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      To the girls who watched Pan’s Labyrinth, David Bowie’s Labyrinth, and Willow, and said, “If I had been there, it wouldn’t have gone down like that”—hold on to your fae Guardian’s handlebars and get ready for a wild ride.
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      Hello! Thank you for choosing to read Daughter of the Moon. For your convenience, a list of content warnings may be found below. This list can also be found at www.islaelrick.com/book/daughter-of-the-moon. If you find something I’ve missed, don’t hesitate to contact me.

      

      This book features violence typical of a dark fantasy setting, sexual harassment, threats of sexual assault (nothing on page), genocide and forced assimilation, burning of villages, subjugation of an ethnic group, death of a sibling, major character death, mentions of servitude-slavery, mentions of forced marriage, a grieving heroine and all the messiness that comes with that, intense scenes involving an infant (the baby is okay), military, extended scene of blunt force beating and death, extended scene of whipping, crucifixion, references to and description of the after-effects of torture, a love interest with horns, a FMC who does not get pregnant but is forced into a parental role she didn’t want, brief implied transphobia (from the villain), and unclear (possibly malicious) motives from the love interest.
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      Disclaimer: While I am proud of my Irish heritage, I am American, and not an Irish speaker—so take my interpretations of these pronunciations with a grain of salt. I have based them off information available to me about current Connacht dialect. My intention in including Irish words is never to disrespect this wonderful, living, and vibrant culture. If you see any Irish foible, in this guide or in the book, I urge you to contact me at isla@islaelrick.com. Note also that, in the thousands of years after the Shift, certain meanings and pronunciations may have changed!

      

      Places and things

      Tuath - TOO-uh

      Gréine - GRAIN-eh

      Bealtaine - B’YAHL-ten-eh

      Geatacoill - GA-teh-KY’ehl

      Fraochgleann - FREE-augh-gl’AHN

      Éire - EY-rreh

      Éirin - EY-rren

      Aquila - ah-KEY-la

      Aquilan - ah-KEY-lan

      Westminia - west-MINI-uh

      Gealach - G’YAHL-augh

      Cuanacht -k’wah-NOCK-tuh

      Tirconnell - tehrr-CONN-ehl

      Numirabia - Noomi-RABE-ia

      Ogham - OWE-uhm

      Fianna - f’YEN-eh

      

      Sayings

      Droch-fhuil - drough f’wehl

      Sea - sha

      Sidhe/sidh - shee

      Fuil - f’wehl

      Wean - wayne

      

      Characters

      Mave - mave (like pave)

      Hiberos - high-BARE-os

      Eytine - EH-teen

      Gwynedd - GWIN-eth (as in the th in father)

      Gaius - GUY-us

      Helius - HEEL-ee-us

      Sergia - SAYR-gee-uh

      Drusilla - droos-ILL-uh

      Uaine - oo’WEN-yeh

      Erivon - AIR-iv-on

      Shemoabiri - sheh-moh-ahb-EER-ee

      Tali - TAH-lee

      Ottavian - aw-TAVE-ian

      Brianne - bree-EHN

      Aithne - AH-n’yeh

      Amelius - am-EEL-ee-us

      Celaeno - kell-EH-no

      Iain - EE-in (like Ian)

      Agorix - ah-GOR-icks

      Westerus - WEST-er-us

      Alasdair - AL-iss-ter

      Manan - MAH-nen

      Ayre - AY-reh

      Lucastos - loo-CAHST-os

      Lupe - LOOP-ey

      Mona - MOAN-uh

      Felis - FEE-liss

      Odhran mac Fénnid - OAR-an mack FEY-nid

      Tatius - TAHT-ee-us

      Luna - LOO-nuh

      Lunaes - LOO-nays

      Severin - SEV-er-inn

      Eradni - air-AHD-knee

      Osto - OSS-toe
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      The blistering fires of war raged behind me. Swords clanked. Arrows whistled. Ballistas cracked. Men’s cries rang out—loudest of all, the primus, his voice raw as he ordered me to surrender.

      Had he seen where we went? I spared a glance over my shoulder. A mistake. As if the forest itself was punishing me for my foolishness, a thick root caught my big toe and sent me tumbling over the pine-strewn floor.

      Shite. A gasp sawed out of me, and I curled tighter round the precious bundle in my arms. If, after everything, one wrong move ended it all…

      I fumbled madly and tried to stand. The root that had tripped me twitched to life, rising ponderously out of the soil with a groan and nudging me to my feet. In the same moment, I pulled back the blanket to check on the baby in my arms.

      He stared at me with an expression I’d never seen on an infant.

      Terror.

      “Shh, stay quiet now.” Even if he’d been old enough to understand me, there was no time to say anything else. I tucked the blanket back over his face and broke into a sprint once more, leaping over deadfall and roots like a hunted doe.

      Around us, the trees became thicker, their enormous trunks more ancient than my clan and blanketed with inky blue moss. The power at the center of the forest, within its deep, tangled heart, called out to me as surely as the primus still did.

      “Return the child to me,” he bellowed distantly, “or I will crucify you, every last one of you savages if I must.” The vicious words of a hungry dog, resonating off the oaks. “Because of you, Mave. Because of you!”

      But I knew the forest better than him—and, more importantly, she knew me. Like the ancient root that had helped me to my feet, Geatacoill shifted and changed around me. The bracken and bramble parted, ushering me deeper, showing me the way through. Goat willows lifted their heads and bowed as I passed, obscuring my path. Birches arced high above like the forest’s vaulted ceiling.

      Without any indication we were close, suddenly, I stood in the glade. Heather kissed my ankles, and a ghostly wind turned my tangled locks to whips. The pale blue grass moved like a sea. I wove between gnarled trunks until the worn henge came into view, its standing stones glowing like shafts of quartz in the moonlight.

