet to stand by. Many of the ships had caught up to the bulk
of the fleet by now, and many had dropped to half sails or had furled
their sails entirely, so they could wait out the meeting and be nearby
in case they were needed. All of them were on their highest alerts
though; they were ready to repel a sudden attack coming from
anywhere.
Iago nodded to one of his white-helmed guards with a matching
tabard bearing a sun and stars picked out upon it in silver stitching.
The Guardian turned stiffly and signaled the Flier hovering a short
distance away. The Flier dipped its nose forward and skimmed
across the waters a long way from the alliance fleet. Suddenly, a
hatch popped open and a floating marker of some sort fell from it to
crash into the waves and bob about like a frantic swimmer.
Then, the Flier released a sort of chute that caught the wind, taking
it up into a quicker climb than Anthea had ever seen from a Flier. A
second, smaller chute came out during the climb, which allowed the
Flier to execute a quick turn while the restraining cords on the first
chute were let loose so that it would go slack, allowing it to be reeled
in easily. A similar act was performed with the second chute, and
then the Flier dove at the float, releasing two wicked harpoon spears
that tore through the float where it bobbed haplessly in the sea. The
Flier veered off with the help of two more chutes and climbed to a
safe height once more, ending the demonstration.
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Four sets of eyes turned back to Iago, wondering at what they had
seen. They were not pilots, so it was hard for them to imagine
entirely what such a display meant. Nishan had piloted a Flier before
though, and he knew just how sluggish they could be.
“As you can see, these redesigned craft are much more agile than
Corydon’s will ever be. Some of our more advanced crafts also have
a new turbine design that is housed within a tube that runs through
the craft, making them very sleek as they cut through the wind, and
hard to shoot down. The turbines are, after all, the weakest part of a
Flier. They have poor lift to weight ratios, especially when loaded,
and must rely on all of their engines working well at once. This is not
so much so with the smaller Fliers, but Corydon does prefer the large
ones anyway. That is why we’ve formulated this design, which
should allow us to shoot these hardened spears right through the
enemy’s turbines, sending them plummeting to the ground. We’ve
practiced and run test runs only on isolated groups of Corydon’s
Fliers, so they should be largely a surprise for the enemy when they
arrive in force.”
“How do you plan on using these new Fliers to benefit our
combined forces?” Rolf wondered.
“We will offer distractions and do as much damage to his Darksight
Outlooks as possible. Being swifter than conventional Fliers means
we are less likely to get shot down while attacking those posts, which
we predict to be just fast enough to burn traditional Fliers out of the
sky.”
Rolf grinned at this assumption. “But not fast enough to catch your
fancy new brand of Fliers, unless he’s updated his defense even
while you’ve updated your offense.”
“We can only hope. Whatever the result, we will continue to use our
spotters to sweep the skies around your advance. That way we can
inform you of any incoming Aurean forces as you approach Maethlin.
This is how we located your fleet so quickly, not that it was hard to
find such a large force of boats heading such an obvious course in a
place that has seen little traffic as of late.”
“And once we are at Maethlin, you will distract Corydon’s weapons
while we make a landing, destroying as many as you can. We are
then to make landing, fight past any shore defenses, and work our
way up the mountains to Cenalium?” Anthea asked, frowning at the
last part. She remembered a lot of the pathway up to Cenalium, and
it was not an easy route. Of course, Bedros had carried her down the
last stretch after she had passed out, but the part of the path that she
recalled was not much of a road for marching an army up.
Iago nodded. “It will not be easy going.”
“We will need you to guard our path as we ascend. Rock falls and
arc-lances from above would be hard to defend against. We could
quite quickly be routed or held off by even a small force. There are
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gaps that need to be bridged as well.” Anthea was the only one who
had seen this path, so the others deferred to her in this matter,
though they did not look happy to hear what she was describing.
“Makan can help to bridge any gaps, I think.” Sagira suggested,
thinking of how Makan could generate ice from his narwhal tusk. ”We
should also carry timbers to throw across some of the shorter gaps.”
Iago began to get in the spirit of things, as he could only do when in
the company of clever minds. He was quick to visualize how all the
forces might fit together to best assure the success of their mission.
Then, after all was over, perhaps he might find a way to renege on
some of the deals he would be forced to sign here todee. He also
thought that certain men he despised might find a way to die at
Cenalium, if not at Jhiza, or elsewhere he arranged for them. “I might
also be able to land small forces within the city and use them to
distract the main forces away from the gates, especially if my hidden
force has reached the city by means of the tunnels leading to the
city.”
“Can we not use these same tunnels?” Rolf asked.
“Only if you want to crawl for Munths through darkness, traversing
under many Kilomes of the Inner Seas, all the way from the Northern
Fringe to the isle of Maethlin.”
Rolf grimaced as he imaged such a trek. “Even if I had the time,
that does not sound as pleasant as a climb up a guarded mountain
pass that offers almost certain death. My gun might even clear much
of the way, so long as there are not too many of this new sort of
Corydon’s monsters about.” Just as soon as he’d spoken the words,
he realized his mistake. He was not speaking only among friends,
and Iago had surely not missed the implications of Rolf’s words. His
face grew red, and he felt ashamed that he’d let out such an
important secret. At least the others pretended as if he’d said
nothing, so as to not further draw attention to his error.
“That brings to mind something at the heart of this matter, which we
have not yet discussed.” Iago replied, carefully ignoring Rolf, though
he did indeed understand the limitations of the weapon Rolf carried.
“What is that?” Anthea asked.
“We must destroy the source of Corydon’s powers. We have ideas
and suspicions, but nothing solid. It would not be wise to kill Corydon
and let his accomplices escape with knowledge of these arcane
powers of his, or we might very well face a similar enemy again in
the future, and it might be when we are less able to resist such an
enemy.”
“What exactly do you know of Corydon’s powers, or what do you
suspect?”
Iago looked deeply into Anthea’s eyes then, and saw that she knew
something, perhaps more than he did. He decided it was worth the
risk of looking foolish and uninformed if he shared what he had
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learned with her. “My agents speak of a woman that is forever at
Corydon’s side, a woman worshipped by the Dark Aureans as their
mother. She is key in this whole mess, somehow. Then, there are
the Daughters of Fate, three priestesses preaching his blasphemies
and spreading his false religion. They must be dealt with before they
poison others with their message. Both of these are important facets
in Corydon’s schemes, but I have hints of a third dark ally in his fold,
one more mysterious than the woman or the priestesses.” Iago left
off there, unable to offer any more information about things he knew
little of.
“The woman is my mother.” Anthea said, as if it were nothing, even
though Iago’s eyes widened in surprise. “The priestesses I know little
of, and I think they must be the least of our worries. As for the other
ally, there is a poisonous entity that inhabits these new soldiers
Corydon sends out, and I have seen the heart of this thing that lives
within them. It is a parasitic, dark shadow that floats beside him, a
cloud of evil. If it is not the Dark Pair themselves, I do not know for
certain what it is.”
Iago was silent for nearly a Mynette, considering all that Anthea had
said. “This is much to think upon. I will have to seek the guidance of
Haestos and Maletos for a way to drive away this evil that resides
with Corydon. If we can kill him and extinguish this force, we might
very well cleanse the world of this taint. If we kill only him, but spare
this force you speak of, we will be allowing this all to repeat.
Everything related to Corydon must be extinguished.”
“Then we have a deal?” Sagira asked. She repeated all they had
discussed, just to refresh everyone’s memories: “You will guide us
there, guarding us as we go, and then you will protect us and assist
us as we move up the mountain to deal with Corydon. After all is said
and done, we will obey our prior agreements about aid, embassies,
and land, with hopes of rebuilding this world peacefully.”
Iago nodded enthusiastically. “We have a deal, if you can make all
those with you agree to it, and I don’t just mean these few with you
now. You have quite a group with you, and I want all recognizable
authorities present in this fleet or responsible for this fleet to
acknowledge this agreement.”
“We will do what we can. We have several nobles from the
Aynglican government here, and many important members of
Mueran society, as well as a few prominent figures from among the
Kerathi survivors… We cannot, however, speak for the Empress of
the Elegian Empire.” Sagira said reluctantly. It was true though. No
matter whom she might represent as a head of this fleet and this
alliance, she was in no way tied to the Elegian royalty, and could not
impress these treaties upon them.
Iago let a secretive smile cross his face. “Worry not about her. I
have made her acquaintance, and I will see that she follows our
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treaty just as closely as we do. Now, we have made great progress
here, and I will arrange for a flight of Fliers with white wings to guide
you safely through these passages. They will be marked so that you
can tell friend from foe, so keep an eye on the skies. You will be met
at Maethlin with a greater force of Fliers and some soldiers, as
closely as I can time it to your arrival. Do your best to preserve your
forces when you land, for I feel that every last man will be needed to
reach the city atop the mountain.”
“You do not need to tell us to save our men’s lives.” Nishan said
gruffly. “We have every intention of seeing as many men through this
as possible, if only to hold you to your bargain. Rest assured that
even if all four of us die in our efforts, every man on the fleet will
have heard the words of our agreement, and they will not let you go
without honoring your part.”
“I understand.” Iago replied, not quite the handshake and kind
parting he had hoped for. “I will have my scribes write this up quickly,
in both Low and High Elegian, and then we can be on our way, yes?”
“See to it.” Anthea recommended. “We have many Kilomes to go,
and even if the waves and winds look to stay favorable, there is no
use in wasting Ouers here on this rock.”
“I, too, look forward to the end of all this.” Iago assured her, but for
his own reasons.
Then came the waiting, as the agreements were spelled out in
writing, adjusted for language, translated, quibbled over, and finally
signed by all. The Dee was nearly up before they were all back
aboard their crafts and on the way to fulfilling their agreements.
Neither side fully trusted the other, but all agreed that there was
more to lose by not working together than there was by risking an
alliance.
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CHAPTER 186
If you always expect to find a knife at your back, you start wearing
an iron shirt. Even then, it is best to never let another man sneak up
on you, especially when and where you would least suspect it, for
that is the moment your enemies will seek you out…
- Excerpt from Iago’s ‘Trust Unfounded’
th

 Sechsdee, the 16 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
If the alliance was making treaties and agreements above ground,
the refugees and infiltrators in Lower Cenalium were doing no less.
Accords had been made and plans had begun to move into motion.
Cira’s band of refugees had started to gather arms, and they had
taught the ways of the cavern city to Chione and Dacian’s band of
weary travelers. They’d also showed them which pools and rivers
they could use to best poison those soldiers still dwelling in the upper
city.
Still, the combined group was weak, and too few in numbers to do
much more than scout the honeycomb towers and keep the
passageways leading to Cenalium properly guarded. This is not to
say that there were outright sentries standing with shields and arms
at each entrance to the undercity, but there were hidden eyes and
ears nearby each passage into the underground, lest a force of
Corydon’s men take the intruders unaware. Poisoned those on the
surface might be, but they still greatly outnumbered the intruders,
and that was true even if only a small fraction of the soldiers Cira
reported to be present in the upper city were actually there.
It was a great adjustment, living in a city once more, even if it was
poorly lit and underground, rather than under the broad, sunny skies
and the remaining heat of the Saysuhn of Orange. There was food
once more, water aplenty, and clean air to breathe. Then, there was
living with a larger group of Aureans than they’d grown accustomed
to during the Waykes of crawling through the damp, dark bowels of
the world. Dacian and his fellow survivors felt more at home now, but
the Elegian survivors were still suspicious of their new comrades. No
matter what Cira happened to smuggle down to them, each gift was
met begrudgingly, and many came to feel that Cira was something of
a zookeeper rather than an ally, feeding her pets whenever she
could be reminded to do so.
Dacian and his scouts had proven themselves time and again to the
Elegians, especially when he’d helped to kill the Sedget, but these
new ‘friends’ were refugees about at best, and skulking cowards at
the worst. Cira’s group was not part of the family unit that had formed
through struggles and hardships. Their trust had not been hammered
as tough as steel by all they’d been through together. So, there were
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two camps in Lower Cenalium, necessarily divided lest they fight
amongst themselves. But, what happened that morning on
th
Sechsdee, the 16 of Harvest, changed that.
It seemed much like a routine Dee, with more doses of poisons
being added to the wells of Cenalium – they had not added it all in
once great dose, or it would have since disappeared and cleared up.
Then the patrols were sent out in their small teams. Usually it was
two Elegians to one Aurean, occasionally two to two if the Elegians
were strong and quick with their spears and swords. The morning
meal was a light repast of mushrooms and a few other low-light
vegetables that could grow in their environs, simmered in a thin broth
with chunks of greasy carp, which were caught from the ponds of
Lower Cenalium. It was easy to catch the fish, big, fat, wallowing
things that they were, but they had rationed them carefully. It helped
that they were not that tasty. The men had not eaten much for meat
since the Sedget, as their stores of jerked beef and pork had long
since been gobbled up. Even the Sedget had gone fast, if only for
lack of other food and the fact that it seemed to give them courage,
and perhaps even a bit stronger sense of hearing in the dark places
of the world.
Cira was not expected, since she kept to no set schedule that might
betray her allegiances. But, she was a pleasant sight when she
arrived with a trio of her companions, other agents in Iago’s network
who she’d met by accident some time past. Cadenza was a warm
young woman with a hint of pain in her clear eyes, and Gianni was
steady and dependable with an expression of humor upon his face,
as if he were always laughing inwardly at a private joke. Tuomo, the
last of the three, was dutiful to no end; his brother had died in the
transformations, and he would serve anyone and anything that might
bring an end to Corydon.
These three had been helping Cira pilfer rations for the refugees in
the caverns for Waykes, and the recent influx of Chione and
Dacian’s group had increased the burden upon them to provide for
those hiding in the undercity. Therefore, they’d taken to coming in
groups lately, not just individually, which would have been more
prudent and easier to keep secret. Still, Cira had assured Dacian that
she had been careful to manufacture reasons to be with her
associates and to come into the tunnels beneath Cenalium, should
they ever be questioned. Though Dacian urged her to caution, it was
hard to demand that Cira and her friends try anything more cautious
than this when they were the only tenuous grasp the men and
women in Lower Cenalium had with life above ground.
As always happened, men and women gathered around when there
were new loads of equipment and food. Dry rations were the most
common element in todee’s shipment, mixed in with some clothes, a
few more dishes stolen from vacated houses, and another arc-
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sword. There were also packs of salt and sugar, and, stuffed into a
pot, a wilted tomato plant with three overripe tomatoes that would be
used mostly for its seeds. It was not a rich haul, but it was better than
nothing.
“I had hoped to avoid becoming farmers.” Dacian commented
mirthlessly as he examined the sickly tomato plant. The other goods
were quickly disappearing into eager hands. It was hard to keep
order and to get some of the people to share, but share they would.
He would see to that.
“Do what you will.” Cira replied curtly. “I just thought it might stave
off some of the illnesses that come from being underground and out
of the sun. Then again, I am no doctor, and who am I to say that you
and some of your fellows look quite rough?”
Chione grunted in amusement. Her skin had paled considerably in
the Waykes underground, but she was still clearly an Elegian in her
features and manners. “Forgive Dacian. He is a brooder. I know
enough to thank you and your fellows for what you have risked in
coming here once more. Now, give us good news. Tell us how our
poisons have fared in the city above. Have any of the soldiers
weakened or died?”
“Scores of men broke out in rashes that spread across their bodies,
which then became fevers. Dozens of soldiers did die late in the
night, but many look as if they will recover. They are shaky and weak
for now, but Dark Aureans are a sturdy breed.” Cira reported.
Dacian frowned and rubbed his brow, wondering if they should
have increased their doses of poisons. Clearly they were too diluted
to do any good. “What was said of the mysterious illness?”
“It was thought to be a delayed side-effect of the transition, but that
is only what the men whisper among one another. Others say that
Maletos is showing her displeasure with them for not turning toward
the sun as they once did.”
“We should immediately dose them again, heavily.” Dacian advised.
“I would not like to have our last supplies all wasted away in one
final shot at them.” Chione lamented. “Yet, I think perhaps you are
right. Once they grow wise to the source of the poison, our stockpiles
will do us little good.”
“If we could deliver the poisons directly to them, instead of
poisoning the wells, perhaps the effect would be stronger.”
“Directly?” Cira wondered.
“Perhaps we could kill the rest by adding our poisons to their bath
water or to their wine.” Dacian elaborated. “Only you and your
fellows would be able to do that though, since we cannot go into the
upper city.”
Cira clicked her tongue and looked thoughtfully at Dacian and
Chione, who stared expectantly at her. The more she thought about
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it the more worried her expression became. “That is quite a risk you
ask of us, greater than the risks we already take to come here.”
“It may be our last chance. If the soldiers were all very weak, we
could rush out of here and slay many of them on their sickbeds.”
“I do not know if I could do that. I am not a soldier. I am merely a
messenger, and the others are is not the kind of warriors and spies
of the sort that could likely accomplish that sort of task. Iago
recruited us for our access to information, not for our access to army
resources and food supplies.”
Chione would not let Cira get off so easily. They were both women
and both were part of this conflict, if in different roles. “By assisting
us, you are the accomplice of soldiers who are murdering these evil
men. Therefore, you are a murderer yourself, and you must see this
through, to save more lives. Killing them now can save lives – yours
and ours especially.”
“I do not like the way you put that. I cannot think of myself as a
murderer. I have only acted to preserve lives, not to see to their
ends.” Cira insisted, but the troubled look that had threatened before
had now filled her kind face, and it was noticeable even in the low
lighting.
“Then preserve many by ending a few.” Dacian replied softly,
touching her hand gently. “The Lowlands will thank you, and your
own people too.”
She was never given a chance to answer. Sizzling noises and
flashes of bluish light that streaked across the chamber broke up any
further speculation. Everyone looked in the direction of the
disturbance, some slower than others, being bedazzled by the
sudden lights. More flashes of arc-fire tore their way, illuminating an
approaching body of soldiers that had snuck down one of the side
passages, apparently overwhelming and stopping Chione’s sentries
down that way.
“To arms! The enemy has found us!” Chione bellowed suddenly,
tearing loose her silver poleaxe from its leather harness on her back.
She was already charging toward the enemy before Dacian’s open
mouth shut. He looked incredulously at Cira, who was cringing in
terror, and he fought a sick feeling that erupted into his guts. The
taste of betrayal was upon his tongue. “Did you do this? Did you
bring them down upon us?”
“No!” She cried in dismay. “I would never do such a thing!”
He believed her, but she was not alone in this. “How about your
friends?”
“They are trusted…” Her words trailed off as she caught a glimpse
of Gianni stabbing a knife into a feeble Aurean refugee that struggled
to get free of his grasp.
Betrayal had been their worst fear, and here it was.
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Dacian cursed these Maletos-forgotten creatures and drew an arcsword of his own. Cira cried out and jumped aside, as if he might try
to impale her with the blade, but he had far different ideas: he flung a
bolt of arc-fire at the traitor, catching him on the shoulder. Gianni
staggered and looked at Dacian in surprise and pain. Holding his
limp arm against his stomach, he tried to lope away, but Dacian
followed him. By the time he had caught up to the Gianni, pushing
through a scattering crowd of refugees and disorganized Elegian
soldiers, he could see that Chione and the first rank of her guard
were nearly upon the Aureans.
Dacian stabbed Gianni in the back as he fled, a dishonorable way
to kill a man, but a perfectly fine way in which to end a traitor’s life.
Then, sensing someone coming up behind him, he wheeled quickly,
ready to stab the heart out of whoever was treading so close. Cira’s
eyes widened in confusion, and he pulled in his swipe, saving her life
and himself a bit of grief, for he genuinely liked the woman’s spirit
and appreciated all she’d done for them.
“Take care not to follow so closely when I am going about
murdering our enemies.” He warned her, scowling darkly. Killing was
dirty business, and there was no room for timidity.
“I only wanted to help…”
Dacian nodded and looked down at the dead man at his feet. He
looked then to Cira and gave her the only suggestion he could think
of: “Then draw your sword, girl, and follow me. It is a time for even
messengers, spies, and assistants to bear arms. If you find that you
cannot kill another man, then I suggest you round up a few strong
arms and find something to bar the passageway. If we cannot close
these halls to the enemy, then we are all lost. They will kill us to a
man todee.”
“I will find a way to close the hall, if you can drive the enemy back
far enough.” She replied quickly, choosing the less bloody but no
less dangerous of the two options..
Dacian did not wait any longer. He ran off to join Chione, hoping he
would not be too late. He gathered up stragglers as he went,
encouraging even the scared and meek to get to fighting before they
were all dead. Now was the time to work for their preservation, he
declared, as there would be no work after death.

Chione had fitted an Aurean shield around the haft of her poleaxe,
which made it quite heavy, but then she was a strong woman.
Aurean shields were often notched to allow for the use of an arclance or an arc-sword, which, when paired with a shield, could allow
a Guardian to shoot fiery death while remaining well defended. This
was nothing new to the art of war in the Broken Crown. In fact,
Chione had been trained similarly. With the shield paired with her
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weapon, she could duck behind the defensive arms of the shield,
and then charge forward, skewering and hacking apart her enemies.
It was a nasty combination, but it tired her out to use it as much as
she was having to, because the Aureans would not give any ground.
Beside her, many of her companions had fallen. Those that
remained had since picked up Aurean shields and arc-swords of
their own.
In the tight quarters of the hallways leading down to Lower
Cenalium, they could only fight three to six men abreast, depending
on which part of the hall they were in. Twice, Cira and Dacian had
closed off side hallways when Corydon’s men had threatened to
break through there, too, so that they could completely surround the
intruding force and destroy them. Cira had proven to be quite a
capable leader even if she didn’t want to kill. She’d gathered up men
and women who had wanted nothing more than to cower in fear until
they were executed or turned into Dark Aureans after all, and she
had forced them to press up into the thick of battle to seal off the
passages.
It wasn’t that hard, not in theory anyway. All they had to do was
grab something large enough to protect them from arc-lance and arcsword fire, and push it up the hall until they reached the secret
entrances that blocked off the tunnels of Cenalium from Lower
Cenalium. In this, Corydon’s secrecy and planning actually worked
against him. Because he had worked to hide all the passages early
on in his campaign, most of the routes into Lower Cenalium could be
closed, and the mechanisms that opened them could be jammed or
even broken, preventing any from gaining entrance, unless they
chipped and drilled their way into the undercity. Properly closed,
Lower Cenalium was unreachable from the surface. Even explosives
were out of the question, because they could set off a series of
collapses that would undermine the foundations of Cenalium itself,
possibly bringing the whole city toppling down instead of destroying a
few invaders. So, Corydon’s men had to do it the hard way, fighting
man to man in a few of the corridors before they were all closed.
Like so, Cira had already closed two passages, and others were
being jammed, but the main entryway, the largest of the routes into
Lower Cenalium, was still open. It was there that Corydon was
focusing his attentions. Scores, perhaps hundreds of Dark Aureans
waited in the passageways, stepping over their dead allies to meet
the weakening intruders. They had a constant stream of Guardians
to fill the gaps in their front, but Chione’s army was faltering fast as
they ran out of warm bodies to plug holes in their defensive front.
What made it worse was that there seemed to be a leader ordering
these men on from the back of the column, and he looked to have a
striking resemblance to the statues inside Lower Cenalium. He could
only be Corydon. Here was the leader of the heretical rebellion, the
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man whose crusade had brought death and suffering to half the
known world, and he was just out of reach.
Dacian found himself fighting beside the Elegian general, and it was
there that he felt he would die. They were terribly outmatched and
outnumbered, but every time he felt like despairing, he felt a burst of
strength from within that he did not know he had. Each time he felt a
new sting of pain, a new wound upon his body, he felt his anger burn
brighter, and he pushed on that much harder, as if he’d not been
wounded at all. Beside him, Chione did the same. The hall became
bathed in a hot fiery light that spilled out from the two of them,
focused from the Sedget eyes that they carried. Wounded men and
women beside them stood back up, soldiers who should have died
from their wounds, but they had all eaten of the Sedget’s flesh, and it
renewed them here and now. The body of the lizard had strong
regenerative powers that they’d not had a chance to witness until
now. They’d slain a legendary beast, and here was the legendary
result of eating that beast.
As Dacian and Chione began hacking their way to Corydon, cutting
their way through soldiers that had clearly become weakened by the
poisons that had been fed into their water supply for several Dees, a
change came over the front ranks of the Dark Aureans. They began
to fight in unison, and a look came about them as steadiness
returned to their limbs. Chione realized she was not fighting the
same fight she had been just Mynettes ago. Something had
occurred, something that had changed the rules of this engagement,
and she did not know what.
Dacian fought like a wild beast, hacking and slashing with a pair of
arc-swords. He’d given up any pretenses at defending himself,
because every wound he took seemed to heal as fast as it was dealt.
The light of the Sedget eye he wore grew brighter, until it was bright
enough that it blinded him of all but the enemies ahead of him.
Beside him, Chione punched her poleaxe through shields and armor
alike, but the Lost Ones who now fought her died much harder than
plain Dark Aureans would have. Even with Greveth’s fires within
them, they could not match Corydon’s foul creations.
A cry came up from behind the two of them as Cira led another
team of barrier builders toward the combat. Elegian and Aurean
resistors gave way as statues of Corydon were charged at the front
lines like battering rams. They crashed into the front ranks of Lost
Ones, finally driving them beyond the tunnel passage’s entrance.
With a great effort, they closed the stone gates to the city and
jammed them shut, but not before a couple Lost Ones sprang past
the closing gate.
Dacian sliced the hands off one of the two Lost Ones and then
ripped open his neck, but the other was too fast for him. Cadenza
had been one of the ones that had helped Cira wield a statue of
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Corydon as a battering ram, and Corydon repaid her for her heroic
efforts when a Lost One ran her through. The possessed Guardian
spared her no more thought than he might have after stepping upon
a cockroach. He had slain her, and that was that. Even when Chione
crushed his head, he slumped to the ground with arms flailing in a
futile effort to kill someone else as he fell.
Just as the gates were shut, they heard Corydon’s taunt calling to
them, saying, “Hide in the ground then, moles and vermin! Die there.
You will do no harm to me.”
He was right, too. Their secrets were out. No more deaths would
come from the water, and at any time, the Dark Aureans or their Lost
Ones counterparts might sneak into Lower Cenalium and put an end
to their resistance. They were trapped underground, wounded, and
they would not be able to escape while Corydon was enthroned in
the city above them.
Chione and Dacian retreated down the passage then and took
stock of their wounds and of the men and women they’d lost. The list
was not short, but a surprising amount of their men had survived
when they should have died. Those they had lost were soldiers who
had taken terrible wounds: decapitations, disemboweling slashes to
the torso, and wounds to the heart or brain. The Sedget meat had
not been able to heal such grievous wounds. As to the Sedget eyes,
they still burned hotly on the necklaces that both Dacian and Chione
wore them upon, but the Sedget eyes had grown duller. Some of the
fire had gone out of them, likely never to return.
Cira was heartbroken to have lost Cadenza in the last moments of
the struggle, but she refused to give in to self-pity. Dacian found
himself liking Cira even more the more he knew her. Cira was a
woman of great convictions and incredible dedication. She continued
to work throughout the night, double-checking the blockages at each
entrance, and reinforcing these obstructions as best they could.
Sentries were posted once more, and Chione vowed not to be taken
by surprise a second time. Dacian vowed the same, and he was
tireless in his watch.
They began to wait then. There was little else to do, and few
diversions were available in the darkness, so they just waited for
Corydon to make his next move.
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CHAPTER 187
Subterfuge is our second national language, but betrayal is our first.
Both support my trade, and I have grown rich selling death to the
highest bidder…
- Excerpt from Nenet Abi’s ‘A Poisoner’s Enchiridion’
st

 Einsdee, the 21 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Jhiza was besieged as best as a city of its size could be without
damming off the Empress’ Bounty and completely surrounding the
city with a wall of shields and arms. It was mostly surrounded on the
western and northern sides, leaving the southern and eastern sides
open to the river. Thus, the river was either going to be salvation or
damnation for those within the city, an escape or a trap; it was yet to
be seen which it would be.
The great river had allowed a constant influx of supplies and food,
so that the defense forces were not lacking in any way, and they
were well trained. Under the watchful command of General Aziza,
the royal guards of the Empress guarded the Elegian capital, and
they were the best of the best soldiers available on all of Elegius.
Their forces were supplemented by every soldier that could be pulled
from the eastern provinces, the survivors from battles at Serjan, Ras
Soag, Edfu, and the handful that had even escaped from the
conflicts in the west at Jierjah and its surroundings, few though those
were. Porfirio and Nico commanded those survivors, as well as the
few hundred Aureans that had volunteered for what looked to be the
final battle for Elegius. Then there was also a force of Samiels, still
under their leader Penha, but they had dwindled in the Dees since
their introduction to the conflict at Serjan. They had been less
effective after the Ox-Men went north, but they had still given it their
all and they refused to give ground freely in any battle, even at great
cost to themselves.
In addition to these royal guards, Porfirio’s army of veterans, and
the Samiels, there was a great contingent of mercenaries, enough to
make any Aynglican mercenary agent’s head spin. Every mercenary
on the continent was present and hoping to collect the great wages
being offered for those who fought in the defense of Jhiza and
survived. Even those mercenaries who were circumspect enough to
consider that they might not easily collect the rich bounties being
promised to them had come, so great were the rewards the Empress
was offering.
Also, the Empress Sanura II, in her wisdom or perhaps desperation,
had emptied out all of the jails in the fertile eastern lands of Elegius
and the massive jail complex in the capital of Jhiza. Thousands of
rapists, thieves, murderers, and other unsavory sorts had been given
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an opportunity for pardons from life imprisonment, death sentences,
or work gangs. Each that had accepted, which was a vast majority of
the prisoners on the continent, had been fitted with a spiked bronze
collar and a matching set of brands upon their forearms, marking
them as men sworn to the Empress. These parolees all wore grayish
brown tunics, and they had been armed with all manners of wicked
looking weapons, whatever could be found, even if they were no
more than farm implements or other tools of trade. Weapons such as
those could still easily disembowel a man.
The pack of convicts had been nicknamed ‘The Empress’ Dogs’ for
the spiked collars they wore, the animalistic war calls they gave out
in the drills and mock engagements leading up to this Dee, and for
the gruff appearance of their army in general. Even their officers,
chosen from among the toughest ladies in all of the regular army,
could do nothing to hide the ugliness and disorder of the rouges they
led. Most of them knew that they wouldn’t live through this, and that
the Empire must be in the direst of times if they were being called
upon to defend the crown jewel that was Jhiza. Yet, even criminals
have national pride, and they were loath to let any outsiders wreck
their homes.
All told, this force of defenders numbered over a hundred thousand,
making it the largest force ever summoned at one time in this land or
any other, and that did not even count the civilians who worked all
night and all Dee to supply water and food, to build up earthen walls
outside the city, to entertain the soldiers, or a hundred other tasks
that went into supporting an army the size of a city. Here was a
community of more than half a million people that were all working to
defeat the enemy that camped outside of their city, an enemy only a
small fraction of their size, but very deadly nonetheless.
The Elegians and their Aurean allies had done all they could to
make this battle never come to pass, but it seemed that all they had
really done was delay the enemy. Despite all their efforts, the Dark
Aureans had arrived, and with all of their recent reinforcements from
Tibusin and elsewhere, their armies looked little worse for wear than
they had before Serjan. Yet, they had lost many Fliers and a good
share of their artillery had been destroyed, thanks to the sacrifices
the Elegians had made, but in doing so they had also lost most of
their ability to counterattack. What remained was a single, ugly
eventuality: hand-to-hand combat in the city or on the fields outside
it. Either way, it would be terribly bloody, and the loss of life that
loomed Ouers away had everyone praying, drinking, whoring, or
doing whatever it was they could to affirm that they were still alive, if
only for a short time.
Most of Jhiza didn’t expect to see the Dee out.
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For a Munth, Aram had pressed the Elegians further and further to
the east, moving in on the heart of the Empire. Now that he had cut
his way through the stubborn resistance to this last major holdout in
the Elegian territories, he found himself wondering if his army would
be enough. He’d used all the tricks he could to break the west, and
he had found himself battling into a stalemate more than once as he
had come into the river lands surrounding the Empress’ Bounty, but
all had eventually led him here. Like his enemies, he was
considering that there was little left for him to do but throw his men
into a pitched battle, matching his arc-swords and arc-lances to the
enemy’s curved swords, barbed arrows, and war chariots. Then
there were other things he’d have to deal with, like war elephants,
Sandcats, and a cavalry of thousands of camels.
One thing was certain: the enemy was not getting any weaker as he
waited. In fact, river access had allowed them to keep pumping in
resources and more troops. He had hoped, upon learning that the
Empress was employing criminals as soldiers, that the armies of the
Empress would turn on one another, but this city seemed well
equipped to deal with its potential for disorder. With an iron fist, the
Empress Sanura II had kept her men supplied and battle ready, her
city running, and her people fed. Now, her armies had grown to a
critical mass. The greater strength remaining on the continent was
arrayed before him, and all he had to do was destroy it before he ran
out of food.
Porfirio and his lackeys had taken to sending out the Samiels to
drive herds away from Aram’s forces and burn fields; they had also
done their best to burn or poison what food stores they could not
take away from their cities before Aram arrived, dong all they could
to ensure that they were depriving the Dark Aureans of food and
clean water. Lost Ones or not, they could not live forever without
sustenance, and there was not even any water that they could drink
without boiling, so foul with animal wastes and ripe with disease from
dead bodies left adrift upriver were the waters feeding the Empress’
Bounty. Yet, on the plains there was barely enough to burn to boil
the water for his forces, and he was rapidly running out of time. His
supply lines were simply not strong enough this far from home, and
he had burned and pillaged too much behind him. If he did not have
this city ahead of him, his men would die here on the plains. There
was nowhere else for him to turn, no route to backtrack upon.
The enemy had done well to force his hand, and now he would
have to do what they expected of him, and neither they nor he liked
it. Both sides knew that a battle like what was coming would be
terribly devastating for both sides. They would paint the ground red
with blood, and it would flow like a tributary of this great river that
carved its way eastward through the deserts.
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With great trepidation, Aram ordered the attack, and then he
watched as his remaining soldiers and Fliers, recently supplemented
by Illias’ contributions of Lost Ones made from Tibusin’s newly
transformed citizens, moved upon the city.

By the time the former Empress Tahirah III arrived at the crown city
of the Empire that had been stolen from her, the battle was already
well under way outside the city. The thunder of thousands of feet
moving, the rumble of many scores of hooves clapping against the
ground, the ringing of weapons meeting in frantic battle, the audible
thumps of cannons being fired, and the smell of smoke all reached
her in the Flier she rode in. It and dozens of other Fliers, including a
wing of Galen the Inventor’s new Fliers out of Durenia under the
Guardian Vitalis, entered the field. While the largest share of them
did go off to join the battle against the Dark Aureans as she had
agreed to do for Iago, a significant set of those forces continued on
into the city. Her goal was the World Seat of the One Who Walks
Among us as a Goddess Incarnate, or the House of She, which was
and had been the palace of the Elegian Empresses for Hectoyarres;
it was also the home of her betrayer, the one who had usurped her
throne.
Her force came in low over the city, and she looked down upon the
avenues and the blocks of buildings that had once belonged to her.
She saw the merchant’s quarter, the row of temples where she had
led her people in worship of Juria and the other Gods and
Goddesses that her people loved best, and she saw the barracks of
the royal guard, which were all deserted now. Then she caught sight
of the palace. Like a colony of mushrooms that grew atop each
other, the palace was a collection of structures that had grown up
and into each other until it was a city in and of itself. Empress after
Empress had added to the building, adding to its grandeur until it
was the sprawling expanse of roofs, towers, and halls that she saw
now. In those Mynettes that she flew over the palace and the city,
she fell in love with her former home again, and she ached to have it
in her possession once more. The only thing worse than the pain of
loss, after all, is to see what you have lost in the ownership of
another.
Her squadron spread out, landing troops in several different places
around the complex. Tahirah III felt a nostalgic trill run down her
spine as she stepped out of her Flier and put her feet down on the
mosaic tiles that formed the floor of this particular open air courtyard,
one of dozens that were included in the palace and its grounds.
When she looked up at the arches of the windows and portals lining
the courtyard, and when she laid her eyes upon the fountains and
trees that had been landscaped into the yard, she saw that little had
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changed since her departure. She had laid out this part of the palace
herself, and it pleased her immensely to see that either Sanura II had
not had time yet to see to the change this portion of the palace, or
she didn’t care to do so. No matter what the reason, she had a grin
on her face as she faced Avel and Deo, her most faithful
companions, each commanding nearly thirty men.
Avel was quick to report. He had just stepped off of his own Flier,
and his force of Guardians in light armor surrounded him, scanning
the windows and balconies alertly. Avel was dressed much like his
team, since heavy Guardian plate would not make this engagement
quick, and speed was important now. “Mistress, the men are all here.
The last are landing now in the other parts of the palace, as you
commanded.”
Tahirah III graced him with one of her brightest smiles. He was so
handsome and so eager to please. That was youth for you, but he
had earned her trust several times over, and that made him even
more valuable to her than he knew. “Good. All is going well. So, let
us go dig this fox out of her den, and skin her alive.”
Beside Avel, Deo’s eyes brightened at the mention of blood. He
flexed his muscles in anticipation of the fight to come. The battle
might be going on outside the city, but that did not mean that this
palace would be empty, not by any stretch of the imagination. No,
they would encounter resistance, and things would get nasty. That
was what one expected when going after an Empress in her home,
and that was fine.
Tahirah III checked to make sure that her arc-sword was still on her
hip. She had belted it on before setting out from Aetheline, but that
was Dees past, and she had taken off the belt several times during
her travels. It had been several Dees, but her uniform was still intact,
and her arc-sword was handy. She preferred poisoned knives, and
was carrying several of those hidden upon her person, but an arcsword would suit her better todee. In addition to an arc-sword and
poisoned knives, she, like her soldiers around her, wore light Aurean
Guardian’s armor. Typically, Aurean women did not fight, but she
was Elegian, and so she had commissioned a breastplate for herself,
molded similarly to an Elegian officer’s plate. She also wore a
plumed Guardian helm with a gorget over her throat, and a purple
velvet cloak spilled out behind her, fastened at her shoulders to the
leather harnesses that held her breastplate on. It was a strange
hybrid of Elegian and Aurean armor, but she felt like just this sort of
hybrid of two ruthless cultures, and was pleased with the fit and the
functionality of what she wore.
With a silent signal, she started into the palace. To her further
pleasure, she found that this part of the palace was as her spies had
told her it would be. Even if she had been in distant Aetheline, she
still had her agents, and Iago had his. They had furnished her with
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maps and a list of remodeling changes that Sanura II had
implemented since she had taken power, and the maps she Tahirah
III had memorized served her well as she led her force through the
halls.
As they went, she passed servants and workers who went about
their business as if there was no battle raging outside the city. Many
did not even look up at the force that ran past them or the woman
who led them. They had been trained not to see, not to hear, and not
to remark upon what they had seen. She smiled to herself, marveling
that servants would always be the same, no matter who ruled over
them. Most were loyal only to each other and to the crown – the
position itself and not the person holding that position. As long as life
went on and they were well fed, they had no reason to worry about
the comings and goings of the powerful women and dignitaries they
served. As to the dignitaries and ambassadors, they acted much like
the children who played in the halls, gaping at her and then ducking
out of the way of her soldiers as she progressed deeper toward the
lair of her enemy.
They had run hundreds of Mayters through the complex before they
encountered the first resistance. The defenders drew their scimitars
and khopesh swords and threw themselves at the intruders. Deo met
them at the forefront of the battle group, and he cut down as many of
them as he could put his sword near, which was most of them. It
bothered her not a bit that she killed her countrymen, for these were
like extensions of the reigning Empress, and each one that fell was
like hacking off a piece of the larger beast. Still, if she could kill the
heart of the beast, it would save her a lot of time and a lot of sword
work, because most of the soldiers would lay down their swords after
Sanura II was dead.
They reached a main hall, known as the Avenue of Splendor, which
was held up by grand columns nearly a dozen Mayters tall. Along its
walls was a collection of some of the greatest art and statuary ever
produced by Elegian hands. The Avenue of Splendor was wide, wide
enough that a Recon size Flier was able to zip right past them and
up the hall, burning through Sanura II’s bodyguards as it went.
Tahirah III cut over into the Avenue, knowing that it would eventually
take her to the Hall of Wisdom, the enormous audience hall that
housed the Empress and her entourage. The current Empress might
have shifted some halls around to confuse would-be assassins, but
she could not very easily rearrange one of the largest and most
important halls in the whole palace. It would have been a
monumental task, Yarres of work.
As her forces converged on the Hall of Wisdom from several
directions, blocking off its numerous exits to prevent the escape of
the Empress, Tahirah III and her own bodyguards sliced their way
through dozens of soldiers that were guarding the main entrance.
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Some of the guards were good, good enough to take down an
Aurean by surprise, but once that happened, they would find holes
being burnt into their bodies by arc-fire. Even those spies and
knifemen that hid in the recesses of the great halls or in the ceilings
were of no real danger. Tahirah III had carefully lined the underside
of her cloak with cured calfskin and a fine mesh of Aurean metals,
making it proof against darts and poison needles, as well as good
enough to turn all but the most determined blades. No fewer than
eight assassins died before she reached the main entrance, but she
knew that was just the beginning of her trials. There could be
hundreds of people, even thousands, within the Hall of Wisdom, and
any or all of them might not be pleased to see her and her friends,
and none would be less pleased than the current Empress.
Avel and Deo were so good at defending her that Tahirah II didn’t
have to actually draw a knife of her own until they were actually at
the main doors of the Hall of Wisdom, two massive pieces of nearlypetrified wood that had come from what had been the world’s largest
tree ever. The tree had grown on the shore of the Lake of Grey,
approaching some absurd height like a hundred Mayters tall, but an
Empress whose name most people had since forgotten had caused
the tree to be felled and made into doors. Now, the doors were the
only reminder of the ancient tree, and Sanura splattered the blood of
a countryman upon the ancient wood. Her poisoned knife slipped
through the soldier’s jugular like a paring knife through a tomato’s
thin skin, and the man died when his lifeblood splashed out on the
floor and on the great doors, soaking into the grain of the stony
wood.
“It’s time.” She said to her companions, who had dwindled a bit
since they’d arrived, but Avel and Deo both remained without serious
wounds, and the others she cared little for.
They threw the doors open with some authority, caring little for who
would hear. There was no way to make their way across the huge
chamber without drawing attention anyway, so she would do it with
as much attention as possible. Let the enemies concentrate on her,
and there would be dozens if not hundreds of witnesses who would
spread the news of her grand return. They would speak of her
fearless entry into the den of her enemies, and they would testify as
to the ferocity of her revenge.
It was an important gesture, one that would not be lost on many.
After all, there was no way she would stay in power if she could not
strike fear into the hearts of those who would challenge her in the
future, unless she could show without a doubt that she had no fears
about boldly walking into the home of the most powerful woman in
the world and killing her on her own throne. That would give any man
or woman pause.
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A row of golden and bronze statues of Juria, each depicting a
different expression or emotion, stood before her. The curvaceous
left breast of each statue was bared, and the swollen mammaries
were displayed without shame or embarrassment, but rather with
womanly pride. Had it been practical, Tahirah III would have had her
own left breast bared as she marched in here to reclaim her throne,
but she could not risk such exposure to knives, blades, or other
threats just to look that much more confident in her pending success.
Had she done it, she was certain that her visage upon her entrance
would call Juria to mind as she strode down between those rows of
divine statues toward the distant throne, which was occupied.
Nervous eyes shifted her way, and as she eyed the keepers of the
wild and tropical birds, whose lives were measured by their ability to
care for the beautiful animals they had been assigned to, she saw
waste. The fountains and the river upon which orchids and flowers
flowed past also seemed to declare a similar wastefulness,
something that had first come to her attention when she had killed a
man at the massive doors that were at the entryway. Such
decadence was sinful if it served no practical purposes. She had
lacked for nothing when she had been Empress, and she had done
little more than hoard it. Yet, all her wealth and power, and nothing
had stopped her from being kidnapped away during a session of pain
and pleasure with her young lover Rashid.
The scowl she put on was positively wrathful.
She had gradually grown back into power because of her
attachment to Iago. She owed much to him, but it was her own
cunning and manipulations had brought her home. Once home, she
found that she could only despise much of what she saw. The
servants scurrying about, the hordes of sycophants waiting for an
audience or crumbs of attention that might be cast their way by the
Empress, the terrible wealth… it all amounted to nothing if she could
not keep it. And, keeping such power and wealth would only stir
jealousy among her peers and her lesser counterparts, making it
harder to keep. Great changes were in order, sweeping changes.
Her time with Iago had taught her things that she only now realized
as she marched unchallenged toward the Empress Sanura II, the
usurper who had conspired against her to ruin her and have her
killed.
She almost laughed aloud when she saw that none opposed her
approach. These men and women who gathered in their finery and
jewels, who camped about this gigantic chamber with its uniquely
carved pillars that stretched skyward, they cared nothing for the
woman on the throne – they cared only for the power there. They sat
beneath their sail-sized triangles of silk that formed gauzy, luxurious
ceilings over their heads, and they watched the show. She was
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almost to the stairs that led to the throne upon which the Empress
was reclined.
Tahirah III saw that a team of identical triplet boys, nude except for
the luxurious lengths of inky black hair, fanned Sanura II and fed her
sweets. Her belly was round, though whether it was with overindulgence in the sort of things she was eating now or with child,
Tahirah III did not know. Sanura II cast a bored look her way, looking
down the dozen or so steps at her. She sat up slowly, and smiled.
The scowl that Tahirah III she had been wearing grew deeper, until
the lines the expression caused upon her face seemed drawn on by
a knife.
Hundreds of guards filed out of the crowd and popped out of every
nook and cranny in the great room, which were not few in any
respect. Avel and Deo quickly ringed Tahirah III with the other
Aureans, locking shields to form a ring like an armored turtle’s shell.
There was not a doubt in the former Empress’ mind that each of
these men would die todee if she asked it of them. There was no
safer place she could be.
Standing within the defensive wall, looking at the mean looking
army of enemies closing around her, Tahirah III turned toward her
successor. “I see you grow thick from laziness and complacent in
your security.”
The Empress laughed heartily, pausing only to bark orders at one
of the nude triplets, whose fanning techniques were apparently not
up to par at that moment. When she turned her attention back to her
former mentor, she smiled. “My apparent laxness is nothing
compared to your overconfidence. Did you think I would not suspect
that my enemies would try something when my rule looked weakest?
Already this Wayke I have had to have a dozen Would-Be
Empresses put down when their assassins failed.”
“I will not fail though. Already, my men have surrounded this room
and they have blocked the exits. There will be no escape for you.”
Tahirah III replied smugly.
“Are you mad? Has your time among the mountain folk robbed you
of your ability to count?” Sanura II scoffed. “My men outnumber
yours nearly twenty to one, if my quick estimates are correct.”
“Math was never one of my strong concerns, but action is.”
Sanura II looked down at her with confusion. “Where is your
magick? What is the trick? How exactly are you to win here? Why
not give up and beg for a quick end? If you do, I might have only half
a legion rape you before I slit your throat. That wouldn’t be so bad,
would it? Just give it all up now.” When she got no reply other than
the drawing of arc-swords, she continued: “You were defeated
Munths ago and encaged, and now that you have won your freedom
from that idiot Iago, you have come back to fail once more. While I
admire your tenacity, your planning seems a bit lacking.”
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“She is mad, your magnificence.” A familiar and obsequious voice
remarked.
Tahirah III glanced toward the voice, which came from a cloaked
man who sat a careful distance from the Empress, some dozen
Mayters away. “Sef?”
“It is I.” The messenger replied, baring his head from under his
hood. His body had wasted away since they’d last met, and pox
scars had ruined his skin. His hands were bony and twisted, as if
they’d been exposed to rot and had never healed right. He did not
stand, possibly because he could not.
“I see my poisons treated you well, rewarding you nicely for all your
Yarres of sneaking about. You always were too foolish for the adult
games you played at.” Tahirah III declared with great amusement.
She’d always disliked the man, and it would have been a shame that
he lived if he wasn’t clearly in so much pain.
“I am only thankful that I realized your treachery before I poisoned
my mistress.” Sef replied, unable to keep his voice from shaking or a
look of pain from crossing his face as he spoke.
“Well, fear not, I’ll have you both dead soon enough.”
“Sef, be a dear and go touch her all over after the guards kill her
little troupe of fools, and be rude about it, too. I want to watch you
rub your poxy body all over hers. Enjoy it as much as you can, even
if your parts don’t exactly work anymore.”
“I will do my best to please you, my grand Empress.” Sef replied,
working himself up into a standing position, which required some
effort on his part.
At least, Tahirah III thought, the pain of the diseases in his body
had shortened his speech, stealing his ability to ramble on and on
with praises. She had always disliked his flowery comments and
useless flattery.
“You’ll have to wait until the survivors have at her though. They do
deserve their rewards, and they will be some of the few privileged
men to have ever laid hands on an Empress, former or not.” Sanura
II declared, but Tahirah III was not even given time to think upon that
eventuality, for the Empress waved her hand, and her guards fell
upon the wall Avel and Deo held before her.
Focusing on the smug face of the woman who had betrayed her,
Tahirah III shouted, “Cut your way up the stairs!”
Immediately, her force surged toward the stairs, heading for the few
rows of soldiers barring their way. There were certainly less men up
the stairs than below them, and as the Empress was up there, there
really was no choice. Avel and Deo kept close to her, staying at the
forefront of the group as they advanced. They made short work of
the first few guards they reached, but the rest formed a tight knot that
they could not break through before they were set upon from below.
Dozens of men clambered to get at her, errant knives and maces
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came hurtling through the air, and the Elegians set upon the Aureans
with no regard for one another, caring only about getting at the
former Empress and killing the handful of men protecting her.
Quickly, the walls around her were pushed back, until they were
fighting shoulder to shoulder, and only the stairs saved them, giving
them high ground to fight down from, at least for the rearguard.
Those in front had to fight up the stairs; they were trying to get past
the spears and swords the Elegians were using to hold them at bay.
It was no mean feat to push even one more step toward the
Empress, and each step was hard earned. A hooked spear gutted
one of the men behind Tahirah III, and she heard his cries as he was
pulled into the boiling crowd of enemies behind her and pulled apart
limb by limb by the hungry mob.
“Kill the Empress!” She cried, wanting to ensure that if she died at
least Sanura II died with her.
Sanura II had drawn a harquebus out of a case at beside her, and
she discharged it in the face of the man next to Deo, only the burning
sparks from the powder splashed across his face, too, blinding him.
He howled and stumbled, trying to dig at the embers that stung him.
Avel hacked his way through another pair of guards, killing two with a
single sweep of his arc-sword. Tahirah III slashed an Elegian across
the forearm as he grabbed at her through the gap Deo made when
he fell to his knees to claw at his eyes. Within Saycunds, the man
she’d cut began twitching and flailing about from the concentrated
poisons on the blade. He tangled up another guard and they both
pitched off the stairs, crashing onto the heads of the men below.
A flight of crossbow bolts rang off of Aurean armor and shields.
Aurean metal was dense but light, and it would take more than even
a crossbow to punch through it. Several bolts went wide and killed
the Elegian guards, and even some of the other bolts deflected away
from shields and plates or splintered to stick into the Elegians
nearest the Aurean intruders, but the Elegians were still aplenty. The
Empress fired her harquebus once more, to little effect, before
Tahirah III finally fought her way to the landing at the top of the
stairs.
At the top of the landing, a thin line of defenders stood between her
and the Empress, but behind her, her dwindling defenders were
falling fast. She might have picked the more vicious Guardians she
could find in all of Aetheline and its Menocittas, but they simply could
not handle the numbers that were being thrown at them, especially
not when there was no regard for who was hurt in the crossfire as
the Empress’ guards tried to kill them. A jar of burning oil splashed
over one of her defenders, and he went down with screams and the
nauseating odor of burnt flesh. Three Elegians burned to death with
him, but it was still a good tradeoff for them, in terms of numbers.
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Just then, a pair of Fliers burst through the great wooden doors at
the end of the room. None of these men and women below had
thought to close them, and since she and her Aureans had killed the
doormen when they’d burst in, the job hadn’t gotten done. The
dignitaries and the men and women living in the tent city on the floor
wouldn’t have risked shutting the door, nor would the gardeners or
animal keepers, since that might incur the Empress’ wrath if they did
something against her will.
The Fliers ran directly at the Elegians surrounding the bottom of the
stairs that led to the Empress’ Throne. They flew right at Tahirah III
and raked the defenders with arc-fire. One even dipped down to drag
its landing struts into the heads and shoulders of several dozen
Elegians, killing or maiming them in an instant. It jerked each time it
struck a soldier, but managed to stay aloft. With the arrival of the
Fliers, the Empress’ defenders scattered long enough for the two
Force Fliers to unload their teams of Guardians. The Guardians
jumped down from the crafts and started flinging arc-sword fire as
the Fliers took off once more.
Tahirah III laughed in triumph and turned back to slaughtering the
last few guards that stood between her and the Empress. Deo had
risen again, and despite having had his face burnt and his eyes
damaged badly, he could still see well enough to hack Elegians
apart. He did so with a heated vengeance, and with each ripple of his
impressive muscles, limbs went flying free from their owners’ bodies.
Avel was a more delicate fighter, quicker and more lithe. He was
quick and precise about dispersing arc-sword fire in the best
location, disabling and killing the Empress’ defenders with surprising
swiftness.
The Fliers continued raking fire upon the defenders, who were
jumping into the ponds and rivers in the room to put out the fires
upon their persons. Many died where they stood, burnt to cinders,
but others ran about as they burned, spreading the fire to the silk,
satin, and lace the surrounding worshippers had gathered to rest
upon. Several soldiers fled the engagement, scattering to the edges
of the room to cower with the members of the tent city who had had
the wisdom to flee that far at least.
Tahirah III finally found herself face to face with Sanura II and her
harquebus. Avel made to step in front of her to shield her from harm,
but she held him back.
“I will handle her.” Tahirah III told him, stepping out away from her
defenders.
Sanura II laughed bitterly and pulled the trigger, firing the smoking
firearm once more. Tahirah III swept her cloak in front of her as the
Empress pulled the trigger. She staggered backward a step as
smoke and cinders flew across her cloak. The slug fired at her
disintegrated into a hail of lead chunks, and though some of the bits
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of lead slug punched through her cloak, her breastplate stopped
them as well. She said a silent prayer to Chaveaoux, who must have
inspired the Aurean alloy’s creation, and then she flung her cloak off,
lest the smoldering bits caught in it become an outright fire that could
burn her.
With a swipe of her own arc-sword, she released a flash of arc-fire,
striking Sanura II upon the shoulder. The harquebus went clattering
across the floor and fell off of the raised throne platform, clouting
another Elegian on the head and easing the job of the Fliers and
Guardians.
“Sef!” Sanura II called out in terror as Tahirah III moved menacingly
closer. She clutched her wounded arm, but it bled around the burns
that ringed her arc-fire wound.
The diseased messenger, who had been hiding as far off as he
could without actually fleeing from the room, lurched forward to throw
himself at his Empress’ attacker. Deo growled and leapt forward,
lopping off both of the man’s hands. The messenger’s eyes widened
in astonishment, and he was, for the first time in his life, wordless.
“Kill him without touching him.” Tahirah III ordered. “I don’t want you
to catch what ails him.”
“With pleasure.” Deo announced, splitting Sef in half with a powerful
two-handed stroke of his arc-sword.
Sanura II stumbled backward, not only dodging the pieces of Sef
that tumbled her way as Deo set upon him with his arc-sword, but
also running toward a heavy curtain that sat behind her throne. Deo
and Avel made to go after her, but Tahirah III held them up once
again, despite Sanura II’s victorious smile.
“You think you have won.” She taunted them. “You will die now,
under the claws of the child of the beast that I know you sent to kill
me. A Sandcat shall end you as it could not end me.”
With that, Sanura II pulled the curtain aside, revealing the cage of a
Sandcat, who paced about its cage angrily. It did not like so many
people around or the smoke and the clamor they made, and it was
quite livid about the whole battle raging in the room. The Empress
reached to open the cage with her good arm, but the Sandcat
reached through the cage and snatched her tight against the cage
before she could open the latch. After Munths of Tahirah III’s agents
training the Sandcat to be sensitive to the menstrual blood of the
Empress, it was unable to resist itself when it smelled the blood on
her shoulder. It tore at her with its claws and teeth, mauling her. The
Empress screamed terribly as it ripped her through the bars of the
cage, taking her in pieces. She was dead shortly after the Sandcat
started to eat her liver, and the screams she’d given told of the
awfully suffering she’d gone through, even if it had been short.
“Stop!” Tahirah III called out, using a voice she had trained over
Decayarres of being in power. Of course, it helped that the acoustics
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of the Hall of Wisdom had been designed to allow easily voices to
carry forth from the throne.
She needed only to shout once before the Elegians below halted
their combat. The Aureans heeded her word as well, quickly falling
into defensive poses, though they looked as if they’d have gladly
continued slicing up Elegians and throwing arc-fire at their enemies.
“The Empress Sanura II is dead. I, Tahirah III, the rightful Empress,
am returning to my reign. As you and others like you have served me
before, I bid you serve once more. Unlike my predecessors, I will not
require you surrender your lives for failing to protect the former
Empress. But, those of you who have served her must immediately
leave this palace and go to the edge of the city, where our people
are fighting the greatest fight we have ever known.”
As her voice echoed through the room, there was only silence. Avel
and Deo looked at her wearily, for they were both wounded, having
spent themselves saving her. They were two of only eight men who
lived from their original group of nearly sixty. Several leaned on one
another to stay upright. She nodded thanks to them, thanks they had
earned. Then she issued her second order as the new Empress.
“I, as the ordained Empress of the Elegian Empire, chosen by
circumstance and the Goddess Juria, as is our custom, herby order
every able-bodied man, woman, and child in the city to pick up a
weapon and go to the battlefields. If you cannot kill a man alone, you
can kill one in a group. If you are too short or too weak to kill a
healthy one, kill a wounded one, or one who has fallen down. Not
one of the Aureans who have besieged this city is to live to see
another Dee.”
“Spread the word to all of our fair citizens, and know that you are
my voice to the others. Faithfully spread my command. Go now, and
see an end to those who threaten our way of life. Those who survive
will be rewarded out of the wealth of the crown, and we will rebuild.
The Elegian Empire must not fail!”
So ingrained in the people of the Empire was the need to obey the
Empress, that even the soft-handed, double-chinned hangers-on
who had done nothing more than sit in comfort for Yarres took to
their feet and ran for the doors, picking up anything that remotely
resembled a weapon. Those who had just been fighting for Sanura II
turned and dutifully went with them, leading the way. The Aureans
followed suit, loading back into their Fliers so they could head to the
front lines. Within Mynettes, the massive chamber was nearly empty,
silent of all but the groans of the wounded and a few anxious calls of
the wild birds that fluttered about the room, suddenly without the
supervision of their keepers.
Tahirah III sat down then, alone except for her faithful eight, and
waited for the battle outside to finish. She could do little good adding
her strength to what was already going. Word would spread through
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the city like wildfire, and a mass of humanity would throw itself at the
enemy. There was no way the enemy could ever withstand half a
million people all at once. It would be a bloody battle, and many of
the weak would fail, but she was purging her folk as Iago was
purging his. Then, like him, she would rebuild her nation, restoring it
to greatness like it had not seen since The Fall of the Empire over
seven Hectoyarres ago.
It was Ouers before she finally heard of their terrible victory. It
would be Waykes before the dead could be counted and the living
could be accounted for, and it would be Munths before the stink of
death left the fields beyond Jhiza.
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CHAPTER 188
All of nature patterns itself after the wave. You see it in the rolling
seas, in the hills and mountains of the lands, and even in plants,
which grow in rows and waves across the plains and throughout the
forests. Even in the cold places of the world, I have seen waves of
snow, with deep troughs and high peaks that shamed many of the
waves I have ridden across. Likewise, I have seen how sand gathers
in dunes that scoot across the landscape, melting and reforming just
as water continually moves. Life moves, growing and fading in
waves.
All must rise and fall…
- Excerpt from Pekelo’s ‘Wisdom of the Whales’
 Tewsdee, the 22

nd

of Harvest, 769 A.E. 

