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To my Dad, 

who always encourages me to face the unknown, 

to dream a little bigger,

And to trust in the God of Hope.
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The Ancestors was previously published as Eternal Vow some time ago. At the time, my main characters were a slightly-older (mid-30s) married wingless pegasi who struggled to start a family. Which... felt very out of place among the rest of the series. So, after a few years, while the concept remained the same, the story changed with younger, best friends... and a much simpler yet no less beautiful plot.

Whether you are a newcomer to “The Aethon Chronicles” or not,  The Ancestors takes place some hundred years before the events of The Guardian (book 1), and, like the rest of the books, is made to stand on its own and can be read either before or after the entire series. 

My hope is that this small book will offer a taste to the world of “The Aethon Chronicles”... and inspire you with a sense of wonder... and hope!

Enjoy!
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Cold air sliced through the young brown stallion’s cloak, causing him to shiver. Not that the tattered thing offered any added warmth. Shaking his mane, Antony huffed white vapors through flared nostrils as he trudged along the rocky path, a near-empty satchel thumping against his shoulder. 

A rush of wind drew his gaze upward. A winged pegasus soared high above the mountains, silver armor glinting from his neck. A pegasus fighter. No doubt patrolling the invisible border that divided the town of Saxum from below. 

Most cities of the great mountainous realm Tonarius, he’d learned, were divided into three layers or “tiers”, each belonging to the pegasus classes according to social rank. Being only one of the fewest towns, Saxum, which lay on a rocky crag some miles above, was a “tier” all on its own, belonging to the working class. 

Pegasi without wings— like Antony—, always live in the valley...as the lowest. 

Antony snorted, then glanced skyward again. Nearly sunset. He quickened his pace, dodging the hazardous rocks that littered the valley floor. Within moments, he came upon figures lining from one side of a mountain outward. Six winglessness, older stallions and several mares, all with satchels strapped from their necks. 

He snorted again. Doubtful that any of them found anything of value. Especially below a pegasus town of all places. He’d known that all eighteen years of his life.

He swept his gaze to the front of the line, where a group of winged Pegasi flanked a collection of baskets. Several of the winged donned brass neck armor. Legionnaires. The only non-armored pegasus stood at the front of the wagon, with a rather disdainful look on his face. The Collector, most of called him, a highborn merchant.

Antony flicked back his ears as the line brought him closer to the winged. He watched an older wingless stallion trot pass, clutching a white clothed sack in his teeth. Antony craned his neck for a closer look, but the stallion trotted away. The smell of bread drifted in his nostrils, sending a rumble in his stomach. 

That sack did not look like it held an entire month’s worth of food.

“Next!” a voice bellowed.

Antony snapped his gaze and stepped forward, now facing the Collector. The Winged stallion looked heavyset, his wings and cloak barely hiding the fat of his belly. 

“What have you brought?” the Collector said in a bored tone.

Antony craned his neck, grabbing the satchel in his teeth, then gently tipped the satchel over to pour out his scavenged items onto the basket: a single, rusted medallion. The only thing he scavenged for the past three days.

Sniffing, the Collector lifted a hoof and tapped at the item, upper lip curling slightly. Antony stifled the urge to pin back his ears in annoyance. One of the legionnaires just might trample him. 

“One half-loaf.”

What?! Antony’s mouth sagged open. 

A legionnaire pegasus tossed a satchel with his teeth. It plopped at Antony’s hooves as the Collector turned to leave.

“But that medallion’s worth two whole loaves!” Antony protested. 

The Collector craned his neck at him. “That was yesteryear’s price, colt. Be grateful we are even feeding the likes of you.” With a flick of his tail, the Collector trotted off.

Anger burst in Antony’s veins that he started forward. Two of the legionnaires flared open their wings and stomped in his direction.  He backed away, gritting his teeth and lowering his head. With snorts, the legionnaires trotted off— one grabbing the baskets—, following the Collector down the valley path until, one by one, took to the air with flaps of their wings. 

Antony glared after them, then snatched his bread and trotted in the opposite direction. Blight! 

A half a loaf of bread is hardly enough for two mouths. Let alone one for seven days.

Food had always been scarcer in the winter for every lowborn and wingless pegasi. These past weeks, however, it was becoming harder and harder to find even a kernel of grain, much less an old lost coin. 

