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Elven, Character, and Irish Words Used in the Storyline
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Adar – Father (Formal)

Adara – Mother (Formal)

Adda – Dad/Daddy (Term of endearment)

Amil – Mom/Mama (Term of endearment)

An Anotais – An Bhanrion’s Sword of Unification

An Bhanrion - The Queen (High Queen)

Aran – King

Arancrist – The King’s Sword of Truth

Bore Da – Good Morning/Day

Colum Cille - Saint Columba of Iona

Cill Dara – Kildare (In Irish, the letter C is always pronounced like a K.)

Galadcrist – The Lord’s Sword of Light

H.A.G.S. – “Heroes are Actually Girl Soldiers,” Menta Kai and Fiona’s “Warrior  Sorority,” who bear the Celtic scrollwork tattoo on their face and chest.

Melda – beloved

Melin er – dear one

Mellon - close friend

Mera – Great Elf Horses

Nin mel – my love

Tar (name) – Queen (name)
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Chapter 1: The Song
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Borderlands Ranger Captain Alenia Yaleria-Clark struggled against the wind and blowing snow in the mountain pass they had finally reached. She pointed to the cairns of stone on either side of the trail they had been following and turned to her father and mother, Connor and Iolena Clark. She had to yell to be heard over the howling of the wind.

“Adda, Amil, this is as far as Keturah, and I can go. This is the northern border of the Aerielands. What lies beyond is an uninhabited region, as far as we know. Are you sure there is a portal up here?”

Connor Clark peered ahead through the blowing snow. “From what Padraigh told us, and what we were able to find from the maps in your Uncle Tlannatar’s library, this is the way we are supposed to go.”

“I’ll tell you again, Adda, I really don’t like this.” She pointed to the trail beyond the cairns. “You are beyond our ability to rescue you after this. Alatar says that the Great Eagles cannot fly over these mountains because of the Ice Dragons.” She turned and looked at Fiona, her youngest sister. “And that means, White Owl, that you and Zar and Zara cannot fly here either. You understand that don’t you, Melin er?”

Fiona nodded and put on a determined smile. “We know, big sister. We’ll be fine once we find that portal and head into Eldaria.” She hugged Alenia. “Thank you for worrying about us though.”

“I wish that you could have gone the other way, through the portal in the Juncture,” Alenia commented. Her other sister, Menta Kai, shook her head.

“It’s still sealed. Maybe Padraigh will unseal it by the time we can return, but for now, this is our only option.” She smiled grimly at Alenia. “You read the prophecy with us, you know that we have to find Richard Skystormer to complete the prophecy in the land of the Eldarin.”

Their mother, Iolena Clark, put her gloved hand on Alenia’s shoulder. “In the name of the Great Lion, my love.”

Alenia smiled at her mother’s reminder. “I know, we are family, we are undefeatable.”

All five of them joined in the last line of their family battle cry, “In the name of the Great Lion!” 

Alenia, and Keturah Leeper, the Ranger helping her to guide her parent's party, hugged her parents and sisters and then watched as they crossed the border and disappeared into the snow beyond.

“Beyond the mountains, there is a land where the Eldarin live. It is a place that lies between our homeland of the Aerielands and the eternity of the Great North. It is the land where the Arancrist, the Sword of Truth was forged long ago in a time forgotten. It is the land where the Skystormers, the Seekers of Truth, shall be the rulers. Only the Truthseeker, the Truthbearer, and the Guardians can wield the Arancrist, and it is from the Skystormers that the Truthbearer shall receive the Great Sword. Guard it well, for the Deep Magic is forged into the very blade, and its power far beyond that of a mere weapon. The Sword of the Spirit, which is the very Word of God, shall never be used in anger or revenge, for it cannot brook the presence of evil or falsehood. Truthbearer, use it wisely and bear it well. It is one of the Great Swords of Power; the Arancrist, the Sword of Truth, Galadcrist, the Sword of Light, and An Anotais, the Sword of Eryu the Magnificent, the Great Sword of Unification, which can only be wielded by the true heir of Eryu.

Seek wisdom in the land of the Eldarin, for it shall serve the believer well. Without the wisdom of the Eldarin, without the Truth of the Sword, without the comradeship of the Skystormers, without the courage of the White Owl, without the grace that comes from knowledge and wisdom, nothing that is promised shall ever come to pass. With the Skystormers, seek wisdom from the elders of the Eldarin, the most ancient of an ancient race. Seek to know and understand from them, the words of the Vardarianna. You shall know the Truth, and the Truth shall set you free. You shall speak the Truth, and the Truth shall set all races free. You shall live the Truth, and the Truth shall be your life.

From the ancient race of the Elves, shall rise a Queen. She shall know love, and she shall know hate. She shall know the joy, and she shall know anger. She will be one of great beauty, fair of hair and face, beautiful in appearance. She will know the agony of slavery, the tedium of servitude, and the thrill of victory. Her soul will know darkness and darkness will lead her to the Light, through the Word of Truth. From birth, she will be a seeker and an adventurer, and through her life a wanderer until she finds a home and the love of a family.