It had been a gradual process, an undertaking of Munths, during
which Bedros had gone through these transformations. Each
successive change had brought him more into being, fuller with the
stuff of creation and life. Now, every piece of the puzzle was present,
everything was accounted for within him.
Bedros lifted his muzzle skyward and stretched his limbs out above
him. The leaves growing from his arms rapidly went through color
changes, going from a bright and lively green to yellow, to orange,
then red, and finally brown. The extra branches that had grown from
his flesh dropped off as his eyes watched the clouds roll past, and
when the leaves had all fallen from their moorings upon his skin, he
stepped out of the ground, tearing his feet from the ground like an
uprooted tree exposing its root ball.
His skin was rough now, like cedar bark, and a branching set of
reddish-brown horns rose up from the back of his skull, next to the
others he’d gathered. The new set much resembled the tree he had
been. When he flexed his muscles, which had seen little exercise
lately other than turning this way and that to better shift his leaves
into sunlight, the movement felt good. He could feel how his new
veins ran through him, using internal pressure to shunt blood around
like a tree’s sap moved through its long body.
He had learned much as a tree. He had learned patience and
endurance. When bugs crawled across him, or birds alighted on his
branches, he had merely waited for them to pass on. Owls had slept
upon him, and he had waited and watched for the rain and the sun,
taking both into him. War and mankind mattered little to him so long
as his roots found nutrition, and even the worms and creatures
crawling beneath the earth did not bother him, for they loosened the
soil and made it possible for him to grow taller and stronger.
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There were two that waited for him though, and their patience was
not so great as his. When he strode into the place where they
waited, they regarded him with wide eyes that were both filled with
awe and tinted with fear. He walked at a lumbering pace, for that was
what was needed for one of his great size.
“Is that you?” Red-Tail asked, looking rested, with a shiny coat now.
It must have been anxious for him to wait, but the pause had allowed
him to recover fully from any hurts he’d acquired in the long journey
from the herd on the Amber Plains.
“It is I.” Bedros assured them.
Wandering-Eyes’ large eyes rolled in their orbits, taking in all that
was Bedros now. “Never have I seen such a creature. You are
immense, tall as the buildings that the humans build for homes.”
Bedros noticed that he was indeed looking down upon his two
companions. They were half his height, if that. “I have grown tall, but
my senses run wider and deeper than ever before. The world is
nearing a state of wakefulness, and I have but to call to it. The
poisons of the Lost Ones have spread like great stains upon the
tapestry of this world. It must be cleansed.”
“Then we shall cleanse it.” Wandering-Eyes declared, grunting
enthusiastically. Then, his unsurety returned, and he looked at
Bedros to ask, “Shall we not?”
“We shall, but there is a mountain to climb.” He answered. “I must
return to my birth home before I can wake the world. It is but a short
distance to run – our last run together. I can see the path’s end, feel
it just at the top of this isle.”
Red-Tail nodded. “Let us be done with our task then. I am weary of
waiting, and the Dees have been long since our people have rested
easily in this world.”
“Let us walk and talk then, and enjoy this last Dee together, the
three of us.”
“Will we die then?” Wandering-Eyes asked, fear seeping into his
expressions.
“It is likely. The Lost Ones may see what we are doing and try to
stop us.”
“We would not let them stop you, even if it costs us our lives.” RedTail vowed, grinding his hooves forcefully upon the earth, tearing up
grass and moss as he did so.
Bedros smiled and looked upon the ground. As he looked at it, it
healed itself. The mosses sank back down, the grasses took root
once more, and the world healed, if in that one small spot only. The
other two saw what he did and regarded him with astonishment.
“You truly are one with the world…” They marveled together.
“Not yet. This is but a small thing, a modest example of what we
must do. We have greater things to accomplish, things that cannot
be done here, amidst the remnants of a greater forest and the
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forgotten bones that lie here.” Bedros glanced back near where he
had been rooted in the forest floor and smiled wryly. To think that
Orestes’ body had fallen here, where Anthea and he had been
unable to find it. There was still something left of her father’s
energies, something that seemed to indicate that his spirit had not
entirely left the world, even if his body had rotted away long ago.
“We will walk with you then. Let us walk briskly.” Red-Tail bid them
both. “Let us go and be done so that we can sleep in the soil, even if
this is not the soil where our forefathers rest.”
Bedros nodded and smiled, starting toward a path he knew would
lead to the peak of the mountain upon the island of Maethlin where
the city of Cenalium was ensconced. He walked slowly, but his legs
were long, so he covered ground quickly, and when he reached the
mountains, rough steps appeared in the rock, making their path
easier.
He was going home.

Such an important event as this homecoming was felt in Cenalium
by another, a collective being whose entity had long endured if only
for the sole purpose of revenge upon the Gods. Now though, there
was another enemy they had to consider, one long forgotten that
only resurfaced in this late Ouer. It had been the Ox-Men, the Land’s
Children, who had banished them from within the Aureans long ago,
during the Great War between the Lost Ones and the Pantheon of
Gods. The races under the Gods had been winning the war, and the
Lost Ones had tipped the balance back in their favor by joining their
spirits with the Aureans, much as they were doing even now. Then,
the Ox-Men had stepped in, they’d Sung the World Alive, and
banished the Lost Ones from inhabiting their children, the Aureans.
Such a thing happening again did not fit in the plans of the Lost
Ones, so when they felt the approach of a powerful presence that
resonated with the earth’s own voice, they acted swiftly.
Unbeknownst to Corydon, the Lost Ones took control of a group of
his Dark Aureans. Normally, they asked permission, but lately, they
had grown strong enough to do so without his knowledge. Stronger
they might be, but they were also more worried. Recent setbacks
had weakened their presence in physical forms, because they’d lost
so many of the Lost Ones soldiers that they inhabited, but this only
served to strengthen their collective form. Having spent so much
time interacting with their former children, they had exercised their
abilities to exert their will upon the unconverted, which strengthened
their overall powers over the corporeal.
In an instant, dozens of Dark Aureans ceased having individual
lives. Their lives were forfeited to the causes of the Lost Ones. It was
only a matter of time before they would all be Lost Ones anyway, so
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the Lost Ones thought little of just taking the nearest group of Dark
Aureans and making them into mindless drones. Following the
collective will of the being that now inhabited them, the drones
scurried across Cenalium toward its western side to converge upon
where the presence was to arrive.

The walk up the mountain was not overlong or too taxing upon the
three of them. Any Ox-Man was as sure-footed as a mountain goat,
even if he or she was meant to walk upon the plains. Bedros’ contact
with the earth also smoothed the way for them also, and even when
they had to take switchbacks or leap over gaps in the path, they
were never too dangerous or too far for them to cross. The earth
made sure that there was always a way, and as Bedros grew nearer
to the place he had once called home, he felt the will of the world
swell in his breast.
The earth called to him, and the world’s slowly waking voice was
insistent and eager, like a young lover. Never before had the world
felt touched by a being so close to its own heart and nature. Every
step that Bedros took upon the world pleased and warmed the world.
Each footfall was like a caress, and they grew closer through
contact. Bedros continued onward up the mountain, a smile sitting
broadly upon a face that was not Ox-Man and yet not human either.
He was as unique as the head full of many horns that he now
carried.
As the peak of the mountain grew nearer, Bedros felt a sense of
anticipation run through him, a tremble of anxiousness. His goal was
at hand, and all those many Kilomes of running were now behind
him. He’d crossed seas, lived through a trek across sheets of ice, ran
across plains, mucked through jungles and swamps, endured the
scorching sun in the desert, lived as a tree among the silent
remnants of once-great forests, and now he’d finally come home to
the mountain where he’d been born.
Suddenly, he knew he’d found the spot he was meant to stop at. He
stood atop the windswept peak of the mountain that Cenalium rested
upon. Below him, he could see clouds stretching like masses of
cotton and goose down for as far as his eyes could see. The rock
was reassuring and solid beneath his hooves. It was the same
texture that he remembered from his childhood, though that now
seemed to be nothing more than a dream. To him, it felt impossibly
long ago that he had left this life behind. Grinning at his two
companions, Bedros threw back his head and did a small dance,
clapping his hooves against the dark stone.
His celebrations were not overly long. He quickly calmed, and then
reached out to grasp both Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes by the
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shoulders. When they each looked into his wise eyes, he nodded
that it was time.
“Will it take long?” Red-Tail wondered, looking around expectantly,
as if some avatar of the earth or some prophetic figure should have
greeted them upon arrival.
“I don’t know. The world is wakeful, and I think it will not be too
long, and yet it is a great thing to Sing the World Alive, and I must
connect with all the other shamans to do it.”
“Let us begin then. This place is high above the plains. I love it less
than even the swamps and the desert.” Wandering-Eyes declared,
looking frightfully at his surroundings. If he had been nervous during
their climb, that nervousness had only grown worse upon their
arrival. Instead of abating, it had grown more severe, but he had
always been a wary creature.
“This is but another aspect of the world we all serve. As an elbow is
different from a leg, this land is different from the plains we dwelt
upon. We must love all parts of the world, for each is no less
wondrous than the others.” Bedros replied.
Wandering-Eyes shook his head and snorted in discomfort. “I am
not like you, Bedros, nor can I be. I am not the Sum of All Lands, so I
cannot see the beauty of this severe place. I just want to finish our
task and be done with this all.”
Bedros nodded sadly, but in his wisdom, he understood WanderingEyes just as he understood this severe land. “Very well. Let us
commune with the others.”
Bedros may have grown very strong of body and mind, but even he
had to concentrate, gathering himself for the effort of reaching out to
the shamans in the Vale and upon the Amber Plains. Bedros
stretched out with a tendril of being, reaching across the Broken
Crown to touch minds with White-Hoof and One-Ear. They were the
linchpins to the entire network of Ox-Men intellect. They had been
waiting for him for Dees, hoping to hear that he was ready. They
eagerly shared minds with him, and were greater for it.
Through those two, Bedros quickly connected to the other
shamans, and they to him. Like a pyramid sitting on a triangular
base, Bedros, White-Hoof, and One-Ear formed the three corners
that held together this communion of minds. This time though, unlike
what they normally did, their minds ordered until they were like one
being with a thousand bodies. Typically, a communion of Ox-Men
minds was like all being present in one dark building without
distractions, so that they could discuss whatever they wished with a
thousand voices. Todee, they forewent their individuality, giving up
any voice or doubt that might detract from their efforts. With Bedros
leading the way, they focused their combined will toward the spirit of
the world, a distant presence that was near enough to feel, but not
close enough to hear.
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It was in that moment, when they were first reaching for the world’s
voice that the Lost Ones arrived, or perhaps they were already there,
and they waited for a moment when Bedros was distracted. Had he
not been concentrating elsewhere, he might have felt their poisonous
touch upon the rocks they tread upon and sensed their approach.
However it happened, it was at this Saycund that they came spilling
out of the rocks and the crevices of the mountain toward the Sum of
All Lands.
Arc-lances and Arc-swords spilled their fire at the great creature
Bedros had become, and while many bolts stung him, he had been
burnt to the bone before by arc-fire, and this no longer hurt him as it
might have once done. The many mutations and adaptations he’d
undergone also served to protect him, but not so well as Red-Tail
and Wandering-Eyes did. His two faithful companions detached
themselves from where they had stood at his side and ran to be
among the Lost Ones. With defiant bellows and loud stomping of
hooves, the pair pounded their chests and challenged what was
easily fifty times their number.
In appearance, the Lost Ones and Ox-Men were nothing alike.
Strangely, despite having different aims, in spirit they were not all
that different, these two Ox-Men and these hundred Lost Ones. Both
were plural beings that put something of themselves into a single
body. If the Lost Ones poured a little piece of their spirits into each of
the Dark Aureans they’d inhabited, so, too, did the Ox-Men have a
consciousness of many put into both Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes’
bodies. During this communion of minds, the Ox-Men all felt each
sensation being felt by Bedros and his two companions. They felt
each sizzling burn from arc-fire and each slash of a blade across
their flesh. Likewise, they also felt each punch, kick, and gore
delivered to a Lost One, and even the sensations of giddiness and
fear of combat. Smells, sights, sounds, and feelings were also
shared in the link, so that Ox-Men on the Amber Plains or in The
Vale also smelled smoke and burning fur, felt wind upon their skin,
and heard the savage cries of their two brethren that battled the
enemy.
Bedros, for his part, let his two last companions do what they must,
while he concentrated upon the world. His body meant nothing. Even
if his body died now, his mind and his spirit would remain so long as
this communion of minds held. So long as they remained connected,
they would preserve his being upon the conscious web that stretched
between them, covering thousands of Kilomes and crossing the
Broken Crown. As his body was cut or burnt, he reached outward
and downward, beckoning for the world to wake. His lips curled and
his tongue lifted as he gave out a great call that echoed across all of
Maethlin, and for an instant, combat stopped.
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The entity of the Lost Ones shivered in dismay, and Corydon
stopped what he was doing in his dark halls to look around in
confusion. He noticed that his ghostly companions were absent, and
that Linnea was smiling faintly. A cold sweat broke out upon his
brow. Sensing something terribly amiss, he stood up and
immediately went to his commanders who controlled the Flash
Towers, the Torredi Lampada. Too long he had trusted these drones
with their instant conversations. Now he would get a real report from
real Dark Aureans, rather than trust what the Lost Ones’ puppets told
him his generals said.
The Ox-Men pushed to combine their weight to Bedros’ will, but it
was not enough, not yet. The Ox-Men were too weak and too tired.
For Waykes, the Ox-Men had been slowly diminished. Dark Aureans
had attacked them, poachers and hunters from Elegius and from the
wild lands bordering Aynglican territories had done as Corydon had
bidden to cull the Ox-Men herds, and the Pantheon of Gods had sent
blights, bad weather, and poisonous snakes that bit the herd’s
young. Two of the greatest forces in the Broken Crown wished to see
that the Ox-Men did not rise, and they had done everything in their
power to make it difficult for them. Had not Vorcinth the Trickster and
Rishalt, Lord of the Beasts, come in the flesh to stop Bedros?
After recovering from Bedros’ stunning call to the world, the Lost
Ones soldiers redoubled their efforts, slashing and hacking at both
Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes, who were working furiously to keep
their enemies away from Bedros. There were just too many though,
and even if the pair gave it everything they had, they could not keep
the enemy back. They held nothing back, smashed bones and
bodies, and trounced upon spines and skulls. They were working
themselves to death, they both knew it, and they did so willingly. As
only those who have resigned to die can, they fought with fearsome
dedication to the slaughter. There would be no sunny return to the
plains and the Lowlands for these two.
Like angry ants upon a grasshopper, the Lost Ones swarmed,
tackling Red-Tail around the knees, jumping on Wandering-Eyes’
shoulders, and striking at Bedros from afar. Most of them
concentrated on the two defenders, teaming up with twenty or thirty
attacking each one at a time. If the Ox-Men shamans in the Broken
Crown had not been feeding their energy into the two defenders,
Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes would have died within the first
Mynette, but as it was, the life forces of the communion of souls
poured into the bodies of these two last guardians of Bedros,
forestalling their inevitable deaths. Wounds closed, muscles
energized, and bodies fought on, flinging Lost Ones off the mountain,
pummeling them to death, and trampling them under hooves
hardened to the point of steel. Still, this effort cost the shamans
much. The elderly and weak burned out, using the last of their
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energy for the greater cause. Several died instantly just from the
strain, and the communion was diminished for it.
Bedros was concentrating so intently upon his task that continued
to ignore the plight of his companions and of his own body. Yet,
when a Lost One stepped up and tried to hack at his thighs and spill
his guts, he reacted violently. With another deafening roar, he lifted
one of his long legs and brought his rooted foot down upon the Lost
One, crushed the creature before he could flee. A second stomp of
his foot brought him closer to his two companions, who he reached
out to free of the Lost Ones that had swarmed upon them. With deft
moves of his fingers, which functioned like vines choking off lively
plants, he cleared the two of the Lost Ones that infested them, killing
half a dozen attackers with each hand.
Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes returned to the battle then, choosing
two differing strategies. Red-Tail took up throwing heavy boulders at
his enemies or using elongated chunks of granite like a giant bat,
swinging hard enough to crush every bone in a Lost One’s body
when he connected, which was often enough. Wandering-Eyes, on
the other hand, climbed up a small embankment in front of Bedros,
and though this exposed him to more arc-fire, he was able to fight at
Lost Ones who had to climb up toward him, and his hooves crushed
their helmeted heads as if they were not wearing any protective
headgear at all.
The spirit of the world lurched toward consciousness, reaching out
toward Bedros like a blind man toward the light. The communion of
Ox-Men souls trembled in delight, even though more of them were
falling out of the group with every passing Mynette. Many just weren’t
strong enough to put out this kind of effort for this long, and they fell
to the ground senselessly. The herds tended those that lived on,
while those whose bodies had given out were buried with honor; they
had given it all they had, and they had passed on from the mortal
struggles of this life.
Bedros ran his feet in rough circles upon the ground, breaking his
way through the top layer of scree and stone. Then, he planted his
feet and he let his spirit take root while his body did the same. He
called to the Ox-Men to focus upon him and the downward push of
his spirit even though Red-Tail and Wandering-Eyes were being
overcome once again, this time for the last time. With great regret,
the Ox-Men in the Broken Crown abandoned Bedros’ last two
defenders, focusing instead on the path Bedros’ will took down
through the rock.
Wandering-Eyes fell first, his body pierced in a dozen places. As he
died, he cast his eyes toward Bedros and breathed his last breath in
a word of encouragement. Red-Tail fell last, ever the strongest
supporter of Bedros. In the end, his heart burst, unable to keep up
with the monumental efforts of his body. As if he’d been shot through
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the chest, he staggered and did not get up again after he hit the
ground. Bedros would have mourned the two if he’d even noticed.
He genuinely loved the two as brothers, but his entire being was
focused on the task at hand. Such was the best way to honor their
sacrifices.
Down his body and spirit burrowed, diving dozens of Mayters every
Saycund. His body grew impossibly large and his roots dove toward
the heat of the world. With a collective cry, a low keening that
rumbled the lands across the Broken Crown like an earthquake, the
roots of Bedros’ will cracked through the crust of the world,
penetrating into the molten mantle below. Deeper still they delved,
pushing toward the world’s heart. As they went deeper into the world,
they lost many more of their brethren, those unable to endure the
proximity to the world’s voice, which grew nearer now. The way was
difficult, and it did not help that the enemy assaulted Bedros’ body
now that his defenders were gone; they were hacking ineffectually at
his tree trunk legs and at his barky skin, which was becoming as
hard as the stone his feet were rooted in.
They came upon the world’s heart, a core of strangeness where the
world’s seed resided. In that seed, the will of the world slept fitfully,
nearing wakefulness. Bedros’ body thrummed on the surface of the
world, and magma began to spew out from between his toes,
burning the Lost Ones around him to ash and cinders. The remaining
shamans of the two herds sang on. Only the strongest remained,
and they put all of their efforts into communicating with a being that
had been aware of them but did not know them. Bedros was the
conduit through which their understanding of one another spread.
The introduction took a while, as they had to find a common
language first. When they found a way to make themselves
understood, Bedros painted pictures of what the world was, and what
it might be.
Only then did the World wake, opening its ethereal eyes. The OxMen had woken the world with their will and their song. The World
took shape, and it began to work to re-order things that had gone
wrong. Not all the World did would be immediate, but some changes
were evident almost immediately.
In their celestial homes, the Gods shivered in fear as the way of
things began to change. The structure of the universe was being
rewritten by a being greater even than they were. All cast accusing
glares at one another, but all agreed that Maletos had failed them
greatly. They began to argue with her, and they continued to argue
even as the heavens fell apart around them. Like a storm of falling
stars, they tumbled earthward to become mortal.
In Cenalium’s dark corridors, the Lost Ones cowered, refusing to
answer Corydon’s call even as he learned the dire state of his
campaign. The Lost Ones feared, for they had yet to see how the
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world would change for them; their ancient enemies had been called
to the field. They would be tested soon, and the whole world would
be against them.
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CHAPTER 189
Of Maletos bright and Haestos fair,
The Aureans upon their mountains declare,
Praises of the skies and stars.
Of Cainel and Comrain, brothers strong,
The Kerathi in their boats sing long,
Prayers for strength of arms.
Of Tulis and Marceaupo, the watery two, and Greveth, too,
The Muerans speak in weather rough or true,
Thanks for seeing them through harm.
Of Juria the royal and Nelius the keeper,
The Elegians keep loyal and think deeper,
Ever offering much or making charms.
Of Chaveaoux, Deneurs, Braccen, and Ocel,
The Aynglicans make broad chapels,
In which they spend their Markes.
Of Yenis the cold and Aaren the brisk,
The distant Uleauts think while they fish,
Walking on ice and ranging afar.
We the Rumani, hold such things not in esteem,
For Uman, the sleeper, is our God of Dreams,
A God unborn yet greater than all…
- Excerpt from Rehan’s ‘Songs for the Lost’
rd

 Thraysdee, the 23 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Maletos was not the first to pick herself up from off the ground, nor
was she the first to feel pain. Crashing down onto the earth, having
been yanked from the disintegrating heavens, was a painful process.
This was not like Greveth’s descent to birth Uman, but rather, an
immediate and blunt occurrence. One Saycund, things were as they
had always been, and the next, the never-ending divine conversation
had been frightfully interrupted.
Despite their efforts to spur on their worshippers to reinforce their
powers and despite the attempts of Vorcinth and Rishalt, the Ox-Men
had done the unlikely and made them flesh and blood. There could
be no other explanation, Maletos decided. After all, a Goddess does
not feel pain like she felt, or the discomforting sensations of hunger,
weariness, and weakness. Even worse, her Aurean children were
much fewer than they had been, and she felt lesser for it. She
glanced around at the few Gods near enough to her that she could
see them with her eyes, which were far greater than a human’s might
ever aspire to be – even if she was mortal now.
Haestos was helping Kaneitha up off the ground. She had fallen
upon a copse of sycamores, which grew on the southern end of an
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isle in the Westlichreich, obliterating them into kindling-sized pieces.
The remains of the former Kerathi city of Lunde were nearby, hardly
recognizable as having been a city, even if it had only been a few
Munths since it had been laid to ruin. Juria was watching Haestos
with a covetous look, wishing she had fallen as gracelessly as
Maletos’ sister, the Goddess of Shadows and Darkness. Kaneitha
wasn’t shy about holding onto Haestos’ muscular arms as he helped
her up either.
Maletos snorted in disgust. She knew there were greater things to
worry about, but she could not fight her nature, or the natures of her
rivals. Her sister was but one of three that wished for her husband,
along with Juria and Yenis, though Yenis had been so cold since she
had lost Haestos to her that it was often hard to discern the
difference between her indifference and her affection. On the other
hand, Kaneitha, half a heart or not, still made her desires clear,
whenever she thought her elder sister wasn’t looking. Juria, sultry
though she was, was more circumspect and vague in her
approaches, but she stole secret moments with the God of the
Firmament now and then, too.
Rishalt came swimming up swiftly, splashing in the water like an
otter as he came up through the blackened ruins of Lunde. The God
of Beasts abruptly switched to more feline features as he stepped
onto the land, and spent a few moments sniffing out a few voles and
a brace of rabbits that he quickly devoured. He’d never looked
happier or better fed. Come to think of it though, Maletos didn’t
remember ever haven eaten before. She had never enjoyed taking
on a human or an animal form, so she had never experienced living
as Rishalt often did. The idea of the Queen of the Pantheon
becoming a lowlier form just to have to go through such things as
relieving one’s self, stuffing food in one’s mouth, and drooling in her
sleep just seemed idiotic. Therefore, she’d abstained from one of the
few pastimes allowed to deities. There were only so many things to
do in the heavens, and yet, she’d never been tempted to do mortal
activities.
Robed and sandaled Ocel frowned over at Rishalt as he gobbled
down the animals, but only slightly because he was busy waving his
shepherd’s crook at the ruins, trying to nurse the plants back to
growing healthily. They did grow, if slower than he wanted. She
smirked. Ocel had always been a lower tier God, a weak man with
his hands on simple things like sheep and beans. Such a God could
not compare to her.
More distant, on another isle, Ithilia and Solmin were taking
advantage of the new sensations they now felt, and they were
copulating like the rabbits that Rishalt was devouring. Fat Holeitha
was blubbering into her hands about the state of things, and Oria
was doing her best to console her, being the peacemaker and
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comforter she was. Her gaze swept then to Thuraish, who was a fullgrown man presently, and he looked grimly back at her.
“You are deeply bothered by all that has occurred? You should be
untouched, being that you are the God of forces untouchable by
human hands and dreams.”
Thuraish shook his head. “I am busier than you might think,
especially now. You misunderstand my appeal to all of the mortals
on these isles. There is not a single one that does not think of me.
What vain woman does not wish to curry favor with the God of Time
so that they can keep the beauty of youth, or return to it? What man
on his deathbed does not with for just another few Ouers or Dees?
They all look to me, Maletos, and even if they worship you others
with more gold and riches, many of their prayers are to me.”
Maletos frowned at being disagreed with. That seemed to be
happening more frequently as of late. Haestos looked her way after
someone mumbled a comment directed her way. He wore a pained
expression, but she could not tell who had made the comment.
“What is it?” She demanded, noticing that they were all gathering
around her.
“You have fouled this up royally, big sister.” Kaneitha replied with a
strong tone of judgment that swelled up in her voice just as darkness
bloomed around her.
“Have I now? I was not the one who attacked and failed to kill a
glorified cow.” Maletos glared at Rishalt, who licked a bit of rabbit fur
from his claws and looked up meekly. “You even had that clown,
Vorcinth with you. Where is he now anyway? I don’t see him about.”
Braccen brushed his thinning hair across the shiny crown of his
head and then folded his hands together over his stomach, jingling a
bag of coins on his belt as he did so. “He’s probably off playing
pranks on Chaveaoux. She’s such an easy target, with all those
gadgets he can mess with.”
Maletos gave Braccen a withering look. He looked away and
whistled to himself. She’d been trying to deflect this uncomfortable
attention away from herself. For as long as her memory ran back,
she had never backed down from anyone. She had always fought for
what she wanted. After all, she had won Haestos and the leadership
of the Pantheon. Now, in flesh and blood, she found herself
discomfited by a few eyes upon her. She felt frumpy and unsure, and
her skin itched as anxiety built within her breast.
She decided that it was best to come up with a plan, especially if
they were all going to stare at her expectantly. “We should find
Cainel and Comrain. They will be able to set up a watch and defend
us from the next tricks these overgrown bovine attempt.” She
suggested.
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“That path of inaction is what brought us here first.” Juria pointed
out, tossing her hair and staring down her perfect nose haughtily at
Maletos.
Maletos nearly bit into her tongue in anger. She combed an angry
hand through her golden hair and leaned aggressively toward the
curvaceous Goddess of Royalty, Empires, and Beauty. “I don’t recall
you doing much to prevent the Land’s Children from rising up.”
Juria was not one to be baited into a physical confrontation, not
when many of her worshippers were dead. There may have been a
great victory at Jhiza, but the cost in lives had been staggering, and
that alone would have weakened her. Unfortunately, the whole
western half of her people’s lands had been pillaged and most of
those people were dead or displaced as well.
“I have led my people against the Lost Ones, another threat that
you urged us not to worry about.” Juria responded coolly, earning
nods from her fellow deities. “Not only that, I did have some of the
hunters from among my people kill the weak and isolated members
of the herd in The Vale. The Elegians and the Ox-Men have a longstanding truce, and though it was not easily broken, I managed, at
least in part. Besides, I might not have needed to do anything if you
had not let your Aureans get so unruly to begin with. Let us not forget
that is your adopted children, the children you stole from the Lost
Ones, who have brought all of this upon us. Had they not been
ruining the world, I doubt the Ox-Men would have even strayed from
their pastures. They are a peaceful people by nature.”
“Those cows have made us flesh and blood!” Maletos shouted.
“We might even be able to die.” Nelius pointed out, slinking up
beside Kaneitha like a shadow. He gave her a wicked smile and put
a companionable hand on her arm. She did not shake it off, but she
did not exactly welcome it either. There was not a deity among the
Pantheon that did not find Nelius at least a little bit creepy.
“We must get Cainel and Comrain. They are the strongest warriors
among us.” Maletos insisted, sticking to her plan.
“So you would wait here and try to counteract anything else they
might do?” Juria asked, apparently the leader for the anti-Maletos
faction that seemed to be emerging.
“As flesh and blood, I feel it is our duty to stay together for mutual
protection, until we can reverse what has been done to us. While we
do that, we will have our children kill the Ox-Men herds down to the
last calf.” She explained.
Then, looking off to the north, she spotted the brothers, who were
running a race against one another as they searched their isles for
survivors, few though they were. The brothers arrived shortly after,
panting and laughing as they slapped each other on the back in a
congratulatory manner.
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“It is easy to see why you failed in your role as Queen of the Gods.”
A pleasant, but powerful voice called over to them.
They all turned to look, especially Juria, who was intrigued by the
timbre of the voice. Uman stood just off the edge of the isle, held up
by Tulis and Marceaupo, who caused the water to form a great
throne for him, although he was not currently seated. Greveth, with
her dress torn down past her navel to expose the swell of her belly
and the curves of her chest, stood beside him, her hair whipping like
elemental fire. She looked formidable beyond anything these others
had seen from her before.
Even with such an escort, Uman easily stole the attention. He was
at once both modest and bold. He was humble yet proud, strong yet
gentle, powerful yet gracious. There was something about his
character and his features that appealed to each deity present, and
while the women cast envious gazes at Greveth, who stood by his
side, the men bristled like dogs sensing a challenge to their territory.
Even Ithilia and Solmin paused their lovemaking on the next isle to
cross the short expanse of waters so they might come eye the God
of Dreams with two pairs of lusty eyes.
Maletos could not help but stare at the man either. He was striking,
more so even than her husband. Her face became a mask then, and
she summoned all of her regality and power into her voice, rising
above the ground like a miniature sun as she threw out her words at
Uman. “I do not recognize you or any accusations you throw at me,
you throwback of godhood. Who are you to question Maletos,
Consort of Haestos, Goddess of the Sun, and Queen of the Gods?”
Uman smiled and looked to his own consort, the Goddess of Earth,
Mountains, and Fire, who stood beside him, glowering like a pillar of
fire. At the challenge from Maletos, Greveth brightened even further,
until her hair stood over her head like an inferno several Mayters
high. Before, she might have given in to Maletos, but in this Ouer
Greveth was unafraid. She cast her husband-son a proud nod, and
Uman smiled as Tulis and Marceaupo also nodded to affirm their
support.
Uman took a step off the water onto the land, and Maletos’ eyes
burned with anger. She sent forth all the heat and fire she could at
the four rebels, and if it scorched the ground down to the roots of
every plant nearby, it did not so much as light a single hair on
Uman’s body on fire. Born of a mother like Greveth, fire could not
touch him. Similarly, Greveth was unharmed, and her two siblings
did little more than steam uncomfortably.
“I speak not to the woman whose time of rule fades as her power
leaves her, but to those of you whose time yet remains.” Uman
declared, ignoring Maletos’ continuing fire as if it were nothing at all.
“You are all still tied to the peoples of this world, and that is at once
your strength and weakness. I, on the other hand, am a hybrid: part
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of the world, part of the divine, and part of mortal flesh. I can go
everywhere, draw strength from any source, and do more than any
of you can imagine. These three behind me have sworn themselves
to me, and I will make them great. Greveth shall have my child, even
now it grows in her belly, the first God born of Gods in memory.”
“You are a new God.” Rishalt pointed out, grinning toothily. His
feline features made his feral grin both threatening and odd, but he
meant no harm toward Uman, and the God of Dreams knew this.
Uman shook his head. “I am an old God who slumbered long before
finally being born. My essence was distilled by the world and touched
by man while I was still immature. I am therefore a part of all three
spheres of creation. So shall my son be.”
Maletos gave up at this point, sinking back to the earth, which
glowed red hot beneath her. She snorted derisively. “What do we
care about your child with all that is happening? Matters of great
import are in progress, and you speak of children that cannot help
us.”
“I offer the future.” Uman answered, staring at Thuraish, who shifted
nervously, as if he knew more than he’d admitted. “With you, there is
only dwindling and loss. With me, any of you might have children,
create more, and become more.”
“How can a God or Goddess become more than what we are?”
Maletos scoffed, looking for support from her subjects, but finding
none. Their attention was fully on Uman, whose words were hypnotic
and appealing.
“Why should we follow you?” Cainel demanded, breaking the
silence. He crossed his arms in front of him and nudged his brother
with an elbow to gain his support.
“Yes, we have an order to things.” Comrain agreed hastily.
“Does that order include following this frightened woman into total
destruction? What has she done for you but lead our kind to this
terrible crossroads?” Uman asked the two brothers, but there was no
answer for such a question.
“What can be done?” Juria asked, smiling winsomely. She licked
her plump lips and cast her most seductive gaze at Uman, but she
stopped when Greveth’s fiery gaze caught her and dried her moist
lips from afar. In Greveth, Juria realized she’d more than met her
match. Things had certainly changed.
“We can go to Cenalium and help Anthea.” He replied. “Surely you
remember that girl? She has been central since the beginning of
these events, and she will continue to be important until the end. It
can be no other way.”
Juria was not entirely certain about that, for it seemed dangerous,
possibly more than Maletos’ plan. Unlike the brothers Comrain and
Cainel, she was not spoiling for a battle. “Anthea? Why should we
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Gods work for her? We have helped her before, but we have never
worked for her. She has been our instrument.”
Maletos had had enough. She could hear no more. This had to end.
Her fists balled up and she took a threatening step toward Uman, but
Haestos caught her arm and shook his head when she looked at him
in confusion. “Stay, wife. Let him say his piece.” He said.
She tried to shake his hand off, but she found that she could not.
For the first time ever, her husband was stronger than her, and now
that he was, he was betraying her, working against her wishes.
Angry words tried to find their way to her mouth, but her voice did not
work any longer. She saw her reflection in his disappointed eyes,
and she could not bear it. Her heart felt as if it would burst, and tears
filled her eyes, hot shameful tears. She said no more, but sank to the
ground and wept. Her tears sizzled and steamed upon the ground,
which was still scalding hot from her previous outburst.
Uman offered his answer when she was silent. “Anthea is one of
four great beings on this world right now; I am also one; the Lost
Ones are another; the Ox-Man that has become the Sum of All
Lands is the last, but Anthea seems to be the most important one
among the four of us. Each of us is tied to the great powers of being,
and each of us will have a part to play. The Lost Ones must be
destroyed, the world must be awoken, and we Gods must find our
new place in the scheme of things. If you wish for any or all of these
things to happen, then you must put your strength with at least one
of the three of us that oppose the Lost Ones, or all is lost.”
“We will not kill the Ox-Man? Is he not dangerous?” Cainel asked.
He was eager for any challenge of arms where he might be able to
test his strength, especially against one possibly stronger than
himself.
Uman shook his head. “We need him to wake the world, and he is
not entirely our enemy. The Land’s Children serve the world, and if
we stop looking to harm the world by imposing our petty wishes upon
it, we will cease being their enemies. He might also be convinced to
help us against the Lost Ones, for they are formidable in their den,
and our might will be lessened upon their tainted ground. These are
our ancient enemies, from ages past. Their powers have focused
and have become strong, fermenting and gaining potency in the
many Hectoyarres since we last fought. Anthea will help us get to
them, or she may even try to destroy them on her own. However it
happens, for these are certainly uncertain times, we must work
together, lest we surrender any advantages we might have in the
time after the Lost Ones are gone.”
Kaneitha wore a severe look upon her face. She had a terrible
question to ask Uman, and she did so hesitantly. “And when this is
over, what will become of us, of her, and of the Ox-Man?”
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“I doubt that she or the Ox-Man will survive this, but we will be
needed to create a new order. The people of the world must be free
of us, and we must be free of them. Let us become independent of
one another and serve each other, for mutual survival.”
“It is time for change.” Thuraish agreed, looking to an empty sand
clock he held in his hands. He cast it aside, but it did not break upon
the rocky shore.
“Then we go to Cenalium.” Comrain declared, casting his gaze that
way and raising a bow. Cainel, beside him, lifted a heavy spear in
one hand and a blade in the other, clanging them together.
Kaneitha folded her arms in front of her and let the shadows of the
trees and land rise to envelop her pale form. “Will the mortals see
us?”
“They will feel us more than see us, though some may see us,
those who understand more of how the world works.” Uman replied.
“But you must call the others and gather them. The army Anthea that
rides with will need our help, and they are soon to arrive at the isle of
Maethlin. The Lost Ones will do their best to stop her. If she falls,
only the Ox-Man and I will remain to stop the Lost Ones. Even I, in
my strength, might not be able to stop the Lost Ones if they gather all
of their force into one body.”
“Then we must hurry. The mortals need our divine aid.” Oria
proclaimed, not realizing that she was asking the Gods to go to war.
Still, she was good at inspiring cooperation, even if it was for battle.
Before they could go, there was something Uman had to do. He
had to offer Maletos a chance at redemption or a chance to condemn
herself completely. He was not one to exclude any that might be of
assistance. “There is still a place for you with us, Maletos. You may
not be the Queen any longer, but you are still one of us. That is
something you needn’t forfeit.”
“Go, traitors.” She cried bitterly, swatting away the hand he offered
her in friendship. “Run away and play with this new God. See if he
can lead you as well as I have. Perhaps you all unwittingly follow
Efficeth, the child of the Dark Pair, who has come to destroy the
world. The world has ended, I say! The Gods have fallen, evils walk
the world in handsome guises, and all life shall end.”
Many looked upon her sadly, though none so much as Haestos,
who stayed with her as long as he could. Eventually, even he left
her, for she would not allow him to stay and see her in such a weak
state. She chased him away with her cruel words and accusations of
betrayal. When she sent him away, he went to catch up with the
others. He would lend his help against the Lost Ones, even if his wife
did not, though she had effectively relieved him of this position by
banishing him from her side. He would not be the King of the Gods
anymore, just as she would no longer be Queen of the Gods. He was
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free of her, and he would not shirk when it was his chance to help –
some things were more important than titles.
The host of Gods went north and west, gathering the rest of their
kind together, those that would gather to Uman’s side at least. Other
than Maletos, only Elecin, Thuraish, and Fallu did not join Uman.
Fallu was content to stay and aid the Muerans that worshipped him,
while Thuraish and Elecin were unwilling to do more than observe all
that occurred. Those were forces that could not come into play. Time
and the Future are hardly pliable, even for the Gods.
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CHAPTER 190
If every soldier lost were truly worth exactly seventy gold Markes,
as the crown reckons the cost of fully training and outfitting a proper
soldier, I’d still not make the trade. Not even one would I give up,
even if I had to sell everything I owned and work the rest of my life to
pay for each of them. That price is simply too low for all that a soldier
can do for his country…
- Excerpt from Hans Karllack’s ‘Memoirs of my Time with the Bold
Company’
th

 Sechsdee, the 26 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Since Bedros’ arrival, Corydon had worked feverishly to safeguard
his base of operations. He still knew nothing of the Sum of All Lands
dwelling upon his mountain, because he had become a part of the
landscape, a piece of the land that seemed so natural that none
would see him unless they had some sense of the world’s will. Yet,
after using the Flash Towers and other conventional methods of
gathering intelligence rather than accepting the Lost Ones’ word for
what was occurring in distant places, Corydon had learned how
thoroughly his allies had deceived him, and he had begun working to
undo the damage that had been done.
The Lost Ones had not spoken of Orsen’s loss at Pandrine. They
had said nothing of this new alliance that had gathered and
destroyed that fleet of several thousand Lost Ones, which had been
a full third of his forces. Nor had they spoken of Aram’s defeat, but
when he did not answer calls from Flash Towers, Corydon could only
assume that Aram and his forces were gone too. How that had
happened, he did not know, but they had been the greatest piece of
his army, and Aram was a very able commander. The cost to the
enemy must have been staggering, but that was of little comfort to
him when all that remained to him then was the small force of
soldiers within the city, which he had called before him. What he had
seen left his head spinning.
He had expected to see the greater part of a thousand soldiers
available to him. After all, he had specifically chosen a thousand men
to hold in reserve, all Dark Aureans. Then they had begun to die
mysteriously, victims of the poisons the intruders in Lower Cenalium
had dumped in the waters that fed Cenalium, contaminating both the
drinking and bathing water. The efforts to root the intruders out and
keep them contained in the dark caverns below had cost him several
scores of soldiers. Yet, after the poisons and losses in the caverns,
he should have had at least seven hundred soldiers left, six hundred
at the absolute least. Somehow, at least another hundred had gone
missing, probably more.
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Searching the grounds about Cenalium had left few clues, but he
knew they were dead. Somehow they had died, and their bodies had
disappeared. He suspected that it had something to do with the
noises he’d heard four Dees past, a sort of roar or howl that had
shook the entire mountain. Try as he might, he could not account for
that sound or the missing soldiers, and the Lost Ones had stopped
answering his calls. Searching the halls for them had proven to be a
futile effort. It appeared as though they had abandoned him when he
needed them most.
That had left him scrambling to come up with defenses, because if
the impossible had occurred and they had been utterly defeated on
both fronts of his war, it would only be a matter of time before the
enemies came looking for him. Suddenly, the Darksight Outlooks
had not seemed so infallible. He realized how vulnerable he was to a
combined attack by air and sea. It seemed unlikely, and therefore
altogether possible in these uncertain times, that the bigoted Aurean
loyalists might actually side with Lowlanders and work together to
bring about an end to his attempts to bring his enlightenment to the
whole world.
As precautionary measures, he’d done a number of things. First,
he had put out a call for all available Dark Aureans and Lost Ones
soldiers to return to Maethlin. Illias was to bring as many available
soldiers as he could from Tibusin, and keep them Dark Aureans if
possible. He no longer trusted the Lost Ones, even though he
needed their strength. Emlen had responded to this call as well. He
had been assaulting Durenia when the call came, but he had sent a
portion of his men north. Corydon had also ordered him to send a
small force to the Forsaken Islands as a ‘seed force’ that might be
used in the future if all else failed now. Illias had already sent some
men east by boat from Skanelan, as Corydon had ordered, but they
had not gone far. In fact, they seemed to be circling closer to
Maethlin, rather than going east as he’d ordered. The Lost Ones, he
figured, were controlling them and using them to work toward their
own preservation, and while they had not told him of their defeats, at
least they were still willing to fight to save their own skins. Otherwise,
they’d not have kept those forces near. Other forces under Chael’s
command, the remnants of the army that had pulverized the northern
portion of the Kerathi Clan Isles, were also drawing near to Maethlin.
All that would answer his call had, and he would have to make due
with what he had left, until such a time as he could capture another
Grancitta and make a new army, as he hoped Emlen could
accomplish.
Then, he’d sent out his spotters and spies. Most of them returned
with news of everything being clear, but few of the Fliers sent east
returned at all, which spoke strongly of an approaching force that
had a strong Flier escort. His worst fears were confirmed after one
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spy returned with a Pictoimage showing a portion of a large
advancing fleet. After that, he had called back all of his Fliers. He
would waste no more of them just to get a better look. Instead, he’d
turned toward strengthening his physical defenses, since his soldiers
were certainly going to be fewer than the enemies’ armies appeared
to be. He would have to hold out until Illias, Emlen, and Chael sent
their support.
The five hundred soldiers under his command had been working
almost ceaselessly every Ouer of the last four Dees, seeing to it that
any landing would be hard, be it by air or sea. They’d blown apart the
piers and then they’d strewn boulders and wreckage in the harbors.
Around the isle’s eastern approach, he’d had hazards dropped in the
water, things that would be on no seaman’s chart. Boulders and
twisted metal would snag and grind at passing hulls, hopefully
sinking or entangling a number of ships, as well as slowing down the
fleet. They’d also strung netting and cables between the towers of
Cenalium, making it very difficult for any Fliers to fly through or land,
except in a few selected areas he’d chosen, where his forces would
be waiting to overwhelm and repel any attacks from the air.
Finally, he’d gathered every Crystal Pod in the city near his
Darksight Outlooks. The enemy would surely arrive in the night,
when the sun was not available, with the hope that his defensive
weapons would be useless. They would be severely limited, but they
would not be useless. He might not have the sun itself, but he would
have likely the moon and thousands of Crystal Pods that had stored
the sun’s energy. With any luck, he’d burn up several command
ships before they landed, leaving the alliance foundering upon his
shores until his reinforcements arrived.