      At the center of the henge was the Moon Gate—crumbling, yet still humming with its immense, otherworldly power. And standing before it…

      The faun Hiberos turned to me, his opalescent eyes bright as stars, goat-like pupils constricting. Moon moths fluttered about his horns and the circlet of holly crowning his head. “You brought the babe,” he said. “Good.”

      At a loss for words, I simply approached with the wee one pressed tightly to my chest. In that moment, our hearts beat as one, the shared blood in our veins singing in harmony.

      As we entered the magic circle, the child fussed in my arms. My heartstrings tense as a harp’s, I snatched the blanket from his face. There was that terror again. It was agony to look into his eyes—those familiar eyes, the color of the deep forest—and see such misery.

      I cupped the infant’s cold cheek, looking up to say something to Hiberos, to beg him to take us swiftly away from here.

      The faun smiled. “Shall we begin the ritual?”
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      The azure-tailed doe made no sound as she wove through the brush, and I made no sound as I stalked after her.

      As a small child, I had refused to hunt. Watching an animal fall, or seeing one ensnared, and knowing it was my arrow or my trap that killed it had been too upsetting for me to bear. I don’t think I was ever meant to hurt another living creature. But my family needed to be fed, needed to be clothed—and so, one lean winter in my youth, I’d picked up a bow.

      It had not left my hand since. Rain or shine, in sickness or health, my people looked to me, and to all the hunters, to provide for the village and for the túath. The clan.

      Quiet as a spirit, as though my movements belonged to the forest herself, I drew an arrow from my quiver and nocked it. A mere twenty feet from me, the deer lapped at a merry burbling stream, her blue-streaked hide glimmering in shafts of sunlight.

      Though the birth of my nephew had prevented my sister from hunting, this past winter had not been as lean as those of my youth. But now it was spring, our stores were running low again—and we had an infant to feed and clothe. So, once again, I picked up the bow.

      In tandem, I drew my arrow and a slow, deep breath. The doe’s sacrifice would not be forgotten. She would live on through me, through my sister, through my nephew. And in the same way her kind nourished and stewarded us, we would do so for her children. Two neighbors, living in perfect symbiosis.

      A puff of air kissed my cheek as the arrow whistled and struck true. The doe’s death was instant and painless; she simply lurched to the side and collapsed by the stream.

      Satisfaction cooled my chest. I lowered my bow, scanning the area near where our prey had fallen. Geatacoill, the forest just outside my village, was more moss and bracken than grass, her trees verdant pillars whose roots flowed and twined like the limbs of an Éirin knot. Only the deer’s blue-dappled hide and the little bit of blood drawn by my arrow interrupted the lush emerald blanket.

      “Damn,” Eytine hissed from her hiding place, before bounding to my side, her own bow clutched in her fist. “I had my sights on that one!”

      A head shorter than me, her flame-orange hair woven with plaits, Eytine could be mistaken for my younger sister. She certainly was full of life the way only a younger sister could be. Yet not only was she my elder, born of our mother six years before me, she was recently a mother herself.

      Considering her vexed expression, I smiled. “I’ve grown used to hunting without you these past months. I’ve learned to think like you, without you by my side.”

      She glanced at me askance. “Is this how it’s going to be, my Mave? I give birth and suddenly I’m no longer needed in the field?”

      “No. Of course I need you.” I adjusted my quiver and gripped the mossy rock in front of me, pulling myself from cover. “Gwynedd was the one who said you must rest. Argue with him about it.”

      “Believe me, my Mave, I have. It’s the only reason he let me out this soon. If it was up to that worrywart, I’d be in bed for another two months.”

      While I picked my way down the embankment, my sister slid past on her heels, not paying half as much mind to her footing as she normally would. It struck me as so odd that I stopped, simply watching as she parted the ferns and crossed the shallow stream.

      Be it with a bow, traps, or spears, Eytine was a keen hunter, but since childhood, she’d feared the forest. Of course, all people with common sense feared the forest to a certain degree. Our village was pressed to Geatacoill’s bosom like a babe, and our life and prosperity came from her—but she could be a harsh mother, and she was not to be trifled with. Nor were the creatures who called her home.

      No one knew that better than my sister. On the eve of my third birthday, along the bank of this very stream, Eytine had come upon a ghastly maiden wearing bloodstained rags. Since that day, whenever we entered the forest, Eytine’s fear was palpable, irrational, almost childlike, as though every time she ventured into the trees she was a girl of nine again.

      Seeing a banshee with your own eyes changed you. Even more so considering the death the banshee’s howl heralded turned out to be our father’s.

      So Eytine was efficient. She never lingered, never stopped to appreciate the beauty around us. She simply kept her head down and her eyes ahead; she killed, and she left.

      Seeing her so carefree … it was as though that fear was gone.

      “Your arrow struck well,” she called out, crouched by the azure-tailed doe as I approached. With a little effort, she pulled the shaft from the deer’s speckled shoulder, revealing the ruby-stained arrowhead.

      “I’ve been practicing.”

      Eytine smiled brightly up at me. “Soon you truly won’t need me.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous.” Still, I couldn’t help but return her smile. “I will always need you. Regardless of my skill as an archer.”

      I toed through the deadfall around us, my stomach growling as I looked for something strong to transport our hunt. A felled birch limb caught my eye, and I unsheathed the blade at my hip to carve away its smaller branches.

      Eytine sat across from me on her haunches. “So, are you excited for tomorrow?”

      I didn’t glance up, focused on my task. “I should be the one asking you that. The ceremony is in your honor, after all.”

      “Bealtaine? That’s a nice sentiment, my Mave, but I don’t think the sun rises and sets just for me.”