His stomach growled, prompting him to shift to a lope, the bundle thumping against his muzzle. It did not even feel warm... and the aroma... faint. Stale. A gusty breath flooded out his nostrils, but he kept his pace further and further down the path.

[image: A black diamond shaped symbol

Description automatically generated]

At last, a cave emerged in his line of sight. He slowed his pace, flicking his tail, and approached the mouth. A cough sounded from within. 

“Ennia?” he called through a full mouth as he extended his neck, peering inside. “I’m back.”

A young buckskin mare, at least a year younger than him, lay just within the mouth of the cave, her pale form wrapped in a thin blanket, save for her dark mane. She lifted her gaze, blinking golden eyes. “Oh...!” She smiled sleepily. “Hello, Antony.”

His heart gave a sudden tha-thump, and a smile grew on his muzzle as he laid the bundle on the ground. “Sorry it took me so long. It’s... getting harder to find anything else.”

“What... did they give you?”

He hesitated. “They gave me a half loaf....”

Her eyes widened. “Only half?”

He shook his head with a snort. “Three days of searching before I stumbled on that medallion. You know those things are impossible to find out here.” He snorted. “Now hardly anything will get us two loaves...”

Silence stretched between them.

“At least...” Ennia said softly. “It’s better than nothing...”

Antony sighed. At least. Still... He glanced at Ennia across from him, eyeing her thinning sides. “Here.” Lowering his head, he nosed the bread close to her. “You can have it.”

She stared. “Antony...!”

“Please, Ennia. You need it more than I do.”

Her ears twitched back, then she lowered her head and nosed it back to him. “We’ll share it. Please.”

Antony sighed. “All right.” 

Smiling, Ennia took the first few bites of the bread. 

As he waited, Antony lowered himself to the ground, folding his legs beneath his belly. He stared off towards the familiar rocky wall that made up the seemingly endless base of the mountains. The same rock he’d stared and wake up to... for as long as he could remember.

“I’m finished.”

He turned his head at Ennia’s voice, finding the remaining portion of the bread. He took a bite. Stale. He glumly ate the rest, settling his growling stomach. 

A portion of half of a loaf. Gone in minutes.

Just briefly, the exchange with the Collector flickered. 

“Be grateful we are even feeding the likes of you.”

“Thank you, Antony,” Ennia said softly with a smile.

Antony’s heart briefly skittered. “You’re welcome.”

He would do anything for her. If only... he could give her more... if they would marry... He shook his head at the thought. 

Ennia coughed, a little harder. He grimaced at the sound. 

She smiled. “I’m all right, Antony. Really.”

His ears drew back. “I just hate to see you suffer like this.” 

“It’s just a cough. It will be all right.”

“No, it’s not all right.” He huffed a breath. “It’s never all right. Every day we scavenge for scraps.”

“At least... it’s a life...” Ennia said softly.

A life?! He snorted. “This isn’t life, Ennia. We’re barely surviving.” He lifted his gaze to the towering mountains. “Haven’t you ever wanted something... different? Something... more than... this?” 

He eyed her sidelong. Her gaze remained lowered... but her eyes flickered. He had to wonder if she must have felt the same longing as he felt as an orphan foal. A longing for... a different life.

Her voice came softly. “We’re wingless, Antony. There’s nothing more for us.”

The words, though soft, felt as if they bit his sides. 

She lowered her head to the ground, closing her eyes. “Good night, Antony.”

“Good night,” he mumbled, the words still ringing within him. 

In all of Tonarius, any pegasus born without wings was deemed an abnormality. Unworthy to even be named a pegasus. So much so that many wingless foals were abandoned at birth. 

Antony and Ennia were only two of the fortunate few that survived.

Memories swirled in Antony’s thoughts. Some faint... of himself a small foal walking alone. He shook them away, a dull ache in his chest.

“We’re wingless, Antony. There’s nothing more for us.”

“Be grateful we are even feeding the likes of you.”

He lifted his gaze again. This time, to the faint stars beyond the mountains. Distant. Like the cities in the mountains. Like the life they could never have...

There must be more. There must be... more than just... existing.

Antony...

He started at the voice. “Who’s there?”

Silence, save for a brief wind on the rocks.

His stomach growled, nearly grating his ribs. If he doesn’t find food soon..., how will they
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