From the ancient race of Elves shall rise another Queen, a woman of tremendous beauty, unequaled in the entire Nine Worlds in beauty of body and beauty of spirit and powerful in the Deep Magic. She shall know great sadness, and she shall know rejection. In time, she shall know the Truth and true and deep love when she lays her green eyes upon the Truthbearer. She shall be his Guardian for as long as they both shall live, and she shall become his wife and the mother of their four daughters; the first born of her, who shall refuse to wear the crown.  The second born to him and brought to our land by the rising Queen, and who shall wear the crown of the lands on both sides of the Bridge Across the Stars.

The third, the daughter to whom they give a home and a family, whose destiny shall be to become the greatest She-Elf in the history of the Nine Worlds, the Great High Queen of All the Elves in the Nine Worlds. Together with her sister, the White Owl, and their daughters, their power, their Majesty, their grace and their Deep Magic shall shake the foundations of the worlds of elves, and shall bring them all together in peace. Her mother and father shall be taken from her at an early age, and she shall wander through the Elven worlds, in search of the Truth, until she finds the Elven Queen with the green eyes and hair the color of the Raven.

The fourth daughter shall be their own, the child of their hearts, born in the future, raised in the past in Eryu’s ancient land, and united with them in their present. She shall be, like her mother, a woman of incredible beauty and powerful Deep Magic, with hair the color of the Raven, and eyes like smoky emeralds. She is the White Owl, the very symbol of the Great High Queen, the immortal Guardian of the Great High Queen and the High Princess, and who shall, with her daughter, bear the Eagle Crown of Eryu. Her faith in Creator will have no equal in the Land of Elves, and her prayers and supplications shall rise like incense to the very throne of Heaven. She will be spirited from her mother’s breast for the sake of her life. She shall be raised instead by one of the greatest women of God under Creator’s heaven in the green land of legend, from whence came the first Great High Queen, to return in time to the family and sister who will love her forever.

Comes the Truthbearer, from the world of man, a son of the first man. He shall know and experience great persecution and great loss. He shall be betrayed by family and friend, and yet the Great Truth shall give him great faith and in great faith. His life shall be spared for the calling that Creator has placed upon his life; to be the husband of the green-eyed elf Queen. To become a father to the fatherless child who shall grow to be the Great High Queen. To be a father to the White Owl, the Guardian of the High Queen and the High Princess, and to be the Truthbearer, the one who shall carry the Truth of Creator and the Great Lion to the Nine Worlds. The eagles shall listen to his words and fly as Guardians for his family, and his weapons shall be the great sword and fire.

King Lochlain Wynfarin looked into the brown eyes of his wife, Shannon Wynfarin-Clark. “If you wish, Shannon, all you need do is ask, and I will commute your sentence. My wish is to have you beside me again in Gewellyn City.” The king was preparing to return to Gewellyn after the wedding of their daughter, Lady Talia Wynfarin-Nichanova, the last part of the name coming from her new husband, Taeral Nichanova.

Shannon smiled at Lochlain. “Have you forgiven me yet, my love?” Shannon had, under the influence of Zandoran, the Dark Druid, committed an egregious betrayal of her husband, the King of Gewellyn. She had been sentenced through a plea bargain arranged by her father, Connor Clark, to a year of exile, and suspension from her job as the High Sheriff of the Realm of Gewellyn.

Lochlain smiled. “In my heart, yes, I have forgiven you, but in my mind there linger fears.”

If the statement disappointed his wife, she didn’t show it. “Lochlain, I love you to the stars and back, but until your heart and your mind are in agreement, it is best that the sentence is carried out. Besides,” she added, “I still need to learn how to forgive myself.”

“Then I shall be counting the days until I can see you again, my love.” The King marveled at her determination to do the right thing. “Shannon, the last four weeks since you were sentenced I have seen an incredible change in you. I talked to the girls before the wedding, and Talia told me about your apology to her and to Joy. For you to change so much that your oldest daughter accepted your apology is a miracle. There is no other word for it than that.”

Shannon inhaled deeply, and then released the breath. “I cannot take any of the credit for it, Lochlain. My stepmother, scratch that, my mother Iolena, and my sisters, and that little imp that has become Menta Kai and Fiona’s constant companion, their daughter, have shown me what is really important. Talia, and her new husband, Taeral, Joy, and you, you are my life. When my exile is completed, and when I am done helping my family here in the Aerielands, if you will have me, it will be my honor to sit by your side as the Queen of Gewellyn.”

“What about your job, the High Sheriff?” Her husband and King searched her face for the response.