      “It may as well,” I teased. As fiery and full of life as the sun, Eytine embodied the festival of light better than any other mortal. “But I meant the naming ceremony. You know what I meant, don’t mock me!”

      Eytine’s gaze softened, and she laughed. “The naming ceremony is for my son, not me.”

      “You did have a hand in making the baby,” I scoffed, struggling with the birch pole. “So I would say it’s for you.”

      Eytine reached to steady my hands, and with her help, I finished my work. Together, we crossed the doe’s ankles over the pole, used hemp rope to bind them, and lifted in unison, Eytine at the fore and me behind. Here I hesitated, shifting the immense weight on my shoulder. Ow. If only our only means of survival was not quite so … heavy.

      “Will the baby’s father be there?” I asked.

      The question dropped like a stone between us. No doubt Eytine felt my gaze on her back. Her muscles rippled as she adjusted the weight of the doe, too. “His father is still in Prydain,” she managed with a grunt. “Studying under the druids. I’ve told you that.”

      She had told me that, a hundred times. In those exact words, in fact. That unwavering consistency was just one of many reasons I did not believe her.

      Like me, Eytine had never courted anybody, either in our village or the larger Tuath Stag Gréine. She’d never shown interest in courting, and anyway, we had no parents to press us into marriage. So, even when she’d begun disappearing for many hours at a time, even when I’d caught her daydreaming instead of doing chores, I would never have imagined she’d turn up pregnant.

      Eytine huffed, shifting again. “Can we speak about this when we aren’t shouldering twenty stone worth of meat?”

      “Field dressing would easily bring that down to ten stone,” I muttered.

      “So you know and so I know, but Gwynedd needs its liver and lights again.” With a groan, she adjusted the pole one more time, found her footing, and began to walk.

      I had no choice but to follow in step. At least in this, we remained in sync. How I missed being in sync in every other aspect, too. Between her secret lover and the baby, times I wondered if I still knew her at all.

      Things were changing, but at least we had our hunting bond. That would never change. Not until her wean learned to pick up a bow, and by then, I’d undoubtedly have more in common with him.

      We wound our way through the trees in silence. Golden light streaked the forest floor, playing off the iridescent flecks in the doe’s fur, the copper in Eytine’s hair, and the blue stones inlaid in my bracers. Ancient yews flanked the path home, their overlong, mossy limbs reaching for us as if to say don’t go, you belong here.

      Sweaty and exhausted, we reached our village within the hour. Thankfully, as my shoulder ached fiercely. As the trees parted and the timber walls came into view, through labored breaths, Eytine spoke. “All right, here’s one: my skin has been stretched, my body beaten time ’n’ time again. What am I?”

      She was speaking in riddles—literally—but unlike her secrecy or her ease in the forest, I was familiar with this. As she’d always said, learning to fight with your words was as important as fighting with a weapon, but knowing what people were trying to tell me indirectly had never been my strong suit. So, from a young age, Eytine had come up with rigorous exercises for my wit: war games, logic puzzles, role-play, and, of course, riddles.

      I thought in silence for a few moments. Stretched skin, beaten time and time again—or was that time in time? I smiled and, through puffs of breath, replied, “You’re a drum.”

      “Bang on.” I was always waiting for that bang on, and the smile in her voice.

      Curly willow branches, woven into an archway and crowned with stag’s antlers, served as the main entrance to Fraochgleann. Past the formidable palisades encompassing the village, heather and meadow-grass became hard-packed earthen paths lined with stones and posts.

      Even with visitors from other villages, the population of Fraochgleann did not exceed six hundred people. At this time of day, the majority could be found outside. Men, women, and children sat just beyond the doorways of their circular homes, working at looms, milling with grinding stones, or sweeping their floors. Many were preparing for the Bealtaine celebration, hard at work dragging logs up the hillside to build the bonfire. Others lingered in yards bordered by woven fences, tilling the soil, feeding their chickens, or milking their ewes for the first time since Samhain.

      Nearly every head raised as Eytine and I passed, townsfolk smiling or waving or calling out to us. My sister called back to them all, exchanging pleasantries as though we weren’t shouldering the full weight of a healthy deer. I hung back, simply tossing a nod or smile if I was noticed.

      In sync again, we pivoted toward the cookhouse and, with the help of those waiting inside, hoisted the birch pole into the x-frame of a dressing station.

      One of the villagers helping us, a man named Uaine, was huffing and puffing by the time we were done. He was only slightly older than me, with black hair and bright blue eyes. The huffing and puffing, along with the red in his face and the grimace on his mouth, demonstrated that he was not much of a hunter or fighter. In fact, he didn’t seem inclined to display any physical prowess at all, preferring to stay in the cookhouse with his auntie.

      But his smile was sincere as he greeted me. “All right, Mave.” He was one of the few people in Fraochgleann who concerned himself with me before Eytine. Whether or not that meant he was interested in courting me, I didn’t know and didn’t care. He’d have to find another wife, and Lady’s luck be to him, for he was not exactly eligible.

      Not just because he was timid but because he was born one of a set—twins, a trait associated with the Aquilans, the empire that lurked in the northeast corner of our fair island. If an Éirin woman bore twins, many considered her tainted, and she was forced to cast one out into the elements. One was enough; bad luck like that ran in the blood. Droch-fhuil. Bad blood.

      Still, none of that stopped me from being pleasant to him, best I knew how. “How goes, Uaine?”

      “Better now that you’re back with this,” he replied in gentle tones.

      Beside Uaine, his auntie Mona stood straight and tall, arms akimbo, her face radiating life. Having reached her sixtieth year, she was becoming frail much earlier than she liked and still insisted on doing her part of manual labor. When she caught me glancing at her, she flashed me a wicked grin, dusting her red, cracked hands on her apron.