The Ouer was either very late or very early when the alliance
arrived, depending on how one saw it. Making war in the dead of the
night was a risky thing, for the shores of Maethlin were not entirely
inviting. There was a reason that there had only been two major
ports on the isle when it was in Kerathi hands, and while Corydon
had held those two cities, changes had been made. They learned
that much when several hulls were ruptured, torn apart by new
obstacles put in the way of their arrival.
It was entirely unavoidable, really. Either they waited until the light
of the Dee so they could see their obstacles, and risked being
burned alive for it, or they could approach by night, sending skiffs
and shoreboats out ahead of them to help thread them through
Corydon’s watery minefield. But, even with the skiffs and the men in
them calling back to the ships following, there were casualties.
Thankfully, most of the soldiers survived such crashes, and there
were ships near enough to rescue sailors from the sinking or
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grounded vessels. Most of this had to be done in the moonlight,
which was faint enough with all of the clouds. No ship was allowed
an open flame or unshuttered lantern, since a light could be spotted
from quite a distance upon the sea. Still, in the darkness, lanterns
were necessary, if only for signaling. Every now and then, someone
would unshutter one side of their lantern to signal nearby ships, if
only for a Saycund. It was a necessary risk when the alternative was
another line of ships piling into one that had already run aground.
Clouds were another mixed blessing. Many men cursed Aaren for
the lack of light he caused when he stirred the skies, but just as
many thanked him for saving them from the light that would reveal
them to the enemy. But if the skies were full of activity, the seas were
like glass. The push of the Gods was gone, and they were letting the
army land peacefully, rather than running them right up upon the
shore. In fact, the winds were so still on the water that the ships had
all had to run out oars or get towed in by galleys that had more than
their share of oars.
Even being quiet, it was only a matter of time before they were
noticed. They’d not had even been able to land a single soldier on
Maethlin when it happened. Even with the escort Fliers that Iago had
provided, they were not safe from Corydon’s aerial attacks. Painted
such a dark blue as to be black, the Fliers were on top of them and
heard before they were seen. Corydon had even gone so far as to
put covers on the portals and remove the banks of crystal that
absorbed the sun’s light. Such things would have just served to offer
glints of moonlight and betray the position of the crafts, so they did
without. Only when they were upon the ships did they uncover their
portals and begin tearing about with arc-fire and wrath. Several Fliers
plunged too far though, uncovering their portals too late to pull up
from the nauseating dives they’d gone into, or not at all. No doubt
there were several Flier crews who never even realized they were
nearly to the water before their lives ended in deafening crashes.
Others, those who happened to open their portals too late, had a
Saycund or two of horrible realization at the end of their lives, a
moment of terror right before they hit the water or happened to
smash into an alliance ship. Their training in the wind had not
prepared them for how fast a Flier could fall on an absolutely still
night.
Arc-fire lit up the surface of the sea, and several ships caught
ablaze, but it was not until the awful fires of the Darksight Outlooks
swept down upon them that they realized what the true goal of these
suicide bombers was: to illuminate the enemy. Though they did not
realize that Corydon had but a limited supply of Crystal Pods with
which to feed his terrible devices, they did realize that they had gone
from nearly invisible to bright flaring targets on the shore of Maethlin.
Crews melted from the heat of the Darksight Outlooks’ concentrated
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beams of light, and pitch that had been worked into the grooves
between the boards and planks of ships burst into flame.
Iago’s mirror ships swung into action, putting themselves between
the awful fiery death and the crews that were scrambling to avoid it.
They were agile little ships, but they carried massive mirrors that had
been built several Centis thick, with baffles built beneath them to
help disperse the tremendous heat that the Darksight Outlooks
would certainly cause. With those mirrors lifted up, they could deflect
the fire of Corydon’s weapons, if only for a time. Unfortunately, these
crews were untried in such maneuvers, and it was hard for them to
control their crafts and accurately deflect the deadly beams with the
mirrors. More than once they crashed into a nearby ship as they
went to its rescue or happened to swing a beam of light across an
adjacent ship by accident. Or, if they stayed within the light for too
long, the mirrors overheated and cracked. Mirror ships burned as
well as others once their mirrors broke, and the shattering shards of
molten mirror glass were no kinder fate than the sizzling heat of the
Darksight Outlooks.
The Muerans were the first to come up with a solution, though it
was still a great sacrifice for them. Muerans are not only the greatest
sailors, but also the greatest swimmers in all of the Broken Crown.
They were able to start their own ships afire to draw the attention of
the distant Darksight Outlook operators, who thought that the Fliers
had set them alight. While what was left of their vessels burned
under the concentrated fire of Corydon’s weapons, the Muerans
swam to shore or other ships.
Rolf was the second person to try to do something about Corydon’s
mountaintop weapons, though he hesitated to try his rifle because of
the great distance, and because firing the rifle might give away his
position and bring the enemy down upon his ship. But there was no
one else. Anthea might be very strong with her enchantments, but he
had never seen her reach several Kilomes away. From this distance,
there was only one thing that had a prayer of reaching the enemy.
With the Fliers of the divided Aurean nation battling above him, Rolf
took aim on the city of Cenalium and Corydon’s terrible weapons.
The first time he pulled the trigger, the beam of faith lanced
skyward, arcing toward the Darksight Outlooks like a tube of
blackness, a void of being that leapt from the barrel of his weapon.
He had fired Chaveaoux’s rifle many times before. He had killed the
Rumani monsters, the Mulo, and he’d shot down Dark Aurean Fliers,
but he’d never done anything like this. His arms shook with the effort
of holding the weapon steady as the faith tore away from it, a vast
torrent of power that rattled his teeth and made him stumble. The
weapon kicked violently, and he struggled to hold it so that it pointed
even roughly toward his target. Then it was just too much. His arms
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fell, and his fingers let go of the trigger. The stream of faith died well
short of the Darksight Outlooks, and his arms felt like rubber.
Somewhere across the fleet, Makan used his spear once more. The
narwhal tusk glowed with energy as he dipped its tip into the water
and the carvings the Uleaut wise man Nantai had done flickered with
inner light. Mostly, he used the ice in defense of his ship and others
nearby, using the ice and water to douse fire and throw up barriers to
block arc-fire. Ice was a poor match for arc-fire, but he did what he
could. Sometimes, if he could catch sight of an approaching Flier, he
could fling spears of ice at the Flier or raise a wall up directly in front
of it. Each success was hard to come by, and he exhausted himself
doing what little he could to protect Anthea and the army she would
need to reach Cenalium. However, outside of his small realm of
influence, ships burned brightly, illuminating the entire fleet with their
sorrowful glow.
Rolf could sense the growing desperation that filled his senses, a
wave of anxiety and despair that was floating across the water like
fog. Fire from above still raked across the alliance fleet. Ships were
burning, the smell of scorched flesh and burnt wood reached his
nostrils, and the screams of his allies sounded in his ears. The
enemy had not noticed their ship yet, and he knew that he had to try
again, or this whole effort might stall here on the shores of Maethlin.
It had taken a lot to get here, and after coming so far he was not
about to give in after just one try. The Muerans and Forlatett beside
him shouted encouragement when he raised the weapon again.
Tuari was beside him, and he lent his hands to Rolf’s arms to
support him. With a silent nod that passed between them, Rolf pulled
the trigger once more.
This time, he gritted his teeth, closed his eyes, and concentrated on
the image of the fierce light shining down from the distant
mountaintop. He could remember a faint shape there, the outline of
the devices that were killing the alliance. Without sight, using only
faith, he channeled his hopes and dreams toward the mountain.
Only, he was not alone. He could feel Tuari with him. Together, they
were still not enough. When their legs shook and their arms looked
as if they might fail, he felt Loe and Banagher reach forward. He felt
hands upon his back and supporting his shoulders. The faith of
those with him joined his own great will, and he felt the beam of faith
propel upward to its end.
When the beam of faith hit the terrible fire of the Darksight Outlooks
being focused through its lenses and mirrors, an explosion rocked
the city of Cenalium. A backlash rippled down the trail that the beam
of faith had taken, and Rolf was knocked to the deck of his ship
along with his companions. One of Corydon’s weapons was
completely destroyed, but it had shaken them all and left them
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stunned, as if they were a school of fish that had just been
dynamited.
Numb all over, Rolf struggled to his feet, ignoring the ringing in his
ears, the deadness of his hands, and the sizzle of his skin against
the rifle’s barrel. “Once more!” He cried aloud, and this time he felt
the faith of the fleet swell around him. They had seen his success,
and a victorious cry had gone up after the explosion.
This time, the faith of thousands was with him, and though each
man and woman in the fleet felt a tremble of weariness and
numbness roll over them after the second explosion, they were not
knocked down. Some did fall from the rigging of their ships or
stumble over the railing, but it was not like the first time.
After the third shot, the Darksight Outlooks went quiet. It was just as
well, for the weapon Rolf had used was useless, its barrel twisted
and bent by the heat and force of what it had shot. It would never fire
faith again. At least no more fire came down upon the fleet from the
mountaintop, and Iago’s new Aurean Fliers had shot down all of
Corydon’s black Fliers, all that had not fled back to Cenalium
anyway.
The alliance fleet continued on, making their way to the shore,
battered but not beaten. They had just overcome the worst of
Corydon’s weapons, and now the fight for the shores would begin.
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CHAPTER 191
In every struggle, be it between one man and another, man and the
land, or a man and beast, there is always an aggressor and a target
of that aggression, the latter of which is a defender either willingly or
by necessity. Neither is right or wrong until the fight is over. The way
of the world makes the loser wrong and the winner right. Justice
does not figure into the equation, only strength. A wise man then
picks his fights wisely, because if the land is unforgiving and beasts
are unpredictable, it is man that is truly unyielding and dangerous…
- Excerpt from Ezhno’s ‘The World is Still Blue’
th

 Sayvensdee, the 27 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
The varied forces of the Broken Crown were doing their best to
make it to the peak where Cenalium sat like a crown jewel, while
Corydon was doing his best to hold out until reinforcements arrived.
Illias, Emlen, and Chael were coming, but they would not arrive all at
once. Until that point, he was on his own, with only half a thousand
men to call his army.
Getting to the shore was the easy part for the alliance, if a quarter
of the fleet having been sunk or burned to the waterline could be
considered easy. Things had actually gone well in line with what
they’d all expected. They had expected Corydon to have tricks and
nasty weapons, and they had expected losses on their side. All this
had come to pass, and while the leaders of the alliance did not like
what had happened, they had accepted it and moved on. They could
not have known about the underwater traps that had been set for
them or Corydon’s stashes of Crystal Pods that he’d used to power
the Darksight Outlooks. Those things had been done too recently for
that information to leak out from any of the survivors from Maethlin or
the spies still living there.
And there were survivors, as impossible as it seemed. Defectors
had begun fleeing Cenalium after Corydon had taken power and
usurped the Greater Helion’s authority. Others had left before or
during the mass transformations. Few to none had come out since
then. So far as anyone knew, even the spies left within the city might
be gone. All Aureans still in Cenalium were considered to be
enemies, regardless of their ties. Even the most honorable spies
were suspect of having gone over to Corydon’s side. After all,
anyone left in the city was a Dark Aurean, and trusting them was little
more than a wild hope, even if they had once been loyal spies
working for the Grand Helion or his agents.
As to Kerathi survivors, they were few and far between, especially
from Maethlin. Most of the inhabitants of Maethlin had been
slaughtered by hunting and raiding parties, used as slaves and then

278

PERENNIALS
target practice, or they had been run out of their homes to starve in
the few gullies and hidden places that were too minor to come under
the attention of Corydon and his soldiers. They’d gone to ground,
hiding like wild beasts in dark caves and in the deepest parts of the
broadest forests. Considering the lives these survivors had, the dead
might have been the lucky ones.
Now, of those Kerathi that actually escaped Maethlin, most of them
had sought shelter on nearby isles, only to have them fall under the
successive waves of Dark Aurean and Lost One attacks. They had
run from one slaughter just to fall in another, until nearly all of the
men, women, and children who had once called Maethlin home had
been exterminated. Like ants, they had been massacred wholesale.
Few had escaped, and of those few, there were no more than a man
could count on two hands with the alliance fleet. Those that had
survived the scourging the Dark Aureans had given their homelands
had spread out across the Kerathi Clan Isles. It was as if they feared
to stay near any of their fellow survivors, because they’d see too
much pain and fear reflected in each other’s eyes.
From these few survivors, the leaders of the alliance had pieced
together a very vague idea of the modern geography of Maethlin,
mostly the layout of the Dark Aurean forts and fortifications, but also
any changes to the hillsides, the forests, and, most importantly, the
approaches to the mountains. Hills had been mined out, forests had
been cut down to build boats and barricades, harbors had been
dredged and remade, and roads had been widened just to allow
quicker troop movement from Cenalium to the shores, where the
soldiers would load onto boats and go out into the world to create
suffering.
A young girl name Maija was the alliance’s greatest help in terms of
the new layout of Maethlin, as she had been in the slave teams that
had gone with the early fleets of Dark Aureans when they had begun
their attacks on the Westlichreich, the Western Kerathi Clan Isles.
She had been a galley slave. Her job had been to walk down the
unsteady decks of the Dark Aurean galleys that Kerathi slaves had
helped build, and she had carried a bucket of water to quench the
thirsts of Corydon’s rowers and soldiers. Apparently, one Guardian
named Diem had taken a liking to her, and he had kept her nearby,
even protecting her from his fellows. When Diem had fallen at Lunde,
she escaped a terrible fate and joined up with Kerathi survivors
there. Her story was long, but suffice it to say, she had found her
way to the fleet when they had passed by the last remaining sizeable
stronghold of the Kerathi at Ange. Since then, she had helped them
map out Maethlin.
Though they had approached near Norsjalde, they had not actually
used that port, but rather a new port that was north of that city, one
that the Dark Aureans had built with the help of Kerathi slaves they
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had taken after the fall of Maethlin. Had the fleet entered either the
old port at Norsjalde or the one at Fjorlen, they would have been
greeted by dozens of powerful, explosive, submerged charges that
would have blown up a significantly larger portion of the fleet than
the quarter they had lost to the Darksight Outlooks and Fliers, and
they owed all this to a little girl who had been spared by the kindness
of a Dark Aurean Guardian. As they say, no good deed goes
unpunished, and there was not a single captain or leader in the fleet
that did not thank the Gods of the Pantheon that at least one man in
all of the enemy’s armies had shown a slight bit of mercy. The
Rumani loved the tragedy of the story, but the Kerathi hailed her as a
saint, a child blessed by the Gods.
Maija and the other survivors had done more than just helping them
avoid the pitfalls of Fjorlen though. They had also shown them where
the new roads were, and the soldiers of the alliance had hit the
ground running, pushing toward the broad avenues that had been
built to usher soldiers out of Cenalium. Traps had been laid upon
those roads as well, but the Forlatett sought them out and disarmed
them with great alacrity. Their woodcraft and tracking skills were
unsurpassable, and they could find even the best-hid traps with only
moderate efforts. So it was that Nishan’s men were leading the
charge toward Corydon’s home, bypassing obstacles and fighting
past small teams of ambushers that laid in wait for them. With a
furious single-mindedness, he carved his way south and west toward
the new roads that ran up the mountain toward the enemy’s capital.
The enemy did all they could to slow their progress, leaving mines
on the road, felling trees across stretches of land and setting them
afire, and sending suicide troops at them. The bombs never stopped
falling either, and if few actually hit and killed soldiers, they were
certainly demoralizing. Few soldiers could stop from flinching when
they heard the whistling approach of bombs. Corydon’s men knew
which bombs were fakes – bomb-shaped apparatuses without any
explosive materials within – and which ones were real, but the
alliance did not. Sometimes the enemy charged even if the real
bombs were falling. They lost some of their own men to the bombs
when they came in to fight, hitting as fast and hard as they could
before melting back into the shadows and the rocky foothills that
surrounded Cenalium. Iago’s Fliers were of little use, because
Corydon’s layers of defenses were still strong enough around his city
to deter any loyal Aurean forces from approaching from the air, and
his Fliers dropped their bombs from such a high altitude that it was
hard to stop them.
It was a deadly game of hit-and-miss, with neither side committing
to an all-out battle, because the stakes were so high. Both sides
knew that a single defeat here could be the end of their cause. If the
alliance fell apart here and was eradicated, it would be near on
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impossible to raise such a force again in time for it to be of any use,
and there would be no one left to lead it. Aynglica and Elegius would
each stand alone, refusing to help one another as Corydon raised a
new army to destroy them. Or, if Corydon lost here, his entire new
race might very well end. The Dark Aureans and all they stood for
could be wiped out.

When Anthea arrived as near to the front of the battle as any would
allow her, Fadri was toweling blood off of Nishan’s forehead, where a
gash opened by an Aurean blade had closed in the space of
Saycunds. Rolf stood a short distance away, a long rifle loaded and
ready to use, and a pair of barrels from two other rifles poking up
over his shoulders. Despite having used up Chaveaoux’s rifle, he
was still deadly. He was still her escort, or one of them, for Tuari also
kept a respectful distance from her as he cast his watchful eyes
about the landscape, looking for those who wished to do her harm.
Fadri grinned as he looked over at her. In the Waykes since
Ka’Shann, he’d adopted Nishan as a hodgepodge of a father figure,
an older brother, a leader, and a god, so he viewed Anthea with
great affinity, since she was Nishan’s woman. Anthea bore his wellintended intimacy with good humor, though she never felt completely
comfortable around the man, not with the way he looked at Nishan.
She was not jealous of the bond the two had, but she felt as if the
man wished to intrude on what should have passed between a man
and a woman, sort of like a family pet pushing into the bedchamber
of its masters at inopportune times.
“Fadri.” She said, greeting him with little more than the word and a
nod of her head.
He bowed deeply and grinned foolishly as he finished wiping the
blood off his master. “Lady Anthea.” Then, he whispered something
in Rumman into Nishan’s ear, as if he hadn’t noticed her when he
was looking right at her.
What Fadri said was little more than an announcement of her arrival
from what she understood of his words; she had learned quite a lot
of Rumman in the past few Waykes. Nishan might have been
hesitant to teach her at first, but after he’d relented, he’d taught her a
lot in the early Ouers of each Dee. There wasn’t a lot else to do on a
boat headed toward a likely disaster, not even plan. Most of the
plans they’d laid out depended mostly upon what Corydon did in
response to their actions, various counterattacks and ideas for
dealing with problems they’d imagined might crop up.
“Anthea.” Nishan regarded her with his hungry golden eyes, now
sunken deep beneath his eyebrows.
“Did you die again?” She asked worriedly. She was concerned that
he might think she was being casual about his deaths, even though
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she knew he could survive through just about anything – at least for
a hundred times.
“Twice.” He admitted, causing Anthea to wince. Nishan waved off
Fadri’s attentions when he dabbed at another spot of blood on his
head, and the Forlatett man stepped away, if just a few paces. “The
Dark Aureans were hiding in tunnels under a pile of rocks. They
sprung upon us without warning. We lost several of our soldiers
before we even knew they were among us. This Corydon plays a
truly nasty game with us.”
“You must take care. Even if the Hundred Souls are in you, you are
not invincible.”
Nishan nodded in agreement, but he did so half-heartedly. He was
weary, and his forehead wrinkled, creasing around the new scar
upon his head. Another soul within him might gladly die in his place
when he was wounded, but his body still wore the marks. “I am
careful, but if I let my men do all the work, we won’t have any
soldiers left to march up the mountain.”
“It goes that bad?” Anthea asked, frowning at the prospects.
“It is not so bad that we won’t make it to the city I think, but it is not
good enough either that I have no worries about succeeding when
we get there.”
“They should let me use my enchantments then.”
“No, we must save you for the last attack, or they will find you and
focus on you. All it takes is one concentrated cluster of these bombs,
and you are gone. Who then will take on these evil forces that
Corydon musters in his dark halls? We are all bargaining chips to
use to gain those halls, so that you can clean the evils from that city
atop this mountain.”
He spoke so matter-of-factly, and he gazed at her with such
strangeness. Sometimes it seemed as if he were a fly, with a
hundred facets to his eyes, and all of them saw a different side of
her. It unnerved her, but she could not abandon he who had always
cared for her, though of late he was odd and fickle in his moods. In
any Mynette his heart could swing a dozen ways, tugged by the
voices that would not give him peace.
This was one of those times, and she was unable to keep her
emotions out of her voice when she reproached him for what he
asked her to accept. “I understand that, but I cannot sit idly by while
you die a hundred times!”
“I don’t ask you to watch. You are to keep safe and conserve all of
your energy for the final attack.”
“What if I go a different way? There are caves and tunnels. If I can
find one of those, I could get there by myself. I might be able to call
up an enchantment that will lead me into the city by a more secret
way, while the army distracts him at his front door.”
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Nishan frowned as he considered this. “I do not know that I could
go with you. The Forlatett need me.”
“I need you. Let them fight. That is what soldiers do. Protect me,
we’ll sneak inside, and then we can end this before your men and all
these others die trying to get me through the front gates.”
“Have you spoken to Sagira and Makan about this?” Nishan asked,
but, seeing her eyes, he knew that she had. “I am the last to know
your plans now, I who share your bed?” He lamented.
“My love, you are the only one for me, just, I worry about what the
others inside you make you do. They insist you stay in the thick of
battle, not out of any respect or concern for you, but because they
long for death. You have told me as much, and their hold over you is
getting stronger. You are not always yourself…”
“I am always myself, just more than myself sometimes.”
“Lately, you look upon me with strange expressions. You are not
the man who cared for me in Tuari’s village.” She whispered, almost
ashamed to air the words. She fiddled with her hands and then took
a breath and cast her look at the mountain to look away, but when he
began to reply, she looked back to him, as he knew she would.
Nishan smiled with a strong hint of amusement. “Nor are you the
girl I held when I rescued from Chogan’s desires.”
Anthea’s face darkened, and his did in response to her expression.
“I do not like what those spirits within you do to you.”
At this, his face became more familiar, and his eyes grew kinder. “It
is my burden to bear, but I hope that you will wait for me, for these
souls within me to pass on. It is a great sacrifice they have made for
my people, and I owe them this.”
“Why? What have they done for you?” She demanded. “I can
understand what you think they have done for a dead hero of your
people, a prophet your race respects, but why is it that you
specifically owe them anything?”
“They have given me the power to stand at your side and carry you
through this, Anthea. No matter what they make me say and do, I do
this all for you, so that you will survive this. Can you not see that?
Can you not see the depth of my love for you, that I would go so far
to protect you?”
Begrudgingly, she relented. Arguing would do neither of them any
good. His people had developed these peculiar magicks, and now
Nishan was using them. It was not truly that different from the
Kerathi’s Flower-Enchanting or the Aurean’s Fliers. Each race had
technologies that were exclusive to them, and whether they were
man-made or god-inspired, it did not change the fact that in this case
they were being used for the good of the world.
“I must seek a swift end to this.” Anthea told him. “Let me go to
finish this, so I can save you before those souls within you drive you
mad. Then, Rolf will plunge a dagger into your heart as many times
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as it takes to drive those things from you, or I will do it myself if that
is what it takes. We cannot let this thing go on any longer.”
“We?” Nishan asked, letting the word hang out between them
inquiringly.
“The alliance. And us.”
“Why do you ask my permission to do what you already will?”
“I want your blessing. I want to know that you will be here when I
come back.” She was almost pleading with him, but she held strong,
lest her tears flow forth unchecked.
Nishan moved over to her and grasped her shoulders with his
strong, slender hands. He stared at her with his yellowed eyes, eyes
that were deeper in their sockets than they had been when they met,
when she decided upon him. The Hundred Souls were wasting away
his body. “Anthea, I would walk through Nelius’ House of Endless
Rooms and break down all the doors for you. For you, I would
wrestle both Cainel and Comrain, slay all the beastly forms of
Rishalt, and spit upon Maletos herself. There is nothing I would not
do for you. If I must do something as little as distract the enemy
away from you and survive until you return to me, then I will do it
gladly.”
Anthea saw once more, for that moment, that the real Nishan was
winning out over the voices within, and she slid forward into his
arms, placing her head upon his shoulder. They were of the same
height, and nearly the same weight now. She had grown since they
met, and he had dwindled away until he was just bones and wiry
muscle; he felt strong and yet diminished in her arms. In contrast to
his spare form, her shape was more full and womanly, and she more
strongly resembled her mother now than she ever had before.
Nishan loved her for what she had become; his body grew hot when
she was around, and the beat of her heart thundered in his ears and
mind, resonating even through the Hundred Souls. In that instant, he
would have done anything she asked of him.
“Make your enchantment, Anthea,” he whispered in her ear as he
stroked her glossy hair, “and be quick about this foul business. Let
us get away from here soon, before it eats up the whole of our lives.”
Anthea pulled away from him reluctantly, and made a point of
ignoring the fact that Fadri and the others in their party were
watching them intently. They all looked to Nishan for direction, even
in personal matters. He was their general as well as their
weathervane, but in some ways, he still followed her. “I will take Rolf,
Tuari, and Makan.” She told him.
“They are steady companions. I will not worry – much – if they are
with you.”
“Sagira wanted to go too, but this ragtag army needs a figurehead,
and that can only be her.”
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Nishan nodded in agreement and looked at the army arrayed
loosely around them. They were paused for a short break to eat and
rest their sore feet, and they would be moving again within Mynettes.
“Jens and I cannot do this alone, and several of those other captains
are not good for commanding more than a single boat, those who
survived the landing anyway. Reid might be able to step up and fit
the role, but there are few others I can count upon.”
“Would that I could stay and help.”
Nishan shook his head. “No, this is my lot. You must go. Gather
your companions, and if you cannot find a secret way up, I will have
to cut a way through their walls for you.” He declared, speaking
loudly enough at the last part that his fellows could hear his bravado.
A chorus of cheers erupted from the Rumani, leaving Anthea
shaking hear head. Then, speaking with all the confidence she could
muster, for she did not know yet if she could actually find a way up
the mountain, she said to him, “I will see you soon, after I’ve finished
with Corydon and his devils.”
She walked away then, and she heard Fadri and Nishan speaking
to the men about what kind of woman she was in Rumman. They
said that she was a strong one, a woman few men would be worthy
of. She wasn’t sure she agreed, but she would try to make herself
into a woman like that. Right now, that meant doing an enchantment
and leading three of her companions into certain danger, perhaps
death, so that she could deal with Corydon.

A tremble of nostalgia ran through Anthea as she regarded a sprig
of parsley she’d brought with her. She’d used parsley before, shortly
after going into the Lowlands after being separated from her father.
Now, she held parsley once again, and once more she stood near
the base of the mountain that would lead her back to her home or to
what had once been her home. There was no more avoiding her
fate, only acceptance.
Makan stood patiently to her right, his scarred hands gripping the
narwhal tusk. The efforts at the shores of Maethlin and back at
Pandrine had not been kind to him. All of the ice he’d mustered to
defend the alliance had come from the tusk, and the tusk had chilled
and burnt his skin. The tusk might be a gift from the Gods and from
the Uleaut people, but it still had its price when used. His face was
weathered and worn, and it showed more lines than it ever had
before. Even Sagira’s strong love and unquestioning support could
not hide what life had done to him since he’d met her that fateful Dee
in Norsjalde, and it pained Anthea to see so.
Sagira waited a safe distance away, where she made a great
showing of rallying the troops for another push toward the mountain,
though her true attention was on Makan and the three who stood
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near him. Despite being a powerful woman of great will, her heart
had torn to see Makan worked so harshly for this cause that she had
helped spearhead. The words of parting between them had been
sick with worry, and desperate with hope. Even now, Sagira clung to
the statuette of Juria that he had given her. It was always on her,
either worn as a necklace or in her pocket. Her hands also found
their way to the lover’s bracelet of Ithilia and Solmin that she wore,
the mate to Makan’s own.
Tuari stood directly in front of Anthea, his round little face solemn
and his dark eyes contemplative. He had seen her do several
enchantments, but he never ceased to find them fascinating. His
curiosity was a large part of who he was, and were it not, he’d not
have gone to them Munths ago when they’d crash-landed near his
village. He no longer wore his heavy coats, as the Saysuhn of
Orange was not very cold, especially when compared to the ice
floes. Instead, he wore a set of Seaskins with fur and other
decorations, a gift from Inoke and her uncle Mele. He also carried a
Mueran fish-spear, another gift from the affectionate, young girl he’d
befriended on the slopes of Mount Loakea on the isle of Kunoeha in
Far Muera.
The two had said their words of parting just shortly before. There
had been a brief hug, a touching of faces, and whispered words.
Anthea had tried not to listen, but she had overheard Inoke’s worries
that she had not been able to give Tuari another Aumoana, another
nautilus, with which to protect himself. Tuari had reassured her that
the spear would be enough, that he would come back to her, and
then he had handed the tearful girl back to her uncle. Those two,
among others, would look for his return. The Uleaut boy might have
been the sole representative of his people in this struggle, but he had
won over more than a few hearts. He was a strong, courageous boy,
and more than once members of the alliance had wished for a
hundred more like him.
Rolf was the last of the three companions that would go with her
into Cenalium. Sagira and Nishan both wished to go, but they would
stay behind to lead the armies up the mountain, to buy them time
and give them the distraction they believed they would need to get
into Cenalium unnoticed.
Rolf stood with a pair of rifles in his hands and two over his
shoulders. A heavy bag of shot and wadding was strapped on one
hip, with several horns of powder hanging down from his neck. His
main rifle had a long bayonet on its end, and there was a cavalry
saber from Jens Karllack dangling from his left side. He might have
lost his Goddess-inspired rifle, but he was certainly doing his best to
remain useful. Absently, he lifted a shoulder to rub against a scratchy
spot on his chin, but he kept his frowning eyes on the skies,
expecting a bomb to drop at any Saycund.
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He had not taken long to agree to her plan. Back in Aynglica he’d
said his goodbyes to his new wife, Catrin, who waited and prayed for
him back on Greater Aynglica. His future was there, provided he
survived this conflict. From the expression on his face, he seemed
ready to go back home. He looked to the end of this all, so that his
life could continue on. His life had been stuck on pause, in a sort of
hiatus from real life ever since he’d met Anthea, and now he had a
chance to resume a real life, to make a family. He was looking
forward to it, and he found himself smiling at the oddest moments as
he recalled a random word that had passed between Catrin and
himself. Whenever he wasn’t smiling about her, he was looking for
an enemy to kill. It was an odd mix of emotions, but none doubted
his dedication.
“This has been a long, bitter road for all of us. So, let us be about
this awful business of revenge.” Anthea declared after looking at
each of the three faces around her in turn.
They each nodded and waited for her to begin.
With an intake of breath, she knelt gently and then lifted the parsley
before her to focus her eyes upon it. Her pulse thrummed beneath
her skin and her hand shook. As if the herb had been created for this
very moment, it offered no resistance to her will. The words came
easily to her, and all of her muscles went taut when her mouth
opened to emit the syllables that would release her will:
Green without blooms, show us the way.
So that I might find the one who did my kind betray.
Lead us to he, the man who has ruined a once great nation.
Guide us to they, who have brought war down from their lofty
stations.
Take us in secret, through path, route, or passage,
And we will take them death as our message.
The parsley vanished, leaving a beam of thin blue light that shot off
westward, darting through foothills to curve around to the northern
side of the mountain. That was their course, and even when
Anthea’s syllables died on the winds and her eyes rolled back down
so that she could see what she had wrought, the line remained, but
only for the four of them to see. Of all the other souls on Maethlin,
none saw what they did, none but the Lost Ones, who huddled in
fear in the darkest places of Cenalium. But then, they didn’t really
have souls.
It was along that track the four of them set out, and when each cast
their occasional glances back the way they had come, their eyes
searched for different things, different faces in the army that rolled
toward the road that would lead them up the mountain to Cenalium.
When those faces were all too far to be sighted, the four of them
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turned their full attentions toward the path that was lighted for them,
and to moving as silently and quickly as they could.
A few Ouers’ time found the four of them at an old mining trail on
the northern side of the mountain. The trail was part tunneled into the
rock and part under the open air where the rock of the outer wall of
the passage had crumbled and broken to expose the skies beyond. It
was a back entrance to the city, one of many, but the right one it
seemed, for the enchantment had chosen it. They worked up the
neglected pathways that the light indicated, ever watchful for the
enemy. It would be a long climb, and there would be dozens of
places for ambushers to lie in wait along the trail that snaked back
and forth. Only caution, and not haste, would take them safely to
Cenalium.
Still, she did not attempt to hide their passage with enchantments,
saving her strength instead for the final battle, as they had all agreed
upon. Until she reached Corydon and whatever dark forces he’d
gathered about him, she would put her life in the hands of her three
protectors, and they would lay down their lives for her, just to make
sure that she made it. That was their purpose.
In that way, Anthea made her way home after a Yarre on the road.
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CHAPTER 192
The majority will always seek to limit and restrain the enlightened
individuals within their masses. Therefore, these enlightened souls
must always seek to have a strong force at their beck and call, so
that they can survive while they struggle to bring their knowledge into
the majority that resists enlightenment. To do otherwise is to risk the
loss of important self-discoveries and other epiphanous findings, and
that would be a negligent act, to both one’s self and to the race as a
whole…
- Excerpt from Corydon’s ‘Uncovered Truths’
th

 Noinsdee, the 29 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
It was an odd homecoming for Illias. He had been Corydon’s most
faithful servant for Yarres, enduring and surviving the various
treatments that had made him what he was. He’d also spearheaded
the beginning of this war and also the capture of Tibusin. Through it
all, Corydon had maintained control, guiding the Dark Aurean people
from one victory to another. If ever he appeared to be slipping into
madness, it was just that it was too soon to notice the brilliance
behind his actions. Everything he ever wished for seemed to come to
pass, so it was strange for Illias to have to go to his master’s rescue.
At first, he had been stunned, but he had not shown it. He had
grown so used to using the Lost Ones as a method of transferring
messages that he had almost forgotten about the Flash Towers and
other more outdated forms of communication. But the Dee had come
where an urgent message had arrived and had been delivered by a
Dark Aurean, speaking of the betrayal of the Lost Ones, or at least
their lead entity. With the message still clutched in his hand, Illias
had slain his special messenger. The Lost One soldier had never
been more than a few paces away from him since being ‘promoted’
to that task by whatever made the Lost Ones what they were. It had
been an easy thing to do. He’d simply flung an arc-sword through the
creature’s chest and stepped on its throat until it stopped thrashing
about.
He’d feared some sort of repercussion after that, a mass revolt of
all the Lost Ones in the city. He’d never really trusted them anyway,
and he had followed Corydon’s example of keeping Dark Aureans
near him, but the few he had would not have been much of a match
for the hundreds or thousands of Lost Ones that were spread
throughout the city. The thought of taking to a Flier with the few
honest troops that remained with him was fleeting – they’d not be
enough to save Corydon. Therefore he’d gone out into the city with
his protective cadre of Dark Aureans and he had called the Lost
Ones before him.
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Perhaps, they could have slain him then, but they had not. They
had gathered below and around him like a vast herd of cattle, and
they had all watched him intently, each wearing the same
expression. This was not particularly odd for the Lost Ones, since
they often acted in unison, but there had been something peculiar
about the way they listened to his words and nodded along now and
then, as if some of them were actually listening individually to his call
for going to aid Corydon. When he had finished speaking, they had
all gone silently to the Flier pads and they’d lined up in orderly
groups to be taken by Flier to Cenalium, where they would fight to
defend the master of their cause from invaders.
All of Tibusin’s Fliers had been used. Fliers in storage or in various
states of repair had been dragged out and hastily put back together.
Even that had not been enough for the army he’d needed to
transport, so some Fliers had been made to carry crates filled with
soldiers tethered beneath them. These would be terribly exposed to
enemy attack, if Cenalium truly was embattled, but there was simply
no other way to deliver the men to Maethlin, unless they waited for
the Fliers to return to Tibusin for them, but by then it would likely be
too late. A few of these Fliers and several with crates had not made
the flight, plummeting down to the sea and mountains below when
engines failed or the winds grew too strong to maintain control of the
crafts. It was unfortunate, but they were acceptable losses, while
losing Maethlin was not.

He arrived at Cenalium near middee, with all the remaining force of
Tibusin, except for a minimal host of Lost Ones under a couple Dark
Aurean captains he mostly trusted. These had been left behind to
continue the transitions and keep order, lest the remaining citizens
revolt in his absence. Although he’d have liked to take every single
soldier with him, he knew he needed some to continue what they’d
started, or there wouldn’t be anything left to go back to, but there
hadn’t been any room left in the Fliers, anyway.
Arrival was something of a shock to Illias. He hadn’t known what to
expect, and what he saw was far worse than he’d imagined. It was
shameful to see just how far the enemy had intruded. Indeed, they’d
battled across the landscape from the water’s edge, up the
mountain, and they were nearly at the city’s gates when his Fliers
came upon them.
Immediately, Illias sent his forces into action. They raked arc-fire
across the men standing nearest to the ledges of the mountain road,
burning through the outermost ranks in Saycunds. But the invaders
countered with mirror shields they must have brought with them,
turning the arc-fire back on his Fliers. Fliers might be made with a
skin of the same alloy that was used in arc-lances and arc-swords,
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but the skin was thin, and could be burnt through. The turbines were
surprisingly delicate as well, and a few redirected beams of arc-fire
damaged a couple turbines enough to send some Fliers plummeting
to the ground below.
When the enemy had shifted strategies and his tactic of attacking
the enemies along the ledges no longer worked, Illias ordered his
Fliers back so they could regroup. He had some of his Guardians
unload near Cenalium’s gates to reinforce the ground forces there.
He was just in time, because that’s where the lead forces of the
enemy alliance were fighting hardest. Cannon and other Aynglican
siege weapons that had been hauled up the hills, and they were
currently blasting their way up the hill toward Cenalium’s gates.
These forces at the front were the most dangerous and also the best
defended, a great mix of offense and defense. An Antipode Device,
something that only the loyalist Aureans could have provided them,
kept Illias from using his Fliers too near them. Grudgingly, he had to
admit that this alliance had planned their attack carefully, as irritating
as that was to him. He’d not had a fight of this magnitude since
Vaasa, and the excitement he felt over a real challenge was hard to
contain.
He turned instead to the main column, and raked arc-fire along the
mountains over their heads, avoiding their mirror shields and sending
deadly rubble tumbling down upon the soldiers marching up the
road. The enemy countered him once more. They used arbalests
that flung chains of stones they’d linked together at the Fliers. In this
way, the very rubble Illias had knocked down upon the advancing
soldiers was turned back against him. It was a maddening thing to be
turned back at every avenue, and Illias sought another way to
hamper the enemy. This third attempt proved to be more successful.
He dropped off a large division of his forces behind enemy lines
and joined them on foot. The enemy had done what they could to
guard the road’s approach at the base of the mountain, but surgical
strikes from the air followed by a rush of the Lost Ones soldiers he
commanded quickly overwhelmed the defenders near ground level.
Before they knew what hit them, the majority of the alliance had been
rounded up and trapped on the mountain, cornered and fighting on
two fronts: at the gates of Cenalium and at the bottom of the
mountain. Of course, fighting downhill is always easier than fighting
up, but by now the alliance soldiers were already tired from having
forced themselves into a swift march from the seaside to the
mountain. They’d had only sporadic periods of rest since their arrival,
and each time they attempted to catch their breaths, Corydon’s
diminished forces had cut into their ranks with ambush attacks and
nasty tricks.
Then, just when things looked as if they might begin to take a great
turn for the Dark Aureans and Illias, a war leader emerged at the
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back of the alliance forces, slipping through the armored waves of
Aynglican defenders with a band of wild men. The wild men parted
the crowd of Aynglican steel like wind through grass, and they
charged full tilt down the mountain road. Painted blue and covered in
red that could only be the gore of their enemies and friends alike, the
Forlatett hit the vanguard of Illias’ Lost Ones like a mallet striking a
melon. Kerathi berserkers quickly joined in the rout, for their blood
was up; they were much alike, these Rumani wild men and the
bloodthirsty Kerathi. Even the Lost Ones stumbled against this group
of fighters, but nowhere so much as in the center of the conflict,
where Lost Ones and Dark Aureans alike died in droves at the hands
of a single man.
The man was a whirlwind of blades and arms. He never stopped,
and his limbs were a constant flurry of motion. If a weapon dropped
in front of him, he buried it in an enemy’s chest. If someone thrust a
spear at him, he deflected it aside with an arm or a blade, driving it
into an enemy’s face or vitals. Then, there were his own attacks,
swift strikes that left a man bereft of his life before he’d even felt his
wound open up. Guts poured on the ground around the man, but he
never slipped upon them. He always seemed to find a gap or an
opening, be it in a man’s defense or in a set of armor. Yet, for all his
deadliness, that was not what was eeriest about him.
The strangest thing about the man is how he seemed to shake of
wounds like they were nothing. Ephemeral as the wind, he stepped
through wounds that would have felled a man and continued to carve
a way through the enemy, and nothing slowed him down. Illias swore
to all he held dear that he’d seen the man take a dozen body wounds
and a few head or neck wounds that should have left him in Nelius’
capable hands, but the man moved like they were but mere grazes
upon his skin, or nothing at all. It was a horrible thing to watch, and
even a brave man like Illias felt a tremor of fear run up his spine.
Unholy he might be, and abomination in the eyes of a true Aurean,
but he was nothing like this creature that did not know when to die.
Reluctantly, Illias called off his attack, backing down the hill. He
knew that the enemy would not follow them too far, not with the
Fliers supporting him. Even the loyalist Aurean Fliers could not drive
him off, not yet. He still held the air and Corydon’s men still held the
gates of Cenalium, even if between them they could not seem to
destroy these attackers. They were a fierce lot. The Rumani wild
men and Kerathi berserkers were supplementing Mueran spearmen
and Aynglican heavy infantry with axes and long rifles. Add the
support of Aurean Fliers and Antipode Devices, and other oddities
like giant mirrors and this warrior who would not die, and the
attackers formed a dangerously potent mix.
Illias found himself wondering who else would answer the call to
come to Corydon’s aid, because he wasn’t certain the men he’d
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brought would be enough. From the way they were fighting, the
enemy knew that they would not get many men off this island alive,
and they were fighting as hard as they could to breach the gates as
quickly as possible. He was left with little alternative than to bring his
forces back to Cenalium proper and make his stand there. With any
luck, the other generals would return with enough soldiers to drive
these invaders off the mountain.
Taking once more to the air, Illias and his Flier crew cut his way
through the air and the enemy Fliers that darted about, trying to
whittle away at his forces. Still, the loyalist aircraft dared not stray too
close to Cenalium itself, where defensive structures bristled with arclances that would burn them out of the sky no matter how they’d
been upgraded.
Things were not good, but the city’s defenses would hold for a while
longer at least. It would have to be long enough, and he would take
that chance to go speak with Corydon.

Illias found his master at the center of his crumbling empire, in the
throne room where this had all began. Contrary to his last visit, the
chamber was now flooded with sunlight, and the soot and grime that
had stained the room had been painstakingly scrubbed clean from
the pillars, walls, and ceilings. The gravel that ran between the
pathways had recently been washed or changed as well, leaving the
obsidian and limestone glistening black or shining white,
respectively.
Corydon stood in his finest, bathed in a shaft of bright light. His
uniform had been pressed until its pleats could cut paper, and his
boots shone more than the glassy obsidian that gathered near his
feet. He stood beside a table that had been erected off to the side of
the dais upon which his throne sat. The table contained several
maps of Maethlin and its surroundings, as well as lists of troop
counts for both his forces and for the enemies. Corresponding
figures and markers had been placed upon the largest map,
representing both the numbers and the locations of the forces
currently battling.
“Master.” Illias called out loudly, not wanting to startle Corydon. He
never did know what kind of mood he would find Corydon in, and he
did not want to risk upsetting him in these already trying times.
Corydon turned to look, but the expression his dark eyes wore
when he saw Illias was not a warm one of greeting. It was a simple
expression of acknowledgement. He quickly waved Illias over, and
then turned back to his maps.
Illias frowned at the coldness, though he had not expected any
better. Corydon was a passionate man, a man who put every bit of
his soul into what he did, but he was not a warm man. This was just
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how he was, and when his lofty ambitions began to fall down and
crumble around his shoulders, how should he react but thusly?
“They have come for me, Illias.” Corydon said, folding his arms in
front of him as he stared at the map.
Illias looked at the map, noting the amount of enemy markers
compared to the Dark Aurean markers. Had it been a straight fight
out in the open, the enemy alliance would have had no chance, but
as it was, they were pushing forward with the help of men like that
frightening Rumani man that had led the wild men. Surely, the man
was one of Anthea’s friends, and, as far as Illias had seen, he was
every bit as deadly as she was, if in a different way.
“How did it get this bad?” Illias murmured in disbelief.
Corydon shook his head. “We built a house of cards and tied it
together with a web of lies. When the lies became known, everything
fell apart.”
Illias frowned once more, this time because he did not understand
all of what Corydon was referring to. He had killed his Lost Ones
messenger immediately upon hearing that they were responsible for
some sort of misinformation, but he did not know how bad it was, not
yet anyway. Arriving in Cenalium and witnessing the scene firsthand
had helped fill in some blanks, but he still did not know the entire
picture. He aimed to find out, even if Corydon wasn’t going to be
forthright with what he knew. “What is the situation then? How do we
fare abroad if the enemy is knocking at our gates?”
Corydon barked a disgusted laugh. “You and Chael are all that
remain to me, other than Emlen’s forces, which may not return at all.”
“Orsen?” Illias asked.
“Dead. The alliance overwhelmed him and sank his fleet, killing
them to a man at Pandrine. We were not told of the defeat. I heard a
report from spies I have at Gevaud. They flew over the wreckage the
Dee after the battle.”
Illias swore under his breath, but still he dared to inquire about his
protégé: “Aram?”
Corydon sighed. “Aram seems to have also failed. No answer
comes from Jhiza, where he was encamped. I imagine he
slaughtered half the country, but that witch on the throne there must
have raised the whole city against him, and there was no way he
could have killed half a million Elegians or more, not unless they
came one at a time.”
“Then we are alone, other than Chael, who is somewhere in Kerathi
waters and Emlen, who should be at Durenia.”
“He may be there now still. I hope he is, if he is wise. I asked him to
send what forces he could, but I told him to stay away and flee to the
Forsaken Isles if we fail here.”
“You truly foresee us falling here?” Illias could not believe what he
was hearing. Corydon had always been a man of great conviction, a
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man whose faith in his cause had never wavered, despite his flirting
with insanity. No matter what he did, it had always been for the best
of their cause.
Corydon frowned as he considered the possibility of all he’d worked
toward ending here. It was not a pleasant hypothetical, but it was
rapidly becoming possible. “The powers they have arrayed against
us are strong, Illias.”
“But we are not without allies, are we?”
“What have we left, besides the pittance you brought us, and the
rough leftovers Chael will hopefully bring us?”
“What of these?” Illias inquired, pointing to several markers on the
field that were near Maethlin.
“The one to the north of Maethlin is the force you sent east from
Skanelan. It has been recalled, and they should be here within a Dee
or more. I fear that even that force will not be enough to stop these
forces at my gates though.”
“And the other small ones I see?”
“They are seeds, frozen and scattered to grow in the future.”
“Seeds?”
Corydon smiled wistfully. “A man such as I can never let all of his
dreams gather in one place, lest some divinity dash them all away as
a petty retribution for aspiring to be more than a mindless sheep.
Even if we all die to a man, dear Illias, we shall be survived by some
who can carry on for us. I have frozen several groups of Dark
Aureans, the pure ones from before the taint of the Lost Ones came
upon us. They will wake in some unknown future, Yarres from now
perhaps, and they will carry on with what I have started.”
“I don’t understand. Why is it that the Lost Ones are suddenly our
enemies? They were our greatest weapons!” Illias spoke with great
frustration. He had longed to take his battle to another Grancitta and
to other places in the Lowlands. Just a few short Waykes ago they
had been poised to take Durenia and then the world. Now, the whole
cause looked as if it might fail in the same city where it had been
born. They would be forgotten, except in passing thought, a footnote
in history not unlike a plague that might have washed over the isles
of the Broken Crown for a Yarre only.
“The Lost Ones were the Gods’ greatest enemy in the Beforetimes,
Illias. They were the peers of the creatures we worship, brothers and
more. Only, they failed against the Gods once before, and they had
much time to brood over their failures. They came to me when I
made the Dark Aureans, sensing that we were much like the original
Aureans they had created, a people untouched by Maletos’ curse.
We were kindred minds with a singular purpose, they and I, though I
did not know it at first. At first, I worried it was Dark Poisoning
causing me to go mad, but when I learned of their true nature, and
when we made plans to destroy the power base of the Gods, I knew
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that we had a chance for greatness.” As Corydon spoke, he looked
skyward, smiling slightly as he remembered all that he had done.
Then, his lips twisted into a grimace.
He pounded his face on the map table, making all the markers
bounce about, some overturning with the fierceness of his pounding.
Anger flooded into his face. “Yet, they have deceived us. They held
back answers and information we should have known, information
that might have prevented this Dee from ever coming.”
Illias watched Corydon, but said nothing. Corydon was not often
this open about his secrets, and he did not want to discourage his
master from sharing more of what he knew with him.
Corydon, for his part, seemed to want to open up. For too long he
had kept his secrets, sharing them only with the Lost Ones, and now
they were gone. Once more, he turned to his friend of old. “The Gods
have raised Anthea and her friends against us, and they have made
them formidable indeed. The Lost Ones fear them, and did not warm
me of their approach. I learned only by accident, and there was little
time to prepare for their arrival. Still, I did my best to make the ports
impossible to land a fleet at, and I readied traps and hazards to slow
them down until you and the other survivors of this betrayal arrived.
In spite of my efforts, Anthea and her army came in at night. When I
used the whole city’s Crystal Pods to power the Darksight Outlooks
to burn them as they approached, they used some weapon to
destroy them. My greatest weapons were wiped out somehow,
vanished. They and the men who operated them have completely
disappeared, as if they’d never been there. It is unthinkable that they
could do anything at the distance they did, but it happened. I can
only guess that it was Anthea, but I have never known her to do any
enchantments from Kilomes away. If only I still had Sezja or Synnove
at my disposal…” He trailed off, lost in thought.
“Milord, I will not allow the enemy to enter the city, even if Anthea
has the Gods themselves with her.” Illias vowed. “She and I have
unfinished business, and I do not need your evil shadow to deal with
her. Let them hide or run from us, and we will take this world without
their aid.”
Corydon turned suddenly to Illias in surprise. “You saw them? You
saw the Lost Ones? When? Where are they?”
“I don’t know where they are. I have not seen them in a long time,
and even then I wasn’t sure of what I saw. Once or twice I had
thought I heard voices, and I had hoped it was not my imagination
that I saw a rough shadow hovering near you. They seemed to
always stay as far from Linnea as possible, though.” Illias looked
around the room, but did not see Corydon’s companion around.
Usually, Corydon and the damaged woman were inseparable, if only
because she could not think of anywhere else to go, not after the
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poisons Corydon had given her those Yarres ago. “Where is she,
anyway? I do not see her here.”
Once more, Corydon’s look darkened. He cast a look toward a
doorway that led back into the mountain, into what had been the
Greater Helion’s personal chambers. “That woman has become
unpredictable. I believe that she saved Anthea when she came here,
and I cannot trust her anymore. I have her chained in a cell. It
probably will not hold the idiot woman if she is determined to leave it,
but I cannot have her crawling around here like a child and babbling
like a fool when I am trying to think.”
“These are strange Dees, truly.” Illias remarked, but his
proclamation did nothing to improve Corydon’s foul mood.
“If you have no better words of advice to offer, you should head to
the walls and keep the others from breaking through our defenses
until Chael comes, and Emlen as well, if he doesn’t have the sense
to keep away.”
“Emlen will come, I think. He will feel obligated to return to help the
leader of our cause.” Illias supposed.
“And that will only spell a greater doom for us all, if we cannot drive
away these Lowlanders. He is the last of my great captains, and I
would not want to see all of you die here. Chael is of little
consequence, and though you are my most trusted companion, I
would not want to see the end of this without you; you have been my
most steadfast friend since the beginning. No, he should not come.”
“It is not too late to send out a signal to warn him off.”
“No, I will see what he decides. If he is foolish enough to come
here, then he deserves to share our fates. If he runs and hides, he
may have a chance to bring our cause back if we fail, or he will be in
a good position to finish off Durenia if we succeed.”
“Then it is better that he stays away.” Illias agreed, though mostly
because he did not want to have to share the glory of saving his
master with Emlen if they did succeed, and he planned to. He had
meant what he said about fighting Anthea regardless of the company
she kept. If need be, he would even cut his way through that Rumani
captain that seemed as if he could not die.
Corydon smiled ruthlessly, understanding completely that Illias
wished to prove himself again. “You always did love distinguishing
yourself in battle. Here is a great chance for you.”
Illias returned the smile with a more wicked one. “I know it.”
“Go watch my borders then, small though they are. I fear they will
try to sneak assassins in here to get me, hoping that the cause dies
with me. They still do not understand the nature of the Lost Ones,
how they will fight to a man, regardless of what happens to me. They
are already doing what they will anyway.”
“Oh?”
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“I lost over a hundred soldiers one Dee, and I haven’t the faintest
idea where they went, except that their disappearances seemed to
coincide with an earthquake we had and the oddest sound that
echoed across the isle. I fear the Gods have come to play with my
dreams of a world without them.” Corydon lamented, sighing as he
surveyed the battle displayed upon his map. With its upturned
markers knocked out of place, the battle looked even more miserable
than it had, less hopeless.
“Then I shall have to return the favor and ruin the plans they have
for us, because you have never been one to bend to the will of any
God.” Illias replied.
“Go quickly, and keep your best men about. These are uncertain
Ouers, and our cause can ill afford to lose you. I cannot be without a
single one of my generals.”
It was the most Corydon had ever shown that he needed Illias and
his talents, and Illias ate it up. After hearing such words, there was
no way he would let the enemy breach the gates or take this citadel,
not while he still breathed. Everything his master had just said had
served to confirm and resolve his loyalty until the end, however soon
that might be.
Illias left quickly, with his boots clicking upon the stone floors and
his arc-swords swinging at his sides. He almost ran from Corydon’s
presence as he went to hunt for enemy patrols that might be trying to
sneak into Cenalium and also for the misplaced Lost Ones. He would
get answers, and he would have results.
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CHAPTER 193
Often, the best place to hide is in plain sight. The rest of the time,
stick to the roads less traveled, for there is less traffic upon them that
might spy you. However, the traffic that does travel these wayward
routes often tends to be of a dangerous sort…
- Excerpt from Tiombe’s ‘Tactics and Lessons of War’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 30 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Anthea had been climbing the slopes for the two full Dees and part
of another, and yet she had not reached the top. The enchantment
still marked the way up, but it was not an easy route by any means,
and the enchantment seemed to have no concern for her aching
legs. Several times, they had reached passes that were just too hard
for them to cross, and they’d had to backtrack and work around
obstacles and meander through tunnels to come out where the
enchantment expected them to be.
It was hard to understand why this enchantment seemed to be
leading her astray once more, but it had done so before. After all, it
was this very enchantment that she had used to try to find her father,
but it had led her all over the world instead, almost as if it had had a
life of its own. That trail of the enchantment had taken her across
Maethlin, through Miniya and Elegian lands, to Rummas, then
Zaraig, and finally to the Great Stairs of Aetheline. There, it had
ended, for whatever reason. Inexplicably, it had ended. They had
fled in a stolen Flier, and a God’s Storm had driven them several
thousand Kilomes south, where they’d crash-landed near Tuari’s
village.
Now, once more, the enchantment was leading them around like it
wanted them to do something, but they couldn’t understand exactly
what it wished of them. Certainly they could not grow wings and fly
over the gaps in the pathways, as it seemed this enchantment
wanted them to do. Nor could they scale solid rock faces without
more gear, time, and experience. Why then was it that this
enchantment led them on such an impossible path? Did whatever
powered the enchantment not realize the pressing nature of their
task? Did it not understand the lives that were at stake in this?
Anthea sighed and sat down heavily upon a rock, one of a million it
seemed that she’d walked over or around in the last couple Dees.
They all looked the same to her, and each was equally aggravating
in that it would not be the last she’d see before she reached
Cenalium. Makan stood near her, watching the skies warily. More
than once Fliers had swept over the mountainside, as if they were
looking for her, or at least they seemed to be expecting someone to
try to sneak in through the back ways. Each time, they’d hidden in
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crevices and in the tunnels until the crafts had left. It was possible
that they were friendly crafts, but they could not take a chance, not
out here. It would not be below Corydon to fly friendly flags or colors
on his crafts just to lure his enemies into a trap.
The Fliers definitely weren’t coming with news of the war being
over, either, because whenever they were out of the caves and
tunnels they could still hear the sounds of cannons and the cries of
battle. Even inside the caves, they could sometimes feel the
rumbling vibrations of war. It was far from over, and it pained her that
this path was taking her so long when she knew how hard Nishan,
Sagira, Jens, and the others must be fighting to keep hope alive.
Some of her friends might have even died by now. Was Bendek
Dobry, son of portly Milek Dobry, still alive? He was a silly, lively soul
that Sagira had introduced her to briefly, and she hated to think that
he might have died in the struggle. For that matter, were any of the
other captains or men she’d met still alive? How about Loe and
Banagher, Rolf’s two shipmates? How many had fallen while she
was playing around on the mountainside?
“You worry about the others needlessly.” Tuari commented, coming
up beside her. He patted her knee gently and smiled a soft toothy
smile. “They do their part, as we do ours. Worry does us no good.”
“And you do not worry of Inoke?” She asked.
Tuari actually blushed, which made her smile despite herself. “I do,
but I do not devote too much of my thinking to it, or it may distract me
from doing what is prudent when something important happens.”
Rolf nodded, lowering one of his rifles from its ready position. It was
hard to hike up the mountain with it drawn, so they took turns
watching out over the party as they went up the hill, so there was
always at least one spotter with a rifle or a weapon of some sort
drawn. “If their part is too hard, they will die, regardless of what we
do. You must remain confident and calm. Worrying will not help
them, and the doubts you feel will not help us when we finally face
Corydon.”
“That’s cold, Rolf.” Anthea frowned at him, wondering what Rolf’s
wife would think of such sentiments. She was not such a cold,
businesslike person about the deaths of friends and allies. Then
again, she had not ever thought Rolf would be like that. All of this
had changed him.
“It may be cold, but it’s honest. War is brutally honest, Anthea. I
might wish that not a single soul lost their life on these slopes todee,
but that would not make it reality. Nelius does not listen to people like
us.”
“I know that.” She replied curtly, not wanting to be reminded once
more of the way things were and how that did not coincide with what
she wished they were. She’d seen as much of the world as Rolf,
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perhaps more. She was no longer the young girl who’d left this
mountain in search of her father. She’d found him, just as she’d
found her mother. She’d also found herself, her place in the world.
Rolf shrugged and moved ahead. He did not want to argue and
upset her. Besides, he wasn’t really feeling up to talking. The efforts
of the climb and of staying sharp for so long wore on him. He didn’t
dare relax or go unwarily though, because that could be disastrous.
Just one mistake could be the end of their entire struggle. So, if that
meant he wasn’t as social and friendly as he could be, so be it. Being
dead was a much worse proposition.
Peering out around an embankment of dark stone that marked the
beginning of their next length of ascent, Rolf decided it was clear and
went forward. He scouted ahead, careful to stick to the shadows and
duck down behind cover, lest an unseen enemy spot him. Tuari was
not far behind him, but he was smaller and craftier in his ways, and
he seemed to blend in wherever he went.
Makan caught her looking back up the slopes the way the other two
had just gone. The deeply lined skin of his forehead crinkled
thoughtfully, and he absently flexed the waxy skin of his damaged
hands. He did not say that they pained him, but she could tell they
did. “You wonder when we’ll reach the top and what we’ll find there.”
He suggested, reading her thoughts easily. Of course, this was an
obvious thing to say at the moment, but she seemed to want to talk,
and he was willing to oblige her.
She nodded. “It is odd. This enchantment seems to toy with us and
lead us about like children chasing a toy. It is like we have been put
into a game and we do not know the rules.“
“It must have a purpose. Trust in that.”
“Did it have one before, when it led us around the Broken Crown
and made us suffer?”
“You found all of us. It was preparing you for this. There must be a
reason, even if it is just a matter of timing. Perhaps it is waiting for
the proper moment to lead us to Corydon, so that we can strike at
just the right Saycund, when he is weakest or most distracted.”
“That is more faith than I have, but I like your thinking.”
Makan grinned. “One of us must remain with a hopeful heart.”
Her heart lightened to see him smile so. There had been very few
things to be happy about since this fleet had won the battle at
Pandrine, and she took guilty pleasure in feeding off his emotions,
for she had no good feelings of her own when she was this close to
judgment. Everything she’d worked toward for a Yarre came back to
here, and once more she knew she had to face her father’s murderer
and her mother’s captor.
“I am glad it is you, then.” She said after a reflective pause. “You
have always been a wealth of strength to me. Sagira is a lucky
woman.”
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“No more than I am a lucky man.” He replied softly.
He offered her a hand and helped her back to her feet then. She
stood and took a deep breath before heading forward. Makan
followed her, protecting the group from being overtaken from behind.
She thought while she walked, which was a dangerous thing,
seeing how steep the fall was if she had a misstep. Perhaps they
were right. When the time was right, they would come across
Corydon, and this would all be over. Right now, they just had a few
hundred more Mayters of climbing to suffer through, and then it
would all be over. What was a few hundred Mayters compared to the
thousands of Kilomes she’d traveled by boat, foot, and
enchantment? It was nothing she couldn’t handle.
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CHAPTER 194
Sometimes, giving ground is harder to do than holding it. I know it
certainly hurts my pride more to give ground. A commander always
wants to press the attack, to take ground. In some situations, you
just don’t have a choice. The odds aren’t always even…
- Excerpt from Hans Karllack’s ‘Memoirs of my Time with the Bold
Company’
th

 Zehnsdee, the 30 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
For a Dee, Illias’ Lost Ones from Tibusin had harassed the forces of
the alliance. The main group of soldiers had come together, but a
few more Fliers, either damaged or heavily overloaded, had trickled
in throughout the previous Dee. They had arrived with fortuitously, at
least from the defenders’ perspective, if and they had been enough
to turn the tides of battle.
Before his arrival, it seemed as if Nishan and his Forlatett would
breach the walls, even if they had to climb over by hand or scale the
bodies of the dead to crest the crenellated tops of the gates.
However, the influx of soldiers had allowed Corydon’s faltering
defenders to push back against the enemy, and now the combined
forces of the Broken Crown found themselves stalled upon the
mountain path, unable to go further. And while they were not yet in
danger of being routed or defeated outright, they knew it was only a
matter of time before more of Corydon’s reinforcements arrived,
trapping them on the island without further allies. Their only hope for
more soldiers was Iago, and as he had already sent the Fliers and
the Mirror Ships he’d promised, they did not hold much hope that he
would arrive with a great army.
Their only real support so far had been their own fleet and the tardy
ships that had arrived since the beginning of the battle. The alliance
armada had stretched back toward Aynglica for many Kilomes. It had
not been a single, cohesive group, for the differences in ships meant
very different speeds for the vessels among the alliance, and
therefore different arrival times. So, each Dee more ships from the
alliance Fleet arrived, though they were few and far between, and
they were usually not enough to cover the losses the army took in
their battles against Corydon and Illias.
Then, in the late morning the alliance’s worst fears came true:
Chael arrived at the head of a small force of several hundred Lost
Ones and a couple score of Dark Aureans. Small though it was, this
force had proven to be more than enough to tie up any arriving ships
of the alliance. The alliance ships were unable to disembark their
forces, because Chael’s band would descend upon them
immediately, but Chael’s army could not go to harass the enemy on
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the mountain road either, or the forces of the alliance would come
ashore and set upon them from behind. Nor could Chael’s army
attempt to attack the fleet without being blown to pieces by their
cannons. It was a stalemate upon the shore then, too, just as it was
at higher altitudes, where Fliers from loyal Aurean forces battled the
so-called heretics under Corydon. Neither side could best the other,
and the slow war of attrition was painful and fierce. Attacks were
thrown back, and defenses were overrun, but each side was still too
strong for the other to defeat outright. Until one side had been
weakened further, there could be no end to the bloodshed.
Humankind was tiring though, while the Dark Aureans that Corydon
had created and the Lost Ones that inhabited them continued to
work as if they had just come off a long rest. Corydon and Illias had
thrown the newly won resources of the Grancitta of Tibusin against
Sagira’s army, and now the alliance soldiers were tired and worn.
Though they were not defeated, they had given some ground.
As the Dee progressed, Nishan and Sagira found themselves
pushed back, steadily repelled from the walls of Cenalium, which had
been well within sight at the close of the previous Dee. By fifth Ouer,
the gates were no longer in sight, being around a corner from where
they fought to hold their ground. By the time middee turned to early
evening, they had lost several hundred more Mayters of ground, and
things began to go badly for them. They despaired that the fresh
reinforcements they so badly needed were trapped offshore, unable
to come and assist them.
The leaders of the alliance met briefly on the field, and a plan of
action was decided. Jens Karllack’s Bold Company, a force that was
battered but held as an army with such a name should, would hold
the mountain road, while Nishan and all that remained of his Forlatett
and the few surviving Kerathi would rush down to hit Chael’s force
from behind. Jens and his force would likely have to give more
ground, because the enemy would do their best to push when the
attackers upon the mountain road looked weakest, but Nishan would
give the men offshore a chance to land and crush Chael between
them.
It was their last hope. If they could not gather the last of their
strength for one last push, they would not be able to break through
the city and help Anthea, and they all secretly suspected that Anthea
would need help, regardless of what she was capable of. The fact
that the city had not fallen could only prove that Corydon lived on,
and that Anthea and her party had not yet won through the hidden
passageways into the inner city. They needed to keep the enemy
occupied, and that would require their full might. Everything that
could be brought against the gates of Cenalium had to be
assembled.
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Right after they’d repelled the latest wave of attacks from within
Cenalium, Nishan and his men filtered back through the army,
moving down the mountain. To any enemies watching, this would
have appeared to be one of the many rotations they did during a
Dee, giving tired men a chance to rest so fresh men could take their
places. Such a strategy was necessary when fighting tireless beings
like the Lost Ones and even their lesser counterparts, Dark Aureans.
Yet, when they reached the back of the force, Nishan continued to
head down hill, running at full tilt with his force. Once they hit the
foothills around the mountain, they would have to slow down, but
until they reached the bottom, no man was supposed to stop.
Speed was essential, and Jens would likely be alone for the better
part of a Dee, if not two. Nishan’s force traveled light, carrying only
weapons and light armor. Armor was little use against the Lost Ones
anyway, since it restricted speed without offering real protection
against Aurean weaponry. A regular soldier needed every bit of
flexibility and mobility they could muster, not to mention speed, when
facing faster, stronger enemies. Nishan led the way, sprinting down
to the bottom of the mountain road, never once forgetting that it was
his enemies that had improved the road enough to make such a feat
possible.
They hit the hills around the base of Cenalium’s mountain in a small
fraction of an Ouer. From there, they marched northeast to where the
remainder of their fleet was trying to land.