“That, Lochlain, was the old Shannon. I am not that woman anymore. My identity does not rest on a seven-point shield on my chest.” She laid her hand on her husband’s chest. “Who I am now is right here, in the hearts of the man and daughters that I love more than life itself.” She looked at him and smiled. “If Karsh occasionally needs a consult from a trained investigator, maybe I’ll consider it on that very limited basis. But Joe Spotted Eagle is extremely good at what he does, and I doubt that they would ever need to call on me while he is there.”

“Well, that’s the rub.” Lochlain shook his head. “He’s not there anymore.” 

Shannon tried to read her husband’s expression, and then realized what he had said. “Karsh?”

Lochlain nodded. “Evidently, Arianna was right.” Arianna Windmera was the Sheriff’s Horsemaster and a deputy sheriff serving the area of Gewellyn where she had grown up the Southern Wildlands. “It appears that the acting Sheriff does have issues with people with round ears.” He used one of the Elven metaphors for Terrans. “That and the fact that he seems to want to spend time with Lady Celantine.”

“What are you going to do?” She was genuinely concerned, because Joe was a close friend from back when they were both police officers on First Earth, and because she had put three years into building the department into a strong law enforcement agency, the first of its kind in the Realm of Gewellyn.

“It’s up to Joe right now.” Lochlain sighed. “I offered him a position as chief investigator for the King’s Barrister, and he’s considering it. But he went off on some sort of a ‘vision quest,' I think he called it, before he gives me his decision.”

“That sounds like Joe.” Shannon smiled. “Tell him that if he needs to talk to me, I can meet him at Ilion Ford or on the Bridge. We’ve discovered that I have magical giftings after all, just like Talia and now, even Joy. I can open the portal for him to come through.”

Lochlain brightened, “I heard that. I have quite the family of heroes, as I understand it. Especially Joy. That was pretty amazing what she did to protect Lona, Gwynlyn, and Lady Celantine. And your older daughter has established a tremendous reputation for her healing gifts throughout all of Gewellyn.”

“Our daughter, Lochlain. You are her father, and I’m very proud to be her mother. She is our daughter. From what Dad and Lord Thallan have been able to figure out, we have my late grandmother, Tonya Bergeran, the Empress Titania, to thank for our magical giftings. She evidently took it from her relationship with the Emperor before he walked on. If it does skip a generation, my mama, Claire, was the one it skipped, not me.” She smiled generously at her husband. “I can’t go back with you, not yet. But if you would like me to ride with you, and you’re willing to take a little detour, I can go as far as Ilion Ford.”

“I would love that, Shannon,” the king replied. “As I said, in my heart I forgive you. I guess I just need a little more time for the mind part. Where are we detouring to?”

“A little inn in the Westlands called the Golden Swan.” Shannon smiled. “Alenia and I promised our little sisters that we would take care of their little girl, and Leni is leading them through the mountains right now, so I figured I would make the first visit.”

“You really have changed. I’m proud of you, Shannon Wynfarin-Clark.”

She beamed. “Wynfarin, Your Highness. My name is Shannon Wynfarin, Queen of Gewellyn.” It was Lochlain’s turn to beam. “And acting Queen of the Aerielands.” He bent over and kissed her cheek. “We can talk along the way. Let’s saddle up and go visit our niece.”

“There shall come a time of great testing and trial in all of the Nine Worlds, as the powers of darkness rise and attempt to take control of each world in its own way. A Dark Lord shall rise and declare war against the Truth, against the Trinity, the Creator and the Great Lion, in each of the worlds as He is known, against the Truthbearer, the Truthseeker, and the Great High Queen of All the Elves. In this time our beloved Aerielands and the Terran Land of Eryu shall become the refuge for the faithful, and the preservers and protectors of the Truth. For this to happen, anything and everything that is foul, unrighteous and evil must be purged from those lands, the ways of man must be abandoned, and the way of the Truth embraced. From the Aerielands shall come the Great High Queen and her High Princess. From Eryu’s Land shall come their Guardian, the White Owl,  and her daughter, the Great Warrior, descended from the first Great High Queen and from the ancestors of the Truthbearer, a Queen and Princess unto their own right. The Singer has sung of a vision of Eryu’s Land being covered with embers, which shall need only the wind of the Holy Spirit to fan them into flame, a flame that the heirs of Eryu shall light afresh.

In the land of the Truthbearer, the Truth shall be rejected, ridiculed, and cast aside in favor of pleasure, decadence, and corruption. The darkness shall hide in the pleasures of men and the ones appointed to rule shall be lovers of self, caring not for those who chose them to lead. The Truthbearer shall, at a great price, speak the truth to his world. There are some who will listen and some who will believe, but they will be mocked, and they will be scorned, and they will be sacrificed. Creator will send his ancient servant to open the portal from the Terran world to the world of elves. That Journey shall set into motion all of the things written in The Song. That which is evil, that which pursues the Truthbearer and his Journey, shall strive and seek to stop the Truth, but the evil shall be defeated. From that Journey will form a Trinity and from that Trinity will forge a Family and from that Family shall the Truth be proclaimed throughout the Nine Worlds. Their Family shall be First, and First Always. It shall become the watchwords of their Journey, and “In the name of the Great Lion” the family of the Truthbearer shall go forward.