      “You haven’t killed me quite yet, girls,” she said. “Next time, bring back a buck.”

      Eytine sported a similar grin. “As you wish, my Mona. But it will still be a petty challenge for a woman such as you.”

      “Where is Conan?” I asked, peering around her and Uaine.

      Mona shook her head. “It’s always the same question when you see me. ‘Where is Conan, where is Conan?’ When are you going to ask me for his hand in marriage?” She gestured to the cookhouse. “He’s just inside, I’ve roasted him.”

      “That isn’t funny!” Nonetheless, the thought of how deeply such a thing would offend Conan himself had me smirking.

      I left Eytine and Mona so they could chat, entering the cookhouse by myself. To my immediate left stood shelves of wooden cups, bowls, and utensils. Ironware hung above them. Next to that was a washing station, followed by several small clay ovens. The fire pit in the center of the room burned brightly, and women tended to food while their children tended the fire. Dried herbs, rabbits, and a few partridges dangled from the ceiling, ready to be tossed in a stew at a moment’s notice.

      “Mave, hello!” called one of the women, Aithne, a mother of five at my same age.

      “All right, Aithne.” The children wasted no time in crowding around me, begging for trinkets from the forest. I had only acorns, but I gave them out freely. “Smells grand in here.”

      “Doesn’t it?” Uaine said, emerging from my shadow to check on one of the ovens.

      Finally—probably having heard the clack of acorns—along came Conan. He shouldered through the children with no regard for those he knocked aside and whacked me in the knee with his big head. Which, from a pig of his size, was rather painful.

      “Ow. Yes, Conan.” I dug in my pouches and produced a few acorns just for him. With a squeal of delight, he gobbled them out of my hand.

      “Are you excited for tomorrow?” Aithne asked as she poked the cookfire.

      “Sea, sea”—yes, yes—“and anxious to finally learn the little one’s name. And to see if the sun will come back for another year,” I added with good humor.

      Uaine butted in, settling on one of the rough-hewn wooden benches. “So, even you don’t know the baby’s name? I’m surprised Eytine has kept it from you. You two share secrets like willow trees.”

      No doubt I should laugh along. I should agree and express my surprise in return. But I could not. For it had become impossible to deny: Eytine was keeping things from me. Dire, important things.

      And I had no idea why.
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      “Er, you should go on your way,” Uaine said when the silence became awkward. “Gwynedd asked us to send you to him the moment we saw you. I suppose it must be about the festival.”

      Something in the way he said it, in the nervous glance he sent, gave me pause. “Is something wrong?”

      “He seemed worried, is all. I wouldn’t tarry if I were you.”

      With a frown, I turned to get Eytine.

      “Wait.” This time, Aithne spoke. “Mave.”

      I looked over my shoulder.

      Aithne’s smile was bittersweet. “Your mam and da would be so happy for you. Both you and your sister. They’re surely watching with pride from the Afterlands.”

      I smiled to show my appreciation, but really, she should give those sentiments to my sister, not me. Eytine remembered our parents; I had never known them. Though I’d grown up knowing they were great warriors and heroes of the clan, when it came down to it, that was all they were to me. Eytine, Gwynedd, and the townspeople had raised me.

      I left the cookhouse with Conan snorting at my heels. Thankfully, Eytine was easily found at the edge of the village, kneeling beside the moonwell. One of her favorite places to daydream of late.

      The ancient pool of clear, sparkling water was blessed by our Lady—the Mother Goddess, the Woman Beneath, though exactly who she was or why she favored us differed from village to village. The well was more like a pool, with its flat, bleached white stones rising only slightly over the moss, but the crystal blue depths stretched into oblivion. Eytine seemed to gaze all the way down, as if peering into the Beneath itself.

      I approached and tapped her arm. “Gwynedd needs to see us. Apparently, it’s urgent.”

      When Eytine looked up, all the dreamy sweetness left her eyes, coppery brows drawing tight. “Haven’t we planned the ceremony rather to death? I am sick and tired of being in that house.”

      “I doubt it’s about Bealtaine.”

      On the horizon, the sun was returning to its cradle behind the rolling hills and green forests of Co Cuanacht. According to our lunar calendar, this day was ending. My stomach turned as I thought of what else might be ending. What Gwynedd might tell us. There were certain risks to being a borderlands clan—Tuath Stag Gréine was the first to respond should someone encroach on Cuanachtan land.

      Invaders from the northeast, perhaps?

      To say Éire was sought-after would be understating the point, and defending our land was a deadly task passed down through many generations. Our parents, cold in their early graves, could attest to that. But none wanted our island as much as the Aquilan Empire did, and, considering how handily they’d conquered Albion, Prydain, and northeastern Éire—or Westminia, as they called it—our odds were grim.

      Please let Gwynedd’s news be good.

      “Fine,” Eytine said, grabbing her bow from the moss and standing. “Let’s go.”

      It was a relief to see her come out of her daydream. She was no fool. Carefree though she may appear, she was still my sister, my elder, and she was cunning. If no druid stepped up to lead, she’d be our chief one day.

      As I trailed Eytine, I waved at Conan. “G’way on.”

      But now that he’d tasted acorns, my efforts to shake him were in vain. Even as we passed through Fraochgleann toward the big house, the hog trip-trapped at my heel, snorting covetously, ears flapping, tail bouncing. Incredibly light on his feet for a beast that weighed more than me.

      The home we shared with Gwynedd was the largest in the village, a good thirty feet across with a magnificent domed reed roof. It sat between the granary and the cookhouse. On the granary side, a fence held chickens and ducks, and in the small field behind the house, a few goats grazed.