Jens was a military man through and through. It was in his blood
and his thinking, even if he’d not seen as much action as some of the
other captains that had preceded him in his position as the leader of
the Bold Company. He’d spent all of his life in the company of
military men, and he’d practically lived on a horse ever since he’d
first been allowed to accompany a patrol out into the Red Hills to
look for bandits. Then there’d been military school, training, drills,
and some mercenary work that had honed his skills. Still, nothing
had prepared him for anything like this.
It had been a long trip by boat, even with the Gods pushing them
along by winds and waves. Then, they’d arrived and had immediately
joined in a battle the likes of which he had never dreamed. It had
started by starlight, and it had continued for Ouers, never pausing
long enough for him to catch his breath. Even the battle at Pandrine
did not seem so wicked and strange as this. Cannons, muskets, and
horses he understood, but God-inspired rifles, Fliers, and
unstoppable armies? As many curses as prayers passed his lips on
that mountain road, as he sweated and fought for his life.
In retrospect, he found himself wishing he’d been able to go with
the girl, Anthea, and her small cadre into the city itself. Such a thing
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was surely preferable to this deceptively fast series of skirmishes he
was engaged in. Certainly, there was danger in either route, but he
could not believe that she had to lock shields with strangers, and
pray to the Gods to let her live a few more Mynettes or to give her
the strength to slay another Lost One before his sword fell from her
hands.
The enemy was simply too strong. The defenders in Cenalium did
not outnumber them, or at least they hadn’t, but now the numbers
were getting closer, uncomfortably so. For each enemy that they
killed at least two or three of their brave men died. When Nishan was
present, the losses were lower, but now that he’d gone back down to
the shore, the enemy tested them sorely. They were relentless,
merciless, and no effort could keep them back. Iago’s Fliers worried
the Dark Aureans more when they were farther from the city gates,
but they were of little use when Corydon’s Fliers came to play. More
agile they might be, but they just could not compete with the amount
of arc-lance fire that Corydon’s aircraft had. It was basically army
versus army here, with no outside help, and he was finding his men
lacking when compared to what Corydon had. No, they were not
short of bravery or honor, but in simple terms of strength of arms and
skills with weapons, he was outdone. He did his best, rallying the
men for charge after charge, but when his horse was shot out from
under him for the second time, it was all he could do to save his own
neck, and he found that he’d lost several hundred Mayters of road by
the time the Dee was out.
Sagira’s emphatic words of encouragement seemed hollow when
he looked at the situation, and the stares of his fellow commanders
were the stares of dead men, men who’d already resigned
themselves to meeting Nelius, be it this Dee or the next. The alliance
was failing, and he did not know if morning would save them or doom
them.
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CHAPTER 195
Bravery, even in a time when it seems absurd, is the surest way to
catch the eye of the God of War. He appreciates a desperate show,
especially one with heart in it…
- Excerpt from Soren the Deft’s ‘Earning Cainel’s Favor’
st

 Einsdee, the 1 of Harvest, 769 A.E. 
Cainel raised his head and smiled. “They fight well.”
Comrain nodded and cast a glance back at his fellow Gods, who
were watching the engagement between their worshippers and the
Lost Ones upon the shores of Maethlin. Indeed, the two forces
battled on the very shoreline, where many boats were littered and
abandoned, some of them broken or burnt. Weary combatants found
themselves stumbling over bodies of dead friends and foes that had
fallen in the water and had been washed ashore, trapped against the
sifting sands by the rolling surf. The tides would carry them away
eventually, but for now it kept them near as a reminder of what lay in
wait for any who found himself on the unfortunate end of a sword or
arc-lance. That fact did not please Tulis and Marceaupo, who
grimaced with each drop of Lost Ones’ blood that fell upon their
domain of water.
The Dark Aurean commander had split his forces. He was leading a
sortie against Nishan’s forces, while the rest of his men were doing
their best to discourage more alliance men from landing. It was not a
polite battle. This was not gentlemanly meeting across the field of
combat. Occasional Kerathi howls mingled with Forlatett war cries,
which were punctuated by sizzling arc-fire zipping across the shore.
Screams of pain filled the air, but were unable to drown out the
singing of steel upon Aurean alloyed weapons.
Uman lifted a hand toward Chael and his army. “We must see to
them. The Rumani leader must not die. I feel the touch of great age
upon him. He is special, and he will have a part to play yet.”
Comrain raised his bow, and though he was more than a Kilome
away, he loosed a single arrow that was as thick as a man’s arm and
as long as a pike. Being a divine creation, the arrow was not
something that most would have seen, yet, Lost Ones had a touch of
sometime divine in them, or something that was other than divine.
After all, the host of Lost Ones was what remained of a group that
had been the peers of the Gods, and they were just as ancient as the
Pantheon.
The arrow arced high and then fell upon the world, nearly splitting
the Lost One’s army captain in two. Pierced through his chest, Chael
was pinned to the ground, and he died with a look of incredulity upon
his face as his hands reached out to grab the three-Mayter arrow in
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disbelief. Several more arrows began to rain down then, each one
finding a target, despite the speed of the Lost Ones or their attempts
to dodge. Comrain was, after all, the God of the Hunt, and he never
missed his target.
By the time Cainel had joined the battle, the Lost Ones had some
idea of what was going on, and they saw the approaching host of
divinities. Waves from the sea began to splash up upon the shores at
inopportune times, snaring or tripping them like cords of ivy vines.
The earth spat fire at them or shook uneasily where they tread, and
they stumbled directly into their enemies’ weapons. Winds flung
stinging sand at their eyes or clawed at them with debilitating cold,
and that was not even the worst of what the Gods did to their
enemies. The worst was when Cainel himself began wading into
their midst.
The God of War laid into them with a sickle he’d borrowed from
Ocel, who was busy using his control over plants to cause the
grasses and vines upon the ground to grow quickly and entangle the
feet of the Dark Aureans. That just made it easier when Cainel
sheared through them like fat, ripened heads of wheat resting upon
their stalks. They fought back, and were happy to sting the God with
their arc-swords and arc-lances when they could, but individually
they were equivalent to only a small portion of the being that a God
represented. It was like a swarm of ants on a turtle. A few Lost Ones
were not a match for the God, though they could bleed him and
bother him. They might have taken him if Nishan and the other
alliance soldiers had not been there, but they were, and that made all
the difference.
Amazed and fearful Kerathi and Rumani fought on to defend
themselves, but they could only watch in a mixture of horror and
delight as their enemies were sliced into many pieces. Guts and gore
spilled all across the land, and a red haze filled the air, illuminating
the path of Cainel even if the God himself was invisible to most.
Arrows continued to rain down as well, and while some of the more
sensitive souls watching could see hints of Comrain’s arrows or
catch glimpses of Cainel’s great acts of violence, most could only
watch as unseen phantoms seemed to rip apart their enemies or as
Lost Ones were pinned to the ground like dead insects, suddenly
stricken by large holes that appeared in their chests or torsos.
Nishan knew, though, and he was quick to call out to all that could
hear his voice among the chaos. He spoke of the Gods helping them,
and he began to sing in Rumman. Fadri, tired and wounded though
he was, picked up Nishan’s song, and others with them who knew it
joined the pair.
Across the isle, Uman’s face turned to a smile, and he turned his
gaze toward the mountaintop, where he spied the branches that
indicated the presence of the Sum of All Lands, and, not far from
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Bedros, he felt Anthea, as well. That was where he needed to go,
and Nishan had to go, too.

The struggle on the mountain was no less bloody than the one on
the ground below. Jens and the others desperately awaited the
return of their Rumani war captain, who had not yet returned from
the shore. There was little time to be spared for looking down upon
the coast with telescopes, supposing anyway that the clouds would
even allow them to see that far. Even if they had seen Nishan’s
miraculous victory, it would still be Ouers before he would return, and
that was only if they rushed back up the mountain just as they had
rushed down to the shore. Yet, the men were tired from having
marched at such a fast pace to the shore, and then they had just
finished battling for their lives. If they managed to summon the
energy to return to their allies in that much of a hurry, they would be
useless in the fight.
It was a terrible conundrum. Either the needed reinforcements
would be present and too exhausted to help effectively, or they arrive
late and the alliance might fold in their absence. Already, the alliance
soldiers, mostly the Aynglicans left upon the mountain, were at the
verge of breaking and failing completely. Only an Aynglican captain
and an Elegian woman held them together. All it would take is a
single sustained break in their defensive front, and the Lost Ones
would be among them. They would pour into their army like water
seeping into the cracks in a wall, and they would devour them from
within. It could be all over in Mynettes if done right.
Juria wasn’t about to let that happen. She reached out to the
Elegian woman, a strong example of all of the traits she hoped to
inspire in her worshippers. She’d visited the woman more than once
before, and her touch was upon the woman’s voice. Still, the
Goddess had more of herself to give, and this was a moment of dire
need. So, she touched the woman, and the woman began to call out
with her golden voice, urging her men to stand their ground, to hold
together, and to mend the gaps in their shield wall. Juria was not
alone in her efforts to help these flagging soldiers, either. Oria
walked among them and worked to resolve their hearts, just as the
words with Juria’s blessing did. Oria urged cooperation, and helped
the soldiers work with a unity that nearly matched the Lost Ones’
own ability to work in unison.
Vorcinth arrived in the shape of a great bird that swept down upon
them from above, only to shrink into a pigeon that then became a
man dressed in a jester’s motley. With comically exaggerated
motions, he pranced and jived among the enemy, confusing them
and breaking their concentration with tricks of light, visions, and
trickery that he excelled in. Normally, the power of the Lost Ones lied
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in their ability to work as a cohesive group. One would open a gap in
the enemy’s defenses, and the other would instantly pour in, having
already known what the others would do. They covered for one
another and never faltered in their steps, unless something
completely unknown happened, which Vorcinth most certainly was.
Whenever he did something, the soldiers nearest him would falter,
unable to react quickly to something unforeseen. The shockwave of
confusion spread outward from the event, but by the time those a bit
further away had recovered and had figured out just how to react to a
repeat of the event, it was too late. By that time, the alliance soldiers
had already cut into the gaps where stunned soldiers missed a beat
in their defensive rhythm. By disturbing the Lost Ones in this way,
Jens was able to cut through the front ranks of Cenalium’s defenders
and regain some lost road.
Illias attempted to counter by dropping off a force of Dark Aureans
behind the Aynglican rearguard’s positions, not unlike what he had
tried at the base of the mountain. This time it was not Nishan, but
rather the God of Beasts that overcame his efforts. Rishalt arrived as
a great beast, a frightful melding of a bear and a lion that stood
upright, crashing about with great wrath that could crush a Lost One
with a single swipe of clawed fists. The soldiers that saw the beast
were not frightful. Rather, they rejoiced. Not all were reassured by
his presence though. His appearance behind the army also spooked
the alliance’s horses into committing a cavalry charge that the Bold
Company and its soldiers could only ride out to its violent end. They
were unwitting participants in a God’s meddling.
Every horse abruptly surged forward to get away from Rishalt. They
broke through the ranks of soldiers to the forefront, riding past their
own defensive lines, carrying their riders toward what looked like
certain doom. Any attempts to rein them in failed, and the riders had
but a Saycund or two in which to level their lances or start swinging
their swords. They crashed into the front rows of Dark Aureans and
Lost Ones, who were already confused by Vorcinth’s trickery, and
mowed them down.
The horses felt no fear, and they all followed the lead of a massive
horse that appeared when the great beast that had crushed Illias’
force behind the army disappeared. This divine horse was several
hands higher than any other horse in existence, standing three
Mayters tall at the shoulders. As a wedge can split a solid log when
pounded in deep enough, the cavalry charge broke through the Lost
Ones. The massive horse, Rishalt incarnate, trounced upon the
enemy, lashing out with hooves as hard as iron to crush skulls and
splinter ribs as if they were kindling.
The Aynglicans felt a sudden moment of hope, and they surged
forward, cutting apart the enemy. Under the vigorous onslaught,
Corydon’s forward force buckled and began to retreat, but Yenis
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caused the roads to become slick with ice and snow, making the
path of retreat treacherous. Aaren, ever a friend to the Goddess of
Ice, sent his breath down upon the retreating soldiers, sweeping
several right off the road and down the mountainside, while birds
dove at the others, pecking at any exposed skin and clawing at faces.
Clouds and shadows obscured the path back, and dark-haired
Kaneitha howled with laughter from within the darkness as Dark
Aureans and Lost Ones alike tried in vain to kill the malicious female
face that haunted them during their flight back toward the gates.
Despite all these things, a better part of Corydon’s forward army
made it back to the gates, but Chaveaoux, the Goddess of Invention
and Ingenuity, had caused the gears to seize, and they could not be
opened. Trapped between the walls and the approaching alliance
army, the Lost Ones turned once more to fight. Cainel and Comrain
had arrived from the Lowlands by then, and they waded into the Lost
Ones once more, hacking at and cutting apart the embodiments of
their ancient enemy.
Seeing that they would not escape, the forward army threw
everything they had at the alliance and their divine allies. The
alliance soldiers, for the most part, could only see the effects the
Gods created, but the Lost Ones could see the sources of their woes.
They concentrated their efforts on them, seeing them as their truest
threats. Human soldiers were not nearly so threatening as the Gods
and Goddesses, so they ignored them for the most part, unless they
strayed too near. From atop the walls, Lost Ones threw boulders and
rained down arc-lance fire upon the deities and their earthly subjects,
while in front of the gates, the trapped soldiers fought to the last man
to kill all that they could.
Fliers darted in, sensing and seeing the frenzy below, and several
Fliers from both sides went down in that terrible Ouer before
Corydon’s gates. All the forces of earth and the heavens were
concentrated in one place it seemed, and the death toll was terrible
for both sides.
In that Ouer, the Lost Ones lost a large number of their hosts, but
the divine learned to fear. They learned what the work of the Ox-Men
had done to them, how they had become mortal. Maletos’ warnings
had been right. The Gods had to be careful now that they were flesh
and blood, even if it was divine flesh and blood. It took a lot to kill a
God, but Cainel was fatally wounded before the gates, and he died in
his brother’s arms as the battle came to a close. The Gods could
only watch in fear and amazement as one of their own faded from
the world for the first time in memory.
When the Pantheon retreated to lick their wounds, a weakened and
surprised alliance was before the gates once more, facing a greatly
diminished force of Lost Ones and Dark Aureans. However, the
Gods learned another lesson that Dee – that their powers had
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greater limits now than ever before. Mortality and the loss of most of
their worshippers had weakened them greater than they’d realized.
Without the fervor and prayers of the hundreds of thousands of
Kerathi, Aynglicans, Muerans, Rumani, and Elegians that had
already died at Corydon’s hands, they were less substantial than
they had been. Even Uman had not come into his full power yet, not
after such a short time in the world. Their energies had been spent,
and, as a whole, they would not be able to help much more.
Human hands would have to decide the most important battle in the
history of the world.
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CHAPTER 196
Whether done by poison or by blade, blood spilt among family is the
foulest indeed…
- Excerpt from Nenet Abi’s ‘A Poisoner’s Enchiridion’
st

 Einsdee, the 1 of Falling, 769 A.E. 
The climb had been more strenuous and much longer than
expected. The enchantment had led them round and round until they
finally reached the summit, though they were still outside the city. At
least they could see the walls, and especially the towers of Cenalium
were not far away, though they did not gleam as they once had.
With all the citizens changed into mindless soldiers and sent out
into the world to carry on Corydon’s evils, there were no more people
left to clean the towers. Small dots moving in the distance indicated
that birds were now roosting in the highest buildings, and the once
colorful metal roofs at the peak of the towers were tarnished by both
the weathering of rain and sun and by the waste of birds. The city
was in want of its daring tower cleaners, a brave sort of daredevil
that had once made their living clinging to nets and lines like spiders
on balconies and terraces as they cleaned their way up the spires of
the city. Now, those men were likely all dead and gone, and their
jobs went undone. Anthea could only frown when she saw several
large flocks of what could only be pigeons or other flocking birds that
preferred public buildings as nesting grounds take to wing and
darken parts the sky over the formerly beautiful Grancitta.
It was just one more sign of all Corydon had done wrong, but she
was closing in on him now. It would be over soon. All they had to do
was lay low and sneak through the walls. The enchantment would
show them a way through. She could imagine no other path into the
city, besides marching in with a victorious army anyway, and she
was pretty sure that would not happen soon.
“There is something odd ahead.” Tuari whispered, breaking her
concentration on the city ahead.
Anthea glanced at Tuari and then followed his gaze forward and a
bit to the south when he nodded that way. As Tuari said, there was
indeed something odd ahead, some sort of dead or dying tree it
seemed. A tree, in and of itself, was by no means odd, but this one
was ridiculously massive, and it was growing where there were no
other trees about. It looked terribly out of place, almost as if it’d been
dropped there by accident. Amidst the barren rock around them, only
grasses and the hardiest of shrubs grew, no trees and certainly not
any trees a dozen Mayters tall. Whatever kind of tree it was, it was
thick of trunk and had only few branches, all of which were covered
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in the slightest hint of green, like it was struggling to push out leaves
to soak up the minimal water but copious sun offered atop the peak.
“Let us go look at it. It may be important.” Makan suggested,
stooping down behind a boulder to peek at it. He, like the others,
wore a grayish cloak that blended in with the mountainside. If he
covered himself and stooped over as he was doing now, it would be
near to impossible to see him from above, which was the idea with
all the Fliers flying around Cenalium these Dees.
“The enchantment does not lead us there.” Anthea protested.
“Besides, we have no idea what it is. It could be a trap or something
Corydon wanted us to look upon.” Yet, as she said those words, she
felt them to be false. She knew them to be false, but she didn’t know
how she knew this.
Rolf, too, cast a wary glance toward the tree, but found he could not
look away. There was something compelling and familiar about it,
and yet he’d never been here before, so he did not know how that
could be true. “I don’t like it.” He muttered, but he didn’t sound very
convincing, and he kept his hands near a rifle at all times.
Makan chuckled darkly. “We needn’t like it to know, all four of us,
that we must see. Can you not feel it? The world itself pushes at our
feet. If we but sit still and go to sleep, I’m certain we’ll wake beside it
nextdee.”
“I only worry that the enchantment does not lead us that way.”
Anthea replied, taking a step toward the tree anyway. She, too, could
feel the tugging at her being that led her toward the tree, and there
seemed little to stop her from going, no reason not to. What harm
was there in a tree after all?
Makan adjusted his grip on the narwhal tusk, using it to center his
being. He took a few deep breaths and let his inner senses tell him
what was right. They were the intuitions that a man of the sea
learned to trust when there was nothing else to guide him, and he
knew they would work for him regardless of where he stood. “This
enchantment has been using us from the beginning,” he announced,
earning their attention. “Just like last time, it has its own agenda. We
should do as we please, and that is to see the tree. There is a
reason that it pulls at us, and I feel no ill will from whatever it is that
attracts us to this place.”
“But remember the last times when I resisted going to Aetheline.
The enchantment and my enemies both found ways to push me
toward the goal it intended. And what of Jens, Nishan, and Sagira?
Do they not wait for us to hurry on this task? We should not tarry
about on a pointless sightseeing expedition. There is a war about us,
and such lighthearted pursuits are inconsequential.”
“This is only a stone’s throw away, a long one, but a stone’s throw
nonetheless. The armies will not fail in the time we take. It may be
important, Anthea.” Makan insisted firmly.
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“We should go to it.” Tuari agreed, feeling the need to move his feet
in that direction.
Abruptly, as Anthea weighed her options, the enchantment swung
its direction from a place along the walls toward the tree. Being that
all three of her companions had been with her during the
enchantment’s creation, they also saw the enchantment, and they
saw how it changed its path to accommodate their whims. The four
of them exchanged worried glances and then started toward the tree
with Makan leading the way. Anthea followed him, while Rolf and
Tuari guarded the rear. It was Tuari’s turn to watch the skies, but
Rolf kept a rifle ready to use.

The tree had not been far away, and before they knew it, it loomed
ahead. Distance seemed to have made it appear deceptively large.
Up close, it was only a few Mayters tall, and yet it was somehow
more substantial than its size. There was a greater sense of being
about it, as if it were actually ten or even twenty Mayters tall.
Watching it, it seemed to change in dimensions, depending on how
light hit it or what angle they viewed it from.
Anthea moved past Makan’s defensive stance as he stopped to just
stare at what he saw. When she moved closer, she began to discern
something about the tree that told her that it was not a tree. Yes, it
had bark of a sort, but it was more like a skin that was being worn, a
rough covering. There were roots, too, which dug in between the
cracks in the rocks, penetrating deep into the mountain despite the
lack of purchase anything of this tree’s size should have had.
Truthfully, it should have blown over in the first good wind, of which
there were many on Cenalium’s peak, but this thing had a solidity to
it that told her it would stand the test of time if given the chance.
She was standing next to it when it moved. At first, she thought
she’d been mistaken about how solid the tree was, and it was falling
over as they watched, but when it did not fall, she realized that it had
moved on its own. Then, it blinked its eyes at her and smiled stiffly,
since that was as much of an expression as a tree could gather.
Anthea stared at it in confusion, and she was not alone. Rolf gazed
at the tree, mystified by what he was seeing, and Makan was every
bit as puzzled as he was. Tuari alone understood what he saw,
perhaps because of the purity in his heart and the clarity with which it
allowed him to view the world.
“Bedros.” Tuari announced, explaining what none of them could.
Bedros’ face crinkled into a larger smile, an imperfect expression
again because of his current nature.
“What has happened to you?” Anthea exclaimed, at once horrified
and amazed. She covered her mouth and gawked at the eyes gazing
back at her from within the tree. Now that Tuari had told her what
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she was looking at, she could easily see him beneath the bark. She
could see his face and his limbs as though the bark around him had
gone translucent, allowing her a view of the true creature beneath;
although, he was much changed since the last time she’d seen him.
Bedros’ voice came out in a slow, deep bass. It was a voice that
rolled out slowly like the rumble of a mountain moving, yet it was
more human than any words he had ever spoken to her before. “I am
what I am, and the will of the world works through me, Anthea.”
“What does that mean?”
“I am the Sum of All Lands. The world is waking. The Gods are
mortal. I am setting things right, just as you must.”
Anthea looked to Makan and the others, who stood silently and
watched all that occurred. She was their voice there and then. “You
know about all that happens here? You know what it is we do, the
war and everything?”
“I have not been with you, but I have felt the world’s pains from afar.
Many of my kind have died to help bring about a favorable end, but
we are at an important crossroads, and there is no telling how
everything will finish.”
“Why? You have become this creature, this powerful being. I can
feel the depths of your strength now that I stand near you. You are a
well of power that reaches down into the world. How can you fail at
anything you put your mind to?”
“There are still others as powerful as I.”
She put a trembling hand upon his chest, upon the trunk of the tree
that he had become. He was like stone, unmoving except for the
slightest rise and fall of his body as he respired. “Who could possibly
be so strong as you are?”
“You, among others.” Bedros answered.
“Me?” She was stunned to hear this being of colossal strength
beside her lump her into the same category as he was in. She felt
small and insignificant when she felt his great power welling up from
the center of the world.
“What path will you choose, Anthea? Will you fade into darkness
once more when you are betrayed? Will you become a weapon of
war, a terrible force to behold? Will you bring about the end of the
world?”
“The end of the world? I could never. I would never!”
“You did once. I could feel the hate and anger in you, even from
across the world. I knew of your power, how you used it
thoughtlessly to cause suffering. You could have caused the world’s
end then. It was a very close thing, and it would only be easier this
time if you went down that path once more.”
“I was lost then.” She replied quietly, realizing that he spoke of what
she had been after emerging from her chrysalis. “I thought
everything we’d gone through was in vain, and I reached out to seize
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power, to seize a chance that was offered. Now, though, I mean only
to stop Corydon. He is the one who will end the world, not I.”
“No. He could not do so. He is not one of the beings with that kind
of might. No matter how much he has done, he is but a pawn.”
She did not know what to say, so she looked away, toward the city.
Corydon was the author of so much suffering, for the world and for
her family. He had poisoned her mother and stole her away, leaving
her as a soulless, nearly mindless creature. He’d killed her father
also, or had him killed anyway. It was the same thing. Then his
servants had hunted her across the Broken Crown, hounding her at
every turn. He’d been relentless in seeking her death.
Anthea wore a pained look as she turned back to Bedros, or toward
what he had become at least. “You said there were others who might
end the world. Who are they?”
“Uman, the man-god. He has amassed many of the Gods and
wrested the throne from Maletos. If he wished to, he could destroy
the world, but I do not think he would unless he was forced to do so.
If you fall and the others leave him no choice, he might send out a
dream so terrible that it would poison every soul. He would do this if
he had to, just to prevent them from falling into enemy hands.”
The four of them whispered in disbelief, looking at one another and
shaking their heads. All knew Maletos as the Queen of the Gods.
And that was how it was had always been. That a Goddess could fall
from grace, that she could lose control of the Pantheon, that was like
night ceasing to come or the break of Dee never coming.
“Then there is another one among your kind. His power and
authority have grown to great heights. Beware of him, for he is
terribly dangerous. He does not realize the source of his powers, and
he will bring ruin upon everyone. With his gifts and special nature,
his life will be long, nearly as long as the mortal Gods, if it is not cut
short. If he lives as long as he might, the world will certainly fall into
ruin, later if not sooner. Perhaps after all of our bones are dust, it will
happen, but under his lead there is no other possible outcome.”
Bedros had said that the Gods were mortal at the beginning of their
conversation, and here he said so again. At first, the four of them
had not realized that he was being so literal, having figured that the
Ox-Man was being cryptic or metaphoric in some way. Yet, now he
purposely said that they were mortal once more. Could it be that the
Gods were actually mortal, as Bedros said? It was a frightening idea
to say the least.
“So we have to fear the new King of the Gods and an Aurean
leader.” Anthea repeated.
“It is Iago.” Makan declared definitively.
Rolf nodded. “If it is anyone, it is he. The man is a snake. I could
see it in his eyes, the hunger for power. He would use you and us to
accomplish his goals, Anthea, without any care for our survival.”
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“There is one more.” Bedros announced. “The Lost Ones, they are
the ones who have helped Corydon, if only to suit their own purposes.
It is they that you must kill, not him, but they will resist your
enchantments. But, if they do not die here, there will forever be a
chance of the world falling into their clutches. They do not hope to
control or possess the land; they dream of seeing it come to an end.
That is how much they hate what the children of the Creator have
wrought. They have dwelt only in hate for so long that they cannot let
anything the Gods have touched survive. That which was once within
them that allowed them to create is gone, replaced by pure wrath
and spite.”
“So, Iago and the Lost Ones must die with Corydon and his Dark
Aureans.” Anthea sighed. It was no mean feat to kill one of these
enemies, let alone more than one. “When will all this killing end?”
“When the dangers to the world have come and gone, it will end,
and then the world can heal,” Bedros smiled sadly, “at least until the
next time.”
“A next time? How can there be a next time?”
“Where man is concerned, there will always be a chance at
destruction. Even after the world is fully awake, if Iago and the Lost
Ones die, and if you manage not to destroy the world yourself in
doing these things, there will still be risks. Each new generation
breeds new power and new dangers. Life must always work to
safeguard itself, or death will prevail.”
“That will not be my duty to fix, though. There must be others who
will protect the world eventually. I can only deal with the dangers at
hand now.” Anthea replied.
Bedros nodded, shaking his branches and the shimmering waxy
leaves that grew upon them. “Next time it will be someone else’s
problem to fix. We will be long gone then.”
“And what of you, my oldest friend? What will happen to you when
all this is done? If I succeed, what will happen?”
“I will clean up the mess, so that we have a better chance for peace
after.”
Anthea couldn’t help but grin. “I make the mess, and you get to
clean it up. I like that.”
“We each have our roles. Do not forget that, Anthea. Some will try
to stop us, but we cannot let them, no matter who they are. Trust
only those that you must, and no others. Betrayals lurk around every
corner for one such as you.”
The enchantment had begun to pulse once more, and she felt
another presence stirring nearby. Whatever it was, she did not think
she wanted it near Bedros. “I need to go, Bedros. I will come back to
see you when this is over.”
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“Go, but do not hesitate, no matter what or no matter who.” Bedros
told her, and the way he looked at her, she thought he knew what
test was in store for her just over the hill.
Anthea trailed her fingers across Bedros’ rough hand. Despite
being covered in bark, there was a familiar, comforting sense to his
touch. She left him there, planted in the ground. It was an odd
parting, far stranger than hugging him goodbye as he climbed off her
boat and went ashore at Lesser Aynglica, but no less hard to say.
She did not know if she would see him again, but she sincerely
hoped she would. With that in mind, she strode purposefully toward
the city and what lay between here and there.
“Farewell, Bedros.” Makan said solemnly, bowing deeply to the OxMan that had become a living tree. He hurried off to catch up with
Anthea, leaving the other two to say their goodbyes.
Rolf went next. He inclined his head toward their former companion
and held his rifle across his chest. “You always watched out for us,
for her, Bedros. It is our job now. We will see her through to the end.
Death and danger will not deter us. Trust in us.” Then he went, too,
for his Racheneid oath mark had begun to itch fiercely. He knew his
task’s end was near.
Tuari was the last to leave Bedros. They did not need to exchange
words. The sworn pact between them, that Tuari would protect
Anthea, had not been broken. Bedros smiled down upon the little
Uleaut hunter, and Tuari knew that if Bedros could, he would help
them in the Ouers to come. A single leaf fell from Bedros’ limbs right
then, and Tuari picked it up, knowing it was for him. That was their
farewell, a solitary leaf and a friendly gaze between two kindred
souls, if an Ox-Man has a soul that is. Tuari believed that this one did,
at least.
Then Tuari left Bedros there on the mountaintop and he went to be
with the others. He would not miss Anthea’s next test, because he
knew that whatever it was, it would be one of the hardest ones for
her.
Bedros turned and watched them go, and then he closed his eyes
and resumed spending his efforts to wake the world, even if a part of
him went with Tuari and therefore Anthea. In this coming test he
could do little more than watch, but that he would do with great love
for her, regardless of the outcome.

When Linnea came into sight, it was clear that she was in great
distress. Anguish rippled across her features, and the emotion was
perfectly clear even though her long hair kept blowing in front of her
face. Her lips trembled and parted with whispers, and her head
shook as she spoke to unseen voices that she seemed to hear. She
stumbled across the uneven terrain as if goaded along by an
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unseen, hideously cruel keeper. Her bare feet bled from a multitude
of cuts sustained walking here; her shins were bruised and bloody as
well, along with her hands. She must have fallen and caught herself
several times.
Then, she caught a glimpse of Anthea and let out a terrible wail.
She nearly doubled over as she let out an agonized cry, clenching
her fists and howling like a mourning mother. Rolf looked to Anthea
in surprise, asking what he should do with only a look. Anthea’s brow
furrowed in anxiety, and she waved him down. She would not have
him attack her mother. When she stepped forward, Makan caught
her sleeve and shook his head.
“She is not well, Anthea. We do not know what she might do. You
said before that she rescued you in the caverns and passages
below, but she may not be the same any longer. There is trouble
about her like a foul smell on a carcass.”
Anthea grimaced and shook herself free. “Be that as it may, I must
see to her. She is my mother.”
Tuari disagreed. “She was your mother. She is no more. Something
inhuman possesses her.” The look Anthea gave him silenced him,
but he did not regret saying what he had, even if it hurt her for him to
say so.
“Stay back.” Anthea warned the three of them, going forward to her
mother.
Rolf sighed and kept a rifle aimed at Linnea just in case, while Tuari
and Makan fanned out to flank Anthea. They moved to either side of
Anthea, but they did not go much closer. They respected her wishes
even when they did not agree with them.
“Mother?” Anthea called anxiously.
Linnea barked a strange sound, a mix between a scoffing laugh and
an anguished cry. Her bloody feet moved forward, leaving dark
footprints upon the grey stone as she shuffled forward toward
Anthea. As she walked, she tore at her hair and clothes, both of
which were already tattered and unclean. That mattered little though,
because even if she had been properly washed, with her hair
combed and her clothes unsoiled, she would not have looked
healthy. She was half a person, if that, and her body showed that
fact with a great deal of clarity.
“Mother, what have we done to you? Corydon has done so much,
and you have not been able to rest. You should be in Nelius’ domain
with father.” Anthea said mournfully, reaching out her arms toward
her mother.
Her mother stopped moving and just stared at her with big, terrified
eyes. Her lips curled into a sneer, and she pulled a string of flowers
from each of her sleeves. With a maddened look, her eyes rolled
back and her mouth opened to enchant. Anthea stared in disbelief,
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unable to react as a blue anemone flower winked with the light of
power, and a wordless scream broke loose from her mother’s mouth.
A wave of emotion washed over Anthea, a battering force of
despair and hopelessness. She fell over from the force of the
enchantment, hitting the ground as if she’d been struck upon the
head by a giant club. Severe psychological pain manifested with
physical effects, closing her windpipe and causing her heart to beat
arhythmically. She struggled to breath, so crushing was the force of
helplessness that clamped down upon her chest.
It was all for naught. Everything she’d been through was a waste.
She’s suffered only to die here, and she’d brought all of her friends
here to die beside her. They would all witness her end, and then
they’d meet their own horrible endings, each as painful as her own.
The world would end, and Bedros would be cut down. A riot of
images ran before her eyes, depicting all the possible ends to her
foolish quest, each more awful than the last. She writhed upon the
ground as she saw these things, and breathlessly begged her
mother to stop. The sharp rocks dug into her skin, cutting and
scraping, but these pains were nothing compared to the hurt of her
soul. If only she could die, this suffering would all end.
A shot rang out, but Anthea did not see where it went. All she could
see were the pounding blood vessels in her eyes, which felt as if
they would burst as tears flooded from her face. Chafing her tearstreaked face along the stone, Anthea managed to take in a breath
and cast a blurry glance her mother’s way, only to see her mother
holding a second plant in her hands. It was a sprig from a blackberry
bush, with a single berry dangling precipitously under the peaked
leaves. Another enchantment came accompanied by another
wordless howl. Before she’d even recovered from the first one, this
second enchantment arrived, piling on more afflictions.
Agony streamed her way once more, this time in the form of
remorse. Her failures revisited her in exponential form. The loss of
her mother, the loss of her father, Rolf’s parting from them in
Rummas, Bedros’ near-death in Aetheline, her own brush with death
in Ka’Shann, slaying Sezja and Nadie… The images flooded into her
mind, and once more, her heart felt as if it would burst.
“Mother, why?” She screamed raggedly – her voice cracked amidst
the tears and sobbing. She dug through her own pockets, scrambling
to find a flower to defend herself with.
Around her, she heard footsteps, likely Rolf, Tuari, and Makan
trying to help her. More enchantments crashed about her, but since
she was unable to see and as she was not the target, she did not
know what they were. She could only hope that her weakness now
would not mean the end of her friends, not after they’d come so far
and gone through so much to get her here. They’d all advised her
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against trusting her mother, but she’d ignored them, and what had
that gotten her?
She forced herself to stand. It didn’t matter if her eyes were swollen
from the torrent of tears she’d spent, or if her throat was raw and her
lungs were without air. Stars danced before her eyes and she felt
lightheaded. Someone was in front of her. It was her mother, she
realized. Slowly, her eyes came to focus on a handful of crumpled
leaves. The scream that accompanied the leaves and the
enchantment focused through them rang in her ears as she
collapsed under the weight of sadness they brought.
Darkness swelled around her consciousness, dragging her down.
She tumbled back and hit her head upon a jagged piece of granite.
The blow was like a white flash of light through her mind, a razor that
cut through the pain her mother gave her, but it was one more
burden for her weakened mind, and her mind threatened to give up.
Almost.

At the edge of her vision, or what she thought was her vision, she
saw a pair of figures watching intently. Behind them and to the side,
an unhappy child was mostly hid from sight, but was curious enough
nonetheless to peer out at her. As her eyes focused, she took in the
sight of a dark-haired woman with pale skin. She had a displeased
look about her mouth with frown lines that made it appear as if she’d
made a living of sucking on lemons. She was thin of limb and very
tall, with a sticklike figure, except for a slight swelling around her
abdomen; she seemed to be with child. The man was short and
grayish of skin, sallow and pitted with pockmarks. His gangly arms
and lank hair made him look rather like a monkey, as did his
cauliflowered ears. There was a shady look about him, but there was
something reassuring about his homeliness, as if he were an uncle
or distant relative of sorts.
“We can help you, Anthea.” The woman offered in a voice that
oozed of desire and greed.
She ran her hand across her
stomach. A pleased look ran across her face, putting her expression
at odds with her features.
The man smiled greasily and offered a hand, presumably to help
her up. “What was yours once more can be yours again, and it will
be much easier. It is always easier to let go the second time than it is
the first time.”
“I don’t understand.” Anthea replied, helping herself up off the
ground without taking the offered help.
The man let his hand fall to his side, but his greasy smile never left
his face as he explained things to her. “The gift you had and the
power you once had can be yours again if you take them here and
now. You must survive this. You cannot let the evils that have
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corrupted your mother kill you. If you die, all the Broken Crown fails.
Corydon will go unchecked. He will rampage across the world until
nothing remains. The Lost Ones will win.”
Anthea frowned at the prediction these two were giving the world. “I
definitely don’t want that.”
“Then take what we offer.” The woman urged her, moving forward
to be nearer to her. Her belly swelled up as she moved closer to
Anthea. “We can help you overcome any obstacle. Once you give in
fully to your desires for revenge, you will have even more power at
your disposal than ever before. The world will be yours. You can
wipe out all of your enemies and fashion the world after your own
heart, making a place where you need never suffer again.”
“Who are you?” Anthea asked, looking from one to the other as
they crowded in next to her.
The man laughed, throwing his head back and his arms out. When
he looked once more upon her, he wore his same smile still. “I think
you know, but does it really matter? You are dying here. You bleed
upon the ground at your mother’s feet. Your friends are dying, too.
Out at the gates, your armies fail. The Gods use you poorly, breaking
you and ruining your friends all to their own benefit. What good will
come to man after all of this? None whatsoever. Things will go on as
they always have: mankind will suffer and Gods will reap the benefits
of humanity’s worship of them. What we offer you is a chance to put
things aright.”
“You are the Dark Pair.” Anthea realized suddenly, staring at the
two with open fear and amazement, but they just smiled back at her.
“I don’t remember either of you, yet you say you helped me before.
When?”
“Who do you think fixed you in Ka’Shann? Who gave you the power
to put an end to Sezja and the other abominations Corydon made?
We have helped you all along, asking for nothing in return. Even now
we offer you more power than any being has ever held, and we want
nothing in return but your wholehearted acceptance of our gifts.
Consider that when you think of the work you have done for the
Gods, who ask much and give little in return.”
Anthea took a step back. She’d never even considered the fact that
these two evil Gods might be involved in her life, though now it
seemed to make perfect sense. “You two are the root of evil in this
world. Why should I believe either of you? How do I know you’ve not
caused me all this pain?”
Wainseth sighed and shook her dark, stringy mane of hair. “We are
often mislabeled and misunderstood, though it pains us to be so. I
am the sister of Maletos, and Porceth is the brother to Haestos. We
have been branded as the evil set, while the two supposedly ‘good
Gods’ are actually responsible for more evil than the two of us
combined could ever hope to create. They are the ones who spared
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the Aureans after the defeat of the Lost Ones in the Great War
between the creator’s children; She fiddled with Aurean natures and
brought them to this resentment of her that caused Corydon’s
rebellion; their names have been invoked in dozens of wars and
terrible causes; and they are the ones who did not handle this whole
ill affair when it was still in its fledgling stages.”
“It is true, sadly.” Porceth agreed, grinning toothily. It was not a
handsome smile.
“What if I reject your offer?” Anthea asked.
At that, Porceth’s grin finally faded. He balled his hands up into fists.
“Why you little ungrateful brat. Do you know how many times we
saved you and your cadre of idiots? Do you know how much we’ve
labored on your behalf?”
If Porceth was incensed by her suggestion of rejection, Wainseth
was a little more encouraging than her mate: “Take what we offer,
Anthea. Do it now. Kill this poisoned shell of your mother, kill
Corydon, and destroy the Lost Ones.”
“Is that it?” Anthea scoffed. “I have only to do those three little
deeds?”
“I know they are not easy, but they are not anything you have not
already decided to do anyway. We just want to help you along the
way. Without us it will be impossible, but with us anything is within
the realm of possibilities.” Wainseth offered Anthea a sympathetic
smile and a soft touch on the shoulder. Her belly had swollen once
more, as if the pregnancy were encouraged by Anthea’s indecision.
A soft cry and a kicking sound came from within the womb, and
Wainseth simpered delightfully.
Anthea recoiled from Wainseth’s touch. “I want nothing the two of
you offer. So far as I am concerned, you two are the authors of all
this madness. You might have helped Corydon all along, and there is
no way I will ever believe that the Dark Pair have helped me
selflessly. Being that creature, that Thaumaturge of War, I nearly
destroyed myself. I was lost, and had my mother and father not
rescued me, had my friend not shown me the way, I’d still be a
miserable wretch pining for nothing but revenge. I reject you and
your offers! I do not need your gifts!”
The Dark Pair both winced and shrank away from her, but still they
reached for her. Wainseth’s belly had shrunk, and she cried out with
longing as she stretched her long fingers toward Anthea. She cast an
imploring look, a wretched look of desperation at Anthea.
“Begone!” She shrieked at them, unwilling to deal with either of
them, regardless of what they wished to do for her.
They faded away calling curses down upon her. Wainseth wailed
about losing her baby, but then she was gone. In the distance,
Aphelia, the cast-off daughter of the Dark Pair, cackled and left,
pleased with what she’d seen. She had little love for her parents, and
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feared the birth of her brother, Efficeth, for his birth was supposed to
herald the world’s end.

Anthea’s eyes opened, and she found herself clutching a stalk of
eyebright, with yellow and white flowers blooming strongly upon it.
The shadow of her mother loomed over her, and she could hear the
signs of struggle about, illustrating that more men than just her three
companions were present.
Instead of worrying about them, she concentrated on the flower,
which was hard to do with the oppressive force of her mother’s two
enchantments crushing down upon her. Even in the prone position
with her breath short, the words came to her. For once, she actually
considered the source. Only now did the words seem pure. She felt
them coming from the earth, from herself, and from the Gods. The
taint of the Dark Pair, something she had always felt but never
realized had been upon her ability, had left. The greasy coating that
had always colored her efforts had been wiped away. She felt
cleaner and holier as she did this than she’d ever felt. This was right.
This was the gift of a true Kerathi Flower Enchanter.
Eyebright, make light,
My breathing and my sight.
Take that which hurts me,
Banish it and make it desert me.
Immediately, her mother’s enchantments left her. The haze of
remorse, grief, and pain lifted like a fog under the morning sun.
Doubts burned away, and she regained her feet to stand and face
her mother. The light splashed down upon her. Radiance filled her
face, and her hair glowed like ripe corn silk shot through with hints of
green. Her white skin glowed like polished ivory, and her eyes
glistened with warmth. Linnea moaned in dismay as she faced what
the full beauty of what her daughter had become.
“I will set you free, Linnea. You are no longer my mother, but a
creature of Corydon’s devising. A fragment of your original self may
remain, but I will send that on to Nelius’ House of Endless Rooms.
Finally, you shall have rest.”
Linnea screeched and tore out handfuls of her hair as Anthea
reached into her bag at her side and pulled out a flower that she
knew was there. It was one that was perfect for this purpose,
although she’d not known it would be used for this. The flower found
its way into her hand was butterfly weed. It was perfect for this
moment. Smiling softly as her mother tore more fistfuls of hair from
her scalp and gouged at her face with torn fingernails, Anthea lifted
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the orange and red bunch of blooms between them, and pulled her
flailing mother into a loving embrace.
Despite her mother’s efforts to tear free or to tear them both apart,
Anthea held on until words found her mouth. She whispered
goodbye, and then the butterfly weed burst like a bubble that had
landed upon a blade of grass.
Weed favored by winged butterflies,
Free this poor woman from her two lives.
Return her to her soul and make her whole.
Send her to my father to stay and mend,
Until I too join them at the end.
Anthea opened her eyes and she saw her mother still, but her
mother’s terrible flailing and seizure-like actions had ceased. Instead,
a look of peace had come over her. She, like Porceth and Wainseth
had done, began to fade. She grew intangible, disappearing from
sight. Unlike Porceth and Wainseth though, she did not scream and
howl curses as she left. She went quietly into Nelius’ arms with
uplifted eyes and a smile upon her face, and Anthea thought she
saw him waiting in the distance. Something in his eyes promised that
he would see her too, but then, everyone saw him somedee.
When her mother was gone, she turned to look around her. Tuari
limped over, holding a bloody knife and a Mueran fish spear that
looked as if it had also seen some recent use. Rolf followed Tuari.
He was reloading a rifle. Makan came over last, but he still looked to
the skies and across the grounds.
“She is gone then, your mother?” Rolf asked. His expression
showed a great deal of understanding. He, too, had lost his family.
He knew her pain only too well.
Anthea smiled and looked at her hands, hands that had just held
her mother’s body moments ago. “She was already gone, Rolf, even
if she was here in body. She died Yarres ago, and I just set the rest
of her free from captivity.”
“We must continue on, quickly.” Makan urged her. “The enemy
must know we’re here now. I think those forces were just an
accompaniment for Linnea, but there may be more nearby.”
Anthea looked around then and noticed the bodies of Lost Ones
spread around them. There were nearly twenty of them, each with a
bullet hole or a wound from a spear or sword, except for the couple
that were completely frozen in blocks of ice. While she’d been
battling her mother, the Lost Ones had sought to destroy both her
and her friends. That notion alone just drove home how important it
was to end this, but when she looked for the trail her enchantment
should have showed her, it was gone.
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That trail had been a tool of the Dark Pair, it seemed, and when she
had denied them, it had left. The others seemed to sense her search
for the trail, but they had all lost it as well. Once gone, it was
completely gone, for everyone. They all looked, but there was no
trace of the path left.
“We can find a way in, I’m sure of it.” Rolf reassured her, but he
didn’t sound too sure himself.
“We will, and then we will finish this, without the Dark Pair’s help.”
The three men just stared at her. They did not know what she was
talking about, and she did not feel like explaining.
“Let’s go. I’ll blast a hole in the walls if I must, but I seem to recall a
narrow gap in the walls my father, my mother, and I used to slip out
between when I was a child and I wanted to watch the birds come to
nest amid the rocks. I had not thought about it for Yarres, but seeing
my mother suddenly reminded me of things long forgotten. Let us
hope it is still there and we still fit through.”
Makan nodded. “That sounds like our best bet. Let us not dally. I
can hear the sounds of battle elsewhere. The war is still going on,
even if we have a brief respite.”
“Lead the way.” Tuari and Rolf agreed, letting her show them the
way.
Anthea hurried off toward the hole in the wall that she remembered,
hoping she could find it again after all this time.
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CHAPTER 197
Pilots, in my experience, are a lazy lot when it comes to learning.
They, like most people, prefer to stick with the comfortable and
familiar, rather than embrace the new. While this is the nature of man
in many cases, insofar as Fliers are concerned, I cannot condone
this sort of men denying what is plain and true before them. I have
made dozens of modifications to Fliers, but these are only a fraction
of all that I would do if given free rein to do as I wished. There are so
many possibilities, but there is simply no chance to try them when
the pilots and the accountants say that ‘this’ is good enough. I am
nothing more than a fusser and a nitpick, they say, worrying about
minute details that are unimportant in the grand scheme of things.
What they don’t see is that by forcing a machine to adapt to
maximize its potential, the gains can be great. Even a five percent
increase in maneuverability, an eight percent increase in speed, or a
seven percent decrease in wind resistance is worth struggling for,
worth scrounging up coin to try to do. I’m a fossil already, it seems, a
man who has outlived his usefulness. I’m an innovator that is no
longer being listened to. Perhaps, if I were younger they would hear
me, but my ideas are no longer fresh and exciting.
Chaveaoux does not limit herself to touching only the minds of her
Aynglican children. She leaves me with a ceaseless storm of ideas:
designs for new turbines, parachutes for maneuvering, strange
weaponry, and small modifications to controls, struts, flaps, and
window portals. Yet, I have no outlet for my ideas except these
papers that I scribble upon. For now, I must continue to draw new
schematics as oft as they come to me, and I will store them away in
dusty volumes for someone to dust off and use after I’m gone…
- Excerpt from Galen the Inventor’s ‘Technological Advances of the
Aurean People’
 Tewsdee, the 2

nd

of Harvest, 769 A.E. 