Let him who has eyes to see and ears to hear and the ability to understand, follow the Truth of Creator, for in the Truth there is freedom, and in freedom, there is life eternal.

Their struggle across the mountain pass had been real, and they felt blessed to have not encountered any rock trolls or ice dragons, so far. Connor dismounted Traveler, at which his wife and daughters climbed off their horses as well. Iolena, who usually rode behind her husband on Traveler, was riding her own horse, Rica, because the narrowness of the trail wouldn’t allow for them to lead the second horse. He looked at the disturbance in his field of vision, ahead of them. “That should be our portal. I don’t know what lies on the other side of it, but every one of us has a say in this. Do we go forward, or do we go back to the Aerielands?”

“Connor, Nin Mel, (the Elven words for “My Love”) where you go, I go. Even if I were not your Guardian, and I am, I would go with you, my husband, to the very gates of hell. Forward.”

“Adda, where you go, where our mother goes, I am bound to go also. From this point, I leave behind the Great High Queen, and I am your Guardian. I love you both, and I am with you forever. Forward.”

Fiona looked from her parents to her sister. “You are my family. You are my life and my love. I am nothing without you, Da, Mum, and Menta Kai. As Kailee knows, I have prayed for a family that loves me, and my prayers have been answered. I have you, my parents, and my sister, and my sisters and the little girl elf that we left behind us. For you and for them, I too would go to the very gates of hell. Forward.”

“Then it’s decided.” Connor waved his arm across the sky, and the disturbance turned into a portal. Iolena flexed her fingers at it, and the portal opened, and the Family of the Truthbearer got back on their horses and rode through.
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Chapter 2: Skystormer  
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Lord Richard Skystormer, the High Ruler of the Kingdom of Drohana, sat up suddenly in his bed. His wife, Kitlaen, woke and turned to look at her husband.

“What is it Richard, what’s the matter?”

“There’s been a disturbance in the mountains. The ancient portal has been opened.” He looked at her. “Kitlaen, that can only mean one of two things.”

“Richard, the only thing on the other side of that portal is the mythical world of the elves, the Aerielands.” Concern showed on Kitlaen Skystormer’s beautiful features.

“After what we saw when we took the Great Sword to the Juncture, the Truthbearer was accompanied by two elves. I’m not sure that it’s a myth anymore.” Kitlaen thought back to the day, several years ago, when they had taken the Arancrist, the Great Sword of Truth to a new wielder, one known as the Truthbearer.

“Two very beautiful elves, as I recall. One was his wife, and the other his daughter.” She sat up and swung her feet off the bed. “And I believe the daughter was also a Kestrel, like your sister.” Richard nodded. “All that Father Padraigh told us was that the Truthbearer had need of the Arancrist to complete his quest, to take the Truth to the Nine Worlds, including ours. Kitlaen, I believe that time has come, that the disturbance in the portal that woke me was the Truthbearer coming to Eldaria.”

“What if it is something else, the rock trolls or the ice dragons damaging the portal?” Her face darkened. “Or the Foul Lord has returned.”

“I am hopeful, and I do not believe that the Foul One could come through the land of the elves, but there is that stretch of uninhabited mountains between the portal and the rock cairns. That is why we must ride.” He got up from the bed and reached for his clothing. “Have someone wake Alastronia. I will make sure that the horses are ready.”

The door swung open, revealing a tall blonde woman wearing dark brown riding breeches and leather armor, her long hair braided and wrapped in a bun on the back of her head. She could have passed for beautiful, but there was an aggressive harshness to her countenance that simply made her look formidable. “I am up already, brother. And the horses are ready. I have food for us to eat along the way as well.” Alastronia Skystormer, Lord Richard’s younger sister and Kestrel, his royal guardian, held out two steaming mugs. “Drink your coffee, brother, and Kitlaen, and we shall ride.”

Kitlaen Skystormer continued pulling on clothing, and cast a harsh look at her sister-in-law, seemingly without effect. “Alastronia, I wish that you would learn to knock and be bid to enter before you come into our chambers.”

“Why, sister-in-law? You have nothing to see that I didn’t see when I dressed myself this morning, and I grew up with your husband.”

“Because, Ali, we are a married couple and this is our private space.” This was an ongoing disagreement between the Kestrel and Richard’s wife that continued unabated despite almost 20 years of marriage. Alastronia, as Kestrel and Lordess of Drohana, claimed unrestricted access to every part of the castle, including her brother’s bedchamber.

“Enough, you two!” Richard took the cups of coffee and passed one to his wife. “Ali we’ve had this discussion before. You could at least knock.”