      Like the entrance to the village itself, stag’s antlers crowned the entrance to the big house. But here, no one worked or played in the doorway. The only movement was runoff from this morning’s spring shower dripping from the reeds into collection buckets. Gwynedd waited inside, no doubt. When our druid-chief was feeling grim, he tended to isolate himself in the darkness.

      Indeed, as we entered, I heard him in one of the far curtained alcoves, reciting some ancient spell under his breath.

      Eytine cast her bow aside and went to the baby’s cradle, which was situated in the slant of the afternoon light. A moon moth perched on the edge of the cradle, cleaning its antennae, its blue-green wings lucent in the sun. As we neared, the moth fluttered past me, out of the hut.

      “There’s my little wolf,” Eytine said, in a tone of voice I was still growing used to. I was certain to never understand the bond between her and the baby, but hearing her voice, I almost did. I felt the presence of that bond as surely as if it were standing in the room with us.

      The baby’s eyes, deep green like his mother’s, lit up at the sight of her. He seemed to have been enjoying his sunbeam, but, oh—now she was here, and she was everything.

      Eytine kissed the wean’s cheeks before stripping her upper half unceremoniously, urging the baby to latch on to her nipple by bouncing her left arm. With her right, she fixed to fill a clay mug with water we’d collected earlier that day.

      While the pair drank, I sat on a bench beside the cradle and reached for my half-finished basket. Tali, the blacksmith’s wife, had challenged me to see which of us could make the roundest, most bulbous basket still capable of sitting upright. Though Tali had come to Co Cuanacht from far away, she wove Éirin knots that could make a druid’s head spin, so my hopes weren’t high. Still, I persisted. Conan sniffed my knees aggressively before flopping on his side at my feet, his stubby legs sticking straight out.

      I withdrew a soaked reed from my pot and began to weave it round the spokes, but really, my attention was not even half on the basket. It was on my sister.

      She was humming to my nephew, a tune I was absolutely certain I’d never heard before. Yet, something about the melody tugged at me. Something that lived not in my mind but in my bones, like an ancestor’s long-forgotten memory.

      It was far from the first time that particular sensation had gripped me. For as long as I could remember, it had haunted me. Not a person but a place. I couldn’t tell you the name of it, nor where it was located, only that it was. It was no place I knew in my waking life, a world of towering glass spires and endless twilight.

      When I slept, I saw things and walked paths forgotten each time I woke. Still, these things left an impression upon my very soul. My life was full in that place; I had family, an education, purpose, and a tall, comforting lover … though recollecting his face proved impossible.

      For years, that place and all the beautiful things in it had been little more than a pleasant fantasy, a soothing dream to have after a long day. But lately, when I woke, I felt that loss keenly. Times I found myself daydreaming almost as much as Eytine, consumed in trying to recall those un-memories.

      But the details remained just out of reach, and so I gave up and forgot again, until another dream came for me.

      That tune…

      I stared at Eytine’s back for a few seconds, but she remained completely oblivious to me.

      “What’s that you’re singing?”

      She jumped as if I’d pinched her, turning scarlet. “Oh. Oh, I don’t know. Something I made up.”

      She was lying. Things had not changed so much that I couldn’t tell when my own sister lied to me. Was she having the same dreams? Were they the thing pulling her away from me? I continued to stare.

      This time, she could not ignore me. “What, Mave?”

      I noted that she didn’t call me my Mave as usual. “I worry about you, that’s all.”

      She brushed a lock of fiery hair over her ear and smiled softly, first at me, then down at the baby. “You need not worry about me. There’s nothing at all to worry about.”

      Regardless, she worried me. Deeply.

      There was an awkward pause. “So, how was it?” I asked at length.

      “What?”

      “Your first hunt since the birth. Feeling tired?”

      Eytine laughed. “The opposite. I’ve never felt so wonderful.”

      Her voice was light and airy. Another daydream was coming on.

      “You’ve changed, you know,” I said stiffly.

      “We’re supposed to, my Mave.”

      “I mean really changed.”

      “How’s that?” she challenged.

      A challenge I met flatly: “For a start, you used to be terrified of the forest.”

      I needn’t say anything more; we both knew why she was afraid of the forest, and we both knew her sudden easiness there was bizarre. She turned away from me. “Well, I … I suppose I feel differently now. This”—she gestured to the baby—“put a great many things into perspective.”

      “It doesn’t have anything to do with his druid father?” Then, against my better judgment, I added, “If he truly be a druid at all.”

      “You’re pestering me.”

      I fell silent. Yes, I was pestering her. But since the father was no one in our village, and with the Aquilan troops stalking the borderlands, my concern was well-founded. We’d all heard tales of those monsters helping themselves to Éirin women, and Eytine’s pregnancy had come around the same time the Emperor reestablished active armed troops in Westminia.

      Had something terrible happened? Was she ashamed? She should know she could tell me anything.

      Secrets again.

      Eytine struggled to fill the silence. In the end, she simply said, “Right. What cannot be heard, and disappears when you say its name?”

      I didn’t answer aloud, but I snorted. Silence—the what was silence itself.

      Gwynedd’s muttering stopped abruptly. Within the big house, beams were driven into the ground about five feet from the outer walls, following their curve. Between these beams was strung hemp rope, and from the rope hung curtains, creating small alcoves for privacy, sleeping, and most important of all, spellwork.

      A tartan wool blanket concealing one of these alcoves was pushed back, and Gwynedd emerged dressed in nothing but loose green trousers. He was approaching his later fifties, only a few years older than our parents would be, his jaw-length blond hair thinning on top. A long nose and slender chin anchored his face. Prolonged practice of the druidic arts had caused a small rack of antlers to grow from the crown of his head, and the tips of his ears were slightly pointed and bent flat. His hooded brown eyes held far more than fifty years worth of knowledge—the history of our clan and everything we knew about the world beyond Co Cuanacht came from him.