Nishan lifted his unnaturally tired limbs and breathed in deep gasps
of air through his throat. As hard as he’d been breathing, his throat
and lungs felt raw, pressed beyond their abilities to draw in air. He
might have had several dozen of the Hundred Souls left within him,
but even they could not breathe for him. They absorbed the injuries
and deaths, but they could not give him another pair of hands with
which to grip a blade or another pair of lungs to suck in the cool
mountain air with. His hands twitched painfully, so he took the
opportunity to stare at them with morbid curiosity; they were more
blisters and raw flesh upon them now than healthy tissue.
Wincing as he flexed his bloodied, cracking fingers, he sat down
heavily, not even bothering to try to release the weapons he held.
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His hands shook, but there was not telling if he’d be able to pick up
another weapon after he let these ones go, so he held tight. He could
only make his hands do so much. He didn’t know who had carried
these blades before him or what corpses he’d pulled them out of, but
they certainly weren’t his Kerambit knives. Those had dulled Dees
ago, and he’d discarded them. He used these ones for now, the
latest in a string of weapons he’d broken, abused, and replaced in
his ongoing slaughter of the enemy.
His head hurt, too. His eyes dripped blood, and not just from having
used his optical powers of prediction so much. He’d had dust thrown
in his eyes and blood had spattered in his face; he’d been shot in the
face with arc-fire twice, and gunpowder smoke had stung his face at
least a hundred times in the last few Dees. His muscles hung on his
body like tired old strands of rubber dangling between knobs of bone.
His body was giving out it seemed, and he was becoming an old
man before his time. His face, already thin, had worn down to a
skeletal figure, no longer resembling the hale young man Anthea had
met on Rummas. He doubted Anthea would even recognize him.
Sagira wobbled in front of him, kneeling on one knee as she, too,
rested during a lull in the action. A figurehead she might be for this
army, but she was fighting just as much as any of them now. It
wasn’t really an option either. Many had found out the hard way that
anyone in this army, even those in the support, medical, and supply
lines could be killed ruthlessly, whether they defended themselves or
not. There was not a member of their camp or medic that did not
carry at least a pistol and a dagger, and why not? There were
weapons strewn all over the mountainside, some even the
decorative blades and rifles of rich men’s sons that had already
spent their lives trying to breach Cenalium’s unbreakable gates.
The pair stared forward at the gates, a creation of beauty that had
taken on a dark countenance. Perhaps they had once been pleasant
to look upon, but any aesthetic qualities the defensive structures had
once possessed had been replaced by more sinister traits. Gore and
blackened blood coated the gates and the ground between where
Nishan sat and the walls. Carrion birds came in great flocks
whenever the action stopped, and both sides had ceased any and all
efforts to deter them from their grisly work. The dead were picked
over and reduced to bones within Ouers. At this point no one had the
energy or heart to even push the dead off the trail, so they’d be
eaten away from sight. It didn’t matter, most would say, if they even
mustered the effort to speak – they’d all resigned themselves to
dying on these slopes.
Anthea had not arrived, or if she had, Corydon had imprisoned her.
Of that Sagira and Nishan were sure. If she’d managed to kill
Corydon, surely the enemy would have folded by now, instead of
resisting so doggedly. In the dark of the nights, when he could not
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sleep, he’d contemplated a terrifying possibility: Anthea and Corydon
had killed each other, and they were all out here fighting a pointless
battle. Only, he knew he could still feel hear heartbeat, or he thought
he could. He was so tired and the voices in his head had him so
confused that he could not remember who he was half the time. He’d
mentioned the theory in passing to Sagira, and he’d seen a haunted
look cross her face, for she knew that if Anthea was gone, that
meant that Makan most certainly was too, because he would not
have let her die without having first died himself. Such thinking had
left them both shaken, but in the end they’d discussed it until they’d
returned to the belief that Anthea must not have arrived yet or that
she had not yet succeeded. Otherwise, this would have all been
over.
Sagira cast a mournful look back at him after she looked toward
their meager supply of allies. There was not a man among their
ranks that had not been hurt in one way or another. Theirs was a sad
army, getting weaker each Dee. “We’re rotting away here. The
enemy is whittling us away like so much wood. Would that we were
all so resilient as you.”
Nishan grimaced. “I would not wish this fate on any man. Look at
me. Do I seem any better off than any of these poor wretches?”
Sagira looked him over from head to toe and had to shake her
head. “I must admit, you look like a man who’s been in prison for a
decade of torture.”
“I don’t doubt it.”
“We need to end this.”
“I know, but we haven’t the strength to do so. Our soldiers are tired
and our captains are all injured. Jens is sorely wounded. Captain
Dobry is missing an arm and his left leg below the knee.” A pair of
Lost Ones had cut the young Aynglican captain apart, and only Jens’
bravery had saved his life. Now, he could do little more than reload
pistols, but he did that much at least, and gladly. “Reid is bleeding
from a dozen places, none of them fatal yet, but collectively
dangerous. Fadri twisted his back in a fall, crushed his foot, and lost
an ear. I’m a mess as well, and you can hardly walk better than I. I
see how that gut wound ails you.”
Sagira frowned, as if she’d not remembered her wound until he
spoke of it, but he’d seen her checking it often, and he knew she’d
had leeches and maggots upon it to keep the infection out and the
clean blood flowing. “We must persevere.”
Nishan barked a laugh and nodded toward the gates, whose dark,
bloodstained doors were opening to release another charge of Lost
Ones. “Let us see then, if we might last another Ouer, you and I.”
“I’ve been praying to Juria for her to just let me see Makan once
more. I cannot die until I see him again. I must know that he is safe
and well.”
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“I hope you do see him, and I hope that I see Anthea a final time
before I give my last life for her. I would ask Uman, but I feel beyond
the help of any God now.”
“We will see our loved ones again, Nishan. We must believe in
that.”
Nishan sighed and drew himself up off the ground, creating an
imposing sight once more, despite being a scarecrow of a figure. The
rags about his body were so tattered that they exposed more flesh
than they covered, and his gaunt features were so hollowed out
around the eyes that he did not appear human any longer. He was a
walking skeleton, and his was a face that struck fear in the hearts of
enemies and allies alike.
There was not a man alive on either side of the gates that had not
seen this man die several times, only to get back up and fight on.
Even the recent arrivals that had come to support each side had
witnessed such things. Those that arrived each Dee quickly learned
who Nishan was. The enemies learned to stay clear of him, while the
allies tried their best to stay as near to him as possible, because it
meant they might have a prayer of staying alive, so long as they
stayed away from his whirling arms and weapons. Straying too close
to him was like walking under a butcher’s knife.
Nishan strode toward the front to stare down the newest batch of
enemies. As the troops rallied behind him, raising a chorus of howls
as Fadri – working hard regardless of his wounds – whipped the
army up into a fury once more, he turned once more to Sagira and
smiled roguishly, capturing just a hint of the beguiling young man he
had once been. “You have my promise, lady. You shall see your
mate again and I mine. I swear my life upon it.”
Sagira couldn’t even thank him. The words escaped her, and
shortly after he’d spoken, he roared loud enough to make the entire
body of enemy troops flinch. The dozens of lives within him seemed
to scream aloud in unison, though it was hard to imagine such a
great noise coming from within such a scrawny frame. The shout had
its effect though: the Lost Ones had learned fear from a mortal, albeit
a special one with a hundred lives.

The influx of soldiers over the past several Dees had been just
enough to keep the status quo, to insure that neither side got the
upper hand for long. For every Flier with a dozen Lost Ones that
arrived to help Corydon, a ship from Aynglica, Far Muera, the
surviving Kerathi strongholds, or even an occasional ship from
Elegius would also arrive. It didn’t matter where they came from.
They were all welcomed the same. They were a fresh set of arms
and a sharp new collection of swords or arc-lances to throw at the
other force. Once or twice, one side would get a sizeable new

331

PERENNIALS
contribution to their forces, and a bit of ground was given or taken on
the sloping roads outside of Cenalium, only to return to its previous
position when a fresh batch of soldiers arrived to help the weaker
force.
Then, in a the sixth Ouer on the seventh Dee of battle, the Fliers
had come from the south, enough to darken the ground with their
shadows, to cover the skies with burning golden bronze metal, and
to fill ears with the hum of so many turbine engines. At first, the
surviving members of the alliance army despaired. Many even threw
down their weapons and began to flee, until their remaining captains
realized that these were not enemies arriving, but rather a new set of
allies. Iago had come as promised, though the Ouer was late.
Resplendent in his black and white robes, he waved on the army of
the loyal Aurean people under his banner. The soldiers marched
upon Cenalium in long rows, wearing helms with snowy plumes and
white tabards over their burnished bronze breastplates that marked
their unity. Pennants were raised, declaring that this was the
collected strength of Choraeyn, Aetheline, and Gevaud, with a few
detachments of Guardians from Reselhine and Muralius. Oddly
absent were the forces of Durenia, but none commented on it,
because Iago would not brook any interruptions of discipline in his
force.
A trained battle commander he was not, but he had studied tactics,
and he had read every great military doctrine in the Broken Crown,
especially Tiombe’s work. That was part of why he’d insisted upon
the matching uniforms. Such uniformity in the midst of chaos would
strike fear in the heart of the enemy and remind the Lowlanders that
they could not compete with the glory of the Aurean nation. This
message was received loud and clear when the wings of the new
breed of Fliers under his command broke through Cenalium’s aerial
defenses for the first time in Dees.
Swooping in with a rush of air through their fuselages, the new
Fliers dropped what looked much like Corydon’s own web bombs on
the struts, cables, poles, and debris that had been strung between
the buildings of the city to prevent landings. Like throwing rocks into
a spider’s web, Iago’s wings of Fliers cleared the way without losing
more than a couple Fliers, and not for lack of efforts on the
defenders’ part. They had every available arc lances in the city
shooting skyward with full batteries and all of their defensive siege
weapons firing, but they simply could not seem to down these new
Fliers, which were faster, more agile, and far less fragile than their
counterparts. Graceful hawks they were, and they were loose in a
pigeon coop.
While Corydon’s remaining Fliers were being sent tumbling from the
skies, the column of Aurean forces reached the walls, where they
concentrated the beams of scores of arc-lances upon the gates.
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They had carried these heavy arc-lances here, along with huge
batteries, and they drained one after another until the stone and
crystal of the walls had been superheated to a white so bright that it
hurt one’s eyes to gaze upon it. Then, the Fliers doused the walls
with gushes of water scooped up from the seas around Maethlin.
They came and delivered their watery payload with terrible accuracy,
and the gates of Cenalium cracked as they were suddenly sluiced
with tens of thousands of Layters of cool water. Force cooled as if
thrust into an armorer’s quench bucket, they shattered into a
thousand pieces.
Nishan, Sagira, and the surviving allies were all but pushed aside
as the newcomers rushed through the wreckage of the shattered
gates and met the enemy with arc-lance against arc-lance and arcsword against arc-sword. There, they overwhelmed the outnumbered
defenders, but only because of their numbers. They fought well, but
they simply did not have the coordination or speed to match the Lost
Ones or even the Dark Ones on a man-to-man basis. Iago’s losses
were heavy when taking those first few Mayters of city ground, but
his fresh forces numbered greater than all that remained under
Corydon’s command within the city, and he threw them back, despite
the great cost.
Once inside the city, they established a defensive perimeter, a wall
of locked shields and bristling arc-lances that held back Corydon’s
defenders until the entire force had pushed its way through the dead
bodies and shattered gates. They spread out from there, driving
Cenalium’s guardians back even further, engaging them in small
skirmishes in the streets, alleys, and running from building to
building. Only then did Iago allow the battered alliance forces to
enter the city that he had breached. He had gotten the foothold, not
them, and he made that clear by staking his pennants around the
perimeter of shields. The adult has arrived, and the children can stop
playing now, he seemed to say, but the alliance did not begrudge his
victory, since it was in effect their victory. Besides, anything was
better than dying on the road outside the city, even if it was dying
inside the city.
Corydon seemed to have prepared for just such an eventuality as
the breach of the walls though. No more than a quarter Ouer after
they’d broken through did an entire tower fall on the encroaching
Aurean forces. Granted, it was not one of the largest towers in
Cenalium, and they did have plenty of warning when a series of
detonations rocked the square that most of the forces were in, but a
falling tower is hard to avoid when it’s not exactly sure where it will
fall. Further detonations up the shaft of the structure as it fell made
sure that there was plenty of rubble spread about as came crashing
down. Chunks of crystal and stone ranging from finger-sized to the
size of a house rained down to crush Aurean Guardians and alliance
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soldiers alike. Clouds of dust that had sat for Hectoyarres billowed
up and fell upon them like snow, fallout from the tremendous crash.
Here, Iago’s insistence that the alliance stay in the rear behind his
forces actually benefited them. Nishan was also able to rally his
forces to help cover the stunned Aureans as they regrouped. Many
of them had been deafened by the crash or stunned by the tower’s
fall, and scores of them stumbled unwittingly through the dust clouds
and into traps set by the Lost Ones. Corydon’s men were quite
effective when it came to isolating and eliminating small parties of
their confused enemies.
What had looked as if it might have been a quick victory faded into
another war of attrition, where the forces of Corydon gave more
ground slowly, bloodying the enemy as much as he could for each
step they took closer to his sanctum in the inner city.

Another round of reinforcements arrived near the end of the Dee.
Emlen’s spare forces, all he could release from their attacks on
Durenia, had come. Corydon’s message crews had sent out
messages before the attacks had begun, asking for his support, but
Emlen had not come himself, as Corydon had hoped. At least one of
his generals would escape the city, no matter what happened. Still,
Iago’s Fliers downed most of these incoming forces in the first few
Mynettes after their arrival. This forced the rest of them to try to dart
into the city to land at such breakneck speeds that they often came
barreling in and smashed into the buildings before they could
successfully stop, killing half of their crews in the process, and that
was if they succeeded in landing at all. Regardless, the extra
lifeblood was well received, supplementing the forces Illias led in his
master’s defense. Illias was out and about, a visible presence among
his men. He continued to lead Corydon’s dwindling forces in strikes
against exposed flanks of the invaders. He knew every passageway
of the city, and they snuck around like thieves, coming and going as
they pleased and exacting a terrible toll upon the trespassers each
time he surfaced.
Even though the outer gates had fallen, Cenalium looked to be in
no danger of falling soon. They looked as if they might easily stall
Iago and the alliance for another Dee and more, and if the battle
stretched on for more than a Wayke, there was even the possibility
that the alliance might lose. That was, until unexpected help came
from Jhiza and the new Empress, or rather the old Empress who had
been reinstated.
The force they brought with them was not large, for it had taken a
tremendous loss in Elegian lives to destroy Aram and the army that
had besieged the Elegian capital, but it came with certain unlookedfor figures that were a great boon to the alliance, even if Iago didn’t
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seem to agree. One of the Fliers had brought Porfirio, the Sword of
Choraeyn.
Instantly, the soldiers from that Grancitta hailed him as a hero,
welcoming him into their midst before even hearing the extent of his
involvement in the Elegian campaign. They could not know how
close that front had come to folding under the aggressive attacks of
Corydon’s most ruthless general, or how it had taken a literal wall of
humanity to put an end to Aram. A lake of blood had formed outside
of Jhiza, and clouds of flies had descended in swarms that made
Rihyas and the Gnat Marshes look like a pleasant spot to own a
vacation home. Children battled rats for scraps in the streets of the
capital, and disease ran rampant. The western half of the Empire
was in utter ruins, and the eastern provinces could not support the
sheer hordes of refugees that had come to their doorsteps. The land
was in shambles, but Empress Tahirah III had sent two hundred of
her best remaining soldiers to support the efforts in Cenalium, and
General Aziza had come with them.
The Aureans did not know what to make of the proud woman with
her heavy silver-plated poleaxe, but the alliance took to her quickly,
especially when Sagira greeted her with open arms. There were few
enough Elegian women present, and the two refused to let status or
current standing with the Empress come between them. Both had
fallen from grace in one way or another during their careers, but
Tahirah III had allowed Aziza to continue to serve in her capacity as
the Right Hand of the Empress, something unheard of. Never before
had the Hands of the Empress continued on in their positions past
their Empress’ reign. Typically, on the Dee the possession of the
throne changed hands, they were executed as failures, released
from their posts, or exiled. Tahirah III had the foresight to keep Aziza
in place, sensing the need for some consistency in such a time of
change.
Nishan and Sagira were only too happy to share their authority with
Aziza, since Jens, Captain Dobry, and Fadri were all too wounded to
fill in at that capacity. Iago, however, was very reluctant to turn over
any authority whatsoever to the Sword of Choraeyn, even if he
greeted the man with smiles and praise for his efforts thus far.
Nishan was not the only one to see through the act, and he wasn’t
even Aurean. Surely, he presumed, Porfirio’s companions, Nico and
Gioia, saw through such a transparent façade as well. If they did
though, they hid it well, or perhaps they simply did not complain
because Iago eventually relented and allowed Porfirio to lead a large
portion of the Aurean forces.
This portion was mostly the contingent from Choraeyn, who all but
insisted that their Grancitta’s greatest hero in memory be allowed to
lead them, but there were others with them. It was hard to resist the
man’s charisma. He might not have donned such impressive armor
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as he was known for – the battles he’d been through had changed
him and humbled him greatly – but he was an impressive leader
nonetheless. Besides, his credentials were undeniable. Iago might
have been the Voice of the Firmament and the acting Grand Helion
as far as Aurean politics went, but Porfirio had helped lead the
Elegians to victory against Corydon, and most trusted him to do the
same here.
Despite his reluctant relinquishment of power, Nishan suspected
that Iago had other ideas. He and Sagira both remembered Iago’s
hatred for Porfirio, and they knew that Iago had hoped to find a way
to make sure that Porfirio did not survive this war. What better way to
be rid of him was there than to have him lead the final attack on the
inner city of Cenalium? No, Iago was no fool, but Nishan did not care
enough to argue with the power hungry leader. Aurean problems and
rivalries were Aurean concerns, not Rumani. They would stay that
way, as they belonged.
Tragic it might end up being, but at least the war could be won. It
mattered not to him what Aureans died, so long as Corydon was
killed before all was said and done. When Porfirio was seen taking
the battle to Illias, Corydon’s last general, it only confirmed these
ideas for him. Nishan followed carefully, letting the Aureans spend
themselves against the enemy, while he preserved what was left of
his forces for the final assault.
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CHAPTER 198
Most Kerathi will tell you that sneaking up on a man is no fast road
to anything but dishonor, and that only by facing a man head-to-head
are you gaining the attention of Cainel. It may be true that Cainel
loves a great battle, but I know that the greatest battles are ones
where a great victory is won without the loss of all one’s allies.
I would rather sneak around a bit and slay a thousand enemies
than walk right up to them and kill a hundred. Perhaps that’s why I’m
still alive and a lot of my more glorious friends are not. I say, give me
modest glories in life, not great glories in death, because I can enjoy
things a lot more that way…
- Excerpt from Soren the Deft’s ‘Earning Cainel’s Favor’
 Tewsdee, the 2

nd

of Falling, 769 A.E. 

The end was so near that Anthea could taste the taint of Corydon’s
treachery and heresy with each breath. She had infiltrated the city
through a hidden hole in the wall, mostly due to the fact that her
allies seemed to have breached the gates it seemed. With all the
attention on the front gates, defense of back entryways and corners
of the city had been mostly neglected. With all the Fliers that had
been passing overhead in the last Ouer, it was not surprising that all
of Corydon’s forces were needed up where the fighting was fiercest.
Anthea had been shocked by the sheer numbers that Iago had
arrived with, and, while she had not see the Aurean leader
personally, she knew that only Iago could have summoned such a
force. There just were not any other men left in the Aurean nation
with that sort of power and that amount of resources to call upon.
In a way, it was a distressing to see that Iago had had such a force
available. It made her realize how much they were being used. Even
a force such as Iago’s would have stalled at the walls had the
lowlanders’ alliance not softened up Cenalium’s defenses, but if they
had all arrived at one time this might have been over by now with a
lot less losses for the Lowlanders. Of course, there’d not really been
much of a choice for her or the lowland nations. If they’d sat back
and tried to defend against Corydon’s fleets any longer, they would
have eventually been overwhelmed. That he’d taken Durenia and
had its resources at hand was proof of that. Given time, the man
would have taken enough Grancittas and Menocittas to build up an
unbeatable army that would have swept away any defenders, even if
Anthea and her companions had stood with them.
Whatever the reasons that had brought her here, Anthea was going
to finish it. Besides, Iago having broken through the gates had
served to draw any remaining defenders toward the gates where the
fighting was bloodiest. That made it easier for her to pass through
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the ghost town that had once been her home – not that she’d ever
gone anywhere without her family or Bedros. Her father had always
been very protective of her because of how most Aureans felt about
her nature, those that knew what she was anyway. She’d been an
oddity at best, a pariah at worst, and so she’d always needed
protecting. Now was not much different, but this would be the last
time she’d ever need to walk through this city and need protection.
Seeing Cenalium dead and empty, hollowed out like a tree that
termites have eaten through, Anthea couldn’t help but feel strangely
detached from her birthplace. This was not intended to be a joyous
homecoming, but she had still thought she’d feel something upon
returning. She realized that this place was no longer her home.
Anything that might have tied her to this place had died or had
changed beyond recognition. Her home was with Nishan and the
others now, not here. That was good, for it made it easier to go
through the city without getting overly emotional about all she’d lost,
about innocence left by the wayside, and about the foul deeds she
was about.
They kept to the buildings as much as possible, staying out of the
streets where they’d be easily visible. Cutting through alleys and
crossing walkways where needed, Makan continued to cover the
advance, while Tuari roamed at her side, ranging a bit left and right
of her to check side passages and adjacent rooms as they traveled.
Rolf remained in the rear with a rifle loaded and ready. Their caution
paid off, and their progress went unchallenged. Even when they saw
soldiers, they were always too busy getting to the fighting to notice
the four of them moving quietly through the city and sticking to
shadows.
When they reached the walls that separated Cenalium’s inner city
from the outer city, the last barrier the attackers had to batter their
way through, she could hear the battle raging near the final set of
gates that held back the alliance forces and Iago’s army alike. She
might have despaired about finding a way in, but once upon a time
her father had been an important man with powerful friends, a man
who had still had the Greater Helion’s ear even after his disgrace.
Therefore, Anthea knew several routes into the inner city. She had
accompanied her father at least three times that she recalled, and
she faintly remembered looking in wonderment at the fish and
flowers that the Greater Helion had kept in his audience chambers.
She had not known it at the time, but she knew now that she must
have been the topic of many of the secretive discussions her father
had partaken of with the kind man who had owned those rooms. It
was in those rooms that she expected to find Corydon. In her mind’s
eye, she could see him on that throne, sitting amidst riches and
plunder that he had looted from the great houses of the city and from
many of the lands beyond Maethlin.
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Confidence alone cannot win a war any more than it can open
holes in a wall, or so Anthea found when she reached several
passageways that had been filled in with stone. Where there should
have been gateways into halls that normally held the rich, the
powerful, as well as the Greater Helion, there were only flat walls.
Only the different colors of stone and crystal told her that she was
not crazy, that there had once been passages where she
remembered. In fact, the mortar was still fresh in some places, set
and hardened, but fresh enough to not have had any discoloration
from the sun yet. She might have gotten lucky once and gotten in
through a forgotten hole in the wall, but Corydon had carefully sealed
the back ways into his personal enclave.
Tuari picked at the stone around one of the sealed entries they’d
come across while the other three exchanged doubtful stares.
Anthea sighed and eyed the new stretch of wall mournfully.
“If only the enchantment would still work and show us a way in.”
Makan shook his head. “We’ll get in, and we’ll do it without the Dark
Pair’s help. Perhaps I can even freeze and thaw this wall until it
cracks and crumbles enough to permit us entry.” He didn’t sound too
sure about this idea, and none of the others expected that to work.
He tried anyway, wielding his engraved narwhal tusk against the
stone and mortar.
Rolf eyed the wall, gauging its height while Makan tried ineffectually
to crack their way into the inner city. The wall was easily ten Mayters
tall, if not fifteen. “We can climb.” He suggested, looking for a way
over the barrier while scratching absently at the front of his shirt and
the Racheneid Mark beneath it. The time of his vengeance was
nearly upon him, but the burden of his task had weighed on him so
long now that it was a familiar need.
“We’ll get noticed.” Makan protested, ceasing in his efforts with the
tusk when they yielded no results. “They’ll see us climbing and shoot
us, scraping us off like bugs on a tree trunk.”
Anthea grinned suddenly. “Not if they don’t see us!”
“I thought your enchantments don’t work on Corydon’s new breed
of soldiers.” Tuari reminded her, done with his own inspections of the
wall. His prodding and poking had not revealed any secret levers or
anything beyond the ordinary. The wall had simply been sealed, and
it had been done effectively, and from the solid sound his rapping
upon the stone produced, it had also been done very thickly. Nothing
shy of a battering ram was getting through the wall.
Anthea just stared at Tuari, so he explained. “Your enchantments
did not have any effect on the new kind of soldiers we faced in Lower
Cenalium, so how can you be sure that even with an enchantment
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Corydon’s men will not see us? You might even draw more attention
to what you’re trying to hide.”
Her grin faded immediately. Tuari was right. She had forgotten how
the Lost Ones in Lower Cenalium had been unaffected by what she’d
done. Surely these last defenders in the city would be Lost Ones,
since they were the toughest soldiers Corydon had in his arsenal.
She’d not thought of that. “Maybe I can call up a lot of fog or
smoke?”
Rolf regarded the wall critically, casting a gaze up and down its
length. “That seems like it would actually draw attention to us. If fog
and smoke suddenly obscured my walls, I’d think that someone is
trying to get over them, especially when my list of enemies includes
a Flower Enchanter. It’s not a good idea.”
“Well, what is?” Anthea demanded, getting irritated now. They’d
come so far and fought through so much to be stopped by something
as simple as a wall of stone.
Rolf shrugged. “I don’t see any other way around, and we don’t
have the time to waste searching. It might be a tall wall, but if we run
a line up there and then drop it down, it wouldn’t take much to get all
four of us up there. We’ll just have to do it as fast as possible and
always have someone covering the other three, or we’ll be in
trouble.”
“We could go more quickly if we could jump from the tower over to
it.” Makan commented, nodding toward a tower that was at least ten
Mayters away from the wall. Purposely, nothing had been built too
close to the wall to prevent people from doing just that.
“It’s too far, but if one of us did climb up the wall, that person could
throw a line with a weight on it over to the tower, and then we could
slide down the line to the top of the wall.”
“They’d see the line though.” Tuari protested. He was not trying to
be quarrelsome, but he had promised Bedros that he would care for
Anthea, and this plan seemed foolhardy. “Perhaps they would not
see us if we stayed near the wall, but they would certainly see us if
we ran a line from a tower to the wall’s top. It’s too great of a risk.”
“Tuari has a point.” Anthea reluctantly agreed.
Rolf threw his hands up. “I don’t care what we do. We just can’t
stand here. I don’t need to remind any of you that we have people
waiting on us, and a tyrant that needs killing.”
The three men began arguing, trying to determine which was the
best course of action. Anthea ignored them and dug through her
purse of flowers and plant sprigs instead, looking for something that
might just solve their problem. In the past, she’d always been able to
pull out a flower that could save the Dee, so she held her breath and
looked for another one to help now. Her fingers dug through her
pouch, fumbling across petals, leaves, stems, and herbs, but she

340

PERENNIALS
could find nothing that would take her through or over a wall. There
was nothing that could help her with the wall.
They could not go on.
Then she found several plants, all with the same general traits and
powers of persuasion, plants which could be used to draw something
toward her. A thought came to her suddenly: she didn’t have to go to
Corydon. She could make Corydon come to her.
“We don’t need to cross the wall.” Anthea announced, her green
eyes sparkling with excitement.
“Oh?” Makan asked, raising an eyebrow at the fistful of plants
Anthea held.
“We bring Corydon to us and avoid the whole issue.” She explained
hurriedly. Now that she suddenly had a plan, her mind was moving a
thousand Kilomes per Saycund, whirling with possibilities.
“You can do that?” Rolf wondered, combing his fingers across his
beard thoughtfully.
Anthea frowned at Rolf. “You have seen me do so many things, and
now you question what I can and cannot do?”
Rolf shook his head. “I’m just surprised we never thought of this
before. Why did we not consider this when we were at the coast or
even back in Aynglica? I could have shot him from afar, and this
would have been done with.”
Hearing that was like getting a knife stabbed into the heart when
she thought of all the lives that had been lost. “Well, it’s easy to think
about what we could have done differently now.” She said. It was the
only defense she could come up with, though it seemed weak. The
truth was, though, that she had no idea if the enchantment would
have worked from further away. This close to him, she felt that the
tactic was at least plausible.
Rolf cleared his throat. He didn’t want to be the voice of dissension
once more, but he thought he’d found a hole in the plot, and a major
one at that. “Is it as simple as this though? Say this enchantment
works as expected, and we all know that they don’t necessarily do
exactly what we’d always like, but say it works. What if Corydon
actually comes? What then? If you do summon him, Anthea, I doubt
he will come alone. He will bring what strength he has left him to
battle us. Doesn’t this defeat the whole purpose of sneaking in here
to murder him in secret?”
“It may, but I can call all of our allies as well.” She replied
defensively, scrambling to save the only plan they had available.
“This is a dangerous tactic, terribly dangerous.” Makan warned her
gravely. “We don’t know what will happen if both forces come
together all at once. We have not seen the results of the battles of
the last few Dees. We’ve been out of communication. Even with the
new forces that have arrived, we cannot guarantee victory.
Something has to give. One side must die.”
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She nodded gravely. Worry crinkled her brow, and her eyes sought
acceptance in the three faces that looked expectantly upon her. She
was their leader, and she had to make an executive decision. “I
realize this, but we cannot delay any longer. I trust you three with my
life, and I trust Nishan, Sagira, and Jens the same. Fadri and the
others will do what they can; I’m certain of it.”
“This all started because of enchantments. It was a series of
enchantments that brought us together and brought us here, so it is
fitting that enchantments will draw all of the key players onto the
field. I just pray to Cainel and Comrain that we are able to do all that
we must.” Rolf held his rifle in the crook of his arm for a Saycund so
he could press his knuckles together in reverence to his people’s
favorite Gods, unaware of the fact that one of them had already
fallen in battle.
Anthea looked at each of their faces in turn. They were her trusted
companions, and she respected what they said. She had already
decided her course, but she wanted their support in what would
happen next. “I know I am asking a lot, and that I am putting us all in
danger, but how is drawing him out to do battle any worse than
walking into the lion’s den and confronting the master in his own
home?”
Makan ran a hand across the crown of his head and cast an
anxious glance around the city. “I suppose that it is not worse, not
really. Entering his own den, as you put it, is not a thing I have liked
to dwell upon the last few Dees. That is where he will be strongest”
“Fighting here, even though it has its own dangers, is the lesser of
two very nasty evils.” Rolf agreed, not liking the new plan much, but
then he’d never really liked the idea of sneaking into Corydon’s
house and trying to catch him unawares either. It wasn’t the Kerathi
way of doing things, and he figured that the man would not have
been easy to catch napping anyway. Men like Corydon that led
nations in war were seldom lax in their own security. They tended
toward the paranoid, and that made them dangerous to attack.
“We will all defend you to the best of our abilities, Anthea. However,
we must also expect that Corydon’s servants will do the same for
him. Do what you think is best, and I will serve.” Tuari vowed as he
pounded the end of his Mueran spear upon the cobbles. He wore a
fierce look for one so small, and his little teeth glistened in a
determined scowl.
“I, too, will serve.” Rolf offered, bowing his head slightly.
Makan shook his head and sighed. “I think this is a dangerous
course, but I would never abandon you, dear one, not in the last
moments of this monumental task. Until the end, I will follow you
anywhere.”
Anthea took each of their oaths with a solemn grace. When they
had all finished, she licked her lips nervously and looked once more
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at the fistful of flowers and plants she still held. “Here we go then.”
She muttered.
As it always did, it took a few Saycunds to focus on what she
wanted and collect her will and thoughts. Her eyes rolled back, her
hair began to lift in unfelt wind, and her muscles went rigid all at
once. There, standing beside the last barrier between herself and the
end of her task, words found her throat. Her vocal cords strained to
let such powerful concepts be uttered in human syllables. The words
came as they had last time, when she’d set her mother’s spirit free.
Her power was without the taint of the Dark Pair. That was in the
past.
Of the handful of flowers, the first that came to glow bright with light
was a stalk of Quassia with an unopened pair of magenta flowers,
elongated tube-shapes that resembled hot peppers. They flashed
with a brilliance that made Makan and Rolf avert their eyes.
However, Tuari, used to the bright sun reflecting off the sheets of ice
near his home as he was, continued to watch with the same
amazement he always exhibited around Anthea, and only partly
because she was making him see in color. The girl fascinated him as
no other could, not even Inoke, and he loved her as kin, regardless
of her bloodlines.
With these plants fair, I beseech.
With this pair, I reach.
Come here and come out.
Listen, friends and foes, to the words I shout!
As soon as the Quassia plant vanished, Anthea’s head fell sharply,
only to bounce back up when her eyes flashed open. A pink Camellia
came next. Its many-lobed flowers, not unlike a rose in some
aspects, shimmered with potential, growing brighter by the Saycund
until they burst into light.
Camellia, Camellia,
Make them long to come here,
Their hearts to feel the need to run near,
Camellia, Camellia.
The last thing to flare into life in front of Anthea was a handful of
rose leaves. They were dark green and had not wilted at all, despite
having been removed from the stems they had once lived upon.
They sprinkled down from her hand, glistening green and then
becoming white like snow as they floated to the pavement beneath
their feet, and she spoke the last part of the enchantment.
Hope springs from these leaves, green and hale.
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We carry arms to see the end of the others.
Let the stronger here win the Dee and prevail.
Let this war end, this killing of mothers and brothers.
With these leaves comes hope that we do not fail.
As soon as the last syllable was uttered, lines of light shot out from
Anthea, twisting away from her heart to dart through the walls of the
inner city, to cut into the ground itself, and to spread out across the
city. Several threads of fate had just been strung between Anthea
and all the people who would have a say in what was to come.
Thousands of people were in the city still, but it would be these few
that were connected to her that would see the Dee out; they would
end this war. Three of them stood here with Anthea, each with a
thread of red light connecting their hearts to hers. Rolf, Tuari, and
Makan had expected to be part of this, and they could well guess at
who the others might be that would soon begin to arrive.
Anthea sank to her knees when she was done. A small smile curled
the corners of her soft, full lips. Although she was tired, she knew it
would all be over soon. Then, one way or another, the weariness
would finally be over. Tuari helped her to her feet, but rather than
stay where she had spoken her enchantment, she started shuffling
away from the wall.
“Where are you going?” Rolf demanded, confused by the fact that
she was walking away. He might be tied to her by fate, but that did
not mean he understood all that was going through her mind. To him,
it looked as though she was about to walk away from her
responsibility, right after calling everyone of importance to her.
“I’m going home, Rolf.” She said tiredly. “If this is to end, I would
like it to be beneath the eaves of the place I once called my home. It
is not far.”
There was nothing Rolf could say to argue with that. He stood there
quietly while Makan nodded and moved to help support Anthea as
Tuari was doing. They would take her to her home, and then the
enemy would come, as would their allies. They would all gather and
have it out, finally.
Around the city and beneath the city, the call was already being
answered. Heads lifted and eyes turned, all suddenly aware of a
place they had to be.
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CHAPTER 199
A strong and necessary ally is potentially your worst betrayer…
- Excerpt from Iago’s ‘Trust Unfounded’
 Tewsdee, the 2

nd

of Falling, 769 A.E. 

To Anthea’s great surprise, her family’s house was quite intact.
Almost, she’d expected Corydon to pull the place down, to raze it out
of spite for her and her father. Maybe he’d just been too busy to
bother with it. Though the building stood, it was hardly her home
anymore. She might have been more nostalgic about returning home
had it still been something more than an empty shell. Perhaps if it’d
had her father’s scent or some of their things, she might have
reminisced, but it had been ransacked for valuables and keepsakes
Munths ago. Her room had been totally emptied out to fill Synnove’s
cell in Lower Cenalium, and her father’s rooms were as empty as
hers, but the structure itself was as it always had been. Even an
insurrection and this dreadful war had not seen ruin come to the
building. Well, there was still time enough for that, Anthea reflected
morosely. Todee the building might fall.
She assumed that Corydon had confiscated all of her father’s things
to search for clues about the inner workings of her father’s mind and
hints about her powers. She now understood that her father and
Corydon had once been close colleagues and the best of friends, but
they had parted ways and had become deadly enemies in the end.
There must have been secrets between the men, and now Corydon
had everything that had been her fathers. Doubtless, he had pored
over every single detail and element of his belongings, gleaning what
wisdom and insights he could from them.
Now, it was her job to finish what her father could not. This very
night, she planned to kill the man who was responsible for all that
had occurred, all the pain her family had endured. It would have to
wait a few more Mynettes, though. The complete cast had not all
assembled for the final act, and she was tired, physically and
emotionally drained. She rested with her back to the wall of what had
once been her room, with her knees pulled up to her chest and her
chin upon those knees. Her hair spilled around her hands and legs,
falling nearly to the floor.
Makan and Rolf were watching the front of the house for the arrival
of any enemies, but Tuari remained with her. Steadfast, he stood like
a statue with his Mueran fish spear in hand. He watched the doorway
because there would be no attack except through that route. Aurean
crystal was quite sturdy, so the walls and roof would not break short
of having something at least as large as a Recon Flier suddenly drop
upon it. No, the attack would not come from anywhere but the street.
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They would try to come through the double doors that opened onto
the lane out front, and they’d come for her if they could get through
Tuari, Rolf, and Makan.
“It’s almost done.” She said quietly, her voice punctuating the
dimness of the room. The crystal pods had been taken from the
room with the rest of her things, so there was nothing left with which
to illuminate the room. They might have been in Synnove’s cage as a
further touch of authenticity, or they might have been in the piles of
crystal pods Corydon had used to power the Darksight Outlooks.
Either way, they were gone, and the darkness suited her mood.
Tuari turned to look at her momentarily, and then turned his
attention back to the hallway and the rest of the house. “It will be nice
to have an end to all of this. After a long Saysuhn of War, it is time
for a Saysuhn of Peace.”
“You never had to do this, you know. You could have stayed with
your hunting party.”
“Chogan and Apiatan died because of us. We struck down
members of my hunting party. Even if they caused the fight, I must
still wear that mark upon my conscience. I need to include myself in
that, because I am certainly partly to blame, if not the majority holder
of that blame.”
“I know that, but you were not part of the enchantment. You were
not supposed to be here. It chose the others, but you came of your
own free will and put yourself into these dangers for us.”
Tuari smiled, betraying a hint of a mischievous glint in his eyes. He
was about to say something clever, and he knew it. “And that is why
you are still alive, Anthea. That is why your free will remains and why
you are not a tool of the Dark Pair. They guided you to gather allies
that would only protect you enough to help push you over the edge
into becoming that creature of violence and vengeance you became
in Ka’Shann. I helped you find your way back from that edge. My
choice has preserved our hope through you.”
Anthea smiled despite herself. She could remember all that she had
done when she had been that other woman, but it felt as if she had
been little more than an observer to the strange actions she had
performed. It had not been her that had done all those things, or not
the real her at least.
She looked down at herself. Even now, she was not the girl she had
been that fateful night that her father had woken her to flee, certainly
not emotionally or physically. “I could never go back to being what I
was. I am more than either of the two girls that I have been before.”
“Your powers are less than they were.” Tuari pointed out.
“So, you noticed.” As a Thaumaturge of War, she’d been almost
unstoppable. She’d never thrown out so many enchantments in such
a short time as when she’d been that creature, and yet each
enchantment had carried her further from what she was. The
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corruption had nearly crawled all the way to her heart, and she had
nearly lost herself to revenge. Now, she was finally a complete
person, untainted by outside forces, but she didn’t have quite the
same depth of power to draw upon anymore.
The Uleaut boy shrugged and offered her one of his toothy smiles.
“It will be enough.”
“Let us hope that it is.”
“Do not forget that I am with you, Anthea. I have kept my promises
to protect you. You have not died yet, not really. I will not let you
now, either, even if it costs my own life. I love you as I have loved no
other, and I will not hesitate to lay my life down for you. You have
only discovered how to live. You cannot fail now.”
Anthea watched Tuari’s expression, but could find nothing but
sincerity. “But Inoke…”
Tuari shook his head. “She would understand. I have told her what
you mean to the world and to me, and she is fine with that. She
believes that there is no greater purpose that I could die for than to
protect you, even if what she and I share must end because of it.”
“That she would be second to any woman in your heart, it’s hard to
believe.”
“She understands me well. Muerans are cousins to my folk, and,
like my folk, they are quite sensible when important matters come
up. The heart is a wonderful thing, but it cannot always guide word
and deed. I love Inoke and I will take her as a mate, but I love you as
my Goddess’ servant. Worldly passions are second to service of the
divine.”
“You are so much wiser than I could ever be.” Anthea sighed. “I
must make sure you get back to that girl, because the world needs
you and the children you will have. There is greatness in you, and it
must not end with you. It must spread and live.”
Tuari beamed at receiving such praise, but his joy was short-lived.
A crash at the front doors drew his attention, and Makan’s shouts
quickly mingled with the reports of Rolf’s rifles. “It is time.” He said
shortly, leveling his spear toward the hallway that led from the room.
Anthea got to her feet and steeled herself for what was about to
happen. “The end has finally come.” She whispered, earning a nod
from Tuari. Then they went forward in the halls to see which of their
enemies had arrived first.

Illias had felt Anthea’s call like a lasso had been thrown about his
shoulders and pulled by half a dozen men. He knew what it was, and
he wanted to resist, but he found that he could not. Somehow, he
just knew that he could finish this war and save his cause if he went
and killed her. A part of him recognized the trap, but he was not
defenseless. Nor would he go alone. He delayed only so long as it
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took him to assemble all he could of the soldiers near him, a couple
squads depleted just a little from their normal number of thirty. Then,
with those soldiers in tow, he cut through the back passages and
alleyways, avoiding Porfirio and his white Guardians, not out of fear,
but out of necessity.
The Sword of Choraeyn had shown his dread face todee, striking at
Corydon’s defenders with an unmatchable vengeance. As of yet,
Illias had not been able to get near enough to him to challenge him
to a rematch of their battle atop the towers of Choraeyn, when he’d
tried to take the Grand Helion’s head. He’d lost that battle, and he’d
nearly lost his life. Only luck and the Lost Ones had saved him that
Dee, and he wasn’t so sure how a second fight might go, but he
wasn’t shying away from the prospect, whatever the outcome.
Given the hard choice between Porfirio and Anthea, he knew he
had to go after Anthea. If he was lucky, he would get the Anthea first,
finish off her and her little cadre of protectors, and then he’d be free
to destroy Porfirio. Both of them might even be there. If so, he’d have
to be more cautious, but there was a chance he could turn them
against one another or take them both on one at a time. Porfirio
might even make a good shield against any of dark magicks that
Anthea might throw at him. This would work out well, he thought,
smiling as he ran through hidden corridors toward his enemy’s
position, a position he felt in his heart.
Before long, his small army exited the subterranean tunnels and
emerged near Anthea’s childhood home. The dark building loomed
before him, but there was no one else in sight. He thought Corydon
might have been called as he had been, but he was not going to wait
for him. He was capable of taking care of this himself. He would not
fail again, and he certainly would not die trying as Leander, Genero,
and so many others had.
He launched his attack without hesitation. When the door splintered
and broke off its hinges, he was one of the first ones in, letting only a
slim row of soldiers charge in before him to soak up the first few
attacks for him. Then, he set to work. Grim fighting in close quarters
was something he lived for, and the stakes had never been so high.

Makan had battled Lost Ones and Dark Aureans before. They’d
come after Anthea half a dozen times at least, and each time he’d
been there to drive them back. He’d grown in power, and he’d
mastered the use of his narwhal spear. Somehow, this time it was
not the same as before. It might have been as easy as freezing each
man who stepped through the door into a block of ice, but it just
wasn’t. This was the endgame, and everyone was bringing their
worst tricks to the table.
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The problem was not his lack of skill. He could outfight anyone
present in melee combat, probably even Illias, but Illias had not
come alone. The Lost Ones were the problem. Because they were a
single entity with multiple bodies – albeit an entity with a multitude of
personas that formed a single whole – they had no qualms about
sacrificing a few to get at him. They lost nothing personally when the
soldiers they inhabited were killed, so they used them ruthlessly and
without worry. After all, the portion of their soul deposited in that
body was returned to them for later use whenever one of their hosts
died. The first few Lost Ones into the house were the price to pay, a
cover fee paid for entry.
The strategy was clear. Attacking a house where your enemy is
waiting for you means sacrificing the first few ranks to get at them.
Then they would try to flood in, pushing until the defenders were
overwhelmed, doing little harm other than killing the front rows of
fodder thrown at them. After that, they could focus on the real goal.
Anthea was that goal. Her three companions were the only obstacles
currently standing between them and her, and those three were
doing everything they could to stop this plan from working.
Makan froze the first two soldiers coming through the shattered
doors, drawing enough water vapor from the air to freeze them solid.
He didn’t do anything fancy like encase them in a block of ice,
though that may have made a better obstacle. That would have
depleted all the available moisture in the air instantly, and then he’d
have been left with only his spear, which was a dangerous weapon
in itself, but hardly sufficient when considering the numbers of
enemies waiting outside to kill him. He conserved the moisture
available, but he could feel the sudden dryness of the air against his
skin already, and that was after freezing just two Lost Ones soldiers.
Luckily, he’d gathered everyone’s water bottles for this very reason;
they bounced against his chest and hips as he battled the Lost Ones
who leapt over their frozen comrades, knocking them onto the
ground so that their outstretched limbs shattered, and the cold
shards of the dead men scattered across the floor.
Rolf’s rifle echoed in the room, and the slug took a Lost One right
square in the face through the gap in his helmet, obliterating what
had likely been a handsome face just Saycunds before. The Lost
One’s head burst like a ripe tomato, and the soldier fell lifelessly.
Cutting off a head or going through the face to pierce the brain was
one of the easier ways to stop a Lost One, not that there was any
particularly easy way to kill one. They knew the weaknesses of the
flesh they inhabited and did what they could to cover them. Makan
struggled to find an opening through their armor and especially their
shields, which protected their bodies quite effectively when they
crouched behind them and thrust them forward with each step of
ground they took. Whenever one happened to peek out to thrust an
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arc-lance or arc-sword at Makan, Rolf found them quickly, placing a
heavy slug in whatever body part they exposed. Kerathi long rifles
had a large bore, so the slugs were quite devastating against even
armor, as the one soldier found out firsthand.
Tuari quickly joined Makan, seeing that he was getting
overwhelmed. A superior spear fighter could hold of a half-dozen
men if they didn’t use shields and lances, and perhaps three if they
did use shields. The Lost Ones were smart, though. They tried to
surround Makan with their initial rush. He had worked back toward
the edge of the room so he couldn’t be surrounded, which saved
him, even if it left him fighting with his back almost to the wall, which
made it hard to wield a spear correctly or dodge any attacks coming
toward him.
The Uleaut hunter raised a cloud of dust as he threw himself at the
Lost Ones. It wasn’t hard to find dust in a home that had been mostly
abandoned and free of visitors for a Yarre. A tornado in miniature
took the Lost Ones’ line apart. Had he been taller and slower, he
would not have been able to roll beneath their shields, which they’d
lifted to protect their eyes form the stinging cloud of dust that
followed Tuari. Once he was in their midst, his Mueran fish spear
made quick work of ankles, thighs, and other less-protected flesh
that surrounded him. Makan and Rolf took advantage of the
defenses Tuari had broken. They dispatched several men and drove
them back several Mayters before they could form up again once
more on the stoop outside the house.
Rolf roared with wrath, firing slugs into the gaps between shields as
quickly as he could reload his rifles, which was astonishingly quick. A
typical soldier might reload a rifle three or four times in a Mynette.
Rolf was doing his at least seven times a Mynette, either one at a
time or a pair at a time if he could manage. He was also using the
bayonets on the end of his rifles’ barrels whenever a Lost One
strayed close, showing how a rifleman can turn twenty-five Centis of
hardened, sharpened steel at the end of a long rifle into a very
dangerous weapon.
The Lost Ones, seeing that their initial charge did not work, decided
to stay back and whip arc-fire bolts in for a few Saycunds while they
gathered for their next offensive. It was on this second offensive that
their leader made himself known. Makan remembered Illias. How
could he not? Illias had been in the Flier that had tried to run him
down and kill him when they’d fled Norsjalde. Makan recalled the
face that had been behind the pilot’s window with frightening
accuracy. Only his abilities as a Whale Swimmer had saved him from
death by arc-fire, that and an Orca servant that Fallu had sent to aid
him.
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“Come out and fight without the protection of your men!” Makan
shouted over the din, trying to goad Illias into coming out from behind
the row of shields that guarded him.
“Perhaps you should step out into the street away from Anthea, and
I will consider it.” Illias returned with a laugh.
Makan growled and grabbed an arc-lance when it came toward his
face. Then, he stabbed the narwhal tusk right down along the shaft
of the Guardian’s arc-lance, ruining the wrist that held it. The weapon
dropped from the useless hand, and the soldier exposed the flank of
the man beside him as he stepped back to let someone take his
place. Rolf shot that man through the side, hitting right below the
straps that held on his breastplate. With many of his internal organs
pierced, the man crumpled to the floor with blood burbling
simultaneously out through both his mouth and sides. Tuari rushed
into the hole, once more a whirlwind of knives and sword-points.
Illias called out a curse as he was driven back from the house once
more.
Anthea, as of yet, had stayed hidden in the hallway, waiting for an
opportunity to save her friends if they looked in danger of failing. It
was hard to watch and do nothing, but she wasn’t sure how many
more enchantments she’d be able to do. She wanted to conserve her
energies, as they’d all agreed. Illias was an important target, and she
considered trying to kill him with an enchantment. However, he was
not that great in the grand scheme of things, so she hesitated.
Corydon was her true target, and she also had business with the
dark entity that ruled these Lost Ones. She had to keep her eyes out
for Iago as well – Bedros had warned her about the man’s true
intentions and powers.
The third time Illias charged, they made no effort to attack or
counterattack until they’d pushed over a dozen men through the
doors. They crouched low to keep their heads down, and they held
their shields low enough o cover their legs. Like an armored turtle,
they simply muscled their way into the room. The first room at the
entry of the house was not small by any means, as Anthea’s father
had been a man of modest means, but it was certainly not large
enough to be suited to large-scale conflicts, so it became very
cramped quite easily. Once more, Makan found himself driven back
into a corner and separated from Tuari. Rolf had to retreat up the
hallway, which greatly diminished his line of fire, but that had been
Illias’ plan. He was trying to hold his lines until the last moment and
then set upon his enemies, and he couldn’t very well do that if his
shield wall kept getting broken.
At some unspoken signal, the unbroken wall of Aurean shields
suddenly dropped, and more than a dozen arc-lances came stabbing
outward, flaring with arc-fire. Makan was stung once on the shoulder
and driven all the way to the corner. He stumbled backward and only
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a quick, flailing motion with his spear kept a second arc-lance from
killing him. He deflected the blast, but he was luckier than Tuari.
Illias’ two arc-swords shot at Tuari, whose rapid spinning and the
cloud of dust about him seemed to lessen the effect of the arc-fire,
but from the grunts of pain that came from his side of the room, it
was clear that at least one bolt had struck home. Rolf emptied two
rifles simultaneously, killing a pair of Lost Ones with one loud belch
of thick, gunpowder smoke, but that was not enough. Makan and
Tuari were trapped.
Makan desperately raked the tip of his spear across the strings that
held one pouch of water on his hip, cutting it free. He caught the
falling pouch, tossed it in the air, and slashed it right on along its
thick belly as it tumbled through the air. While the water sprayed
outward toward Illias’ soldiers, Makan parried an attack from the
closest soldier. Gritting his teeth in determination, he froze the
droplets of water spraying across the room. The water formed into
needles of ice that pierced enemy skin and eyes alike.
Had they not been mindless drones, no doubt a chorus of screams
would have gone up. Illias howled in pain, though, because he was
not a drone. His face had been perforated by no less than a dozen of
the little needles, though they had managed to miss his eyes. He
shoved one of his men out of the way and lunged at Makan, hoping
to deal with him personally.
“Deal with the other two,” he shouted. “This one is mine.”
That suited Makan just fine. He had a score to settle with the man,
and he hoped that the attackers would falter if they were bereft of
their leadership. He knew he’d have to finish Illias quickly or Tuari
and Rolf would be overwhelmed, so he focused with every part of his
being.
Illias wasted no time attacking. His arc-swords came whizzing
toward Makan’s head, but he parried them away like batting pesky
flies aside. Makan knew these were but feints for the real attack,
which was a boot shoved at his midsection. He slid to the side,
avoiding the spike that snapped out of the boot heel toward him. The
blade was long enough to do some serious damage, but it would
have to find him first.
In retaliation, he drove the butt of the narwhal tusk into the back of
Illias’ left hand. A lesser man would have dropped his sword, but
Illias was hardened through and through. Illias worked around the
room, trying to corner Makan, but Makan knew what his opponent
was trying, and would not give any ground unless he wanted to.
They were quite evenly matched, though Illias looked to have greater
strength and stamina because of his nature. Makan, on the other
hand, had a wealth of skill and will. In a different situation, he would
have enjoyed the challenge more, but time was tight, and there were
things to do.
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They exchanged attacks, feints, and counters until Illias began to
grin like a feral beast. Unlike Makan, who was growing desperate to
finish the fight, he was enjoying himself. Rarely did any single man
challenge him; they were all too afraid to do so. It brought Porfirio to
mind, which darkened his smile just a bit. He tried to bait Makan into
thinking that he was just a big, clumsy brute, but he was actually
quite agile for his size. He’d been one of the first to undergo the Dark
Aurean transformation, and he had used the time since then to
acclimate perfectly to his new, stronger body. He might not be as fast
as a Lost One was, but he knew he was easily as strong as one. He
also knew that even a spear like the one his enemy was wielding
would not hold up to Aurean alloys forever. He had only to make the
man parry and deflect his attacks so many times before the tusk
would crack or splinter. Already there were scrapes and nicks in it,
marring the careful carvings that marked its surface.
Makan held Illias off, but Tuari and Rolf had been forced back into
the hallway, separating him from them. They were all that stood
between Anthea and death now, and he was certain that she would
have to use an enchantment soon if he could not finish Illias and
drive these attackers back. So, he tried another trick, hoping to catch
the man off guard once more. He shook himself just right, so that two
water skins fell from the catches on his belt. Makan kicked one at
Illias, ignoring the other. Immediately, Illias flinched back, covering
his face to protect from another attack of icy needles. Only, the water
splashed harmlessly on him and across the floor, for real attack was
a stab that came right at his throat. The narwhal tusk caught under
his gorget, tearing through the skin along his carotid. Blood spurted
out as the tusk’s narrow tip broke off in the tissues around his larynx,
gashing open his throat.
Illias staggered, gasping and staring at Makan in complete shock.
He had been undone by a Lowlander’s obvious trick. He cried out in
dismay and disgust, but only a choked sound came out. His foot
caught upon a dead body beneath his feet, and he tumbled
backward, howling inwardly at the injustice. His vision was darkening
already as his lifeblood sprayed out from beneath his fingers. He
could see that Makan was already leaving him for dead. He was
forgotten. He’d lost, and his soul screamed for a second chance,
another life to spend in this fight, but a man only had one life to live,
was that not so?
The Lost Ones came to him in that instant of vulnerability and
desire, and not just the little bits of the ancient entity that were
usually deposited in Dark Aureans to make a Lost Ones soldier, but
the greater part of the original being. Sliding out from the streets,
they wretched cloud rushed inside like a foul smell spread on the
wind, and they went into him. They sensed the opportunity and the
need for their presence, and Illias could no longer fight them off.
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They crammed every bit of their being into that hole in Illias’ neck,
and he was swallowed up by what they were. Hateful power suffused
the dying flesh of Illias’ body and held on to life, refusing to let the
body die.
Makan was not one to stand over a dead man, even a man he
loathed and had good reason to watch die. Perhaps if he had, he’d
have noticed a change in Illias, but he had not the perception to
detect Lost Ones, and he would not have understood what he was
seeing. Instead, he had immediately turned his attention from Illias to
the Lost Ones who had swarmed down the hallway like angry bees,
trapping Anthea, Rolf, and Tuari in what had been Anthea’s bedroom
a Yarre ago. He set upon them from behind, taking two of them
before they even realized what was happening.
They had apparently trusted Illias to deal with him, and they had
focused the entirety of their energies on what was in front of them.
And why shouldn’t they? Truly, Makan was inconsequential
compared to Anthea. He could live to a ripe old age as far as they
were concerned, so long as Anthea died. Yet, when he began killing
them from behind, he became a large enough threat to their plans
that he warranted a pair of Lost Ones at a time. He killed one of
those, taking a wound across the forehead and another across the
ribs in the process, and a different Lost One took the dead one’s
place. He fought dirty, as far as a Mueran was concerned, giving no
quarter and offering no mercy. His methods were unimportant to him,
just so long as they accomplished the killing of these creatures
Corydon had created.
Rolf’s rifle discharged again, filling the hall with smoke that stung
his eyes, but not enough to be a problem. Tuari’s hoots and cries
resounded amidst the clang of his spear against Aurean weapons.
The sound he had been waiting for, though he had hoped not to hear,
was Anthea’s voice. She had been armed with little more than a
hand pistol and a long knife for protection, just as a precaution, but
she knew next to nothing about using them. They were doing their
best to make sure she didn’t have to use those or her enchantments,
but he heard one right then, as he struggled to keep arc-lance tips
away from his vitals.
Leaves of green, things are not good and well.
Gather sheen and shine, and coat these floors like a shell.
Ice beneath their feet, until they feel need to retreat.
Let them slip and fall, that they die before my battle call.
Makan shivered when he heard Anthea’s voice, and not just
because they had failed to protect her well enough to prevent her
from having to use her waning strength to enchant. He shivered
because of the cold that suddenly rippled through the air, creating a
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slick of ice along the hallways and walls. Several Lost Ones slipped
immediately, having been in the middle of a motion before the ice
appeared. He saw Rolf laugh aloud, stabbing a man with his
bayonet. Any fallen man was as good as dead if Rolf, Tuari, or he
were near enough to put a weapon in them, and since they had
spent Munths in Uleaut lands, they were far better equipped to deal
with the ice than their attackers were.
Trapped between the wall Makan’s spear made on one side of the
halls, and Tuari on the other, with Rolf shooting over Tuari’s head
into the crowd of Lost Ones, the enemy quickly dwindled. Perhaps
there would have been more of them, had they not failed on their first
few attempts to take the house and kill Anthea, and now it sounded
like Anthea’s allies had arrived outside to deal with the rest of the
forces Illias had brought with him. He was certain he’d heard
Sagira’s voice, and possibly Jens’ voice as well. Nishan might have
been there as well, but he hardly spoke when he fought, saving all
his breath for fueling the muscles of his body so that he could be a
more effective killing machine. All looked as if it was going well, until
he heard something move behind him.
Only instinct saved him from being cut in half. He flattened himself
against the wall, expecting to be stabbed through the back, but all he
did was step out of the direct swing of an arc-sword that would have
sliced his torso in two. It bit through his side nonetheless, breaking
skin and slicing into the tender organs located above his hipbone.
He’d fought enough to realize that at least a kidney had been ruined,
if not more. Such a wound would bleed fast, and he’d not live long if
he kept moving. Regardless, it was a killing wound in any but the
best situations.
His eyes widened in shock as he saw who the author of this hurt
was: Illias. The man stood once more, whole except for black fluid
that bubbled out of his throat under his gorget. It was not blood
though, not the deep, rich blood that Makan had drawn out of the
man’s throat with his tusk’s point. No, this fluid sizzled and smoked
like oil fumes, evaporating, as blood should not.
“What are you?” Makan said faintly, holding his wounded side with
one hand, even as he held his narwhal spear out before him to
defend himself.
He kept his eyes flickering from the pair of Lost Ones that had been
fighting him to Illias, but the Lost Ones appeared to have no desire to
fight anymore. In fact, they seemed dumbfounded and confused.
They stood there lamely, not even defending themselves as Rolf and
Tuari stabbed them through their hearts, throats, and sides. All of
them had gone dead.
Illias opened his mouth to speak, but only a bubbling sound came
out. An annoyed look crossed Illias’ face when he found he could not
speak, and he shrugged. Then he drew back his arc-sword to swing
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at Makan once more. If he could not speak because of the damage
done to his throat, then he would just have to murder instead.
Makan barely managed to deflect the first attack. The arc-sword bit
deep into the corner of the hallway above his head, sending chips of
stone raining down on his head. He hardly felt it. A blast of arc-fire
caught him on the side where he’d been cut deep, and the burning
fire in his side smoked awfully. It might have partially cauterized the
wound, but it hurt beyond anything he’d ever imagined. He gasped
and dropped down onto one knee, gritting his teeth as another blow
came down on him from above. His wrist popped from the force of
the deflecting the blow. Tendons and ligaments had just torn, and the
narwhal tusk fell uselessly to the floor. Illias’ blades rose to fall once
more and deprive him of his head. There was nothing he could do to
defend himself.
A shot rang out, catching Illias in the shoulder before he could slice
off Makan’s head. Illias grunted and sent a terrible look down the hall
at Rolf, who was pushing his way past unresponsive Lost Ones that
Tuari was gutting as skillfully and quickly as he cleaned a fish or a
seal.
“Stay away from him!” Rolf shouted.
Makan sagged over onto the floor. His bad hand he clutched to his
chest, but with the good one he grasped for his spear. Illias sent a
pair of arc-fire bolts down at Rolf, hitting him once in the chest, right
over the Racheneid mark. The other hit one of the Lost Ones, who
sank to the floor after being hit in the back of the neck. Rolf managed
to get off another shot, despite having been burnt across his chest.
Leather armor would not stop an arc-fire bolt completely, though it
would muffle the attack to an extent. The slug pinged harmlessly off
of Illias’ breastplate, but Illias did not get a chance to deal with either
of them.
A voice familiar to Illias called from the entryway as a figure
dressed in white and silver strode in, moving with a grace that belied
the dangerousness of the man. “I owe you a rematch, Illias. This time
I’ll give you the end you almost had last time, the end you would
have had if your men hadn’t dragged your wretched, half-dead body
out of Choraeyn.”
Illias rounded on Porfirio, and for a moment Illias’ personality
reasserted itself. He launched himself at the Sword of Choraeyn,
moving more quickly than he had ever moved before – this was one
of the gifts of the full strength of the Lost Ones. He surprised Porfirio
with the swiftness of his moves, and almost killed the vaunted warrior
before he’d even raised his weapons to defend himself. Despite his
bravado, despite his great skill, he found himself outmatched
immediately. Illias had become more deadly than a dozen Lost
Ones. He was the concentration all of the Lost Ones in human form.
Their hatred and power had distilled for Hectoyarres, and now it was