“I’ll take it under advisement, brother.” She turned on her heel and went back down the hallway, leaving the door hanging open. Watching her leave, Richard shook his head. “If it is the Truthbearer and his wife and Kestrel, this is going to be one interesting meeting. I can’t wait to see how his guardian and ours interact.” 

Kitlaen sipped her coffee, and smiled at her husband. “You know I love your sister, and I especially love her devotion to you and to us as our protector, but maybe the Truthbearer’s Guardian will knock her down a few notches.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of.” Richard rolled his eyes. “That could be a very painful process, for both of them.” He downed the last of his coffee. “Bring warm clothing, my dear. It will probably be cold up in the mountains. I will meet you out front in a few minutes.” Richard headed down the hallway, shutting the door behind him as he left the bedchamber.

Kitlaen pursed her lips as her husband left. She had spoken truth, that she did love Alastronia, but the other woman’s aloof and aggressive temperament often strained the relationship. She had no doubt that her sister-in-law loved Richard, but she often wondered if her feelings toward Kitlaen herself were out of duty, rather than actual affection. She pulled on the vest that completed her leather armor and then retrieved one of the hooded stoles from her dresser that marked her as the Jai Pastora, the spiritual leader of Drohana. Remembering that the Truthbearer and his wife and Guardian had all been wearing green, she chose a stole that was close to the color she had seen in the Juncture that time in hopes of creating a favorable impression if they actually did encounter the Truthbearer. She kissed the garment before placing it behind her neck, said a brief prayer of consecration to Lordabove, and followed her husband to the ground level of the castle.

Unfortunately, passing through the portal did not change the weather significantly, only the direction of the wind and its intensity. Connor pulled out his compass and tried to make sense of the direction since they were now in Eldaria. He shrugged and placed the instrument back in his pocket. Iolena came up next to him on Rica and tried to put a positive light on their situation.

“At least the trail has gotten wider, and we seem to be going downhill, Nin Mel. I can ride with you if you’d like. It might keep both of us warmer.”

Connor smiled at his wife, parted the hood of her cloak, and kissed her on the nose. “As much as I would love that dear, I think for now, until we get out of these high mountains, it would be safer if you stayed on Rica. When this trail starts to level out, and hopefully it gets a little warmer, then we can ride together again.”

Menta Kai urged Tobolt up alongside Traveler. “Adda, somebody is watching us.” She Mind-spoke to her father and mother. “To the left of the trail, up about forty feet in those rocks.” Without moving his head perceptively, Connor looked in the direction she indicated just in time to see a face duck back under cover. “It’s obviously not an ice dragon, Adda. You want me to send Zara to check?” The bald eagle resting on her padded shoulder had been riding with her head tucked under her wing, as was her mate Zar, on Iolena’s shoulder, but both birds were now looking in the direction that Menta Kai had indicated. Connor mind-spoke to the eagles.

“It’s your call, Zara. If you feel it is too dangerous, then don’t try. I’m sure that whoever it is will eventually make themselves known, for good or for bad.”

“I will check, my Lord,” Zara mind-spoke in Elvin to all of them. She took off, and flew an exaggerated loop that took her behind the watcher, and then returned to Menta Kai’s shoulder.

“There is one Terran, he is probably a scout, carrying a bow and arrows and wearing light armor,” the eagle reported. “I could see no others in the vicinity.”

“Da, I could fly up behind him, shift back into elf form and keep him from reporting back to whomever,” Fiona offered. Premier among her great and growing magical giftings was her ability to shape-shift into the White Owl.

Connor shook his head, even before her mother could respond. “Sweetheart, I don’t think that’s a card we want you to play yet. I have a feeling that shape-shifters are not that common in Eldaria.” Connor signaled for his youngest daughter to come closer. Although they loved all four of their daughters equally, they were closest to Menta Kai and Fiona, who accompanied them on the quest of the Truthbearer, and Fiona even more so as the only child born of the marriage of Connor and Iolena.

“Are you wearing your wristlets?” Fiona nodded and allowed the edge of her “assassin’s bracelets” to show under the arms of her cloak.

“Kailee has a pair now, too,” Fiona told her father. “Berian was able to make Ian’s old pair fit Menta Kai while retaining all their functions.” Berian Brice was the oldest brother of Menta Kai and Fiona’s adopted daughter, Princess Lona, and was also Fiona’s fiancé. He served as an apprentice Horsemaster under their best friend, Arianna Windmera, at the stables of the Great Forest Castle. Although Fiona would have married him as soon as he asked, the young elf had determined to complete his apprenticeship before getting married. Iolena’s brother, King Tlannatar, had already offered Berian a permanent position as Horsemaster upon the completion of his apprenticeship. He was also very skilled in metalwork.