      Though he was a distant cousin of our parents, I knew him not as uncle or cousin, nor even chief. Simply Gwynedd.

      He bore strange scars on his chest, two horizontal lines under either nipple. From battle, an accident, ritualistic scarring? I had no idea. He’d raised me and Eytine, but beyond his life with us, we knew very little of his history.

      With a sigh, the druid-chief grabbed a robe and pulled it over his head, obscuring the mysterious scars. “There you are.” His voice was somehow pleasant despite its reediness, but he sounded worn from spellwork, like the weight of the world rested on his shoulders. “Was your hunt successful?”

      “We caught a fine doe for the ceremony.” Eytine spoke between gulps of water. “Mona said it could be prepared in time, anyway. And I reminded her to save its innards for you.”

      “Thank you.”

      Gwynedd sounded so troubled that I set my basket aside to focus solely on him. He lingered near Eytine until the baby finished feeding and she relinquished it to him. Not even this could cheer the old druid up, it seemed. He remained grim as he ran his fingers through the infant’s sparse hair.

      As Eytine sat next to me, we exchanged a glance, but we were silent, simply waiting for him to speak.

      “The Aquilans have taken Co Tirconnell,” he finally said, “and they’re moving south.”

      Cold dread sank into my torso, spreading through my limbs. For over a thousand years, the clans of Éire had fought the Aquilans, and the empire had never gained any significant ground. Even their campaign in Westminia was a tenuous foothold—only successful because they’d driven out the Éirins and planted their own citizen farmers.

      “How?” Eytine stood abruptly, looking between me and Gwynedd. “How can that be? Especially in Co Tirconnell. The quilly dogs don’t know the forests like we do.”

      “They’ve adapted.” He did not elaborate, but he began to pace between the cradle and his antler-decorated throne. Whatever this adaptation was, it must be unspeakable.

      “Why now? Why have they ‘adapted’ now, when we’ve been going to war for a thousand years?”

      “You may remember a new emperor was appointed, a few years ago. Agorix Westerus, he’s called. It’s his campaign.” Gwynedd sighed. “You can ask why and how all you want, Eytine, but Tirconnell is lost to us. Odhran mac Fénnid was killed, the able men captured. With no king to lead them, they’ve been conscripted into the Aquilan legion.” His gaze darkened. “A few weeks ago, High King Alasdair asked King Manan to send scouts to northern Sallach.”

      I had never met King Manan, the high chief of Tuath Stag Gréine, nor High King Alasdair, Éire’s most powerful chief, under whose banner the rest united. Uniting the clans of Éire, the stories said, had not been an easy task, but it was because of that union we’d remained unbreakable for so long.

      “Two of those scouts were from our village,” Gwynedd continued. “The scouting party formed several smaller parties beyond the borderlands, tracking the Aquilans’ movements.”

      I frowned. “You didn’t ask us to go?”

      “Eytine just gave birth,” he reminded me sharply; then, softer, “And I can’t risk losing either one of you.”

      “And the scouts?” Eytine pressed.

      “They were out there for the better part of a week. The Aquilans have shown no signs of halting their journey south. They’ll soon march on Co Cuanacht.”

      And Fraochgleann would be the first village they reached.

      “But we know ahead of time,” Eytine said. “King Manan can send us more clanspeople, the southern kings can do the same. We’ll be prepared. When will they arrive?”

      “I’ve convened with the stars. The end of the week, they say.”

      I hoped the stars weren’t mistaken, if only because their insight gave us the upper hand. “Then we have time to send riders out,” I said. “We’ll collect support from everyone. The fianna, the high king’s Gallowglass? Lady Beneath, even clans we’re not fond of will join us against Aquilans, surely?”

      Gwynedd clenched his jaw. “I leave the task to you, Eytine. I will assemble the other druids of the realm within the astral plane. Our magic combined will protect this land.”

      Eytine’s hands were cool against my skin as she cupped my face and kissed me on the top of my head. Tenuous calm washed over me. “I must go at once.” She squeezed Gwynedd’s shoulder before lingering with her hands on the baby, gazing into his eyes for a breathless moment. “I will be back before the naming ceremony tomorrow.”

      “Wait.” I toed Conan aside and stood. “I won’t sit here if there’s some way I can keep our people safe. What should I do?”

      “Prepare for Bealtaine,” Gwynedd said, and handed me the infant. “It may be the last time you enjoy yourself for quite a while.”

      I ignored him, turning and racing out of the house after Eytine. “Wait!”

      Already, she was saddling her chestnut horse, but she turned to frown at me.

      “I won’t see you until the ceremony.” I shifted her son awkwardly in my arms. Holding him did not come naturally to me. “I was going to ask you—if his father is a druid, why can’t he attend? Can’t he turn into a seagull or something? He could be here in a matter of hours.”

      Eytine’s expression went blank. “I’ve not told him about the ceremony.”

      “Surely he must have known it would happen at some point.”

      “He’s not—” She rolled her bottom lip between her teeth. “He’s not familiar with the ways of our people.”

      “But druids are⁠—”

      “Mave.”

      I could not hide my disapproval or my concern. This was as close to a confession as she’d ever gotten. Still, whatever was going on, why wouldn’t she tell me?

      She sighed heavily. “I will—I will ask him. All right? Tonight. I promise.”

      If he was a druid studying in Prydain, I didn’t know how she’d contact him within such a short period of time. That thought only served to heighten my anxiety.

      “Now, I must go and collect riders.” She mounted her horse, already scanning the village for partners. Her expression gave away nothing, no matter how hard I searched.

      “Well,” I muttered at last, “whoever this mystery lover is … I’m glad you found him. At least one of us has produced heirs.”