356

PERENNIALS
almost all bottled up in one form. They had even abandoned most of
their drones, to pour all they had into this one man. That was how
important they knew this moment was.
Porfirio battled desperately, but he could not keep up. He was
wounded three times in just the space of Saycunds, but he was still
standing, doing his best to deflect blows that were so strong that his
arc-swords were starting to bend and deform. He stumbled around
the room; he was fighting with all the bravery that one would expect
of the Sword of Choraeyn, yet none of the success. If the floor had
not been littered with bodies, it might have gone different. Perhaps
he would have been surer in his footing, but then, so would have
Illias.
Rolf knelt by Makan, holding a rifle ready to shoot Illias as he
checked his friend’s wound. He wanted to take a shot, but the man
spun faster than even Tuari, and there was never a clear shot. He
despaired when he turned his attention to Makan and saw the wound
upon his side. Makan had been cut from his right side halfway to his
spine. Several organs had been cut, and a great deal of dark blood
had pooled around his body, where he laid outstretched, with his
good hand on the narwhal tusk. His eyes were glazing over and he’d
grown deathly pale. Tuari and Anthea hurried to Rolf’s side to help
with Makan. Anthea stared in horror at what had become of her
friend, suddenly frozen in inaction, unsure of how to help.
Porfirio continued to fight around the room, but now his fine armor
and clothes were smeared with blood, adding to the smoke and dust
and grime that had already accumulated in the last Ouer. He was
losing, badly, and Illias was mostly playing with him it seemed,
battering him around the room like an adult slapping a child.
Tuari launched into the fray, jumping with his spear stretched
outward. He became a spear thrown at Illias’ dark heart. Illias saw it
coming, and he was faster than Tuari could have imagined. In the
space of a Saycund, Illias threw his blades up into the air, stepped
out of the path of Tuari’s spear, grabbed Tuari by the coats, and
spun around to pitch him out the shattered doors and into the street.
Before his blades had touched the ground and before Porfirio could
use this distraction to his advantage, Illias had already caught his
arc-swords once more. He continued to attack as if nothing had
happened.
As it was, Tuari landed heavily near Nishan’s feet and was knocked
senseless by the fall. Being as attuned to Anthea’s heartbeat as he
was, he had come quickly when the summons came. Even had the
enchantment not called him, he would have tried to come. He had
been so weary for the last few Dees that at times he’d thought that
he’d lost her. His senses had become clouded with so many
strangers about, but his mind was beginning to clear. No small
portion of this lifting of mental fogginess might have been due to the
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fact that he’d died so many times now that there were just less
voices to hear, and that so many people had died around him that
there were far less other living beings to cloud his senses. Either
way, he had begun to feel her strongly after they’d broken through
the gates, though he had resisted going to her, lest that draw
unwanted attention to her. He’d thought she’d known best about
carrying out her mission, and Corydon’s soldiers had kept him too
busy to go running off to look for her as he pleased.
Nishan had watched Porfirio fight in the last Ouers of the Dee, and
he’d quickly come to respect the man’s prowess. Even against Lost
Ones, which were inhumanly fast and resilient, Porfirio was an
effective warrior, killing them faster than anyone but he was able to,
and that was only because he could die a hundred times, a luxury
Porfirio lacked. So, when he saw Porfirio getting easily bested by a
single man, he knew there was something wrong with the situation.
He could sense something off, and the signs were many.
Illias’ body was wearing out. It fought with no respect for its physical
limitations. There was a constant grimace of pain upon the man’s
face, as if he were being dragged through the motions, which was
something Nishan understood well enough. Often, the Hundred
Souls within him made him react before his mind had even had a
chance to think things through. He might be able to see a few
Saycunds into the future, but that hardly did him any good when his
brain did not have time to process what he was seeing and make an
adequate choice. Thankfully, he had a hundred brains to help him
out, or he had had that many, since there were significantly less now
after having died dozens of times.
Nishan tried to recall all he had heard, all Iago had mentioned
during their meeting back in the Kerathi Isles, before they had come
here. Things had been said, there had been intimations of some
unknown force helping out Corydon. This, Nishan concluded, was
the unseen force out in the open at last. It could only be that this
force had taken control of a man in order to kill Anthea and any who
protected her. Currently, that included Porfirio. If Porfirio died, Iago
would certainly be happy, and Nishan had enough distaste for that
man to interfere with Porfirio’s fight, even if there hadn’t been a
threat to Anthea.
With hardly a sound, he left Tuari in Sagira’s hands and ran inside,
using the latest pair of weapons he’d picked up, which happened to
be an arc-sword taken from a dead Lost Ones and a mace that Fadri
had given him some time ago. Fadri, being injured, had taken to
being Nishan’s weapons supplier, which was a task he could still
perform.
Nishan pitched the mace overhand at Illias, just like he would have
if he was throwing a ball. With all of his strength behind it and speed,
it struck Illias square in the back. He’d foreseen where Illias was
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going to step, and he’d timed it so that Illias stepped right into it. The
possessed man roared with anger when this distraction allowed
Porfirio to stab him through the right shoulder, right at a joint in his
armor.
Nishan wasted no time. He jumped up into the room and started
hacking away at Illias. Then he caught sight of Makan, sprawled on
the floor, and Anthea with tears streaming down her face. He
recalled what Sagira had said about seeing her love once more
before she died, and he wondered briefly if there would be a chance
for them, in this life. With a grace that was blissfully coupled with a
savagery and viciousness, he set into Illias’ left while Porfirio took the
hint and assailed Illias on his wounded right side.
Wounded or not, being dragged around like a puppet or not, this
was a horribly dangerous man, Nishan decided after being stabbed
through the heart. He’d seen the blow coming, but he’d chosen that
instead of getting his head lopped off, the lesser of two deaths. He
could recover more quickly from a heart wound than a decapitation.
He skipped only a single beat as one of the Hundred Souls perished
for him, going into Nelius’ waiting arms, but that single moment was
enough time for Illias to kill him a second time, and then a third
before he recovered enough to defend himself. Even with Porfirio
tying up his right side, Illias was able to outfight a man like Nishan,
who could see every move coming.
Anthea had finally snapped out of her shock at seeing Makan’s
injuries, and she was digging through her pouch for a flower that
could heal him before it was too late. It was still so hard to believe.
Rolf and all of the others had been wounded before, and Bedros had
nearly died, but she had never seen Makan so sorely wounded.
She’d never had to see one of her human companions so near
death, yet here he was on the cusp of life and death. And this was
not to say that she valued Bedros’ suffering any less than Makan’s,
but it hit her harder to see a fellow human hurt so badly, especially
when Makan was the closest thing to a father she’d had since her
own father’s death on the slopes of this mountain a Yarre before.
Seeing him so near death was like reliving her father’s death, only,
she had a chance to save him before too late.
Anthea drew out a sprig of Sage, something she knew she could
heal with, and she knelt beside Makan, touching him with one hand.
It was hard to concentrate, and the words wouldn’t come to her.
Nishan, her own beloved, had just died three times in quick
succession before her eyes, and beside her Rolf fired his rifle,
hoping to sting Illias when an opening presented itself. It was only a
flesh wound, a wound that bled blackish smoke, but it was the best
he could do to help. The noise was awful, and the situation was very
critical, and yet the words wouldn’t come easily.
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Then, just when she finally felt the trickle of energy that preceded
an enchantment, Illias suddenly broke free from his two attackers
and kicked the mace that Nishan had struck him with. It was laying
upon the floor, and had he not been wearing heavy boots with metal
lining, he’d have shattered every bone in his foot, but it hardly slowed
down his deadly dance with Porfirio and Nishan at all. The mace
sailed past Rolf’s astonished face and struck Anthea right on the
forehead, cracking loudly as it smacked into her. As if dead, she fell
backward. Rolf cried out and reached for her, expecting to find her
dead. Blood gushed from the broken skin upon her forehead. Her
breathing was uneven, but she lived.
Sagira, having seen that Tuari would be well enough, other than a
broken arm and some bruising, left him in the care of several alliance
medics. When he was safely in their care, she ran into the house to
see if she could help. Jens Karllack and what few members of his
Bold Company remained were seeing to the Lowlander alliance
outside, fighting alongside Iago’s troops, who were looking to the
Voice of the Firmament to lead them in Porfirio’s absence. The Lost
Ones might have all stopped fighting, but Corydon and Illias had kept
some Dark Aureans in reserve, because they had not completely
trusted the Lost Ones. It was these Dark Aureans that the AureanLowlander alliance now fought, the last of Corydon’s allies.
There could have been no worse sight for Sagira to behold upon
arriving within the house: Anthea knocked over by a flying mace that
had cracked loudly against her skull, Nishan soaked in his own blood
and Porfirio not looking much better, and, worst of all, Makan was
bleeding to death upon the floor. She had seen enough battlefield
wounds to know which ones were lethal and which ones were not.
Oh, there were miracles, and there were recoveries from things that
should have killed a man, but what she saw did not look as if it would
be survivable.
With a howl of despair, she dove across the floor, sliding on her
chest with her Yataghan knives out. She was perhaps the least
dangerous of all the people in that room, but she wounded Illias. She
was not the warrior that either of these men was, but her timing had
been perfect. Her knives stabbed into the meat of Illias’ calves,
causing him to tilt backwards and then pitch over on top of her. The
sudden weight of a heavy man in armor drove the wind out of her,
and she gasped in crushing pain. Bones strained to the point of
cracking, but she had felled Illias.
Illias rolled off of her, stabbing once more at Nishan. His body was
giving out, and it looked as if they might not be able to finish what
they’d started. The enemies were too many and too strong, and a
human can only take so much, even when enhanced with the blood
transfusions that make a regular Aurean into a Dark Aurean and then
possessed by the entirety of the Lost Ones. In Nishan, though, the
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Lost Ones sensed something familiar. Born of blood and Rumani
ritual, Nishan was not so different from a Dark Aurean. They used
Illias’ weakening body to tackle Nishan, and then half of the entity
evacuated Illias in favor of Nishan’s body, which they found
compatible, at least in part. That was all they needed though. If they
could distract Nishan long enough, they could kill Porfirio, and then
the others would fall easily.
Nishan’s blood-filled eyes widened in fear as the Lost Ones
struggled to get into him through his many wounds. The serious
wounds he received were all healed immediately, each one given to
one of the Hundred Souls, but the superficial ones were not.
Therefore, there were dozens of cuts and scrapes for the Lost Ones
to invade through. Like the entrance of the Hundred Souls into his
being, the Lost Ones vied for a place in his soul, but they did not
want to share it as Sarmad and his ninety-nine companions had.
They wanted to own him. He struggled with them, to push them
away, but they had an oiliness about them that resisted being
shrugged off like trying to wash grease from your hands without
soap.
There were only a few of the Hundred Souls left, and they were
terrified of losing this soul they shared to a foreign entity, and they
were not helping. Their panic made it even harder for him to resist
the Lost Ones. Nishan flailed about, losing the battle within himself. If
that happened, he did not know what he might do. He resisted, but
this was an enemy unlike any he’d ever faced, and he didn’t know if
he could win.

Makan watched in a detached manner. He heard and saw things
about him, but they were dim things, things he did not participate in
or fully understand. There were muffled cries of terror and of pain,
none of them his, but all familiar. Now, as he watched and his heart
slowed toward stopping completely, he saw Nishan struggling with
an unseen foe and losing that fight it seemed. There was also the
unknown Aurean man in stained white clothing fought to his best
ability, but he was wounded and he was failing.
Rolf said something beside him, something about Anthea. Where
was she though? If he moved his eyes, he could barely see her from
where he was laying. She was lying down, too, and she wasn’t
moving. Was she hurt? He couldn’t tell, and there was so much
going on that it was hard to concentrate on her problems. Everything
was coming apart. His thoughts were disjointed and not concrete.
Then, there was Sagira. When she had run in and their eyes met,
there had been a click of recognition in his blood-starved brain. His
mouth opened to call for her, but he felt too weak to draw in the air
he needed to speak. Despite all that happened around him, he could
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still focus on Sagira. She was hurt; Illias falling upon her had
probably broken a couple of her ribs or something to that extent.
Now, Nishan seemed to be working with Illias. It was hard to
understand, and being as tired as he was, it was impossible to figure
everything out, but he saw the darkness that filled Nishan’s eyes,
pushing out the red blood that usually covered the gold of his eyes.
Illias cornered Porfirio and started cutting him. A thrust to the
midsection put Porfirio down, while Nishan eyed Sagira menacingly.
With Porfirio down, Illias turned his predatory gaze toward Anthea.
He stalked over confidently, despite walking with a strong limp that
Sagira had caused.
Makan knew he had to do something, but he could not even move.
There was no way he could stand to fight. He pushed down on the
floor, hoping his limbs would actually respond and push him back
upright, but they hardly even twitched. Through glazed eyes, he saw
Nishan pick up Sagira and shake her roughly. Illias was nearly to
him, and Rolf hadn’t even noticed yet. He was too busy trying to
wake Anthea. Makan whispered a prayer to Fallu and pushed down
again, gripping the spear with one hand as he tried to rise once
more.
Illias stepped right over him and drove his boot into Rolf’s head,
knocking him over Anthea’s prone form. Makan despaired as Rolf
scrambled to cover Anthea with his body, trying to protect her from
Illias, even as Illias drew back his foot and kicked him again and
again with enough bone-shattering force to finally shake him free
from his true target. As he did this, Nishan cast Sagira against a wall,
and walked toward her with an arc-sword ready to gut her.
Reserves of strength that shouldn’t have existed came flooding in,
enough for Makan to push himself up off the floor. His vision swam
as he came up from a kneeling pose to standing upright. He tottered
on his feet, and was vaguely aware that he’d suddenly gotten Illias’
attention. He now had a Saycund or less in which to act, and then he
would topple over to die or get killed, whichever happened first.
Sagira, his love, was before him, and she was in need of help.
Anthea was behind him, partly covered by Rolf’s battered body. Both
were in danger of dying, and he couldn’t help both. In the end, he
went with his heart, even though he’d promised both Sagira and
Anthea that he would always look to Anthea first.
He had no water left, and there was little enough on the ground to
use, so he used the only other fluid available: blood. Most of it was
his, but there was other blood spread around. With a flick of his
spear, blood leapt up and coated the narwhal tusk. Then it rocketed
out of his hands. The force of its departure sent him tumbling
backward, but he saw the spear stab into Nishan, pinning him to the
wall beside Sagira. Makan fell to the ground and did not move again.
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The last thing he remembered seeing was Illias staring down at him
with a victorious smile twisted upon his face.
Everything faded after that.

Nishan gasped in pain. He’d died nearly a hundred times now, and
nothing had been so painful as having a blessed spear coated in his
friend’s blood thrown through him. Only, this time it was not one of
the Hundred Souls that died, but the ruling force that had been within
him at the time of this death, which was the Lost Ones. Their
blackened, shriveled form poured out of him along the spear,
evaporating into a gas that smelled strongly of brimstone.
He was himself once again, and he was madder than he’d ever
been before. Never before had he been used against his friends, and
he was not the kind of man to take such things lightly. He reached
over and took Porfirio’s two arc-swords and cast then end over end
at Illias, who towered over Makan’s limp form. One struck Illias in the
back, stabbing through the armor. Illias turned and caught the
second blade, swiftly returning it with a throw of his own, though he
aimed at Sagira’s head. Nishan caught the blade and was over to
Illias in an instant.
Wounded as badly as he’d been by his battles thus far, with his
body wearing out, Illias tried to stop him, but he did not have any
others with which he could share his hurts. Nishan dodged Illias’
blade, dancing around Illias like a fool cavorting before an audience.
Dodging the bigger man’s wild attacks, Nishan snaked his arm out
suddenly and sliced off Illias’ left hand. Then, he cut Illias across the
left thigh, exposing the bone beneath the armor, cloth, and skin. Still,
Illias battled against him, refusing to die, even though his body was
falling apart as he fought.
Porfirio was suddenly at Nishan’s side once more, baring an arclance that he rammed through a hole in Illias’ armor. Once the head
of the lance was inside Illias’ body, arc-fire erupted from the lance,
and Illias dropped to his knees. Nishan lopped off his head
unceremoniously, and as the head rolled across the floor, blackish
blood boiled and turned to smoke, dissipating into the air.
Porfirio let the lance fall, so that he could sit down heavily. Leaning
against the wall, he held a hand across his gut wound he’d received.
Nishan looked him over quickly with genuine concern. He was badly
hurt, but he might live. Porfirio waved him off to inspect the others,
which he did gladly. Sagira could hardly move without having ribs
saw through her side painfully, and Nishan knew that broken ribs
could puncture lungs and other organs if not respected, but she
would not heed his warnings; she wanted only to be with Makan, so
he helped her over to the fallen Mueran’s side.
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“Is he?” Nishan asked, shamed that he was not brave enough to
check.
Sagira slid her knees under Makan, cradling his head on her lap.
She whispered things to him, things that Nishan forced himself not to
overhear. She rocked back and forth despite the pain in her sides,
holding his head against her chest. Makan’s mouth opened slightly to
speak, and when he was done, his face went slack releasing his last
exhale. Sagira’s tormented wail filled the room. She screamed,
ignoring the stabbing in her side as she did so.
Rolf, not far from her, moaned in pain as he pushed himself up off
of Anthea, who was groggy and disoriented. Nishan stared at the
scene shamefacedly. He knew he had been a part of this. Had he
been stronger, had the Lost Ones not overtaken his will, this might
not have happened. He balled his hands into fist and punched the
wall, since there was nothing else for him to strike, no enemy for him
to cut down.
Tuari entered, helped by Jens and Fadri. His eyes went
immediately to Makan and Sagira, and he let out a tormented string
of Uleaun syllables. Stricken with grief, he shook off Jens and Fadri
and ran to Sagira’s side. He put his good arm around her and cried
against her, as she let her tears rain down upon Makan’s still face.
Rolf had Anthea sitting up now, and, though she looked woozy and
her eyes would not focus yet, she was beginning to ask for the
others to see how they fared. Rolf had no answers for her, but he did
move her nearer to Tuari and Sagira with Nishan’s help. When she
realized what had happened, Anthea let loose with her own sobs and
gripped one of Makan’s cooling hands with both of hers, holding it to
her cheek. Rolf swore in the manner of the Kerathi, tearing at his
clothes in grief. He pounded his chest over the Racheneid mark,
swearing new oaths more terrible than the original, and the mark
began to spread across the entirety of his chest. The wedding
necklace he wore, a gift of wealth and symbolic love from Catrin’s
family, looked terribly out of place upon that ugly, bruise-colored
stain. Only Nishan stood, unable to act, unable to speak, and unable
to express how awful he felt.
They had won, in part, but they had lost far more than any of them
ever expected to pay to get this far. The worst thing was, Corydon
was still out there, and so were the Lost Ones. They might have
killed one host, but the creature remained.

Porfirio got to his feet shakily and looked around uncomfortably.
This was a private grief between friends, he realized, and he did not
want to be part of it or detract from it by being present. Even the
other surviving Lowlander commanders, Reid, Fadri, and Jens
included, stood no nearer than the entryway, knowing they were not
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welcome in this private expression of emotion. If they were not
allowed to be present, he knew he should not be, so he dismissed
himself with a silent nod of understanding and a deep bow of respect
for a man who had died to help see an end to Illias and whatever had
possessed him.
Porfirio limped outside, trying to wrap his mind around how different
Illias had become. He had killed several Lost Ones and more than
his share of Dark Aureans, but there had been nothing like this
before. Not even the greatest of his challengers or the best of his
teachers when he had been young would have been able to stand
against what Illias had become. It was frightening, and he wanted to
be alone to think about it.
Only, when he stepped out of the house and away from the ruined
doors, he found himself alone with another man, who was barely
visible in the shadows. Porfirio reached for a sword, but found his
belts empty.
“I find the Sword of Choraeyn to be swordless.” The man in the
shadows chuckled mirthfully. “How ironic.”
Porfirio’s face folded into a frown. He was tired and had no mood
for jokes, especially after he recognized the voice. “Iago. What do
you want? Why are you not leading the men? The enemy cannot all
be vanquished.”
“No, there are enemies aplenty, and that is what I am dealing with
right now.” Iago replied, moving out of the shadows with the sounds
of fabric moving about him.
Porfirio shrank back, but it was too late. He expected to find Iago’s
black hand upon him. He thought he would shrivel him up, withering
until he died from a single touch, but instead it was merely a gloved
hand upon his shoulder. Porfirio blinked in surprise as Iago smiled at
him.
“I would not judge you. Is that what you expected? I know you are
pure of heart and wish to serve your people.”
Porfirio worked his mouth to say something, but could think of
nothing.
Iago’s smile deepened. “But I am trying to create something, and I
don’t think you can be a part of it. That’s why…” Iago leaned close to
whisper in Porfirio’s ear. “I need to kill you.”
A very thin stiletto knife slipped into the small of Porfirio’s back,
slipping through a gap in his armor that could only have been
exposed if Iago had pulled loose one of his armor’s shoulder straps
when he reached for his shoulder. Porfirio suddenly realized what
had happened, and the sting of his pride nearly matched the sting in
his back, nearly. Iago was an accomplished assassin, and he had
found a specific spot between Porfirio’s ribs, and no sound would
come out of Porfirio’s mouth.
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Iago withdrew the knife from Porfirio’s back and handed Porfirio an
arc-sword. Porfirio blinked at it, wishing he could use it, but his
nerveless hand could barely hold onto it. Iago vanished in the
shadows, leaving Porfirio to stagger about as a pair of men who
looked like Dark Aureans descended upon him. It was all
orchestrated so that they forced him out into the main square for
witnesses to see them cut him down. No one would suspect a thing
when he died, because this was war, and these were enemies he
was supposedly fighting. Porfirio tried to raise his arms, but it was to
no avail. Their swords fell upon him, cutting him and pushing him
back.
With a bitter smile, Porfirio, the Sword of Choraeyn, died. Then, his
attackers died as the loyal Aureans saw what had happened, or what
they thought had happened. Iago was careful to be seen elsewhere.
The alliance had just had its worst Ouer. Two of its greatest
champions had died.
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CHAPTER 200
My elders say that the world was once alive, and that it wakes from
time to time even now. It is like a slumbering giant that has nearly
drowned facedown upon reality, and we are perched upon its body.
They say that the world has a will, and that will is for things to grow
and thrive. If that is so, I wonder why there are so many stories of
war and loss. Should we not all seek to build and grow instead of
destroying or using things up? What is it in man that prevents him
from enjoying his successes and the successes of his neighbor
without giving in to envy or aspiring to more, greater things?
It is like the story of a young boy who, in his greed, snatched the
fishes out of his family’s hatcheries whenever he was hungry.
Eventually, he had eaten them all, and, as he was the only one
assigned to watch over the hatcheries, they were never restocked.
When his family came to him after a time, they saw that he had
grown fat and that their fish were all dead and eaten. They did not
ask where the fish were, for they knew. The problem was, these fish
were for an island lake that they were stocking for lean times, for a
Saysuhn when the seas produced too little food to support their
growing numbers.
They all went out to fish then to replenish what the greedy boy had
eaten, and put them in the lake they had prepared for their spare
fish. Once more, they asked the boy to help. This time he was to
tend to the new fish by dipping for minnows to feed them, because
so many of them were busy catching new fish, and none of them had
time to do this.
The boy did this for a time, until he grew hungry once more. Instead
of giving the minnows he caught to the fish in the lake, he fried them
up and ate them himself. When they came upon him and saw the
grease upon his chin and the empty minnow bucket, they fell upon
him with a wrath and killed him. Then, they fed him to the starving
fish in their lake. The fish gobbled down his corpse, and they grew
fat upon he who had eaten their own kind. From then on, whenever
their catch was poor, the fishermen ate from this pond, where the
fish had eaten the boy, and they were always full.
I always thought this story was gruesome, but clearly, greed is
destructive. The world cannot countenance greed and destruction. It
will always seek the path of life, one way or another. Even through
death it may accomplish its means…
- Excerpt from Kinipela’s ‘From Beyond the Seas’
rd

 Thraysdee, the 3 of Falling, 769 A.E. 
Anthea stood woozily, holding a hand to her forehead. Blood had
trickled down her brow and dried into a crusty reddish mass along
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the prominence of her nose. Tuari tried to steady her, but he went
pale when he tried to brace her from falling by using his broken arm.
A stricken look crossed his face, and he teetered like he might fall
over, though he did not.
“As much as I wish that this was over, it is not.” She said at last,
even though almost no one looked at her when she spoke. Their
eyes were still on Makan’s still form.
A sheen of sweat covered Sagira’s face despite the chill night air, a
sweat brought on by pain and suffering. Sagira did not even look up
when she replied bitterly. “Fine then, oh bringer of doom. Go see
about your final task. Be done with your savage duty.”
Anthea stiffened upon hearing Sagira’s tone. “Sagira, you know that
I would give anything to undo this, to reverse what has happened,
but what can I do?”
“Yes, what can you do? Had you healed him, he’d have lived. Had
Nishan been stronger and resisted Corydon’s demons, perhaps he’d
have lived. Had I been stronger or had Rolf’s weapon still worked, he
might have lived. We are all worthless it seems, feeble creatures
tossed together in these horrible Waykes and Munths.” Sagira
sagged against the wall when she was finished, visibly deflated.
She’d spent her energy, and she was hurt. Her tanned skin had
turned an unhealthy pallor. She’d cried herself out and the tears
were gone, but her eyes were swollen until they’d almost shut.
Physical pain had left her body numb, but the pain in her heart was
the true agony that assailed her.
“Let me at least heal you.” Anthea bid them all, but she found none
of them receptive to her offer.
Tuari shook his head when she looked to him, hoping to fix his arm.
“No, you will need to conserve your energy to get you to Corydon. I
will heal given time, and I will bear this pain with an easier heart if
you do not try to help me in this dire Ouer.”
“I, too, must decline.” Sagira agreed, raising her head only slightly.
“Nothing you do will heal this hurt that I feel. I would rather endure
this suffering so that I know I live yet.”
“You are sorely injured, Sagira. Your ribs are broken. Let me ease
your pain.”
Sagira’s eyes suddenly lit up once more, resuming their former
brightness and clarity, if only for a moment. “No! You will not help me,
not after bringing this down upon us. I will take no succor when none
could be found for Makan. He suffered in the end, and so shall I now,
so long as I still draw aching breaths between my lips.”
Anthea pressed her fingertips against her closed eyelids, trying to
press out the torturous pulse throbbing through her skull. Loud
noises made her head ache all the worse, but what she could not
understand is how her friend could not see that she was suffering too.
Makan had been like a surrogate father to her, and he had been
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cruelly taken from her. He was her second great loss in just a short
time. Just yesterdee, she’d finally released her mother from the cage
of flesh that her soul had been trapped in. Now, Makan had died,
tearing away another integral part of her life.
When she opened her eyes once more, she looked to Nishan,
hoping to see some reassurance in the eyes of the man who should
have been her greatest ally and comfort regardless of the
circumstances. However, Nishan only stared blankly back at her,
unable to forget his terrible part in the death of their companion. He
turned his shoulder to her helplessly and refused to let go of his
shame.
“I am sorry, but I must end this. We have all paid too high a price to
stop now. I had hoped that Corydon would come here, but it seems
that he is strong enough to resist the call I have put out. If you do not
wish that I heal you all, I will go – alone if I must.” Anthea told them,
hoping her voice did not waver enough to show them how scared
she was of doing this alone, despite what she said.
“I will go with you.” Rolf announced. He tried to look brave and
strong, but he was wounded, and he only did a passable job at it. “I
must see this thing through if my life is to have any meaning after all
is said and done here. Since the beginning, we have been allies, and
I will not let you walk alone now.”
Anthea smiled softly at him. He had been the first one to join her
after she’d left Cenalium, so it was only fitting that he would
accompany her in the end. Still, she worried, because he was hurt.
She knew now that his wounds had been gained while defending her
from Illias with his own body. Illias had kicked him so hard and so
many times that he surely had broken bones or internal bleeding.
Then, there was his bared chest. He’d torn his shirt open, and what
skin he had exposed was almost entirely purple with his Racheneid
Mark, even to the point of it creeping up to the fringes of his beard
along his neck and back across his shoulders. The mark of his oath
would not fade until he’d finished all he’d sworn to do. Kerathi blood
oaths were serious business, and this one more than most.
“Let us go then, you and I, Rolf.”
“I will also go with you.” Tuari announced. “I was never supposed to
come, as you said, and that is why we have made it this far, I think. I
must see an end to this, though I was not here in the beginning.” He
did not mention that Bedros had given him a leaf to use on her behalf,
a leaf from the tree that he had become. He thought he would have
to use it, and yet he wasn’t sure when. Everything had a purpose,
and nothing was ever forgotten.
Anthea looked at Nishan, fearing his answer. He continued to stare
at her blankly, lost within his own mind. When his golden eyes
focused on her briefly, they were devoid of hope. He had given up.
He would not follow her any longer. His faith in what they did had
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failed here when he’d lost control of himself and betrayed his own
friends.
So be it, she thought coldly. She would use her own strength to
carry her to the end; Rolf and Tuari would be there to hold her up if
need be. Two companions were all she needed.

Corydon had heard the beckon as surely as he’d felt it. Like a hook
in his flesh and soul, he’d been tugged out of his stronghold, and had
all but set out toward Anthea at a run. Only by sheer force of will did
he slow himself down, and eventually cling to the corner of a wall to
avoid being pulled toward Anthea by the enchantment. Her magick
might have controlled his heart and his feet, but he still controlled his
mind and hands.
After several Mynettes of clinging to the corner for dear life, the
urge to run to her subsided, being replaced by a deep need, not
unlike a great thirst or perhaps a strong pressure on his bladder to
relieve himself. This physiological attack was strong, but it was
nothing he could not resist. The Fear, Maletos’ curse, had been just
as powerful at first, but he had mastered that. This, too, he would
master in time.
It wasn’t that he didn’t want to go to Anthea and see her life ended.
No, he wanted that more than anything, but he knew that a
headlong, desperate rush at her would not solve anything. Still, he
took his Guardians and went to the walls anyway. It was probably
wiser to stay hidden in his chambers, but he was not the sort of man
who hid when his forces were being killed to a man. He might have
let his generals do most of his battling for them, but only because
they were more qualified to do it, not because he feared to do it
himself or because he was unable. After all, had he not led the
attacks against the invaders under Cenalium? He’d been present to
see them sealed up in what should have been their tomb. Now,
though, he knew they were breaking free of their captivity to join the
others who assailed him.
How had things gone so wrong?
He shook his head and looked over at the Lost One that had once
been Quentin, the captain of his guards. Quentin he was in body, but
his mind was gone, replaced by a single facet of the being that was
the Lost Ones. Dull eyes watched him as he took the wall of the
inner city of Cenalium; the eyes betrayed animal intelligence at most,
because Quentin’s body was nothing more than a puppet to the Lost
Ones. They never did anything clever or unpredictable, at least not in
front of anyone who hadn’t been taken over already. Alone and left to
their own devices, they were certainly devious, not the model
servants they appeared to be.
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Corydon frowned down at the city beyond the wall. The ground was
several Mayters below him and spread the great city spread around
him. Inner Cenalium was smaller by far than the outer city, even if it
had been richer and more important. It was still important, or the
alliance of Lowlanders and loyal Aureans wouldn’t have been battling
so hard to get through the gates. He frowned in displeasure at the
change in scenery. The city was not what it had been. Things had
changed so much since he’d risen to power, though never so much
as this Dee.
A large tower had fallen, stealing one spire from Cenalium’s lofty
skyline. The shattered remains were spread across the main gates of
the city that led to the Lowlands. It had been a desperate ploy to
drop a whole tower on invaders. He’d never thought to actually fell
the tower, but Illias had not hesitated to use it as a weapon. It had
taken hundreds, probably thousands of artisans and crystal growers
Decayarres to complete, however, it had taken but a few Ouers to
prepare it for use as a weapon, and only a few Saycunds to actually
bring it down. During the fall, the rubble had damaged dozens of
smaller, mostly inconsequential structures, but the sprawl of the
shattered tower was hard to look upon as anything but a herald of his
own impending failure.
As he watched, he saw a body of his own troops rush off through a
series of alleys toward the western part of the city, heading toward
what he suspected to be Anthea’s house. That would be Illias, he
realized. The man was an able commander and a fair companion
with whom to discuss strategies and theories about the origins of the
Aurean people, but he had not the depth of willpower with which to
resist Anthea’s call. Sadly, Corydon resigned himself to losing
another companion. Yet, if he was to lose his oldest companion, he
could not help but watch. So he moved along the walls with his group
of nine Guardians, three trios.
He moved to as short a distance from the battle as he could get
while still remaining upon the walls of the inner city, and he watched
the soldiers surround a house. Of course it would be there, he
thought with a wry smile. That was the home where his old friend
Orestes had once resided in with his wife, Linnea, and their
daughter, Anthea. Except, Orestes was a Yarre dead now, and
Linnea was missing, probably dead or lost within the city. Anthea
was all that remained of that ill-fated family, and Illias was looking to
be rid of her, too.
For several Mynettes, Corydon could see Illias and his men getting
driven back from the house, each charge shoved back fiercely, but
then they finally broke in and stayed in. Sounds of battle carried even
to Corydon’s ears, and he found himself hoping beyond all dreams
that Illias might actually win. Then, as sudden as an eyeblink, he felt
a loss within his soul, as if a piece of him had been cut off. Illias had
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failed. Illias had donated some of the blood that had helped to finish
Corydon’s own transformation, which had been less painful than
what most had endured, but he had undergone the transformation
nonetheless. It was uncommon, but not unheard of for Dark Aureans
who had been created with the same shared batch of blood to feel
some connection to one another, but Corydon had never realized
he’d shared such a thing with Illias until that web had been snapped.
Now, Illias was gone, and he’d lost his last real ally.
Illias’ death seemed to stir the city even to its depths. Behind him,
he saw the resistors from the underground tunnels finally break
through the barriers that had been set before them. Ironically, it had
been Corydon himself who set them free, or at least a heavy statue
of him that had been carried and used as a battering ram. He almost
smiled about that, almost.
In front of the gates of the inner city, Iago’s loyalist Aureans rallied
to push at the gates once more. They used arc-lances to heat the
gate’s hinges and doors, and Corydon could see the silhouettes of
approaching Fliers that would help crack the gates by rapid cooling
them with water they’d scooped from the Inner Seas. There was no
defense left against them. All of his Darksight Outlooks were gone or
useless. All but a couple of his Fliers had been sent to crash onto the
ground below the mountain, littering the floor of Maethlin like so
much careless confetti thrown by a child.
Then, there were the Lost Ones. They emerged from beneath the
city, drifting out of a tunnel passage that was all but unreachable to
most because of its height on a cliff face in the north of the city.
Corydon felt them as much as he saw them, and anger came to boil
within him when he saw that even the Lost Ones were answering the
call Anthea had sent out, and yet, for several Dees, they had not
seen fit to answer his calls.
That anger did not subside, even when the Lost Ones reached the
house and he felt a tremor along the fringes of his soul, a tremble
upon the same soul strings that Illias had once held. Through his
dead or nearly dead friend, he could feel that they’d inhabited Illias.
This was entirely unlike what they normally did. This time they
formed a singularity in one host, rather than a plurality spread across
hundreds and thousands of soldiers. It wasn’t something he had to
see to know; he just knew it. Moreover, the fact that his Lost Ones
beside him suddenly stopped moving or responding in any way only
reinforced that fact.
Oh, for the briefest of Saycunds he entertained the notion that
maybe the Lost Ones had perished just as Illias had, but he could
still feel Illias, or at least the being that had been Illias. Corydon was
an intuitive man, he couldn’t have been otherwise, or he’d never
have gotten as far as he had. Gut instincts and all his powers of
perception told him that the Lost Ones had taken Illias in that
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moment between life and death. They’d stolen into Illias’ body with
all of their power, and they’d made a risky gamble to end things.
In that instant, it was as if the world suddenly shifted parity in his
favor. The Elegians and the refugees from Lower Cenalium came out
from the depths, but his Dark Aureans held them. The gates of the
inner city were cracked but not shattered, and the forces that tried to
force their way through the gaps that had opened were slaughtered
so quickly that the shock of such violence drove the other would-be
attackers back in fright. He could also sense that which had been
Illias’ battle, though it was nothing more than distant, vague
impressions that he felt. He did not experience each swing of a blade
or each strike, but he could feel how the battle went, and Corydon
dared to hope in that dark Mynette of that even darker Ouer.
A dream of a victory rose in his breast, and even when a large force
from the alliance moved to surround the childhood home of Anthea’s
family and slaughter the broken Lost Ones puppets, he did not
despair. So long as Illias carried the entirety of the Lost Ones, he
was all but unstoppable, a killing machine with a single purpose. The
memory of Jovan, the first Lost One Soldier ever made, came to
mind. Linnea had helped finger the spy, and the Lost Ones had
suggested a demonstration of their abilities to prove their worth to
him. Several of his Dark Aureans had died trying to stop the man,
and Linnea had almost been killed. That had been just a portion of
the Lost Ones’ entity, and Illias was now carrying the whole. The city
seemed to quake with the power and possibilities of such a thing.
Then, when he felt events building to a great, victorious climax, he
felt a crash of energies that made him shiver as if he’d had a seizure
ripple through his whole body. He felt Illias die for real. There was no
last Saycund rescue from death’s grip this time. Something terribly
wrong had happened. The Lost Ones had failed to destroy Anthea. It
was unimaginable, but it was the truth. There could be no other way
to decipher what had occurred.
The specter of the Lost Ones fled from the house, and though they
wandered for several Saycunds, as if disoriented by their stunning
loss, they eventually turned toward him. They fled to him, seemingly
as their last chance, and Corydon did not wish to meet them on the
walls. Fighting the tug of Anthea’s enchantment with each step, he
went back into the chambers he’d taken from the Greater Helion he’d
deposed. He had only enough time to open the ceiling shutters to
bathe the room in the failing sunlight and the rising moon’s light
before they arrived.
Standing in a pillar of ghostly white moonlight, he greeted them with
a hard look. There was no trust in his gaze, only open suspicion.
Their shape was indistinct, less defined than before. They moved
erratically, possibly because they were scared now, too. Even
immortal creatures could learn fear, it seemed.
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“We must retreat from this place. We must start over again.” They
bid him.
“I will not flee. If my cause dies here, it is because it was not meant
to be.” He replied.
“We cannot agree in this. You are the figurehead. So long as you
remain, there is hope for all we hoped to accomplish together.
Durenia is still ours. If we flee there, we can hold off their attacks
until we are strong enough to continue once more. Staying here is
suicide.”
“We have no Fliers to get us there. There is no way for us to get
there. I will not crawl through the tunnels that my enemies used to
get here. I know what lurks in those tunnels, and after all we’ve been
through, I know we will not come through alive. Even if we managed
to somehow come out on the other side of those tunnels, which is a
longshot at best, Durenia would have fallen by the time we
emerged.” Corydon sighed. “We live here or we die here, you and I.”
“We must try again. Already, the Gods are weak, tired. They are
afraid to interfere any more. The Kerathi are nearly gone, the
Aynglicans have drawn back all but this one force to defend their
own lands, the Elegian Empire has had its population halved, and
the Muerans are mostly dead from the volcano and tidal waves that
coincided with Uman’s birth. We have only to survive this last trial,
and then the might of the Aureans will be broken.”
“Our last bastion is falling! How can you still look at this in a positive
light? They are Mynettes away from breaching our last defenses and
coming for my head. Our bid for overthrowing the Gods’ might is
nearly at an end.”
“No, a God has fallen. Comrain has died. They have all spent
themselves to push their pawns this far. There is nothing left they
can do. We must overcome these foes this one final time, and then
the world will be ours.” The Lost Ones insisted, coming closer to
pleading than Corydon ever remembered.
“A new God has been born, even if a God has fallen.” Corydon
replied with great finality. The number of divinities was secure, and
even if they had been weakened, they were beyond his ability to
touch.
“You cannot give in!”
“I am not giving in. If Anthea and her companions come here, I will
fight them, though I will likely perish in the attempt. I will not be
captured to be put on trial or be paraded about as a trophy. I will die
here if we cannot win the Dee out, just as Illias has.”
Corydon had spoken the last part as an accusation, and as he did,
the Lost Ones’ erratic movement stilled, as if their entire attention
was somewhere other than here. They became spherical in
appearance for the first time, losing all shadowy appendages and
protrusions that they normally tried to hold to maintain a humanoid
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silhouette. He watched, curious but wary of what would happen next,
and as he did, the walls of the inner city were falling.
The enemy was closing in, Anthea was coming home to him, and
the Lost Ones were resisting with every bit of failing strength they still
possessed. But would that be enough?

When Anthea left the somber scene that was her childhood home,
she was greeted with a second tragedy: Porfirio’s death. The Aurean
hero had fought doggedly to survive the battles on Elegius, Illias, and
all that had happened. Despite all this, he had been unable to avoid
ending up at the wrong end of a knife in the alley near her home. It
was all so strange, that he had just been alive and fighting, but now
he was still, and his body was growing cold on the cobbled streets.
Porfirio was sprawled with his cloak spread about him like a funeral
shroud that would be wrapped around him. He was in almost the
same pose as Makan had died in, only there was no woman crying
over him and holding his handsome face. His was the lonely death of
a hero.
Her heart ached to see such a sight again so soon, but there was
nothing she could do, not once he was dead. Even if she’d heard the
commotion from inside her house and even if she’d come running,
there would have been very little she could do and even less time to
do it in. His injuries had been extensive, and his blood pooled about
him, at least the blood that hadn’t already soaked into his white
clothes, staining them crimson.
Fadri had come to her side to take Nishan’s place, demanding that
he escort her in his master’s stead, wherever she might go. She had
politely refused, but he had been adamant, so she took Jens in his
place. Jens had promised to do his best, and Fadri had acquiesced
reluctantly. In Makan’s place stood Reid, King Nicholas VI’s nephew.
He was not the least bit Mueran, but he carried his spear as Makan
had taught him, and he would lay down his life for her just as Makan
had. He’d sworn as much and she could see in his eyes that he
meant every word of that oath.
The five of them selected a detachment of the healthiest, strongest
Lowlanders remaining to the battered alliance forces. All told, there
were perhaps thirty of them that were pushing onward. Iago, seeing
that she was about to make another play at finishing this nasty
business of war without him, was not about to be left out. With
Porfirio dead – Anthea found that to be a little too convenient for him
– he had no other choice but to lead the party of Aureans that would
accompany her. He took double the force that she had, also the
freshest and healthiest men he had left.
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They hurried through the city, and though Anthea led the group, it
was Iago’s directions that carried them to the wall. Despite never
having lived in the city, he knew its layout astonishingly well. The
man’s knack for details and planning had allowed him to memorize
the street plans for the entire city. With great clarity and a great
sense of direction, Iago led them through the street to the gates,
where the battle had reached a standstill. The resistors were greatly
outnumbered, but they held the strategic ground, and refused to be
dislodged.
Short of the wall, they found cover to avoid being shot at and the
errant bolts of arc-fire that still lased through the avenues before the
gates to the inner city. Several squads took up residence in the
towers nearest the gate, returning fire from the windows and the
bridges that stretched between them. Rolf took up a prone position
and fired his rifles more than once, but Tuari stayed at her side, while
Jens and Reid kept their small force behind cover to preserve them
until needed.
When their party of nearly a hundred soldiers had fully come to a
stop and found places to hide in relative safety, Iago turned to
Anthea. “We must pass this final obstacle before we can confront
Corydon in his nest. It will be costly to force our way through, but we
will try if we must. Is there anything you could do to get us through
more easily?”
Anthea did not like the way Iago looked at her, as if she were a tool
he could use to perform the tasks at hand, but she saw the necessity
in what he asked, so she did not voice her distaste for his request.
Instead, she dug through her dwindling supply of flowers and pieces
of plants to find something fitting for the situation.
The plant she drew out of her pouch, a fragrant herb, was Marjoram.
This particular piece had gone to flower, and while it had been dried,
it still retained much of its potency, both in terms of scent and its
ability to support an enchantment. Anthea traded glances with Iago,
who watched her eagerly, though she could not tell if it was because
he wished to see her work an enchantment or if it was because he
wanted to get this all done with. Either way, there was a hunger in
his eyes that was more frightening than Nishan’s covetous looks
used to be. Oh, he hid it well, but it was there, deep in his eyes, that
unspoken need for something he could not have.
Anthea hid her own fears and misgivings as best she could, but she
knew that Iago was a perceptive man. There was only so much she
could do to keep such things from him, but she felt that if she had to,
she could turn an enchantment on the man, just so long as he did
not touch her. She knew of his touch of death, and had heard much
of it since meeting these loyal Aurean soldiers. Iago had even used
his touch a few times in the city since his arrival, using it to extract
information from enemy soldiers before killing them with a mere
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brush of his fingertips. Though his hand was gloved now, Anthea
realized that she was standing near a viper in man’s clothing. His
eyes betrayed that he would not hesitate to use her or kill her has he
saw fit.
With a sigh of pent up frustration at how events were unfolding,
Anthea lifted the Marjoram before her, inhaling it’s rich, earthy scents.
She smiled slightly and focused her will through the brittle, dried
leaves. Then, her will took a form on words, so that it could become
reality.
My enemies gather ‘round alert,
And my friends huddle to the ground, tired and hurt.
Give us a way past these walls,
Make them slumber one and all.
When Anthea’s words stopped, the sounds of her voice did not. As
she held a glowing brand of white light above her head, it resonated
with the sounds of her voice. Those syllables echoed through the city
block, ricocheting off of walls and towers on their way to the gap in
the gates. The sounds were almost visible, like a wind stirring up
dust everywhere they’d passed by. They made a whistling sound as
they blew in through the hole in the gate wall, and several audible
thumps could be heard, following in the enchantment’s wake. One
soldier from the top of the gates tumbled from the wall to the
pavement below; strangely, his snoring never faltered as he fell to
his death and dashed his skull open upon the ground.
Iago cast a look at Anthea that was filled with both amazement and
desire. Anthea returned his gaze with a cool one. Surely, he must
thought that such a gift was not a thing to be squandered on a girl
with no grand ambitions or inclinations toward politics. Perhaps he
even wished he could partner with her. After all, there could be no
greater coupling of power in these times. The two of them would be
truly unstoppable, but she did not wait for him to voice his opinions.
No, she strode past him, leaving the defensive lines to lead the
charge through the gates. Rolf scrambled to be at her side as she
strolled confidently through the gap, holding the brand aloft. The
defenders were all asleep, those that were Dark Aureans anyway. A
few Lost Ones remained, but they milled about in a state that was
dumbfounded and lost, as simple as babes now that the Lost Ones’
had evacuated them. With Rolf and Tuari near to keep any
conscious enemies at bay, the rest of the army squeezed through
the gates. Iago’s men saw to putting the sleepers to death and
slaying the remaining Lost Ones, but Reid and Jens kept the
Lowlanders in a tight knot around her. They had no desires for glory
or revenge, only a desire to protect her.