Fiona, while living in Ireland on First Earth, had been trained as an assassin with her brother by adoption, Ian McDonagh. Ian had died a hero during the battle with the Dark Lord, Declan Dhark, in Hevanok, another of the Nine Worlds, two years earlier, and had been buried with honors in Belfast thanks to the assistance of the cleric, Padraigh.

Connor looked at his daughters. “Once we get past the scout, I want you to use your wrist reels, get behind him, disable him and bring him back so that I can Confess him.” As soon as they were out of sight of the spotter, both women jumped off their horses and quickly ascended to where the scout was hiding. Almost as quickly, they brought the bound and struggling scout back, and stood him in front of their father.

Despite his hands being secured behind his back, the man bowed at the waist to Connor and Iolena.

“Lord Truthbearer?” He asked.

“I am, and who might you be, that you know of the Truthbearer?” Connor surveyed the soldier’s face looking for signs of deceit. One of his magical giftings as Truthbearer was the ability to discern truth from lie, either by simple observation or through the use of magic they called “Confessing,” because it compelled the subject to confess the truth to Connor, whether they wanted to or not. It could be very painful, depending on how uncooperative the “confessee” wanted to be. The only person that Connor had Confessed voluntarily was Fiona, who said that the experience was “not unpleasurable” for her. It was also how they found out that she was not Ian McDonagh’s wife, but his sister, which ultimately led to the discovery that she was Connor and Iolena’s natural daughter who would be born some 150 years in the future.

“My Lord,” the soldier replied. I am one of Lord Skystormer’s mountain troopers. We are the ice soldiers who monitor these mountains for His Lordship. I was sent to determine if you were or were not, indeed the Truthbearer, and if you were he, to guide you to Danedryl, the capital city.

“I see no falsehood in his face, unbind him.” Connor mind-spoke to his family. To the soldier, he asked, “How far are we from your capital?”

“Another day and a night, My Lord,” he replied. “But you will not have to wait that long to meet with Lord Richard. My Lordship, Lady Kitlaen, and the Kestrel rode from the castle shortly after you passed through the portal from...” he stopped. “My Ladies, may I ask you something?” Iolena nodded a surprised consent. “I don’t mean to sound disrespectful, but in our world, the Aerielands is considered by many to be a myth. Are your Ladyships by chance, elves?” Iolena smiled and nodded at her daughters, and the three of them pulled back the hoods of their cloaks to reveal their pointed ears.

“We are,” she replied. “And I can assure you that the Aerielands is no myth, for I am its Queen. I am Lady Iolena Clark of the Clan Yalerius, the ruling family of the Aerielands, and these are my daughters, Lady Menta Kai Lee and Lady Fiona Bridget. Menta Kai is the High Queen and her sister the Princess and High Guardian of the elves. Do you have a name, young man?”

The soldier smiled. “I am called Austin, Your Highness, and I am not as young as I may look to you. I am Eldarin, and our people live long and age more slowly than many races. I am approaching my 100th birthday. If I may ask your age, My Lady, again, not to be impolite, but to dispel the myths.”

Iolena smiled graciously. “Normally, Austin, it is not considered appropriate to inquire of a lady’s age, but if it helps to dispel any misinformation you may have heard, I am 2,757 years old, my older daughter is 676 and the younger, 180. I also have a daughter by my first husband who is 1043, and my husband has a daughter by his late wife who is only 44 years old.”

“Your husband is Terran, then?” Austin inquired.

“I was,” Connor replied. “I am now Eldarin, like you. If you’re interested, I am only 69 Terran years of age. I guess that makes me the baby of this group.”

“Do you have a horse, Austin?” Iolena asked. The soldier shook his head.

“No, Your Highness. We travel by foot or more often on sliders.” Seeing their curious looks, Austin described, “Long boards with pointed tips and the ends turned up. They are great in the snow. On a downhill run, a good slider pilot can actually outrun an ice dragon.” He smiled as he described the devices.

“In my world, we call those ‘skis,' Austin,” Connor replied. “I used to use them when I was a ranger. I am guessing by your smile, that you are considered a good slider pilot?”

“Oh, yes, my Lord. One of the best!” Austin’s chest puffed up. “I’ve actually outrun ice dragons, twice.”

“Well, hopefully, we won’t encounter any of those on horseback,” Iolena commented. “Austin, you may use my horse. Her name is Rica. I will ride with my husband.”

“Are you certain, my Lady?” Austin asked.

Before Iolena could answer, Menta Kai chimed in, “Don’t worry Austin. My mother will use any excuse she can find to ride with Adda, my father. My uncle says Rica has the easiest job in horsedom.” Her mother just smiled and jumped up behind Connor.

“Why can’t you send the Ice Dragons against the Truthbearer?” Declan Dhark glared at the Rebellian commander. “I told you to destroy them.”