      Eytine looked down at me then, her gaze laden with a peculiar and ancient sadness. “I assure you, Mave, that there is someone out there who loves you.” Her voice was the echo of someone forgotten. “The way stars love the moon, my rose, in their quiet and eternal yearning.”

      What an odd thing to say—yet something in my chest flew to meet those words. Something lighter than air. “How can you know that?”

      “Because—” She paused. “Because such a love is not an emotion. It is a force. It echoes through ages and leaves an impression on our bones. Calls to the soul. Our souls, too, Mave … they have known each other for a very, very long time.”

      I stared at her. “You’re sounding like a madwoman.”

      Still, her words resonated within my mind like the ringing of a bell. That strange lullaby fluttered within my chest, humming in my spine. The way stars love the moon, my rose, in their quiet and eternal yearning.

      Had I heard that before? Surely not, yet it seemed so familiar.

      In reply to me, Eytine simply smiled, leaned to kiss the baby’s forehead again, and spurred her horse onward.
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      As the sun began its descent, casting our valleys and hills and holy trees in gold, the earth of Fraochgleann sang with excitement. All throughout the village, the air trembled with joy and anticipation, but the hub of Bealtaine was our big house.

      The road to the big house was a feast of color and movement, paths flanked by torches and posts swathed in lilies and squill whose sleepy heads nodded in the breeze. On both sides, long tables groaned under the weight of roasted meat and overflowing cups. Kinsmen from smaller, neighboring villages had arrived dressed in vibrant costumes, antlers, and crowns of flowers. Children squealed with delight as they chased young animals through the crowd, while nearby, adults danced and drummed and howled their delight.

      The savory fragrances, the bright spectacles, the sounds of laughter—Bealtaine night was so beautiful, and so wonderfully familiar.

      The celebration carried on the same way every year, but knowing what came next didn’t make it any less enjoyable. When the new night waxed, dusk would transform the festival. Crescent lanterns suspended on poles would cast a soft glow over the village. Under the watchful eyes of the stars, fire dancers would emerge to lead the procession up the hill. In their wake came warriors on horseback, each bearing the banner of an Éirin clan. Next, dancers painted in vibrant white, red, blue, and green appeared, their primal screams accompanied by beating drums.

      At the night’s heart, actors playing the May Queen and the Green Man would rise to take their thrones. Ritual bonfires were lit on every hillside, until finally the last and largest bonfire at the top outshone them all, touching the heavens. Cattle were run through rowan flames to bless their hides for the coming year. And finally, when the children had gone to bed and the moon reached its zenith, the people of Fraochgleann would join together under the starry sky in a drunken orgy that would last until the first rays of sunlight touched the valley.

      Bealtaine was not just a festival; it was a tradition of freedom and life, a night where all cares were forgotten and our hearts spoke true. A night sacred to my people—and all around me, the tension and happiness were tangible.

      None of them knew what was coming for us.

      And all I could do was sit on a log at the edge of the festivities, sneaking Conan scraps of ham to convince people I was eating. Costumed beasts and faeries danced and played by my fire but, as if they sensed the black cloud hanging above my head, avoided engaging me in conversation.

      As if I could carry a conversation. With growing fear and irritation, I watched the village gates for Eytine. Bealtaine was an all-day celebration, but we could hardly start the naming ceremony without the only person who knew the baby’s name. The role of the May Queen, too, was usually filled by her.

      If I had to paint myself white and yellow and take her place, I’d kill her.

      Perhaps she was taking so long because she’d gone to see the baby’s father, whoever he was. Perhaps they were coming back now, eager to see their son. Perhaps all would be well, and tonight would be good, and in the next weeks, the Aquilans would be driven back.

      Perhaps.

      My stomach was a deep, dark pit.

      “Mave!”

      I turned to see Tali, the blacksmith Seamus’s wife, bearing a basket full of wildflowers. The basket was as large as her torso and near perfectly spherical; nevertheless, when she set it at my feet, it somehow remained upright. Conan raised his head and unceremoniously bit down on a cowslip.

      “All right, Tali.” I tried for a bright smile, but it must have been awful, for she frowned at me.

      “Why so glum? Look what I’ve brought you!”

      I nodded my approval at the basket. “I like it. Sorry, I’ve not finished mine yet.”

      “I thought that might be the case.” She sat down next to me, brushing her long black hair over one shoulder. “You needn’t worry too much, Mave. I know you’re the competitive sort, but it’s just a little game. Would you like help with it?”

      I said nothing.

      “I’m sure you’ve been busy, anyway. After all, you’re an auntie now.”

      I glanced at her before refocusing on the basket. It was easier than to look her in the eyes. If I couldn’t even muster one smile, how could I hide my sorrow and fear? The Aquilan Empire, coming here … Co Tirconnell, fallen … after a century or more of deadlock.

      It was the stuff of nightmares. The stuff of epic poems and cautionary tales about monsters and tyrants and heroes. This far west, with the forests protecting us, the quillies’ reach had always been flimsy. How could this be? How could it change in my lifetime, and why?

      Perhaps under normal circumstances, I would refuse to believe they were a true threat. But Gwynedd’s behavior told me all I needed to know.

      “Oh, Mave,” Tali said, scooting close enough that our thighs touched. Instead of my usual leather armor, I wore a dress today, wool of a soft lavender meant to complement Eytine’s golden May Queen gown. Still, the basket weaver’s warmth did little to comfort me. “Cheer up. Won’t you tell me what’s wrong?”

      “I hope Eytine arrives soon, that’s all.”

      Tali glanced toward the willow archway of Fraochgleann. “Where’s she gone? I noticed her and a few other warriors leave in a hurry yesterday.”