377

PERENNIALS
When the Marjoram torch finally dissipated into nothingness, the
entire party of nearly a hundred was within the inner city, and
reinforcements from the main army were flooding in, as many as
could fit into the narrow avenues and side streets. They fanned out
to seek more enemies. There were few left. For the most part, all
was quiet, except for the noises they made.
They were nearly to the Greater Helion’s complex when a final
group of Lost Ones soldiers rushed in at them, emerging from hidden
doorways and shadowed overhangs to wreak havoc among the
ranks of the invaders. Some didn’t even have to hide. The invading
army had grown complacent in the few Mynettes it had taken to
secure the inner city, and they no longer expected any fight from the
Lost Ones that they found milling about aimlessly. They had walked
right into a trap, and when a few Lost Ones suddenly turned and
attacked in a fury rather than stand still to be executed, the entire
invading force found itself in a panic.
What had seemed like a sure deal had now gone awry. More Lost
Ones emerged from alcoves and from grates in the roadbeds,
climbing out to be amid the attackers. They sliced limbs and split
shields with their furious attacks. Though they were few in number,
each was far stronger than any of the Lost Ones any member of this
army had yet faced, except Illias. Each of these final soldiers had
been granted a greater portion of the Lost Ones that was customary,
making each a deadly force. This final wave of defense took their toll
on the invading army, but the appearance of a group of crudely
outfitted Elegians actually turned the tide. They burst from a side
street and threw themselves into the brawl, for that was what it was.
Any order had been lost, and all formations had been shattered. It
was simply one man struggling to kill the other and stay alive while
doing so.
The Elegian leader hefted a silver-plated poleaxe with great
fierceness, smashing heads and crushing bones. An Aurean with
dark, glistening knives fought beside her. It was clear from the
reactions of his victims that the knives he used were poisoned with
something quite awful. Other Elegians and a few Aureans in
patchwork gear, apparently castoffs and scavenged armor, worked
around that pair, but none with such effectiveness. Those others
were careful not to stray too far from either of their captains, each of
whom wore a glowing eye upon their breast, set in crude necklaces.
In the confusion, a Lost Ones soldier broke through the defenses
near Anthea. A Guardian shouted her name, and her head snapped
toward him. She turned to see him throw himself in front of her,
taking a blade through the guts to stop the soldier from killing her.
Her savior crumpled over, but not before scissoring his own two arcswords through the soldier’s chest, killing him with a vicious spray of
heart’s blood. As the Guardian sank to the ground beside his
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murderer, he rolled over and smiled up at Anthea. When she looked
past the blood upon his face and the lank hair across his forehead,
she recognized him as Vitalis, the Guardian she’d spared outside of
Cenalium the Dee she’d fled with her father and Bedros. He’d repaid
the debt for her mercy by helping them outside of Aetheline, showing
them how to escape Iago by using Genero’s Fliers. She had not
expected to see him here, or ever again for that matter.
“Vitalis!” She shouted over the din, kneeling beside him. She began
to dig through her pouches for a flower to heal him with, but he kept
moving around, shaking the sword that pierced his guts. “Be still, I
can save you.”
He gripped her forearm and coughed up blood, but still he tried to
speak. “My life has been over…” He gasped and clawed his fingers
into her arm. “Since I met you.”
“I am sorry for everything that has befallen you. Let me heal you.”
He shook his head sharply and coughed again, but managed to
give her a warning, one from his mistress, the reinstated Empress
Tahirah III. “Live as I could not, and beware of Iago. I come from
someone who is no friend of his, to tell you that he means you no
good.” Before she could reply, Vitalis smiled and whispered one last
thing: “Now that I have done what was asked of me… I can go to my
wife and child.”
She blinked in surprise as Vitalis sagged back against the ground
and breathed his last. The man had owed her nothing. She could not
fathom why the man would have saved her, even for such a warning.
Who had sent him all the way here from Aetheline with such a
warning? Who would it benefit if she survived and Iago did not?
Anthea frowned. She did not trust Iago, but she did not need Vitalis
dying at her feet to tell her that.
Reid pulled her to her feet, trying to get her away from the body.
While the fight continued around them, Tuari and Rolf helped usher
Anthea through the battle to the front entrance of the Greater
Helion’s complex. At the entryway there were three large doors.
They’d been careful designed so that they were each balanced to
turn on heavy pins, but they were light enough for a couple men to
open or close if needed. Two were closed and barred. Fortunately,
the third had been left open a crack.
Because of their injuries, Rolf and Tuari were not in any shape to
open the door, but they helped Anthea pull. While they worked the
door, Reid and Jens waited nearby in case something jumped out to
attack them. The door swung open to release a gasp of musty air,
but no enemies issued out from within. Everyone left who might have
resisted them was already in the square before the entry, killing as
many of the invaders as they could before they died of their wounds,
pierced a dozen times or more each.
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Anthea did not wait for Iago this time. She hurried into the dark
corridor beyond the doors, followed by her four companions. Iago
shouted at her for her to wait, but she did not listen. She’d had
enough of the man’s ambitions, and wanted only to finish this.
Besides, there was Vitalis’ warning. If Iago meant her that much ill,
she did not want to have to worry about fighting both him and
Corydon.
It was odd how different this place looked than she remembered it.
She had come here only once or twice, and she could not recall the
place having been so dingy and empty before. It had always been a
lively place before Corydon. Now, the halls were dark and cold,
barren of all decorations other than the few Crystal Pods that hung at
measured distances, offering just enough light to see the path and
the dust that gathered near the walls. Gone were the servants, the
carpet runners, the statues and art, and all that had made the place
a wonder to a young girl. Even the skylights were covered, so that
the moonlight could not invade these dim halls.
Although she could not exactly remember the way through this
complex, she did not need a map or a light to find Corydon. She
could sense him, and the thread of her enchantment, the same that
had led Illias to her before, took her right to him without any detours.
It was strange, she thought as she stood before the final doors that
would lead her to the inner chambers of the Greater Helion, that her
enchantment would lead her to the enemy instead of the enemy to
her, as she had asked it. Her flowers did not always do things just as
she hoped. Human will and human imperfections could change what
she attempted, despite her best efforts.
Once more, they threw open the doors before them, but this time it
was Reid and Jens who did the opening. Rolf had his rifle drawn and
pointing at whatever might be beyond the doors. Tuari had his spear
held out with his good arm – the other was in a sling tight against his
chest. She frowned at that detail, wishing she’d been allowed to heal
them before this, but they’d all refused, saying repeatedly that she
needed her energy to face Corydon. She had relented, but now she
was having second thoughts. These four had to protect her until she
could create another enchantment to destroy Corydon, and she
might not have time she needed if they were quickly overwhelmed
because they were too weak to resist. It was too late now, though,
because the doors were already opening. So, she held her breath
and reached into her pouch of flowers, hoping the right one would be
at her fingertips when she needed it.
When the doors opened, she was surprised to see a bright light in
the chamber beyond. At least, it seemed to be a bright light after
hurrying down such dark corridors to reach this room. She blinked at
the brightness, letting her eyes adjust to the sudden change in
illumination. When her eyes focused, they locked upon a dark mass
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that floated halfway between Corydon and her. Corydon stood within
the beam of moonlight, which made his silver hair glisten like spider
silk. His eyes looked upon her not with surprise, but with tangible
relief. He’d known that she would come, and he was happy to see
her, because that would mean the end of this struggle they’d been
about, for one of them if not for both.
“You have come at last.” Corydon announced, almost warmly.
Rolf took aim at Corydon, but Anthea held up a hand to stay his
bullet. In that instant, when her attention was away from him, he
jumped behind a pillar, but even as she gave a dismayed shout,
thinking that he was fleeing, he stepped back out into the moonlight.
This time, he held an arc-lance and a full Guardian shield. She
glared down at the man, but did not move closer yet. She also kept
an eye on the spherical mass of darkness that she knew was the
Lost Ones. The others didn’t seem to notice it, except perhaps for
Tuari.
“You destroyed my family.” She began, listing his crimes. It was
unnecessary, perhaps, but she had so much to say to this man,
things she’d carried upon her heart for a Yarre now. “You killed my
father, but first you poisoned my mother. Then, you took her soul to
turn against me… and these are the least of your crimes. You are
responsible for more murder than any man before you.”
Corydon shrugged under the judging gaze of his accuser. “Maybe I
have killed more than any man, but I have not killed more than the
Gods have. More souls have been sent to Nelius in their names than
the meager few I am responsible for. I was trying to free our people,
Anthea. Your father understood that, but it seems he did not teach
you that.”
“My father left you because of your perversions. You thought to
change the nature of our people.”
“This is out true nature!” He laughed, smiling at her ignorance. “It is
as close to our true nature as we can become. We were the children
of the Lost Ones, not of the Gods. They battled and lost, and then
Maletos changed us. She severed us from our true natures and
brought the Fear upon us. She made us live in the light, and wither
and die in the dark, so that we might glorify her. We are spoils of a
war that occurred before the Broken Crown was broken!”
“Be that as it may, all you’ve done has led to your failure, Corydon.
This is not about them and the Yarres long past, but about us. This is
a family concern.”
“You are right, and you look so beautiful when you are right. It
reminds me of your mother, my dearest Linnea.” Corydon replied
longingly.
“You have no right to speak of my mother. Do not even mention her
name.” She hissed.
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“Why not? Have I not loved her? Has any man done more to
possess her than I?”
“You entrapped her, but I have set her free.”
“She is dead then?”
“She is, and it is time for you to join her now. I’ve heard enough of
your poisonous words for several lifetimes, and I want to never have
to hear a word from you again.”
Corydon laughed loudly when she said this, and she was taken
aback. She expected some response, but he just kept laughing. Rolf
looked at her with concern, while Reid cast a worried look back down
the corridor and around the shadows of the room, wondering if they’d
been surrounded, but there was nothing to indicate what Corydon
laughed about.
“What’s so funny?” She demanded, balling her fists up and taking a
step toward the author of her suffering.
Corydon smiled and shook his head. “The Lost Ones always
warned me about you. They said you were the only one who could
destroy me. That is why we hunted you so closely, but you were
always too strong. I never really believed it, not completely, and yet
here you are.”
“Then come and drop that shield. Let me fulfill their prophecy.” She
offered invitingly, holding her arms open as if to embrace him,
though each hand now held a fistful of flowers.
He shook his head. “I have thought, Anthea, long and hard about
this. I see now my errors. I should never have tried to kill you. I
should have welcomed you into my family. Your mother and I could
have raised you after your father had an untimely death. In your grief,
you might have taken to me, as a daughter would have, for I would
have offered you your mother. Certainly, she was damaged, but you
hungered for a parent, and would have loved to have her back.”
Anthea took another step down toward him. There were only a few
steps before she’d reach the paved paths that ran around the room.
The rest of the room was covered with crushed limestone that had
become covered with moss and lichens. She grimaced at the mental
picture he’d painted; it was no less dark than the room they stood in.
“You’re sick.”
“I chose the wrong allies, Anthea. For that, I apologize. For the rest,
I cannot. I did everything else for our people.” Corydon’s gaze turned
to the Lost Ones, the dark orb that floated before him.
He knew now that their attention must be on the final soldiers
fighting outside, but they’d failed. Anthea was here now. Already, the
Lost Ones were beginning to lose their smooth façade. They were
becoming more erratic once more as the last of their hosts were
killed, sending their parts of the greater entity back to be with the
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whole. When the entire being had regrouped, it would be too late. He
would have only one chance.
Perhaps it was petty, but he blamed the Lost Ones for his failures.
Their whispers had driven him to madness and beyond, and he had
undertaken the impossible. All of his dreams had been dashed. All of
his captains had perished in this foolish quest, when he could have
been much more diplomatic and careful about it. These monsters
had pushed him and now they’d ruined everything. They’d used him,
and he would have his way, at least in the end.
Suddenly, Corydon lurched forward, casting aside his shield, which
clattered noiselessly upon the stones beside the walkways. Rolf shot
him, more out of reflex to protect Anthea from what he presumed to
be an attack than anything. It was a true shot. Comrain himself
couldn’t have made a better shot. Blood fountained from a hole that
opened in the center of Corydon’s chest, and blood sprouted on his
shirt like an opening blossom. He stumbled to one knee, and then fell
on his face. The Lost Ones burst into activity then, taking a manlike
form once more before darting over to Corydon. Because he was
lying on his face, they did not see the smile that passed Corydon lips
as they climbed wholly into his body, entering through the hole in the
back of him. As they’d done with Illias, they put themselves fully into
this single host, in the hope that it would be enough.
Rolf swore darkly, and Tuari charged past Anthea, casting his spear
at Corydon’s prone form. He fully expected Corydon to become
another creature like Illias, and he was right to think that. The spear
stuck in Corydon’s back, piercing deeply beside the hole Rolf had
made. After a breathless Saycund, Corydon began to rise, with the
spear still sticking out of his back. Rolf shot him again, but that did
not halt him from coming to his feet. His limbs swung limply at his
sides and his neck rolled on his shoulders, but his body was suffused
with a pulsating darkness that everyone could see. This was the
whole entity here, in a greater concentration than even Illias had held.
Anthea put her fists before her, staring at the flowers that all
seemed useless in this very instant. Corydon reached out toward her,
eyes bulging as if he were being choked. “Kill me now, while I hold
them!” He gasped at her. His body twitched violently as he fought the
Lost Ones for control of himself, but it was clear that he was losing
the fight.
Reid and Jens ran past her, swinging sabers and spears at
Corydon. Corydon jerked spasmodically and knocked the attacks
aside with his bare hands, like his flesh was made of stone. He
struggled to protect himself, but also to hold the Lost Ones in. He
slapped Jens aside, throwing him half a dozen Mayters across the
hall to sprawl on the gravel. Corydon screamed once more, a
wordless cry for Anthea to kill him before it was too late, but the
flowers she held were of no use for such a task. Of all the flowers
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she’d ever had, none of them seemed appropriate for this purpose.
She could do nothing.
“Use this!” Tuari shouted when he saw her indecision, thrusting the
leaf from Bedros’ tree at her.
Anthea could hardly believe what she was seeing. The leaf, to her
eyes, glowed with the pure brightness of the sun. It was filled with
the absolute power of creation, with the essence of the world’s will,
and it was perfect. Bedros must have foreseen this moment, she
realized. He had asked her to deal with the Lost Ones, and she now
she would.
She held the leaf out before her and the words poured unasked
from her mouth. She did not think. She did not focus. This was the
will of the world she was doing, and she was merely the conduit. The
leaf burst into burning flames that engulfed both the leaf and her
hand. The patterns of the veins of the leaf burned across her eyes,
so that even when she tried to close them because of the painful
brightness, she could still see them.
I bind thee to this body now.
I remake thee and grant thee form.
To stay in place and not be free.
In a mortal shape you are reborn!
Anthea’s body shuddered as the leaf disappeared. With a loud
crack of thunder, with the peal of a tolling bell, the leaf from Bedros
exploded and the world was remade. Her hand recoiled from where
the leaf had been, and she was thrown to the ground. A ripple of
making echoed outward from the place where the leaf had been,
knocking Tuari and Reid down, sending Rolf sprawling into the hall
from which they’d come.
Corydon’s body shivered and a scream tore from his throat as the
Lost Ones found themselves trapped in a physical form. Like the
Gods, the Lost Ones had been made flesh. When Corydon died,
they would too, or at least the greater part of them would. There
might still be a few Lost Ones scattered through the city or with
Emlen as he retreated to the Forsaken Isles after his retreat from
Durenia, but by far the largest share of what had been the Lost Ones
would die with Corydon. They were vulnerable for the first time.
Corydon writhed around, flailing about and tearing at himself. Each
scratch he tore across his arms and face, each bump he took
crashing into the pillars of the chamber, and each breath was agony
to an entity that had not felt true physical form since the Beforetimes.
Anthea and the others were slow recovering, and had Corydon not
still been fighting the Lost Ones for control of his form, he might have
killed them all, but Iago arrived then, rushing past the downed
companions to reach Corydon. He was flanked by several of his
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white-uniformed Guardians, but their uniforms were caked with grime
and blood; they no longer looked so prim and proper. Iago stared at
Corydon, unable to comprehend what he saw when his enemy
scratched and gouged at himself like a madman.
“The Lost Ones, they’re in him now.” Anthea explained as she tried
to sit up and failed. She grunted out each word, unable to speak in a
normal voice. Her throat felt as if it’d been torn open as she released
the will of the world onto the Lost Ones, and speaking was like a
twisting of a knife in her throat, an ironic twist of fate for an enchanter
who relied on her voice.
Iago’s eyes widened with understanding. He drew off his black
glove and ran at the man he considered to be the worst heretic in his
people’s history. Corydon paused when Iago was only a step away
and drew back a fist to punch him in the face, likely with enough
power to splatter his brains across the floor, such was his strength
with the Lost Ones within him. The punch never came though.
Corydon reasserted himself enough to hold the fist. It was cocked
back and ready to fly, but it never crashed into Iago. Iago’s hand
closed in on the frozen fist, and Corydon let out a blood-curdling
shriek.
Iago had touched men before – he’d judged them. He knew that the
Goddess had given him his power back at the Mirror of Haestos, but
he’d never felt anything like this when he’d done it. He felt fire burn
through his whole body once more, a fire like when he had been in
the sun chamber to undergo the test of his office. The Helions had
betrayed him; they’d tried to burn him alive, but a Goddess had
found him and saved him. Afterward, he’d had his revenge with a
simple touch. Somehow, he’d expected Corydon to shrivel and die
just like those ones, but it was not so easy.
As he held onto Corydon’s fist, fire ran through his body, spreading
from him to the other man. Corydon’s body began to blacken from
the hand up, traveling up the wrist toward the shoulder. Pure malice
stared back at him from the completely black eyes that sat in
Corydon’s face, and Iago knew fear. Corydon’s other hand slowly
closed in to grip him about the neck, squeezing to crush his throat as
the darkness spread from Corydon’s shoulder up to his neck. Iago’s
Guardians struck at Corydon with arc-lances, but the man shrugged
off these attacks like rain rolling off a tin roof. Darkness threatened to
overtake Iago, filling his vision, but he held onto Corydon. So long as
he could feel his hand clasped upon Corydon’s fist, he would not let
go. He could not see the darkness creeping up Corydon’s face to
cover those dark lumps of coal that his eyes had become, but he
could feel the darkness of his judgment spreading through his enemy.
When he could no longer see even hints of light or shapes because
his air had been so completely choked off, a pair of figures appeared
at the edge of his perceptions. They shouted encouragement to him,
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but they were not anyone that he immediately remembered having
met. At first, he thought them to be hallucinations, but as he looked
closer at those fell, corrupt figures, he realized that they’d been with
him all along. Iago recognized the woman; only she was not so
glorious and great as before. He had met them at the Mirror of
Haestos. He’d thought that the woman had been Kaneitha, or
possibly even Maletos in disguise, but now he could see that she
was Wainseth and he was Porceth. Whatever gift he might have
been given, this gift of touch, the Dark Pair had given it to him. The
poisons that had been in his body had been exchanged for a
different sort of poison, one that attacked souls. Evil had taken up
residence in him; he’d lost his soul to the Dark Pair, and now he was
theirs.
He heard sounds around him, muffled fighting, more struggles.
There was a terrible howl that reached him even in his state of near
unconsciousness. Then, it was over. The fire of judgment left him,
and he fell to the ground as if in a faint. He didn’t even hear the
thump of Corydon’s burning body as it hit the floor, but the others
saw it crumble to dust.
The Lost Ones were gone and Corydon was dead, but the war was
not over, not quite.

Before long, there were dozens of people crowding around Iago
and the empty armor that had once been worn by Corydon. Empty
armor and scorched clothing were all that remained of Corydon,
other than a few handfuls of ash and dust that still smoldered. Iago’s
touch had cremated him, and it had taken the Lost Ones with him.
Iago was weak, but he was standing now, explaining all that had
happened to the captains, the leaders, and the other survivors that
had since packed into the room. Anthea and her fellows were there,
except for Sagira and Nishan, who remained with Makan’s body.
Nico and Gioia were also there, but the young pilot captain wore a
distraught look. Chione, Dacian, and Cira stood to the side with a
small party of Elegians; they were all that remained from the small
army she’d taken down into the caverns under the Inner Seas,
accompanied by only a few of the refugees Cira had gathered.
Others were there, too, various squad leaders from the Lowlander
alliance and from the loyalist Aurean forces. Yet, there were no
captives, as one might expect when a great leader and his capital
have fallen. They’d taken the city, but there was not a single
prisoner, at least not that anyone had found. They’d all fought to the
bitter end and died to a man.
The mood was one of cheer and relief. Everyone stared at one
another as if surprised to see that they were still alive. Most had not
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expected to survive the Dee, let alone see Corydon’s death. Now,
they were listening to the man who had brought about the death of
the leader of this dark army they had all struggled so hard against.
Iago was enjoying relaying the events that had just occurred to
those who had not witnessed it, speaking about how Anthea and he
had done away with Corydon. He downplayed her role more than a
bit, drawing only assumptions about what he assumed she’d done.
He had not seen what she’d done, and she did not care about getting
proper credit. She’d not helped to kill the man for the accolades it
would win her; she’d had her own reasons. Besides, Iago was simply
explaining it as he had seen it, speaking of her providing a diversion
so that he could challenge the evil leader himself and judge the man
unfit with his touch. He spoke also of the pain of touching such pure
and unrefined evil. He summoned strikingly sincere amazement that
he had survived such torture.
Everyone listened to the story of Corydon’s death, some in
amazement, and most with great interest. A few, though, listened
with anger upon their faces and disgust sitting bitterly upon their
tongues. “You’ve slain the enemy, but who will slay you in turn?”
Nico interrupted the narrative of Iago’s personal struggle, stepping
down out of the crowd that ringed the Voice of the Firmament.
Anthea had been ready to leave, having tired quickly of the
grandiose a man like Iago projected, but then this handsome young
captain stepped out to challenge Iago, and things got interesting
once more. She had no reason to trust or like Iago, but that did not
mean that she wanted to see any more bloodshed. However, she
couldn’t help but wonder where this was going, and she was not
alone in this. Murmurs rippled through the crowd, and all present
turned to Iago to await a response to this strange challenge.
“I’m afraid I do not know what you mean, Captain Nico.” Iago
replied coldly. He did not like having his story interrupted, especially
not by Porfirio’s lapdog. Gioia stood beside him, and Iago shot her a
subtle look, wondering why she had allowed this to occur. Her job
had been to rein in the young leader, to seduce him and win him
over to Iago’s side.
“Of course you don’t. Your innocence is unquestionable!” Nico
scoffed, almost choking on the last word as a bitter laugh forced its
way to his lips.
“It would do you well to watch your tone, Guardian. The duties and
services you have rendered unto your country are greatly
appreciated, but even that does not give you the right to speak thusly
to me.”
“For a criminal, you have a great deal of pride.” Nico declared,
letting the anger in his voice ring out in the chamber. “You killed
Porfirio, you betrayed the Grand Helion to usurp his position, and
you’ve maneuvered your way into position by butchering the elite of
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our society, so that they could not threaten you. It seems that our
people had two great heretics, but one has hidden himself well – until
now.”
Iago blinked in surprise not at Nico, but rather at Gioia. She looked
aside, and in that moment Iago knew that this charismatic young
man had stolen her loyalties away from him. He’d trusted her, and
she’d just betrayed him. Oh, he’d not told her everything, but she’d
pieced together an awful lot. Then, she’d told the boy about his
plans, which led him to finding out about his mentor’s death. He
could not believe he’d misjudged this girl so badly. She had always
tried to hard to please him, and only a few Munths in the presence of
this boy had changed her completely.
“These are groundless accusations. I have just helped liberate our
people. How dare you ruin this triumph for us all!” Iago protested.
“I will not let Corydon’s evil and his death here hide all that you
have done, all that you have schemed to get. You are no less evil
than the man whose ashes lie at our feet.” Nico snarled, drawing an
arc-sword before anyone could do something to stop him.
Perhaps if Nishan had been there, he could have reached out and
disarmed Nico, but he was not. The crowd watched in stunned
silence as an Aurean servant challenged his countryman, a man who
had just saved the world. Even Gioia looked surprised at what Nico
was doing. Her eyes were as wide as saucers as her lover ran
toward Iago with an arc-sword out.
Nico matched blades with one of the white-uniformed Guardians
who tried to step between Iago and him, but the Guardian was not
planted and ready for Nico’s charge. Nico bowled over him and came
at Iago to cut him down. Iago did not stand by idly when Nico tried to
cut him down. He drew off his glove and bared the dark hand that
had killed Corydon, and he reached out to touch Nico.
Right as Iago’s hand was about to touch Nico and Nico’s blade was
about to pierce Iago’s chest, an eruption of sound came from beside
Anthea. Time seemed to stop as a burst of nothingness, a vacuum
that streamed across the room, caught Iago across the side. He did
not even have a chance to look at his attacker before he vanished
nonetheless. Nico tumbled through the empty air where Iago had
been and skidded across the ground on his shoulder.
There was a moment of stunned silence as Nico lay upon the
ground and as Rolf dropped his rifle. No one noticed that it had been
a normal rifle, not the one Chaveaoux had helped him built. Chaos
and pandemonium had been unleashed by that shot, and it didn’t
matter what kind of rifle it was. Swords came out and arc-fire
glistened on arc-lances and arc-swords alike. The cooperation
between nations died in that instant, and Nico was going to the target
of most of the wrath, but the bloodshed would not stop there if
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violence broke out among former allies. As the whole room was
hastily readying to kill one another, it was Sagira who stopped it.
“Wait!” She shouted, rushing into the circle, supported by Nishan.
The sudden arrival of Sagira in her grimy clothes spattered with
blood and sticky with sweat was enough to halt the impending
slaughter, especially when she was so obviously injured. Of course,
a voice touched by Oria and Juria in the same moment was a great
impetus as well.
She turned in a slow circle, daring each of them to move with a
deliberate gaze, and no one dared to upset her. They held their
breath instead, waiting desperately for her next word. “Evil has been
vanquished - not only the obvious evil but a hidden one as well.
Darkness has been driven away, and the light shall come again. Let
us not mourn the lost, but rebuild what was for those who live still.
There shall be no more death todee.”
With those divinely inspired words, the war finally came to a close.
Weapons fell from hands that suddenly went slack, hands belonging
to men and women who had no desire to hold weapons of death any
longer. The survivors looked at one another, and they saw not
enemies, but allies, partners in the rebuilding of a war-torn world.
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EPILOGUE
The ordeals of the Sky Spirit and the Marked One were never about
survival. They were about vengeance, justice, and the ending of evils
long left unfixed…
- Excerpt from Dorjan the Seer’s ‘The Destiny of the Forgotten’
th

 Fohrsdee, the 4 of Falling, 769 A.E. 
Bedros shifted his branches to face the sun one last time before he
left the world for good. It was time. His final task was upon him, and
he was weary. Even with his roots running deep, deep enough to
reach the heart of the world where the world’s voice was awakening,
he had limits to his power. He had to use what reserves he had left
to allow the world to come into a state of complete wakefulness. To
do that, he would have to burn away the taint that the Lost Ones had
created, cleansing the world to end the nightmare that entrapped the
world’s spirit.
Ironically, it had been the God Uman who had helped show Bedros
what to do. Uman, together with Greveth and his other allies, had
burned away the bodies of the Lost Ones on New Rummil, sending
their poisons skyward, where they would dissipate, rather than
leaving them to run into the soil and ruin the earth upon which they
bled. Bedros would use a similar strategy to rid the world of what
was left of them. Much of them had already gone, destroyed when
Iago had touched Corydon, when the Lost Ones trapped within him
were incinerated with their last host’s flesh. Anthea’s use of the leaf
from Bedros’ tree had sealed the majority of their being in Corydon’s
body, though it had cost him dearly to allow her to do such a thing,
and most of what made up the Lost Ones had perished with
Corydon.
All that remained of them now were the spots of land, mostly across
what had been the Kerathi Clan Isles and upon Elegius, where the
dead Lost Ones had fallen. In those places, their blood hand
poisoned the soil, sickening the land. Perhaps there were a few Lost
Ones still left in hiding, but they were few, and they were cut off from
what they had been. Any survivors would have to learn to live
individually now, as a part of the world, rather than its antithesis.
Before he began, Bedros cast his senses far and wide, touching the
two herds once more. Like the Lost Ones and most of the other
races of the Broken Crown, the herds of Ox-Men had also been
culled. The things Bedros and his companions had gone through had
only been possible because of them – because of their sacrifices.
Many of their strongest and most of their old shamans had died.
What few shamans remained would probably die now, when he
finally woke the world to complete their task.
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The Ox-Men would be a people lacking direction and leadership,
but it was not going to be his problem. He would scatter them across
the lands, those who did not stay in the two ancestral grounds of his
people. He would be sending some of his kind to the open fields
outside of Mediya, a small herd to the Red Hills in Outer Aynglica,
others to the small stretch of land on the southern side of the
Crooked Ridge, a few into parts of Kerathi lands that were now
uninhabited, and still more back to Elegius. For the first time since
the Butcher’s Accord between Silverhorns and the Empress Neith II,
Ox-Men would freely walk Elegius. There would be uncertainty,
death, and hardship, but his folk were a hardy sort. When the herds
grew strong enough to bridge the seas and meet once more, they
would be better for it. When they met, all they shared would make
them greater than ever, but it would be generations before that could
happen.
When he reached out with his mind, the shamans that answered his
call were weary and scared. White-Hoof and One-Ear were both
gone. They had held out as long as they could, but eventually the
strain had been too much for them. It was up to Bedros to gather
these minds into a fledgling communion of thoughts and impress
upon them what they must do. It was not easy, like teaching children
to run before they can even walk, but he managed to communicate,
even if it took Ouers of time to do so. The sun was already straight
overhead when he was ready to go.
With his eyes, he took one last look upon the world and wished it
well in his absence. He was curious to see what would become of it
and of his people, but knew he must not dwell upon it, because there
was nothing that he could do to be there – not without betraying
everything they had all worked so hard to achieve.
Once he’d ensnared the shamans and merged their faculties and
powers into his own pool of resources, he turned his full attention on
the crust of the world. With the energy of the world channeled
through the remaining shamans of the Broken Crown, they began to
scrub the world clean, peeling particle after particle of the Lost Ones’
poisonous essence from the world. Each grain of sand, each
fragment of stone, and every blade of grass that had been befouled
had to be purified. Like light melting shadow, they cut away the
cancer that had formed upon the world. It was painful and
longwinded to accomplish. The focus of attention it took to do the job
right was too much for many of the shamans. They began to drop out
of the communion one by one, and then in twos and threes, until only
the strongest few remained beside Bedros. By the time they were
nearly done, it felt as if they were peeling their own skin off, so
painful was the process of scrubbing away such awful filth.
Then, it was finally over, and the world bubbled toward
consciousness below him. He felt his own life fading, and he reached
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out one last time, taking each of the surviving shamans and
gathering to them into small herds on both the Vale and on the
Amber Plains. In a fashion not unlike the way he had crossed the
seas when he had been visiting each of the different lands, large
discs of hardened water formed at the seashores for each of them.
These disks stretched out then, reaching many Kilomes across the
seas to bridges the way to the new homes he’d selected for each
new herd.
With much distress, the remaining herds were divided into groups
that would accompany each shaman as they left the two ancestral
homes of the Ox-Men. Great herds splintered, and with a loud and
mournful collective cry, they went their own ways, trusting the
shamans both dead and living to have made the right choices. What
had been two great gatherings of his people had now become a
dozen smaller ones. With any luck, each would flourish in the new
homes that had been chosen for them, becoming strong new herds,
but only time would tell. He bid them luck and let them go their own
ways.
Bedros’ work was done at long last, so he closed his eyes to rest
until his own end came upon him. And when Tuari came upon him
some time later, his leaves had all dried up, and most had fallen. His
trunk was withered and dying, and he was hardly recognizable within
the husk that remained.
“So, you have come to bid me farewell.” Bedros said tiredly. He
sagged within the trunk of his body, feeling the last of his life
energies ebb away. More of his leaves fell with each passing
moment.
“It is only fitting that you and I, the two outcasts of our former group,
bid each other farewell.” Tuari said softly, smiling in the late Dee sun
at Bedros. He wore a sling to hold his arm against his body, and his
Mueran spear was strapped across his back.
“I must thank you for protecting Anthea. It was not an easy task, but
it was one that had to be done.”
“She mostly needed protection from herself. I was lucky enough to
be there when she made the right choices in the end.”
“I doubt any of this would have come to pass without your efforts. It
is a shame that you and I had so little time to know each other, when
we seem to be so similar. I have never felt so in tune with any human
as I do with you. Not even Anthea understands me so well.”
“You will not be forgotten, Bedros, not by any who knew you in this
life.” Tuari flashed one of his toothy grins. “I may even name my
firstborn after you.”
Bedros laughed mirthfully. “That would be a strange thing indeed.”
As Tuari watched, Bedros faded visibly. He was spent, and there
would be no more talking for him. Tuari reached out and put his hand
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reassuringly on Bedros’ trunk. “Rest now, friend. I will carry your
well-wishes to Anthea.”
The Sum of All Lands nodded and then drifted away like a whisper
lost upon the wind. When he was gone, the last of his dried leaves
fell from his bare branches, and the tree that had spoken with the
world died. It changed to rock, petrifying while Tuari watched. It
would stand for an eternity as a testament to Bedros’ sacrifices;
perhaps it would last forever.
Bedros may have paid his dues, but he did not go to the House of
Endless Rooms, as the children of the Pantheon did. He, like his
brethren, went into the ground to become one with the soil that he
had died upon. Only, his roots had been deep, deeper than any
before him. The world itself, now awakened, reached out to him,
embracing his spirit and taking it into hers. In that way, the world
came into full consciousness, and she was pleased with the work her
steward had done.
Tuari watched with his dark little eyes that saw so much. He smiled
and waved when a silhouette of a young woman suddenly appeared,
standing beside the tree that Bedros had become. She was
indescribable, a blend of colors brighter than anything even Anthea
had ever let him see. As she stood there and smiled down upon him,
a single new bud appeared at the end of one of Bedros’ stone tree
branches, and then she vanished.
Convinced he’d seen a new sort of Goddess, Tuari went back to the
city, singing to himself. This was a story he would carry back to his
folk, the story of an Ox-Man who had become a tree, and a tree that
had given birth to a rainbow woman whose very passing echoed with
strains of the song of creation.

Sagira stood quietly beside the plank that Makan’s body was being
loaded onto. Anthea was beside her, but Sagira did not even
recognize her presence. She was focused entirely on her mate’s
body being transferred onto the plank, so that it could be loaded onto
a Flier, and then carried to the sea. His body would be interred not in
the land, but in the sea. Burial at sea was customary for the
Muerans, who spent the greater portion of their lives on the rolling
waters of the world.
The others Sagira had once called companions were absent;
however, in her grief, she didn’t even notice that they were gone.
Tuari had left early in the morning, going somewhere only he knew.
Rolf was seeing to the survivors, or so someone had told her, but
that thought had slipped her mind; if anyone had asked her where he
was, she would have only shrugged. Nishan wasn’t present either,
but that was because he could not bear to be near either her or
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Makan, because it reminded him so sharply of his failure, of his
betrayal. Their company, once so strong and unbreakable, had
splintered apart, leaving Sagira to wallow in her unshakeable misery.
As four survivors of the Lowlander alliance lifted and began to carry
the body toward the waiting Flier, Makan’s hand fell from the
stretcher to trail upon the ground, bouncing along the cobbles. With a
stricken cry, Sagira rushed to grab his hand, as if she could spare
him any other injuries he might endure. Once more, she broke down
in front of everyone, uncaring of what they would think of her. Her
part as the leader or spokeswoman for this cause was done anyway,
and no one would fault her for her dolorous outburst. Any emotions
she vented now were warranted and hard earned. Few had
sacrificed so greatly as she had.
Holding Makan’s hand, Sagira climbed up the ramp with the
pallbearers, boarding the Flier. Anthea moved to board after her, but
the blank look that crossed Sagira’s face when Anthea approached
showed that she did not want her there. She simply sat there holding
Makan’s cold hand, waiting for this all to be over, for the nightmare to
end. Anthea reluctantly chose not to board the Flier, though her heart
ached to be with Makan during his send-off.
“I will go with her.” A woman near Anthea offered.
Anthea turned toward the unfamiliar voice, finding herself facing
another Elegian woman. The tall, proud woman was Chione, the
leader of the party that had invaded the undercity of Cenalium.
Anthea had heard sketchy details of all that had occurred, but she
had not spoken to the woman yet, despite having seen her around.
Anthea searched the woman’s face, trying to see what game she
may or may not be playing, but she could not sense anything amiss.
“She doesn’t even know you. Why would she want you near her in
her sorrow?”
“I am Elegian, and I know her pain. She and I share a lot in
common, perhaps more than you two do, even if you have been
companions for a long time. Besides, you may only remind her of her
loss, whereas I can help her get on with her life. She must see
beyond this to what lies after her farewells.”
“How can you do that, if someone as close to her as I am cannot?”
She asked, choking on her words. It hurt to hear someone tell her
that she was unable to help her friend. It was painful to admit that the
other woman might be right.
“I can offer her a new life, or, rather, a return to the old one. The old
Empress has returned, replacing the usurper. I know of her past
disgrace, and I think it can be put behind her. And if the Empress has
no specific need for her, I certainly will take her into my confidences.
There is need in our country for a woman such as her during the
rebuilding. I will give her a home and a fresh start.”
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Anthea looked once more at the numb look on Sagira’s face and
nodded finally. She wished to say goodbye to Makan, but he was
already gone – only his body remained. This moment, this parting of
the body, that belonged to the woman who had known and loved
Makan best. “Go, then, and make her your offer. Let her know that
life is not over, though it is darker for the man we all lost, and tell her
that I love her.”
Chione bowed slightly and strode off toward the Flier, walking up
the ramp to take her place inside. Shortly after she seated herself
beside Sagira, the Flier took off, leaving Anthea and several others
to watch it rise up and leave Cenalium to go to the coast with
Makan’s body. From there, it was likely that they would go straight to
Elegius.
When the glint of sun on metal grew distant and faded from sight,
Anthea turned to leave, but she found a gaunt-looking Aurean man
standing in her path and staring at her. She averted her eyes after
meeting his gaze for several Saycunds, and tried to go around him to
leave. Yet, the man put himself in her path as she walked away. She
felt anger well up within her, not so much at the man as at all that
had befallen her and those she loved, though for the moment that
anger was focused solely on the man.
“Do not seek to bar my way. I am not in the mood for it, regardless
of who you are.” She hissed at him. Her hands instinctively sought
the pouch of flowers at her side, and the reassuring presence of
those last few blossoms was enough to give her the will to confront
any challenge.
Dacian put his hands up to show he meant no harm and smiled
sympathetically. It was the wrong move at the point. Anthea stormed
past him, elbowing him out of the way.
“Wait!” He called after her, twice.
On the second time, she rounded on him, eyes bubbling up with
tears that felt cool, yet fierce and hot as the sun. “What is it you
wish, sir? I killed my own mother yesterdee, and I have just seen one
of my closest friends off to be buried. What can you possibly say to
me that is worth my time?”
“I wanted only to share my condolences, Lady Anthea. I apologize if
I did anything to offend.”
Anthea glared at Dacian. Her own people had done little to earn her
trust, and neither this man or the fair-haired woman who stood a
short distance away, watching the exchange while wanting to be part
of it, could change her mind easily. “I don’t even know you, and yet
you speak my name with familiarity.”
“I am Dacian. I worked for Lord Iago, while he lived.”
Iago. That name made her mouth go sour. “He was hardly a friend,
to me or anyone else as I see it.”
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“Perhaps not, but he helped see an end to Corydon, and for that we
must all thank him. Unfortunately, now that he is gone, there is a void
of power. The Grand Helion is discredited. Cenalium and Durenia
are in ruins. My former master put all the powerful of Aetheline to
death, judging them with his touch. No one is left to lead out people
out of the darkness that two powerful men created.”
“What do I care for these things?” She asked.
“You might consider stepping in. A girl such as you, with abilities
such as you have, has options that you might not have considered.”
Anthea barked a laugh. “Not likely. I have no ambitions of my own. I
never have, and I do not now that Corydon and those who brought
this suffering upon us are dead. I wish only to live what is rest of my
life without experiencing any more tragedy.”
“Our people need you, Anthea. We are without direction. There is
no one to help us rebuild. The old Empress has taken her throne
back, and she has friends that will keep her on top. Your friend,
Sagira, might be one of her greatest supporters in time. The Kerathi
have Rolf and a few other war leaders who have proven themselves
in this campaign. They will become the new leaders of their folk.
Even the Rumani have Nishan and other great captains, if all of what
I hear in this city is true. What of our people though? The greatest of
our folk have died! Who can lead us out of this dark age that
threatens to engulf us?”
“I neither know nor care. Just know that it will not be me. I will not
be a pawn, and I will not be responsible for anyone’s life every again,
none save my own.”
Dacian’s face fell. “We need you.” He sank to one knee, bowing his
head as he offered her his hand in servitude. “I beg you to
reconsider. I would serve you as faithfully as I did him. Our people
need someone strong like you to show us the light once more.”
“I will not be used and depended upon again, especially not by my
father’s folk.” Anthea vowed, leaving Dacian and Cira standing in the
square, standing amongst the ruins of what had once been great.


Tuari grinned at Inoke, and she grinned back toothily. Never had he
seen a girl so beautiful. Even Istas paled in comparison to this Far
Mueran girl, and she had been the prettiest girl in all of his hunting
party. Inoke had darker skin than he did, but it was a rich, earthy
tone that he loved. She was of a height with him, so when they faced
each other in the middee sun, they could look at each other eye to
eye, and hers were beautiful eyes to behold. Mele, Inoke’s aging
uncle, stood nearby, as did Loe, a spear-fighter who had been on
Rolf’s boat when the alliance had sailed to Maethlin. The other
Mueran survivors were gathered around as well, but they were few.
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Muerans were not a timid lot, especially in battle, and they had
spent more than their fair share of time in the front lines of battle. Of
the few hundred that had come, only a couple dozen remained, and
several of them had lost hands, had taken serious injuries, or would
walk with a limp for the rest of their lives. Inoke had a scar across her
forehead, a line that ran from the top of her ear to the crown of her
forehead, where dark hair formed a widow’s peak. Tuari hardly
noticed it as anything more than a character-giving mark. She had
been shy about it at first, but he had accepted her as whole and
good, scar or no scar. Besides, it was merely a superficial wound.
Her uncle had not been so lucky. He had lost his left leg below the
knee, a wound that was as good as a death sentence to a people
who lived entirely upon the sea, whose rolling surface made it next to
impossible with one fake leg. Already, they’d fashioned a crude peg
to allow him to walk, but as the wounds had not healed yet, he
needed crutches to walk.
“I worried that you would not live through the battles in the city and
beyond.” Tuari said at last, not because he was tired of looking upon
Inoke’s round face, but because a few of the other Muerans were
fidgeting anxiously.
“I, too, was worried. You led Anthea into the heart of danger, and
emerged somehow.”
Tuari resisted the urge to take her in an embrace and rub his nose
against hers, just barely. Such conduct might not be seemly in front
of her aged uncle. “We must see to it that we are never in danger
again, at least not without the other present.” He grinned widely as
he said this, because he knew enough about her culture, having had
many long talks with Makan, to know that this was tantamount to a
proposal. He was asking her to be his wife.
Inoke’s dark eyes widened in surprise, and she looked to her uncle,
who nodded approval. “But where would we go, where would we
live?” She asked him.
Tuari looked southward, as if he could see his people’s homelands
thousands of Kilomes away. “I would go home, Inoke, and I would
take you with me.”
“To the lands of ice that your people trod upon?”
Tuari smiled. There was something in the air, something he’d felt
that had told him of a change in his people’s fortunes. Either Yenis or
Aaren had spoken to him, telling him of that the Saysuhns had
changed in his people’s homelands, and that small flowers bloomed
and tundra grasses grew there now. The eruption of Mount Loakea
and the rearrangement of the lands of the Broken Crown had
changed the climates of the world. Uleaut lands would still be cold,
bitterly so in the Saysuhns of White and Orange, but in the Saysuhns
of Brown, Green, and Red, there would be growth and plants now. It
would not be as it was in these lands that he had traversed since
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leaving home, but his homelands would be more alive than anything
he’d ever seen there before.
“We will go south. Then, we will make a home for us there. The
lands will support you and I, and all that wish to come with us. I
would be honored to have your uncle there as well. My new hunting
party could greatly use a wise man.”
Mele’s eyebrows rose. He was a respected elder on his own ship,
but he had never thought to hear such an invitation in his life. Such a
thing was so far beyond the realm of possibilities he’d considered
that he was speechless. The other survivors looked at Mele and at
Tuari.
“How would we get there?” Inoke asked.
Tuari reached behind him into a roll of hides and produced the
narwhal tusk that Nantai had once given to Makan for safekeeping.
Sagira had found him looking at it after he’d returned from saying
goodbye to Bedros. She had bid him to take it. She had not wished
to see it ever again, stained as it was with the last of Makan’s blood.
His last act with the spear had cost him his life, even as it’d saved
hers, and she could not bear to look upon the tusk again.
Tuari held the spear up for all to see. The Muerans regarded the
tusk with great reverence. Several sank down to their knees or made
signs of obeisance to Fallu. Others whispered Makan’s name with
the same deference one might give to a king or even a God, but all
eyes were on the tusk. The narwhal was a sacred whale to these
whale-loving people anyway, but this one had been carved into a
work of art, and it was stained dark with the blood of one of their
greatest heroes in memory.
Holding the tusk before him, Tuari explained, “This will create for us
a boat, a vast boat of ice, which we will ride south. When we reach
our new home, we will be ready for what is there. We will take all you
have from your boats, those of you who are willing to go, and I will
train you all to live in that new land. Ours will be a new clan, a new
hunting party, a union of two separate peoples that were once one in
times past.” Tuari spoke to the crowd around him, but when he
finished, he looked back into Inoke’s eyes. “That is, if you will come
with me, and take me as your mate.”
“I will.” She answered. Then, she stepped forward and put one
hand upon his and the other upon the tusk.
As soon as she put her hands upon his and upon the tusk, the
carvings upon the tusk began to glow with a pulsating whitish-blue
light. The shimmering tusk began to shake in their hands, twitching
to point toward the city walls, as if an unseen force were guiding
them to walk that way. They did not resist. Walking side by side with
their hands upon each other’s and upon the tusk, they walked
through the rubble of the shattered gates of Cenalium, and then
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outside. Mele limped along after them on his crutches, followed by
Loe and the other Muerans.
When they stood at the edge of the mountain, the tusk erupted with
a burst of white light that streaked for the coast. When that burst
reached the shore, it formed a giant iceberg off the southern coast of
Maethlin, a glistening jewel that waited to take them south. The
power of some Gods was diminished, but the Uleauts had not
suffered as the others had, and their beliefs were still strong. Yenis
had provided.
Mele shook his head in disbelief. “I have seen much in my life, but
nothing like this.” Then, to his fellows, he spoke, “This, I feel, is a
sign that we must not ignore. I will take Tuari’s invitation. I will go
with them.”
Loe and several of the others immediately agreed to follow, and
before they were done, almost all of them had agreed. And though
they were mostly men, there were a few women, a necessity if they
were to continue their new hunting party once they’d reached the
south. Then, there would always be more marriage opportunities
from other hunting parties they met, those that came across upon the
ice floes.
Tuari was going home, but he was not going alone.

Rolf had been spending the majority of the last few Ouers trying to
see to the needs of the survivors of the battle of Cenalium, a minority
that he was glad to be able to include himself in. His wounds were
not life threatening, but they certainly didn’t feel good. Each passing
Mynette made the agony of a bruised torso that much worse. It felt
as if he was the main course at someone’s feast, and he’d been
tenderized in preparation for roasting.
He was still seeing about the wounded, with Reid helping, when a
Flier arrived from the mainland below. Fliers had come and gone so
often in the last few Dees that he hardly paid attention any longer,
though Dees ago one would have been the cause of worry. A quick,
precautionary glance told him that it was a loyalist Flier; the loyalist
Aureans’ Fliers did not look like Corydon’s had, having been refitted
and redesigned in the last few Munths for the assault on Cenalium.
And, so far as he knew, there was still an alliance with the Aureans,
even though he’d shot and killed Iago, making him very unpopular
with some groups of the mountaintop dwellers, but popular with the
soldiers from Choraeyn and with the other ones that had known
Porfirio, especially one named Nico.
This Flier, he might have paid more attention to if he’d known
immediately who was aboard. As it was, he was too busy passing
out food and fresh bandages to the men spread about the square.
These were the seriously wounded soldiers, men who had been
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unable to make the trek back down the mountain and to the seaside,
where they would have gotten on the fastest ships available. Instead,
they were cared for in makeshift infirmaries, and when they’d
stabilized enough for travel, Fliers took them to the boats waiting
below. Finding enough ships to get home was not a problem, not
after so many men had died. It was actually be harder to find enough
healthy men to man the ships on the way back east.
The majority of the survivors would make best possible speed to
Ange, stopping at Naest to bury the men who’d died along the way.
After a time of rest there, it would be on to Outer Aynglica, or to
whatever other homes the men claimed. Some of the Aynglicans
would likely stay in Kerathi lands, seeing a way to make names for
themselves or to take a piece of land and a Kerathi wife. Similarly, a
few Kerathi men were likely to go to Aynglica rather than stay in the
deserted lands that they’d once called homes, opting to join
mercenary groups or even the Bold Company, if Jens Karllack would
have them.
Then, there were a couple small vessels that were taking Kerathi
wounded north toward Skanelan, where there was a rumor of a
relatively large group of survivors still hiding out in the hills. Corydon
had not bothered to totally destroy some of the settlements he’d
deemed strategically unimportant, so there were still some intact
villages along the Northern Fringe or in other remote areas.
As for the Rumani, they were all waiting on Nishan and Fadri to see
where they were going next. Nishan’s plans were a mystery to Rolf,
and he hadn’t bothered to inquire. The man had been like a ghost
since Makan’s death, hardly eating, sleeping, or even speaking. Rolf
had not lived long, but he’d seen that sort of hollow lifelessness in
people’s eyes before, and it never boded well for their mental state.
He felt sorry that Nishan was taking it so badly, but he really didn’t
think it was his place to offer any encouragement to the man. Truth
be told, he wasn’t so sure that Nishan shouldn’t be suffering after his
part in Makan’s death, though he had not voiced this opinion to
anyone.
Rolf had also heard that the handful of Muerans that had lived
through the war was going south with Tuari. And why shouldn’t they
go with Tuari to the Uleaut people’s ice fields? Far Muera had been
all but destroyed by Loakea’s violent eruption, and the resulting
tsunami had wrecked much of the Mueran Belt. The rise of New
Rummil from under the sea had sent a second tsunami tumbling
back southward to meet the one coming north, and the Mueran Belt
had been crushed between the two massive waves.
The villages and homes of the Landbound, the Muerans who had
turned their backs on their people’s maritime lifestyle, had been
ruined. Perhaps they had been given a small mercy in that terrible
end, though. The survivors, those whose boats had been not been
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capsized, those who had not drowned in the turmoil, they had to
make new homes away from the shifting lands and seas. It would be
some time before it was safe enough to settle back in those waters.
Tuari’s alternative must have been attractive to the homeless, Rolf
figured, because even if the Muerans didn’t build towns, they still had
their own familiar waters that they called their own, and those were
gone now, forever changed.
Rolf was brooding upon these things, upon the fates of man and
woman, when he heard his name being called. He turned, expecting
to see a soldier calling for more water, more bread, fresh bandages,
or liquor to dull the pain. Instead, he saw a face he never thought
he’d see again: Olin.
They had grown up together in Harsbrukke, but Rolf had not known
he’d survived. He had assumed that he was the sole survivor of that
hamlet, but here was another. Rolf found himself speechless as the
large boy who had had smith’s arms ran toward him from the Flier
that had just landed. He was much changed. No longer was he the
brutish young man with powerful muscles that he had been. His face
hung slack on his skull, and his bulk had shrunk considerably. He’d
been starving for Waykes, perhaps Munths, Rolf realized.
Rolf stared at Olin in stunned silence, right up until the point that
Olin grasped him in an embrace that was quite powerful despite the
fact that Olin had lost much of his formerly powerful build. Upon
being squeezed, Rolf yelped in pain, feeling his ribs rearrange
painfully. He drove the heel of his hand into the spot behind Olin’s
ear, stunning the other man into letting him go. Staggering and
laughing, Olin caught himself on a nearby wall, stepping on a soldier
who had been reclining on the cobbles. The soldier shouted angrily
and tried to get up and start something, until Rolf waved him off.
“Olin!” Rolf shouted, feeling his face flush with embarrassment
because he’d struck Olin. It was not that the boy had been his friend,
not especially, but he had warned Rolf of his stepbrother Lamont’s
plan to kill him, saving his life. Then, as he’d left, Olin had promised
him that he would care for his mother, Kiersten.
Olin seemed to sense that Rolf was searching for someone other
than him, and he wasted no time speaking. “I kept my promise, Rolf.
I always do what I say.” He grinned, showing unhealthy gums and a
few missing teeth. Wherever he’d been hiding, he had not been
eating or living well.
“My mother is alive?” Rolf murmured in amazement.
Olin nodded. “Cybele went mad before the Aureans arrived, or so
everyone thought. It seems that she anticipated them bringing fire
and force with them, and her antics had been her best attempt at a
warning. None but your mother heeded that warning, and even then
only because I told her about your half-brother Lamont’s plan to kill
you. Of course, it helped that Beljd had just belted her across the
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mouth and beaten her, too.” He paused while Rolf absorbed all this
in a bewildered fashion, and continued only when Rolf looked ready
to hear more.
“Beljd had learned of Lamont’s fate, piecing things together when
his son did not come back after awhile. He was full of wrath, and in
your absence, your mother had to take the brunt of his anger. Had I
not stepped in, he might have pummeled her to death. I stopped him
and fled the city with her that night, thinking to get to Norsjalde or
Fjorlen. We were the only ones to escape the burning of Harsbrukke,
I think… other than you that is.”
Rolf listened in total silence as Olin rambled on, hardly hearing as
he explained the details of how the simpleminded girl from their
village had warned them all, but the warning had fallen on deaf ears.
Of course, no one had ever taken the girl seriously. She’d taken a
head injury when she was young, leaving her deaf and simple
afterward, and yet she’d been more perceptive than anyone else.
Now, he’d learned that he owed the girl his mother’s life.
Hearing this story, and the events that had followed, how Olin had
done his best to provide for both his mother and Cybele after their
escape from the slaughter of Harsbrukke, made his head spin. He’d
suffered too, but he had not had to live in a cave, getting water from
lichens and mosses or subsisting on bugs and whatever other
critters they’d been able to catch. He’d not had to live in fear and
starve in darkness when Aurean patrols had come too close too
often for them to go out to scavenge. All this time, Rolf had labored
under the misconception that he had to avenge his mother, but she
had escaped. He had avenged Hersker Esben and the other
innocents of Harsbrukke, but his mother lived!
“I’m sorry, I need to hear this, but not now. My mother, Olin, where
is she?“ Rolf asked, interrupting the tale of how they’d come out to
seek help from the alliance army after they’d arrived, and how they’d
sought him out after learning that a Kerathi named Rolf was one of
the leaders of the army.
“She’s in the Flier, Rolf. She’s weak, but she’s alive. Cybele is
tending to her.”
“Cybele is?” Rolf repeated, trying to imagine the girl caring for
someone when she’d never really even been able to care for herself.
“She’s been a great help, a comfort to us in our time of need. We
owe her our lives.”
Rolf nodded, noting that Olin seemed to feel something beyond
gratitude for the girl as well. Rolf quickly grasped Olin forearm to
forearm, and pulled him into a hug, despite the pain in his sides.
Then, he left Olin behind to walk over to the Flier so he could
reacquaint himself with his mother.
It was a shock to see his mother, Kiersten, in such a sorry state.
She had never been the prettiest girl, but she had always kept
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herself up and held her head high. It was that quality about her that
had attracted Rolf’s father and his stepfather, Beljd, to her. To see
her as a grubby, little body shrunken down from starvation and
malnutrition, lying prone across a row of seats in a Flier, was hard to
take.
He pulled in a long breath and reached out to his mother after
smiling at Cybele, who actually looked healthier than when he’d seen
her last, as if the time with Olin had been healing to her somehow.
No doubt the quiet attentions of a man had done her a great deal of
good, even under the circumstance.
“Mother.” He whispered.
Kiersten’s eyes fluttered open. They were clouded, not with age,
but with the pain and suffering she’d endured since his
disappearance. In an instant, Yarres came off her face and her eyes
began to clear. Her hand went to her mouth, and she choked back a
sob. “Rolf? Is it truly you?”
“It is I. I am here.”
Kieran made to sit up, but she was weak, so Rolf pulled her up so
she could look him in the eyes from a sitting position. Wordlessly,
they stared at one another, as if afraid to break the perfect silence
with anything so mundane as words. Then, after both of them had
begun to cry from relief and joy, Rolf’s mother spoke: “You have
grown up into a great man. I can scarcely believe it.”
“I did it all because of you, mother. I thought you were dead. I
swore a Racheneid to avenge you and the others.” He bared his
chest to show the fading purple the mark had left. Often, priests
would have to remove the mark with a ritual, but his had almost
completely faded on its own, something that only happened to the
most fervent men, men who had done the impossible. It was almost
gone, had been since he’d shot Iago.
He still hadn’t figured that out. He’d not had Chaveaoux’s rifle, and
yet he’d shot Iago dead with a regular rifle that had acted just like
that divine weapon. That terrible nothingness had erupted from the
end of a regular rifle as if it had been the one he’d built. Regardless
of how the miracle had worked, it had worked. That was enough for
him. He was a simple man, and he knew that he was not the sort of
man who would ever understand the doings of Gods.
“A Racheneid? By Cainel and Comrain, Rolf. I was alive!” His
mother exclaimed.
He grinned. “And you still are, much to my joy. I could not be more
pleasantly surprised.”
“What else has befallen you? How did you get here? Where did you
go? Why did you leave?” Kieran rattled off these and a dozen other
questions, barraging Rolf with things that needed answering.
“Mother, I’ll tell you everything in time. We have time, now. In time,
you will know everything you wish to know and much more. For now,
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I think you should rest, but, if you can handle it, I have one more
important piece of news for you.”
A worried look crept across his mother’s face. She expected the
worst. That look of haunting pain began to return to her eyes. “What
is it?”
“I’m married, mother.”
“Married?” Kieran blinked in surprise, without comprehending what
he said until she’d repeated it several times. When she had finally
accepted that she was not going to hear of another tragedy, her face
relaxed once more, and she became inquisitive again. “Married to
whom?”
Rolf pulled out a small image of his wife, Catrin, and handed it to
his mother. It was not so grand as a Pictoimage like the Aureans
made, but it was a good likeness, capturing the spirit and
voluptuousness of his spouse quite well. His mother stared at the
image dumbfounded, speechless.
“Catrin is a good woman, a capable woman with great resources
behind her. She and I will take good care of you.” Rolf declared
proudly.
His mother shook her head in disbelief. “She’s Aynglican!”
“Yes, and she’s my wife.” Rolf said gruffly. “I love her greatly.”
Kieran blinked at him and took another look at the image. “Oh, I
didn’t mean it like that. I just never thought my boy from a small town
like Harsbrukke on Maethlin would meet a girl from clear on the other
side of the world. She’s beautiful, if this image does even half justice
to her. I must meet this girl who has tamed my boy’s savage, Kerathi
heart. She and I have much to discuss.”
Rolf swallowed, wondering what he’d gotten himself into. “I will take
you to her soon, mother. There is much to do. Our people have fallen
far, and they will need help climbing back to where they once were.
Things will never be quite the same, I fear. Then, there are also
many dead to care for, many who were not properly sent on to
Nelius. Catrin and her father can help. Perhaps we can dedicate a
shrine to them somewhere, and then we will make a mass offering to
Nelius, beseeching him for his help in gathering all those lost souls.”
“Let us not tarry here then, not for your sickly mother. I will grow
strong once more now that I know you live, my son. I had never
dreamed it possible, even though I never stopped praying to the
Gods. I didn’t expect to ever leave those caves, let alone see you
again. We have much to do.”
“Let’s start with getting back to Aynglica, so you can meet my wife.”
“That sounds impossibly grand, but I think I will like it, and her.”
“You will have to come, too, Olin, you and Cybele.”
Olin glanced at Cybele and then nodded. “We shall have to accept
that offer. There is nothing left to hold us here except bad memories.
It would be good to leave this place behind forever.”
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Rolf couldn’t agree more. He was eager to get back to his wife and
start making a big family. His mother would be part of it, as would
Olin and Cybele. Catrin was the center of it, though. He would need
her if he were to repeople his folk’s lost lands. Or, at least he was
going to try. The thought brought a pleasant smile to his face and his
wife’s face to mind.