“We cannot, my Lord,” the commander had a terrified look on his face. “It is not that we don’t wish to, it’s that the Ice Dragons will not fly against the Great High Queen. Her guardians, the eagles, and the White Owl are more powerful than our oldest Dragon. Word has come back to us of what happened in Clonifer, in the Realm of Gewellyn, when you attempted to send ravens and bats and drakes against the Truthbearer.”

Dhark took in the commander and shook his head. “That was different. They had the Great Eagles of the Aerielands, and the White Eagle on their side.”

“My Lord, this is the land of the White Eagle. This is where he lives. He is Lordabove! If he were to even appear while our dragons are attacking the White Owl, we would have no more Ice Dragons. I am not disobeying your command, my Lord. I am telling you that the Dragons will not fly against the Great High Queen.” He looked the Dark Lord in the eyes. “Do you not know who those two women are?”

“I know who they are, stupid!” Dhark glared at the other man. “I have fought the blonde Queen twice.”

“And what was the result, my Lord?” The commander already knew the answer. Dhark whirled and glared at him. “Both of those times she had help. She is beyond that help now. It is my chance to take the Aerielands before that imbecile Zandoran gets his Elven feet back in there.”

“As I recall, my Lord, Lord Zandoran saved you at Clonifer before the High Queen and the Truthbearer captured or killed you.”

“You are speaking very close to treason, Commander. Zandoran pulled me out of there before I had a chance to strike back.”

“My Lord, the prophecy says that those two women and their daughters... Their magic will shake the worlds. They are the most powerful elves who ever lived. They just don’t know it yet.” The Dark Lord glared and raised his outstretched hand toward the neck of his commander, raising the man several feet above the ground while strangling him.

“The only reason I don’t kill you is you can communicate with those dragons. Let this be a reminder to you, just who is the Dark Lord!” He released his magic, and the commander dropped to the floor. “If the dragons won’t fly against them, send in the rock trolls and back them up with your soldiers. That is an order!” He turned and left the room.

The commander spoke after him, “As you command.”

The visit to the Golden Swan had been short, but Lona had been overjoyed to see one of her mothers’ sisters again. The little girl talked a mile a minute, telling her aunt all the things she was doing that Amil Kailee and Amil Fi would like. After the little elf was finally settled in for the night, Shannon asked Gwynlyn when and why Lona started calling Fiona, “Amil,” the affectionate Elven word for Mother.

“Actually, Shannon, that was my idea,” Gwynlyn replied. “If you’ve been around the three of them as much as I have, in Lona’s mind there is no distinction between Kailee and Fiona. They might as well be one person. I always say that the two of them are joined at the hip, but it’s more than that. There is a bond between those two sisters like nothing I’ve ever seen before, and I have five children. The only relationship I’ve seen that’s that close is your parents. It’s different of course; theirs is romantic as well as empowering. But it is every bit as strong.” She looked across the table at Shannon. “If I may be so bold, Shannon? Your mother says we are family.”

“Of course, Gwynlyn. You are family. Your daughter is my niece, your son is going to be my brother-in-law. If Fiona is the ‘other mother’ in Lona’s life, then I am proud to consider you the ‘other mother’ in my own life.”

Gwynlyn smiled warmly. “At the wedding, I know the emphasis was on your daughter, Talia, and that is as it should be. But I watch everyone and everything, see how people are reacting. I think it comes with being an innkeeper. You worry about if they like their food, if the beds were comfortable, if the room was clean or if the temperature of the hot spring was right for them. You learn to tell by people’s expressions if they are happy, angry, contented, discontented, what have you. I know Menta Kai and Fiona are very close, I’ve known that for a while, but at the wedding, I saw you and Alenia starting to develop the same kind of bond. And before that, at your tribunal, and when you first approached your husband about reconciliation, she was the one who stood with you. She is the one you asked to go with you. Unless I miss my guess, and I’m a pretty good judge of Elven character, you and Tia Leni, as Lona calls her, are going to become every bit as tight as your younger sisters. I mean, the four of you love each other, but the two older ones and the two younger ones...” she paused, “there’s something there. Something very precious and you four sisters are very blessed.” Gwynlyn had been leaning forward as she said that and now sat back. She smiled at Shannon. “Look at me! You’d think I really was your Amil.”

Shannon placed her hand on Gwynlyn’s. “Gwynlyn, you may be a mother to me anytime. Thank you for what you said about Alenia and I. We have grown much closer, and while my mother and sisters are in Eldaria, we will be spending a lot of time together. My prayer is that it will be as you say.”

Lochlain and Cadel came back into the inn, after feeding the horses, since Berian was working at Tlannatar and Iolena’s castle.

“My Queen, could I interest you in a soak in the hot spring pool? Sir Cadel worked the heck out of me in the barn the last couple hours, and I think I need to get cleaned and get some of these muscles worked back out,” Lochlain grinned at Shannon.

“I don’t know, Your Highness.” She tried to keep a straight face, but her eyes danced with joy at her husband’s desire to be closer again. “You’re getting pretty flirtatious with the Queen who supposed to be in exile.”