      “She—” I pursed my lips, considering my words. When did Gwynedd plan to tell them of the peril we faced? No doubt he wanted tonight to be carefree as always, a last hurrah before the troubles began. He’d urged me to enjoy myself. “She was sending riders out to other villages,” I finally admitted, “but I don’t know why.”

      Apparently, that was the wrong thing to say. As though I spread an infection to her, as though my terror was a miasma, darkness seeped into Tali’s eyes. Of course. Only a dire situation would send Eytine on a quest mere hours before the ceremonies.

      “Everything’s all right,” I promised, and pasted a bright grin onto my face.

      Too late. Even as she plucked a rose from her basket and carefully plaited it behind my ear, Tali seemed on edge. “I see. Well, whatever the problem is, I know Eytine will be here. She wouldn’t miss this day.”

      As Tali’s nimble fingers wove through my bright auburn hair, the tension drained from my body, and I closed my eyes, envisioning all the trepidation as a toxic red liquid that dripped from my toes and soaked into the strong earth. Upon opening my eyes, I realized I was smiling.

      “I’m sorry.” Awkwardly, I played with the ties on the bodice of my dress. “For being so broody, I mean. That was embarrassing.”

      “Don’t be embarrassed, darling. We all get glum sometimes, especially when there’s a little one to look after. Besides, it’s not as if you’re known for having the sun shining out your rear end.” Tali kissed my cheek, then drew back, gripped my hand, and shook me. “Now, come! Enough of this.” She swatted at Conan’s rump. “This beast would have you believe he’s a little king, the way he’s got you chained to this spot, hand-feeding him. Spring is the time young people should be dancing and chasing each other around,” she added with a wink.

      I wasn’t so sure about that last part—the first, awkward time I’d partaken in the orgy under the stars had been the last—but she was right. No matter what happened, there was no use in wallowing. I was a hunter. A warrior. A protector. For the good of Fraochgleann and Tuath Stag Gréine, I must keep my head above water.

      As Tali left to spread her flowers around the village, I stood, shooing Conan off with a light shove to the side. Alone in front of the small fire, I raised a hand to the rose behind my ear.

      The way stars love the moon, my rose.

      Those words made my soul ripple like water—a bizarre feeling, considering they had been spoken by my sister. Yet, they didn’t feel like her words at all. Who had said that? I should know him.

      Him?

      Who?

      That tune…

      I turned from the fire to rub my eyes, chasing away the shadowy flames that lingered behind my lids. When I opened them, a flash of soft, ethereal green caught my attention. Fluttering by me at a leisurely pace was a moon moth, the edges of its crescent-shaped wings silver in the soft evening light.

      How strange.  Moon moths were rare enough that you remembered when you saw one, but this was the second in as many days. I watched as it flitted away from the bonfire, deeper into the village, taking a shortcut toward Geatacoill.

      The urge to follow it was so sudden and strong that it almost hurt. I took a step forward.

      “Even children know not to follow pretty things into the forest,” Gwynedd said behind me.

      I jumped, facing him. He had emerged from the big house, dressed in his ceremonial garb: robes adorned with moss, an ionar made of rabbit fur, and a leafy headdress topped with stag antlers that dwarfed his own, natural ones. My infant nephew sat in his arms, dressed in white and watching me with keen interest. Though the babe could not yet speak, it was already obvious that he was too clever for his own good.

      “Since the Shift,” Gwynedd said, “ghosts and faeries and creatures of their ilk are as much a part of this landscape as humans are.” He showed me a lopsided smirk that made his face far handsomer than it was before. “So no venturing into the woods. You know this.”

      Ah, the Shift. For decades, Gwynedd had educated all Fraochgleann’s children, so I knew of the Shift, but it was of no concern to me.

      As the story went, thousands of years ago, a primordial cataclysm had torn reality asunder. The veil between worlds had been ripped away, bringing into existence not only magic itself but all magical creatures. It had happened so long ago that it was no doubt a legend rather than an actual event. After all, what exactly was a magical creature? We were all magical creatures. Magic made up our world, held it together. A world without it was inconceivable.

      There were supposedly remnants of the Old People and their Dead World if one knew where to look, but I’d rarely seen evidence.

      Gwynedd believed in the Shift, though, and he was the wisest man in our village. So I humored him. “I wasn’t going to follow it into the forest. That would be stupid.”

      Still, I looked away as I said it.

      The druid-chief had already moved on, gazing westward. “The sun is beginning to set. Eytine will be here soon.”

      I didn’t bother to ask how he knew. He’d surely say the stars told him, and that answer became bothersome when you heard it all your life.

      “And you will finally have a name,” he told the baby, bouncing him gently.

      “Eytine said she might convince his father to come to the ceremony.” I was simply wanting for something to say, standing there before him like a child in my lavender dress and bare feet.

      Curiously, he frowned. “That seems unlikely.”

      “Why?”

      No response. He simply glanced at the woods.

      Before I could interpret that meaningful gaze, a subconscious sensation alerted me. Gooseflesh raised on my arms, the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Map of Éire
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Content Warnings
      


      		
        Pronunciation Guide
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Content Warnings


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/daughterofthemoon-title-page.jpg
PART OF THE SHIFTED WORLD UNIVERSE

ISLA ELRICK

3@

S g

Wi

/

Sy g
“"NIOON_

GUARDIANS OF THE FAE GATE
BOOK 1





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg
,,'3.(.'0

It

A





OEBPS/images/eire-revamped.jpg







OEBPS/images/daughterofthemoon_cover_1.jpg
45
) RT OF THE SHIFT ORLD

S ISLASELRICKY

¢ .
rd X\ < X
S SR A \,}

&

/ L

b

\TG/UARDIANS OF THE FAE GATE
K ¥ SE MR BogK 1 :

P A