It was Nishan’s turn to ask something of Anthea. She saw it in his
face when he approached. She had been expecting him, and fearing
this moment. Fadri came with him, his ever-present shadow, except
for the one time where he actually had to stand in for Nishan after
Makan’s death, accompanying her as they had fought their way to
Corydon. Fadri stood a few paces back now, leaning on a makeshift
staff that was actually an arc-lance.
Nishan reached for her hand, taking it in his when she offered it to
his outstretched palm. “All we worked toward, all we fought for, it has
all finally come to an end, Anthea.”
She smiled softly, but there was pain in her expression as well. “It
has, at last. Now, the group that was gathered must part ways.
Indeed, it has already happened. Everyone is leaving me.”
Nishan winced upon hearing those words. No doubt it only
reminded him of how he had been partly responsible for Makan’s
death. He shrunk in on himself, hunching his shoulders. His golden
eyes were hidden deep within his prematurely old face, hiding
beneath his craggy brow. He looked to be fifty or more Yarres of age,
instead of only twenty-one. The grey in his hair hugged his pale,
drawn face, offering only hints of the lively man he had once been.
The man she had fallen in love with had melted away in the Munths
he’d been in her service, and she couldn’t help but blame herself.
“Anthea, I…” He began to say, trailing off when words failed him.
“It is not your fault, Nishan. Despite what others may think or say in
the Dees to come, you could not have fought off the Lost Ones. You
could not have stopped them. I have listened to all the others have
said, and I can find no fault in you.”
“I was weak. They stole my body from me and used it for that
Mynette, and I nearly killed Sagira. My actions were directly
responsible for Makan’s death. It is my fault. He had to kill himself to
use his blood as a weapon to stop me.”
Anthea squeezed Nishan’s hand with all of her might, startling him
with the sudden violence with which she wrenched at his hand. She
gritted her teeth as she spoke, for they were difficult words. “Makan
was an adult. He was an experienced soldier and a great man. I
think he knew what he was doing, and I will not question his choice,
not ever. He died saving us all, and I won’t let your self-pity destroy
that sacrifice. Nor will I blame myself for what was done. I could cry
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and scream and rail against the world about how I was too weak,
about how I was wounded and could not save him. The truth is, we
all could have died a dozen times over since we started this mission.
It was Corydon’s fault that all of this began, and he is dead.
Vengeance has been done, and I will not dwell upon it for the rest of
my life. I must move on.” Anthea panted out a few breaths when she
was done, and Nishan just stared at her.
“I could never be as strong as you.” He whispered wistfully. He
ached to own her yet, though he knew she was beyond him.
“You were stronger than me once, Nishan. Where has that man
gone?”
Nishan shook his head. “I was never stronger than you. You were
merely less experienced than I in the ways of the world. In my own
element, I swam freely, but you have made the entire world yours.
You can go wherever you please and do whatever you wish. I, I am a
man tied to the past.”
“That is why our futures are not together.” She said softly.
“I realize that now.” Nishan nodded. “I coveted you for your
freedom, your will. You had purpose, and I was nothing more than an
accessory. I did my best to protect you, but you showed me in
Ka’Shann that you did not need me. I turned my attention to what
was offered me. I saw it as a way out, a way to be important once
more, and look what it has cost me! My youth, my love, my body,
and my confidence… they are all gone, vanished like the ghosts that
haunted this city, serving Corydon.”
She saw a flicker of something else cross his eyes, and she knew
then that he’d not purged all that was within him. Others still lived on
inside him, sharing his soul. “How many of the Hundred Souls
remain with you?”
“Sarmad is still here, the leader of their lot. He will be the last to go.
There are seven others, too.”
“You have died ninety-two times?” Anthea said incredulously. Her
mouth twisted in horror as she imagined the pain he must have
suffered. “No wonder your heart is so broken and your body is so
worn. Would that I could mend it, but that is beyond anything I could
do. The Gods themselves would struggle to piece you back
together.”
“I know it, and my guilt will eat at my soul until the end of my Dees.
As much as I loved you, I cannot be with you.” He let her hand fall
from his, and his arms dangled limply at his sides, tired beyond
measure.
“Then go in peace, Nishan. Go and live how you might. Try to find
peace in this world.”
Nishan turned to leave, wringing his hands regretfully as he
stepped away.
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“Where will you go?” She asked, unable to not ask that question.
Part of her still loved him, and she wanted to know what the future
held for him, even if she was not to be part of it.
Nishan looked first to Fadri, and then turned toward her one last
time. “I am not worthy of New Rummil, so I will go to Ka’Shann. The
Forlatett will need me there. I will see if I can make that place into the
kingdom that Kostya dreamed of, even if I have to die a few more
times to do it. Then, when I am alone in this body, maybe I can
become whole once more.”
“When that happens, you may seek me out. Perhaps there will be
enough left in our hearts of what we had that it can be rekindled.”
The look on his face as he replied said that he did not expect such
a thing to be possible, but he answered anyway: “I will look for you
when I can. Fare thee well, Anthea.”
Anthea bowed slowly. “Go with my love, and may you find a place
where you can live in restfulness. You have fought enough in this
life.”
When Fadri and Nishan were gone, likely off to gather what
remained of the Forlatett and any others that might go with him back
to Ka’Shann, she found herself alone. She went to the gates of the
city, where the tower had fallen after the gates had been shattered to
permit the invaders entry. From there, she could see the exodus of
the Muerans with Tuari at their head as they returned to the
Lowlands and headed for the iceberg that waited for them on
Maethlin’s southern shore. It made her heart ache to see that
glistening ice, because it reminded her of a simpler time, when they
had all been together.
She had not said her goodbyes to Tuari, but she had seen him from
a distance with Inoke and the other Muerans. He had seemed so
happy that she had not wanted to impose. Still, he had caught her
eyes once, and he had tilted his head at her, smiling. It had been an
expression that spoke volumes, telling her that he would be fine and
that he wished her well. There had been much more to it, but that
had been the gist of it. She thought that in the Dees to come she
would miss him most of all.
The Elegians had mostly left, too, at least all that had not been
ordered to remain here to assist in the evacuation of Lowlanders.
The others had been shuttled off to the spare boats on the coast or
they’d taken to their own Fliers. Several groups of Elegians went with
them, remnants of the cooperation between Iago and the newly
recrowned Empress Tahirah III. From what Anthea understood, there
would be a small detachment of Aureans that stayed to work closely
with the Empress in Jhiza. The two nations would be partners in
restoration, offering each other what they could. Nico, Gioia, Dacian,
Cira, and other Aureans that had worked with the Elegians would no
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doubt use that influence to help them rebuild the Aurean nation, just
as the Elegians began their own rebuilding.
Now that Nishan was preparing to leave, only the Aureans and a
group of Lowlanders made up mostly of Aynglicans would remain in
the city. There had been squabbles all Dee between the Aynglicans,
who thought there were owed spoils from the city, and the Aureans,
who refused to let their heritage get carried off by Lowlanders. So
far, there had been no serious fighting, but there was likely to be a
few serious misunderstandings before all things were said and done,
because neither side had a true leader left to them. Sagira had left
the alliance without its figurehead, and neither Jens nor Reid was up
to leading them. On their side, the Aureans had lost both Porfirio and
Iago, leaving only their lesser captains to succeed them, and those
two men had left followers that were as different as their ideals had
been.
That left her alone to think of where she wanted to go. She stared
up at the sky, looking for inspiration. This was something she’d never
really considered before. Always, she’d thought of just getting to this
point. She’d never had time to think past Corydon and her revenge.
And the few random thoughts she had had about her life afterward
had been of her with Nishan or her other companions. Never could
she have imagined that Tuari would take a Mueran girl as a mate
and return home, that Sagira would lose Makan and return to
Elegius, the Rolf would be married and itching to run back to his wife,
or that Nishan and she would decide they were an unfit match. Even
Bedros was gone; Tuari had explained that to her. There was no one
left for her.
“Anthea!” Someone called out to her.
She looked back to see who it was, and was surprised to find Reid
and Jens standing beside Rolf, who had three other Kerathi with him.
One of Rolf’s companions was simpleminded, that much was easy to
tell from her expression. It was an uncomfortable reminder of her
mother, who had also been struck dumb, except that had been
Corydon’s doing. Beside the simple girl was a protective young man
who looked as if he’d wasted away from a powerfully muscular man
over the last few Munths. The last was a shrunken woman who
looked old beyond her Yarres. There was some family resemblance
between Rolf and her, something that could only be seen when she
stood next to her son, because she looked so worn and tired.
Anthea walked away from the broken wall to speak to these six,
fully knowing that this would mean another round of farewells. She
went anyway. “Rolf. Jens. Reid.” She said the names of those she
knew in turn, nodding to each of them. She just smiled at the three
new faces, those belonging to the three Kerathi she’d not yet been
introduced to, or at least she didn’t recognize them if she had met
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them before. That was to be expected though, she’d seen so many
faces in the last Yarre.
“Anthea, this is my mother, Kiersten. Olin and Cybele were from
Harsbrukke. I doubt you remember them, though they might recall
you from your short, but eventful visit to my home.”
“Your mother lives?” Anthea laughed in surprise and mirth. “This is
great news, Rolf. To think of all you did, all of the labors you
undertook on her behalf, and she was alive all the time. What a
grand surprise for you!”
Rolf’s face darkened. “Well, I thought she was dead, and I avenged
the rest of my hometown if no one else.”
Rolf’s mother patted his arm gently. She looked frail, as if it was an
effort to even stand, but she regarded Anthea with a firm gaze. “Who
is this girl, Rolf? How do you know her?” Clearly she did not
remember her from her visit, but she’d been through a lot.
“She was key in seeing to the end of the man who caused this
whole war, mother. She lost both of her parents to Corydon, and it is
because of her that I went away to become what I did, so that I could
help save you from him.”
Kieran nodded her head and smiled softly at her. “It seems that we
owe her a great measure of thanks then.” The proud old woman did
her best to bow, but she could only accomplish this with the support
Rolf gave her. “And, may I offer my condolences on your losses?”
Anthea bit the inside of her cheek, trying to keep from offering her
own opinion on what had happened, as well as how and why. She
would not belittle this woman’s respect by explaining it away.
“Tragedies are common in these Dees, and I do not want to dwell
upon mine any longer. I am terribly happy to see that at least one
good thing has become of us returning to this dreadful place.”
“More than one.” Rolf replied, grinning. “Corydon is dead, the war is
over, Tuari is off to be married, and I’ve recovered my mother…” He
struggled to find more good examples.
Anthea had a list of her own, a list of counterexamples: “Nishan is
leaving for Ka’Shann, Tuari said that Bedros is gone, I had to kill
what was left of my mother, Sagira has left to bury Makan, many
great captains like Porfirio and Bendek Dobry have died, the Aurean
nation is unstable and without leadership, and tens of thousands of
men, women, and children have died across the Broken Crown.”
Rolf winced, but he focused on Nishan leaving as the key point. “If
Nishan is leaving, why are you not going with him?”
Anthea shook her head and sighed. “It is not meant to be, Rolf. His
ghosts still haunt him within and without; he is guilt-stricken. I cannot
mend him when my own heart is so broken. We have parted ways
and said our goodbyes. It is for the best.”
“Then come with us.” Jens Karllack suggested, doffing his helm to
her. “I would be honored to host you in Stormway for Munths, even
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Yarres. Even with that nasty bump on your forehead, you are a
Goddess if ever I’ve seen one, and the people of Aynglica and all
lands owe you their thanks. Let me extend my most sincere invitation
to you, Lady Anthea. Come with me and be revered as the heroine of
the Broken Crown.”
“Or, if you wish only for luxury and relaxation, come with me. That
may do much to mend your broken heart.” Reid returned, smiling.
“My uncle and aunt, the King and Queen, would love you, I’m sure of
it. I, also, would like to know you better. You have done much for our
people and I would repay you however I can.”
She smiled wanly. “I appreciate your offers, but, frankly, neither
holds much appeal to me. It feels as if I have had a lifetime of
meeting people, of being more important than I should be, and I want
to escape from it all. I want to go back to being a simple girl living a
simple life, without all this excitement.”
Rolf folded his arms across his chest, wincing as he did so, but it
was the most authoritative pose he could summon against her.
“Anthea, where will you go? You cannot simply go to live in a cave.”
It worked, a little. She shrugged and looked down at the ground,
almost feeling ashamed for turning down these generous offers. “I
will find a place, Rolf. I have not yet decided, but I will find a place.”
“Come with me then. I know you did not particularly care for Catrin,
but you need not see much of us, unless you wish to. We will buy a
guest house or something, with a greenhouse where you can grow
flowers and spend your Ouers in quiet.”
Anthea smiled in earnest this time. It was a sweet thought, a dream
almost. “As beautiful as that sounds, I think I need to stop relying on
you all. It took all of you to carry me this far, and I would like to do
something alone.”
“I don’t know what to say.” Rolf replied, frowning. He looked at his
fellows for support, but they had nothing else to offer.
It was Rolf’s mother, Kiersten, who had something to say. “Let her
find her own way, Rolf. It is what she wishes.” She nodded her
approval to Anthea and offered a maternal smile.
Anthea returned the smile. “Yes, let me go find my own way, Rolf.
As I told Nishan, I will seek you out when I am ready to be part of the
world once again.”
“What if you are never ready?”
“Then we shall not meet again in this life, but in the next instead.”
She answered simply, holding up her open hands.
Rolf grunted, disliking her answer, but from the set of his features,
she could tell he’d accepted the answer nonetheless. While he was
still doing his best to look disapproving, she stepped over to him, slid
her arms around him gingerly, and hugged him. To her surprise, he
squeezed her quite fiercely, although, from the way he breathed she
could tell it hurt him to do so.
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“I will miss you, Anthea.” He said, kissing the side of her head and
smoothing her hair with a gentle hand.
“And I will miss you. You were my first new companion, my first
friend, after I left this dreary place. I cannot forget you.”
“Find me if you need me. Seek me out. There will always be a place
in my home for you, a room, even if only for a night.”
Anthea grinned, remembering how she’d spent a night at his
Familienheime, his family’s home, when she first arrived in
Harsbrukke. They’d argued, and yet they’d come this far together.
Now it was time to part. “I will remember that, and hold you to that.”
She promised, slipping away from him.
As he looked into her eyes, he noticed a change had come over her
face. He realized that she had a plan now. In those few Saycunds he
had held her, something he had oft dreamed of doing, she had found
a plan that would take her away from him, perhaps forever. The
realization tore at his heart, making known the fierce love that he still
held for her, even if he loved his wife greater yet. “You are leaving.
You’ve thought of a place to go.”
She nodded, showing him a purple comfrey flower. He recognized it
immediately as the flower they’d used to travel from Fairport to
Ka’Shann. She would use it to leave. As the six of them watched, her
eyes rolled back and the flower dropped from her hand, but it did not
fall to the cobbles. It floated in midair where it seemed to steal all the
light around them, catching it up into a spark of light that grew as her
words began.
Comfrey, friend in past and present,
Pick me up and send me away.
Take me from these memories I resent.
Send me somewhere safe to stay.
Comfrey, friend in past and present,
I will seek life where I may.
When her words were gone, so was she, carried away in a stream
of light. Rolf stared skyward for several Mynettes, but then he
lowered his eyes and wiped away his unashamed tears. When he’d
done this, he put his arm back around his mother and went to find
more people in need of his help. There were Kerathi that needed to
be led back to their destroyed homes and Aynglicans that would
return to homes untouched by the war, even if their hearts were
forever touched by what they’d witnessed and been a part of.
Anyone who had met Anthea would not forget her – they could not.
Such a thing was as impossible as the sun not rising.
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POST-EPILOGUE
I think that even if I were to live amongst the Gods, I could never
understand them. Surely, they are an enlightened people, far beyond
us in etiquette, manners, and speech. And though I might aspire to
meet a favorite God or Goddess in my fanciest dreams, I would not
expect to be able to converse with Him or Her or even look upon
them. Certainly, they are too wondrous for such a mundane creature
as I to ever comprehend with something as simple as eyes, ears,
and a mouth…
- Excerpt from Raghnall’s ‘Musings about Gods and Goddesses’
th

 Fohrsdee, the 4 of Falling, 769 A.E. 
Amidst the whirl of winds, the white of clouds, and the setting sun,
the endless debate of the divine continued. A conversation came to
the attention of the collective group. Some voices remained silent,
but all listened.
The mood was somber, as could be expected after Cainel’s tragic
death. A feeling of vulnerability had swept through the Pantheon, and
beings not used to feeling fear had dwelt upon the subject for an
uncomfortable number of Ouers, even for such a long-lived folk.
They crowded around each other in Cenalium. All but a few of them
were present. Everyone was there except some of the Gods of the
elements, like Aaren and Greveth, who were making Cenalium
terribly inhospitable, and Rishalt, who was causing the rats and
insects of the city to swarm out and discourage the city’s rightful
owners from staying. Those that gathered around spoke in hushed
voices and with great concern.
About the only two Gods that didn’t really seem to care were Solmin
and Ithilia. They were rollicking as if everything were normal,
perhaps even more boisterously than normal now that they were
flesh and blood – albeit divine flesh and blood. Thuraish, currently a
grown man, watched them an uncertain envy, perhaps sensing his
impending death, for if he continued to age with the Saysuhns, would
he not have to die when the next Saysuhn of Brown came? Comrain
stood uneasily at the edge of the group, holding a bow with one hand
and his dead brother’s sword in the other.
“So we are to make our homes here, in this tainted city?” Juria
asked, sniffing with disapproval at the surroundings. It was a
halfhearted question though, because she was a bit bedraggled in
appearance after all they’d been through.
Uman smiled as if she had not just questioned him. He knew it was
in her nature to be contrary, and he would not fault her for it. She had
spent so long as a close second to Maletos that she loathed giving
up the role of questioner and derisive voice. “There is no taint. The
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Ox-Man who died has cleansed the world. And, you need not stay
here if it does not please you, but I will have this place built up into a
shining beacon to both mankind and godkind. This entire isle will be
a great paradise in which we shall dwell.”
Juria bit her full lower lip and gazed at Uman with open desire.
Greveth was not present, and she felt no qualms about doing such a
thing. Haestos was nearby, speaking in soft tones to Yenis, but he
had lost his appeal to her when he had fallen from his post beside
Maletos. As the Goddess of Beauty, Empires, and Royalty, it was
only right that she should be paired with a powerful, handsome man.
Uman fit that bill perfectly. “I don’t doubt your ability to turn this place
around, but what does it offer us?”
“We need to learn to live within the world now. If we are going to be
visible, tangible deities, we must accept the situation fully, or we
cannot benefit from it as well as we might.”
“What all does that entail?” Kaneitha asked, folding her arms across
her considerable chest as she emerged from the shadows to gaze
darkly at both he and Juria. She was a competitive woman, and she
was not to be outdone by her longtime opponent. Still, she was also
wary of Greveth’s wrath. The tables had turned, and now that they
lived upon the world, the Goddess of Earth, Mountains, and Fire had
become a powerful force in her own right.
“We must first rebuild what has been broken here, remaking it in
our own images, as well as altering it to be of a proper proportion
beings of our statures.” He met eyes with Deneurs here, showing
that he expected the God of Craftsmen and Builders to take on that
task. “We will gather the choicest animals and plants in the world to
this isle, making it a place worthy to be called the Home of the
Gods.” This time he looked to Ocel and Rishalt, having named their
tasks. “Birds will flock to the forests that will rise, and the fish will
dance upon our shores, dazzling any that see them.” Marceaupo and
Tulis nodded here, but they had been with Uman almost since the
beginning. They would stand beside him and their elder sister no
matter what happened. Everyone noted that Aaren would have a
task as well.
“And what will you do, Greatest Among Us?” Kaneitha asked. It was
a bold question, and her playful tone was not entirely respectful.
Kindly Oria cleared her throat and nudged Kaneitha to encourage
her to stop being counterproductive, but Kaneitha ignored her
urgings.
“I will surf the dreams of the many folks of the Broken Crown – if it
can still be called that. I will call some of the artisans, the thinkers,
the poets, and the greatest folk of all lands to live here with us.
Chaveaoux can work with them here to create things that would only
be dreamt of in other lands. In time and with work, this place will be
great enough that you will all forget where you came from. You will
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wonder why you never came to live her before, despairing that you
had to wait so long to arrive.”
Oria clapped and looked around, trying to get others to join in her
applause. Several did, but many were thoughtful instead, wondering
how they would be included in this monumental task. Braccen was
rubbing his chubby money-counting hands together greedily, already
expecting all that they would gain much from creating a land of their
own.
Deneurs tucked a hammer under his arm so that he could scratch
his head as he looked around. “Maethlin is not exactly large for all of
what you plan. Nor does it have many raw materials left. Corydon
used much of what was available. If you truly wish to make it into a
great kingdom, we should have taken a different land, one with more
space and resources.”
Uman nodded, having anticipated this comment. “My beloved will
rearrange the land as necessary. There are small isles nearby that
can be joined to this land if the seafloor is reshaped. We will need
room for rivers, lakes, and jungles if we are to make this a true
paradise. We might even contact the Land’s Children to seek their
help in this.”
“This will be a great city.” Solmin remarked, not even pausing his
lovemaking as he commented. Ithilia’s lush body was beneath his,
and he wiped his sweaty brow on her shoulder and took a deep
breath before he continued speaking. “It will need more Godlings. If
we are truly flesh and blood, we must waste no time trying to fill this
land with our own children. Our kind cannot be allowed to fade
away.” He looked as if he wanted to say more, but Comrain’s scowl
silenced him.
His mate had not seen Comrain’s expression, so she continued
what he had begun to say: “We can give suggestions or lessons to
any who need them, those less schooled in the arts of making
children.” Her lover’s body muffled her voice, but all heard her.
“I do look forward to having more children here!” Holeitha
exclaimed, hugging herself across her ample chest and smiling a
great smile that lifted her matronly jowls. There was nothing she
loved more than babies.
Uman smiled at her enthusiasm and nodded approval toward the
fornicating pair. They would be more useful than they suspected.
“Children will come in time. We have only hope before us, and much
work.”
“What of Maletos?” It was Haestos who asked this. He had a
protective arm around Yenis’ shoulder, and her cold face seemed to
have thawed into the slightest of smiles. At least she had not
shunned him or shaken off the affection he offered, as she might
have once. With Maletos gone, she seemed free to be with Haestos,
and she would not reject him.
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“She will join us, in time. She must. We are her brethren. In time,
she will regain some of the power she lost, but she will never again
lead our kind. Her time is over.” Uman declared, looking up at the
fading sun. The Dee was nearly over, and Haestos would come into
his own shortly. That moonlight would help them as they rebuilt.
“It will be a cold Yarre.” Haestos agreed.
“Well, there is much work to do, and it won’t get done if we stand
around conversing.” Furestus prodded them. He was dusty and his
fingernails had dark earth trapped beneath them, but he looked
ready to work right then, sweaty and tired or not.
“You will have much to do, Furestus, especially after the humans
begin to arrive.” Uman magnanimously assured the God of Peasants
and Laborers. Furestus was Deneurs’ assistant in much that he did,
and that made him a valuable tool.
Nelius grunted. He’d been working ceaselessly for Munths, and he
felt it was about time these others finally got to work. He didn’t run
things though, so he could only frown his disapproval and urge them
on with his dark gazes. Now, finally, they seemed ready to get to
work, but not quite yet. Gods had always been and likely always
would be a talkative folk.
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.

Wainseth cried out in agony, grasping at the stone floor of Lower
Cenalium for some release from the pain she was going through. Her
fingernails tore as they scraped across the stone, and another ripple
of agony ripped through her guts. Her legs twitched and twisted
together like a knot, and she finally squeezed something out of her
birth canal. All of their efforts, all they had labored for with both
Anthea and Iago, and it had come down to this last chance. Porceth
stared down at his wife in distaste, trying to look away from the mess
that had just spilled out of her. Maletos, standing beside him,
covered her mouth to keep from retching.
“Is it?” Wainseth asked, more of a whimper than a question.
“It’s hideous. You miscarried.” Porceth replied matter-of-factly, not
even once thinking of sparing his wife’s feelings.
Maletos shook her head at her sister, feeling a little pity, but only a
slight bit. After all, the interference these two had caused by pushing
Anthea to become a Thaumaturge of War might have been partly
responsible for her own fall from power. “You tried hard, sister, but
you have failed just like I have.”
There was only a hint of sincerity in her sister’s tone, but she spoke
the words with such regality that it was hard to take offense. Instead,
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Wainseth turned her head away from the fetus lying on the ground
and put her hand to her mouth, gnawing at the heel of her palm as
she tried to forget the pain of what she’d just gone through and what
she’d just lost. Misery gripped tightly at her heart, dark though it was.
“There will be other babies.” Maletos promised, looking first at
Wainseth, and then at Porceth. She leered suggestively at her
sister’s husband, and he grinned back. Wainseth did not notice; she
was too consumed by her loss.
Maletos reached down and helped her sister up roughly. Porceth
was struck in that moment by how different these two sisters were.
Maletos was fair, with a golden mane that shone like the sun even in
a dark place like these caverns in Lower Cenalium. Her body was
refined, muscular, and comely. Wainseth, in comparison, looked
sallow and unhealthy. Her belly still bulged from the child she’d just
lost, and her limbs were sticklike appendages protruding from a
chunky abdomen. She reminded him of a spider with her beady,
dark, little eyes. Despite all the Hectoyarres he’d spent with her, he
felt no love for her when he gazed upon her. Contrarily, he felt a
quickening in his pulse when he considered Maletos, a feeling that
only strengthened when Maletos cast a knowing glance back over
her shoulder at him.
As the three of them left the mess of the miscarriage behind,
leaving to go recuperate and hatch new plans, a broken girl shuffled
out from the shadows, scooping up the mess that was her brother.
The yet-unfinished limbs hung limply from the tiny body and its
oversized head. It was a terrible creature that not even a mother
could love, but a sister could. Aphelia folded the bloody thing to her
breast and carried it away into the shadows.
There, in the shadows, the creature stirred and tried to nurse, but it
could not yet cry. If it could have, Aphelia knew it would have
screamed for its mother. In time, it would know only her, and it would
love only her. It would forget their mother and come to live for her.
After all, they had a lot in common: they were both twisted creatures,
discarded at birth.
“Aphus.” She named him. Aphelia cooed at her brother, nursing it
as best she could. The inky black eyes glinted up at her.
She knew that her brother would be quite the hellion when he was
fully grown by the way his little eyes were already so full of hate, and
it made her heart swell with hope.
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FINAL EPILOGUE
I hope that I can spare my child the fate that I had. I was trapped in
a vicious cycle, and I would save my daughter from walking a similar
path. I doubt that the powers that be will allow that, though. Still, I will
do my best to shelter her from the coming storm…
- Excerpt from Anthea’s ‘Touched by Destiny, Trapped by Fate’
st

 Einsdee, the 1 of Thawing, 1 A.C. 
Anthea put her hand upon her stomach and stared out at the
morning sun as it rose over the sea. The sun was dim, dimmer than
it should have been in this Saysuhn, but it was comforting
nonetheless to have it upon her skin. The woman beside her was
sharing the view and the soft winds that carried salty sea air to their
noses.
“How is Makaio todee?”
“Makaio is fine, stirring and dancing happily in her mother’s womb.
She will be strong, stronger than I ever was, and beautiful, too.”
Anthea answered. She looked over at Synnove and smiled.
Synnove smiled back openly at her. It was a smile that expected
nothing, because she felt that every Dee she had now was a gift.
Corydon had been responsible for her kidnapping and her
subsequent mistreatment. She had survived the transformation, and
she had been used as a weapon against the girl she that they had
patterned her after. Yet, Anthea had not killed her when she’d had
the chance, even when the rage of a Thaumaturge of War had been
in her. Synnove had not been killed like Sezja or even set free from
life, as Nadie had been. Instead, Anthea had sent her here, to live in
peace.
Then, Waykes later, Anthea had arrived herself.
Their life was simple. They ate, they slept, and they gardened.
Gardening was a skill that Anthea still possessed a great deal of
talent in, though her enchanting seemed to have left her after her
arrival. Perhaps she’d used up all of the power she had been given,
or perhaps the child within her would inherit what she’d once had.
She did not mourn the loss of her power. Rather, she felt as if a great
weight had been lifted from her shoulders, and she could live in
peace. There were only the two of them here. Not even boats
passed by this remote isle, not that she or Synnove had seen
anyway.
“Nishan really doesn’t know about his daughter?” Synnove asked. It
was not the first time she’d questioned her almost-sister on this topic.
It was just hard for her to believe that Anthea had not told the father.
“His senses were sharp, but not sharp enough to hear a baby’s
heartbeat, I suppose. I never said anything to him.” At this, Anthea’s

419

PERENNIALS
mood turned darker, and her expression drifted from a carefree one
into a frown. She got that expression whenever she considered her
old life.
Synnove put a reassuring hand on Anthea’s shoulder, and that
frown faded once more. “She will be a special child, a child of four
nations, a child even more impossible than you. She is a miracle.”
“Oh, I know. Believe me, I know. Nishan’s background and mine,
his powers and mine, I cannot imagine what she will have to endure
in her life.”
“Endure?”
Anthea shook her head. “Power is a curse, Synnove. Anything she
has, others will wish to use or possess. I must protect her for as long
as I can. I will hide here for the rest of my life if I must, at least until
she is ready to leave here.”
“Then I shall have to aspire to being great company, because we
aren’t likely to get any visitors here.”
“None other than seals or birds.” Anthea agreed. She looked
around her new home and felt at peace.
“Shall we eat?” Synnove asked. She was carefree, and she’d
learned that eating was one of life’s great pleasures.
“We shall.” Anthea replied, putting her hand on Synnove’s.
“Then I shall ready a feast fit for a queen.” Synnove gave Anthea’s
shoulder a squeeze, and then she walked back to the shelter they
shared, leaving Anthea to stare out at the sea for a few more
Mynettes.
When the most glorious parts of the sunrise were over, Anthea
sighed and prepared to leave, but as she was about to turn,
something caught her eye: a womanly figure standing not far away
down the shore. The woman had a soft, serene look about her. She
was present in a semi-physical, and yet hard to see, because she
blended in with the sand and the surf. The woman was nature
embodied, Anthea realized.
There was a familiarity there, like seeing an old friend for the first
time in Yarres. They waved to one another, and then the woman was
gone, but Anthea knew the woman would be around from time to
time - she and the world were old friends.
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GLOSSARY OF PEOPLE
Aaren – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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
in the Beforetimes is unknown.
Anika – Kerathi – She is perhaps the prettiest girl in Harsbrukke.
She was executed during Genero’s assault on Harsbrukke. 752768 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- [See Appendix A]
Aphelia – Deity – a dark divinity and member of the Dark Pair. [See
Appendix C]
Aphus – Deity – a dark divinity and the offspring of the Dark Pair.
[See Appendix C]
Apiatan – Uleaut – He is a male hunter of Tuari’s tribe. He fought
beside Chogan against Nishan and Tuari. 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. 726-
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Ayman – Elegian – He is one of Ife’s attendants. 729Aziza – Elegian – The Right Hand of the Empress, which is the
General of domestic forces. 736Banagher – Kerathi – He was a privateer who plied the disputed
waters between Kerathi and Aynglican holdings, preying on
merchant ships. With the war disrupting his trade, he decided to
join the alliance and fight for the people of his birth. 718Bastien – Aynglican – A young servant in The House of Kings, in
Alacazzare. 753Beale – 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. 757-769 A.E. [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. He perished in Genero’s attack on Harsbrukke. 728768 A.E.
Bendek Dobry – Aynglican – He is the eldest son of the merchant
Milek Dobry of Burfas. He is an officer in the Aynglican army. 740769 A.E.
Biagio – 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.
Braccen – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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.
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Cadenza – Dark Aurean – Another member of Iago’s network of
spies. Like Gianni and Tuomo, she joined Cira in her efforts to feed
and assist the infiltrators in Lower Cenalium. 716-769 A.E.
Cainel – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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
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.
She died of transformation sickness. 722-769 A.E.
Chael – 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. 733-769 A.E.
Chaveaoux – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix
C]
Chione – 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.
He died challenging Nishan over Anthea. 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. 749-769 A.E.
Comrain – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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Corydon – Dark Aurean – He was a friend to Orestes in the past,
but possibly his betrayer when Orestes tried to flee from Cenalium.
683-769 A.E.
Crooked-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. 692Dark Pair – Deity – a name referring to the two dark divinities, and
also their offspring. [See Appendix C]
Davin – Kerathi – One of Lamont’s friends, a troublemaker with
scars to show for it. He died trying to kill Rolf and Anthea. 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.
Deneurs – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Deo – Aurean – The second Guardian that Tahirah III seduced into
her own service. He’s strong and quiet. 717Diem – Aurean – A Guardian from Cenalium who died at Lunde. He
also saved a young girl on Maethlin, taking her with him as his
slave until he died, after which she escaped and would eventually
find her way to the alliance fleet and help them. 667-769 A.E.
Domani – Aurean – An idealistic Guardian duped into assassinating
the First Disciple, Haig. 667-769 A.E.
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. His mission was unsuccessful. 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
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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.
Efficeth – Deity – a dark divinity and, as of yet, the unborn offspring
of the Dark Pair. [See Appendix C]
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 in the Beforetimes is unknown.
Elecin – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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 in the Beforetimes is unknown.
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 – Dark 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.
Esben – Kerathi – He was the Hersker or chieftain of Harsbrukke.
He’s a fierce warrior with many scars and trophies to his name. He
perished defending his town from Genero’s attack. 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. 750Fallu – Deity – an animal God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Favian – Dark Aurean – A spy in the employ of Iago. He was sent
with others to infiltrate Cenalium and Corydon’s ranks. Unlike his
companions, he succeeded earning Corydon’s trust. 696-769 A.E.
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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. Iago executed him.
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. 702-769 A.E. See Haig.
Furestus – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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. 612Gandahar – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Geistervergeltung – 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. 722-769 A.E. See Torgny.
Genero – Aurean – A Guardian Captain assigned to investigate
Orestes and Anthea’s disappearance. His wife is named Cerelia.
He died on the stairs of Aetheline, trying to capture Anthea. 718768 A.E.
Gerik – Kerathi – The massive warrior who battled against Illias
outside of Vaasa and lost. He was known for fighting with his
heavy, spiked maces on long chains. 730-769 A.E.
Gianni – Dark Aurean – Another member of Iago’s network of spies.
Like Tuomo and Cadenza, he joined Cira in her efforts to feed and
assist the infiltrators in Lower Cenalium. Unbeknownst to his
fellows, he had been converted by Corydon’s Daughters of Fate,
and he worked to betray any of Iago’s interests he could find. 684769 A.E.
Gioia – Aurean – She is a dedicated and relatively young agent of
Iago working in Durenia. 723Gnasher – Unknown – 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. Birth Unknown – 769 A.E.
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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
upon receiving this title. He was captured by Corydon and
executed in secret by Illias. 691-769 A.E.
Greveth – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Haestos – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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.
He died in a duel against Makan off the isle of Kunoeha. 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.
Holeitha – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Horn-Tree – Unknown – 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. Died
fighting Bedros and his companions. Birth Unknown – 769 A.E.
Iago – Aurean – He is the most trusted advisor of the Grand Helion
in Aetheline. An ambitious spymaster, he has plans greater than
his master suspects. 685-769 A.E.
Ife – 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. 756Ithilia – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Jendayi 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.
Jens Karllack – Aynglican – He is a direct descendant of Hans
Karllack, and keeping to the warrior tradition, he is a soldier and
the captain of the Bold Company of Outer Aynglica. 740Jerod – Aynglican – The son of King Nicholas VI’s late cousin
Edwina. He is known to be a great spear-fighter. 753-769 A.E.
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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
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.
Juria – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Kamella – Rumani – A serving girl at a gambling hall in Mediya. 748Kaneitha – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Karena – 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. He was killed trying to murder Anthea
and Rolf. 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. He tried to kill his stepbrother on
the way to Norsjalde, but failed. Rolf killed him instead. 751-768
A.E.
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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. He was killed the night Anthea fled Norsjalde. 729768 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
Chione.
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. She did not survive the pain of the transition. She threw
herself off a causeway in Lower Cenalium to save herself further
agony. 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. 734-769 A.E.
Lirit – Aynglican – a musical composer and teacher. Lord Tremaine
holds him on retainer for lessons in the viola. 740Lisette 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.
Loe – Mueran – A Mueran spear fighter and sailor from the ship that
Rolf sailed upon with the alliance fleet. 734Lysander – 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. 723Maija – Kerathi – A young girl who survived the destruction of
Maethlin thanks to a Guardian named Diem, who protected her.
Taken as Diem’s slave, she eventually escaped at the battle of
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Lunde, and then made her way to Ange. Later, she joined the
alliance fleet and helped them map out Maethlin. 757Makaio – Kerathi/Aurean/Rumani/Aynglican – Anthea’s baby by
Nishan. She’s ¼ Kerathi and ¼ Aurean from her mother, and 3/8
Rumani with 1/8 Aynglican from Nishan, whose grandmother was
Aynglican. Her name means ‘gift,’ which is one of the few words
Makan and the other Muerans taught Anthea of their own
vernacular. She’s named in honor of Makan, whose name sounds
similar. 1 A.C. Makan – 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. [See Appendix A]
Maletos – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Marceaupo – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix
C]
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.
Mele – Mueran – Inoke’s father’s third brother, an uncle to her. He
took her into his crew after the disaster of Mount Loakea’s
eruption. Together, they went north, seeking to do the will of their
Gods. 711Milek 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.
Nadie – Kerathi/Dark Aurean – 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. 732-
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Neith 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.
Nelius – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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. 722Nicolao – Aynglican – One of Queen Aleta’s older cousins. He was
chosen to lead the Lesser Aynglican fleets to war against Corydon.
729Nida – Rumani/Kerathi – A giant-sized man of mixed blood who
worked for Count Reynard. He was chosen as the Count’s proxy
when Rolf challenged him for a duel with the stakes being the
whole of the Östlichreich. 747-769 A.E.
Nishan – 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- [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. [See entry in Glossary of
Things]
Ocel – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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
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anthropology and history rather than plant and animal lore. 639712 A.E.
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, named for a missing ear. He is head of their shamans. 742769 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.
Oria – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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. 728-769 A.E.
Paiva – 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.
Penha – Elegian – A Samiel leader, and a man of great influence in
the Drylands. He was present during Bedros’ desert
transformation. 706Placido 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.
Porceth – Deity – a dark divinity and member of the Dark Pair. [See
Appendix C]
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.
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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.?
Quentin – Dark Aurean – One of Corydon’s personal Guardians, a
man of good ability and great loyalty. 688-769 A.E.
Raghnall – 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. Iago
killed him when he abducted the Empress. 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. 749-769 A.E.
Reese 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. 726-
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Reynard – 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
Aziza.
Rishalt – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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
fierce and abrasive. He’s not in control of his passions. 752- [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 a
comely bunch of 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- [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. 742-769 A.E.
Sarmad – 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. Though his body is dead, his spirit lives on in Nishan.
Sef – Elegian – He is a messenger and spy of Empress-in-Waiting
Sanura II. 738-769 A.E.
Sellae – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Severino 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 Unknown 47 Y.E.
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Siarnak – Uleaut – The name Tuari gave to the lead Nanuq polar
bear with the strange splash of grey fur across its chest. Siarnak
was killed during Chogan’s duel against Nishan. 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.
Sinnik – Uleaut – An unfortunate young man who died of
sleepwalking in the icy wastes the Uleaut people inhabit. 755-768
A.E.
Solmin – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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 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
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mention was a sore spot with his violent son in the Yarres after.
618-725 A.E.
Thuraish – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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.
Torgny – Kerathi – An outspoken and unsympathetic Kerathi warrior
of some Yarres that Rolf encounters and curses on Rummas. After
being cursed, he went back to fight the Dark Aureans, and became
a leader in the resistance until he died. 722-769 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[See Appendix A]
Tulis – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Tuomo – Dark Aurean – One of Iago’s contacts in Cenalium. His
twin brother died during the forced transformations, so he was
quick to jump at a chance to join Cira in her underground rebellion.
708-769 A.E.
Uman – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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.
Later, he helped Anthea escape from Aetheline. Tahirah III
encouraged him to join the fighting against Corydon. 736-769 A.E.
Voice 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 Iago.
Vorcinth – Deity – a God of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
Wainseth – Deity – a dark divinity and member of the Dark Pair.
[See Appendix C]
Walter Tremaine – Aynglican – An elderly statesman and a noble in
both Greater Aynglica and Outer Aynglica through ties of marriage.
He is well liked and greatly respected in the Council of Great
Lords. 689-
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Wandering-Eyes – Ox-Man – A ponderous Ox-Man assigned to
accompany Bedros on his trek around the Broken Crown. 749-769
A.E.
Wendi 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.
Yenis – Deity – a Goddess of the Pantheon. [See Appendix C]
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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.
Avenue of Splendor – Elegian – The main hallway in the House of
She. See The World Seat of the One Who Walks Among us as
a Goddess Incarnate.
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.
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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,
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 – See Mirror of Haestos.
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.
Mirror of Haestos – Aurean – This is the highest lake in the world,
and it’s purported to have special powers. The Mirror of Haestos is
located in the heart of the mountains in the western bulge of the
Crooked Ridge, somewhat distant from Aetheline. It’s known as
the Mirror of Haestos because of the way the winds die down until
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the surface is like glass and it reflects the moonlight in the deepest
part of clear evenings. It is also known as 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.
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Outer Aynglica – Aynglican – This is a series of smaller holdings
and the islands other than Greater and Lesser Aynglica. The
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
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various proportions, but never so bad as in 532 A.E. when pirates
burned it and ended Aynglican occupation.
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.
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Sorne River – Aynglican – The largest river system in the Broken
Crown, situated on Greater Aynglica and irrigating the entire
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
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interbreeding with the Elegians, though this occurs mostly because
of warriors and soldiers raping village women in the enemy’s lands.
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. [See Appendix D for timeline]
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. [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. [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 – a race of people living exclusively on mountaintops
across the Broken Crown. [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 – a race of people living primarily in the northeast of the
Broken Crown. [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 – See B.T.
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. – 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. [See Appendix D for
timeline]
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Butcher’s Accord – Elegian/Ox-Men – The agreement worked out
by Silverhorns and Empress Neith II that ended the slaughter of
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. [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.
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Deaths of Brothers – Aurean – See Fratello Muerte
Decayarre – ten Yarres. [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. [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 – a race of people living on the desert isles on the western
side of the Broken Crown. [See Appendix B for race description
and info]
Empress’ Dogs – Elegian – An army of convicts that were paroled
for the defense of Jhiza when Aram laid siege. They were each
fitted with spiked collars and given weapons to use in earning their
freedom.
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.
Faestivuls – 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. [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
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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.
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 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.
Fliers – 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 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 in 319 A.E. 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.
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.
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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
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 Y.E.
and 755 Y.E. 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.
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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 noncombat 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, [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 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 Muerans.
Kee – the basic unit of weight. Compare to a kilogram.
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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 – a warlike folk living on many islands in the north of the
Broken Crown. [See Appendix B for race description and info]
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 OxMen.
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. See Muerans.
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.
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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
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 – a remnant of the ancient folk that were the peers of the
Gods. [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.
Muerans – a seafaring folk of the southeastern part of the Broken
Crown. [See Appendix B for race description and info]
Mulo – Rumani – the monstrous defenders of Ka’Shann, made from
blood magick and the spirits of the dead.
Munth – thirty Dees or three Waykes. [See Appendix E for
Calendar and Time]
Mynette – a hundred Saycunds or a hundredth of an Ouer. [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 Muerans. [See entry in Glossary of People]
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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, or ten thousand Saycunds. [See
Appendix E for Calendar and Time]
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 – the bovine folk of The Vale and The Amber Plains. [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. [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
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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.
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 – a race of people scattered around the Broken Crown.
They are a wandering folk, except at the isle of Rummas, which is
their only remaining kingdom. [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.
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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. It is a hundredth of a Mynette,
or one ten-thousandth of an Ouer. [See Appendix E for Calendar
and Time]
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. [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.
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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 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.
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 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.
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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
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 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 – the only human race that lives exclusively outside of the
Broken Crown. They live in on the frozen ice of the far south. [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
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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, and a third of a Munth. [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.
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. [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. [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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Anthea (Perfect):
Age – her physical age is 18-20, if seen as a Lowlander, even
th
though she was born on the 8 of Planting, 754 A.E.
Race – Half-Aurean (father) and Half-Kerathi (mother)
Height – 1.85 Mayters ~ 6 feet 0 inches
Weight – 60 Kees ~ 132 pounds
Build – a healthier, fuller Anthea than before.
Hair – very long, silver with green locks of hair braided in
Eyes – soft green with colored flecks in them
Skin Tone – creamy white like daisy petals
Blessings/Gifts – unknown.

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
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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
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 – From there, Bedros went to the Drylands, to attune with the
desert. The horns that grew after that attunement were rough and
gritty with golden undertones. They seem to forever be shedding
dust without getting smaller. He underwent many physical changes
while living in the desert, including, nictating membranes,
something akin to a camel’s humps, the ability to conserve water,
lizard scales, a tougher body, and a sense of all life near him and
how each life fits into the grand scheme of things.
Forest – The last area Bedros went to before returning to his birth
home were the Kerathi forests remaining on Maethlin. Those horns
were tall, branching, and rough, like the bark of a great tree. Small
buds appear to be pushing out from them, though they will never
grow. The changes of that region were great height, denser muscle
tissue, the ability to gain food from the sun and the ground, and
bark-like skin.
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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
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.
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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
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.
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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
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. He has a thoughtful face with a long nose.
He cares deeply for Yenis.
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.
Aphus – Dark God of Malice and Disease – He is the Dark Pair’s
second attempt at a child. Wainseth miscarried and they believed
the monstrous thing she’d given birth to was dead. Aphelia
rescued it from the puddle in which he lay in Lower Cenalium and
nursed him to health.
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.
He’s a muscular man who loves to wrestle and would rather settle
everything with a test of strength or prowess. He often disagrees
with Oria, who he finds to be a weak and pathetic woman.
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. She
is known to inhabit the hearts of obsessive inventors, plaguing
them with ideas and theories that they must carry pursue.
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. See Porceth and Wainseth.
Deneurs – God of Builders and Craftsmen – He is also known as
The Builder. He is a wiry-muscled God with a plethora of tools at
his disposal. Something of an engineer, he has a critical eye and is
good at planning.
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.
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Elecin – God of the Future and of Diviners – Elecin is depicted as an
ageless man in robes with a looking glass for the future and a
divining glass to discern the present. Seers and people that have
claimed to have portents of things to come have always invoked
his name.
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.
Gandahar – God of Fortune and Chance – He is the husband of
Sellae and brother of Vorcinth. Dice and cards usually represent
him. Ethereal, quick to either help or withhold help, he is rarely
shown in human form, because he is ever changing.
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.
Voluptuous and red-haired, she has a gaze as hot as the fires she
presides 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.
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Kaneitha – Goddess of Darkness and Shadow – She is the younger
sister of Maletos and Wainseth. Where Maletos is strong, bold, and
beautiful, Kaneitha is dark, mysterious, and brooding. Some also
consider her the mother of thieves, assassins, and all ne’er-dowells that skulk about at night.
Maletos – Goddess of the Sun – She is the elder sister of both
Wainseth and Kaneitha. She is also 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 in the world 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. Tall and striking, she wears gowns of the deepest blue,
and her hair flows like the waves upon the ocean. She is strong,
nearly as strong as her elder sister, Greveth.
Nelius – God of Death and the Afterlife – He is widely considered to
be 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. Sometimes he is considered to be the third of
the ‘evil Gods’ with Porceth and Wainseth. Most do not accept this
idea, as death is a natural part of life.
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 and Furestus
are also his allies.
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. She is the rival of the brothers
Cainel and Comrain, as well as Braccen on occasion, when greed
overtakes progress in the hearts of his worshippers. Her friends
among the Pantheon are the Gods of common men and honest
professions. She’s a homely woman with a figure that is not terribly
attractive. Her voice is nasal and her declarations are long-winded.
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, and father of Aphelia.
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
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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. She’s a
seductive woman with fickle interests. She’s there when things go
well, but quick to leave when fortunes changes hands. Only
Gandahar can hold her attentions, and just barely.
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 darkhaired man of fair looks with burning eyes. 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. Boyishly handsome and blonde-haired,
he is devoted to his family, even though he squabbles with them
frequently.
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 lots 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
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. He can take any shape at will, which he
does to amuse himself.
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Wainseth – Dark Goddess of Defeat, Failure, and Loss – She is the
sister and enemy of Maletos, and Kaneitha is also her sister,
though she does not hate her as much as she does 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 and mother of
Aphelia.
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.
Severe with icy blue eyes and platinum blonde hair, she seldom
wears any joy upon her face. Still, she is beautiful in a sorrowful
sort of way.
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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)
c. Uman (the Forsaken and Dreams)
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)
I.IV. Dark Divinities – The Evil Forces of the World
a. Wainseth (Defeat, Failure, and Loss) and Porceth (Illness,
Misfortune, and Ruin)
c. Aphelia (Hatred and Fear) and Aphus (Malice and Disease)
d. 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.
1 A.C. – First Yarre after the great conflict. This marks the beginning
of a new, but difficult era.

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.
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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.
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.
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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.
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
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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
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.
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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.
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.
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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.
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
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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.
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.
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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.
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
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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.
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.
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.
As to the actual enchanting, each enchanter may be different. Most
exhibit a strange trance-like state as they create an enchantment.
Most must also be touching the flower or plant they are using in their
enchantment, though some need only to be in close proximity to the
plant or flower. Typically, there are some words or verses spoken
with the release of power, though how they are said or what is said
varies with each effect. Some enchanters have even been known to
sing softly as their enchantments are released, while other scream
out the words.
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.
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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. Note that any
entries with an asterisk before the plant or flower name indicate an
enchantment that Anthea’s mother Linnea did, not Anthea.
Synnove’s enchantments are not listed, because there was no
specific flower used in her enchantments, being that she used a
different system of enchanting.
 Acorn – Chapter 8 – a germinated oak acorn used to heal
Bedros’ wounds after he was shot.
 *Anemone – Chapter 196 – Anthea’s mother used this flower
against Anthea, causing her to feel forsaken and hopeless.
 Angelica – Chapter 121 – An empowering green plant Anthea
needed to use in conjunction with Poppy and Chicory while in
Ka’Shann. See 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.
 Bedros’ Leaf – Chapter 200 – Anthea used a leaf from
Bedros’ tree, which contained a part of the world’s will, to seal
the Lost Ones in Corydon.
 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.
 *Blackberry – Chapter 196 – Anthea’s mother used this plant
against Anthea, attacking her with remorse.
 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.
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 Butterfly Weed – Chapter 196 – A bunch of orange and red
flowers that Anthea used to release her mother’s soul from its
prison of flesh and bone.
 Camellia – Chapter 198 – Anthea used this pink rose-like
flower to help draw both her friends and foes in the final battle
in Cenalium. See Camellia and Quassia
 Chicory – Chapter 121 – A soft blue colored, many-petaled
flower Anthea used to open her mind and spirit to greater
abilities hidden within. She used this in conjunction with
Angelica and Poppy. See Angelica and Poppy.
 Chicory – Chapter 156 - Anthea also used this flower
individually to open a hidden door in Lower Cenalium.
 Comfrey – Chapter 119, 148, & Volume 4 Epilogue – 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. Finally, Anthea used it to leave
Cenalium to go away to live in peace.
 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.
 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.
 *Dead Leaves – Chapter 196 – Anthea’s mother used these
brown and grey leaves against Anthea, striking her with
sadness.
 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.
 Eyebright – Chapter 196 – An herb with white and yellow
flowers Anthea used to clear her mind and heart of her
mother’s enchantments.
 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.
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 Heather – Chapter 29 – Reddish-purple bell-shaped flowers
that Anthea used in conjunction with Lotus to drive away the
Peacekeepers in Rummas. See Lotus
 Hellebore – Chapter 179 – Anthea’s first enchantment after
her second transformation. She went temporarily blind with the
power of it. She stirred the air and raised great waves into a
wall around the naval battle near Lannery and Pandrine.
 Holly – Chapter 157 – A red-berried plant with pointy green
leaves that Anthea used to defend herself against Corydon’s
guards.
 Lettuce – Chapter 199 – The common, leafy vegetable.
Anthea used it to freeze the ground beneath the Lost Ones
when they battled in her family’s home in Cenalium.
 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 Heather
 Marigold – Chapter 146 – A fluffy orange-yellow flower Anthea
used to try to kill Sezja.
 Marjoram – Chapter 200 – Anthea used this aromatic herb to
put the guards in Cenalium’s inner city to sleep.
 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 & 191 – 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 Angelica and
Chicory
 Quassia – Chapter 198 – Magenta, elongated flowers that had
not opened yet. Anthea used this flower to help draw both her
friends and foes in the final battle in Cenalium. See also
Camellia and Rose Leaves
 Rose Leaves – Chapter 198 – Green leaves from a rose bush.
Anthea used these to create a hope for the end of the war.
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Everyone who was important would come, thinking and
knowing that they were seeing an end to all that had built up.
See Camellia and Quassia
Senna – Chapter 108 – An orange, puffy flower resembling a
thistle’s head that has long, green leaves. Anthea used it to
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 (in 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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 THE AUTHOR 

Velerion Damarke

Perennials:
This 5-volume saga is now complete. There’s always a chance for a
sequel series, but only time will tell.
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 (2007-2008) 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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