“I told you, Nin Mel, all you have to do is ask me, and I will commute your sentence.” There was warmth in his smile that she hadn’t seen there in years, although much of that was her own fault for not looking.

“And I told you, my love, that it is best for both of us that I do this, also helping my family at this time.” She brightened, “Although, I’d be more than happy to join you in the hot spring pool.”

“Your Highness,” Gwynlyn addressed Lochlain. “I forgot to ask if you want one room or two.” Lochlain looked at Shannon and raised his eyebrows.

“One room will be fine, Gwynlyn,” Shannon replied for him. The older woman was being extremely clever when she put forth the next question. “And would that be one bed or two?”

“One bed!” Lochlain and Shannon replied in unison.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” Gwynlyn replied with a smile.

As they lay in bed that evening, Shannon turned, so she was looking into Lochlain’s face. “Are your heart and your mind getting closer, Lochlain?”

The King looked into her brown eyes and smiled. “Cadel and I had a long talk, while I was helping him. We talked a lot about forgiveness and reconciliation but more importantly, we talked about the part of the wedding vows that deals with being one, in sickness and in health, for richer and poorer, for better and worse. Shannon Grace, what you did wounded me to my very core, and although I know you were under a spell at the time, it has been very hard to process. Very hard to deal with.” She looked downcast, fearing the worst was coming, but he tucked his finger under her chin and tilted her face toward his. “The truth of it is, Shannon, that I love you more than that. Until that day, that time, you have been a marvelous wife, a wonderful friend, an exciting lover,” he paused, “and an excellent police officer. I think that was your weakness, and I believe you have truly put that part of you behind you. The truth is, Shannon, I cannot live without you. Your sentence is commuted effective immediately. You are my wife, and you are the Queen of Gewellyn. I understand why you have to stay here now, to fill in for your mother, but as soon as they are back, I want you back in Gewellyn City with me.” He gathered her into his arms, kissed her, and held her for a long time until he felt her pull back.

“Lochlain, thank you. From the bottom of my heart, I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you, so what I’m about to say is very difficult, but I still want to abide by the terms of the agreement my father worked out with you. It’s important for me now, to come to terms with myself. The next two months will allow me to do that.” He looked at her for a long moment and then nodded.

“I understand. I may not like it, but I do understand.” He smiled at her and wiped away her tears with his thumb. 

“And in a couple of months, I want you to come up all the way to Woods End, and spend a week or so with Alenia and Abrallan and me. Gwynlyn says that she believes Alenia and I will have a friendship, become closer as sisters like Fiona and Menta Kai. I want that, Lochlain. You know, I’ve never had a real girlfriend, not since I was a teenager, Joy’s age. I really hope Gwynlyn is right.” Lochlain nodded, gathered his wife into his arms again, and that’s how they fell asleep.

Richard saw the horses galloping toward them from a distance, and after a second or two, he realized why. “Ali, Rock Trolls!” Alastronia pulled a massive weapon out from behind her on a sling. The blunderbuss fired a cannon mini ball, and Richard and his sister were the only ones who could handle the thing. They were closing the gap between themselves and the other riders when Lord Richard realized that the three Rock Trolls were backed up by guerrillas from the Rebellian Army.

Suddenly, the riders coming at them did something totally unexpected. Riding four abreast, the rider on either end split off, reversed course, and started riding directly toward the advancing trolls. While this was happening, the rider on the brown horse that was coming toward them, stopped and dismounted, and one of the riders on the great white horse flew into the air and landed on the back of the brown one. Then those two also reversed course and headed back toward the first two.

“What do they think they’re going to do?!” Alastronia yelled as she spurred her horse faster. She knew that she couldn’t fire the blunderbuss from a moving horse and still have a horse under her when she was done, but she was too far from the rock trolls for it to be effective.” You can’t frontal-attack rock trolls!”

“I know that,” Richard replied. “but I don’t know if they do!” He yelled back and turned to his wife. “Kitlaen!”

“I’m working on it!” With one hand holding the reins of her horse, and the other skyward, Kitlaen Skystormer prayed for the intervention of Lordabove.

As their horses galloped toward the horses that were now galloping away from them, the sky ahead of them lit up as the riders on three of the four horses threw out a brilliant white light. The three rock trolls stopped dead in their tracks, turned into stone just as they would be if they had been exposed to sunlight.

Richard reigned in his horse and drew up next to his wife. “Was that your prayers?”

“I don’t know, maybe.” Kitlaen straightened her stole. “Everything happened so fast, I don’t know if it was Lordabove answering my prayer, or something they did.”

“Whatever it was, there are still Rebellian fighters out there to deal with. Come on!” Alastronia urged her horse forward again, stowing the blunderbuss and drawing her sword as she rode. Richard and Kitlaen also drew their weapons and charged toward the attacking guerrillas. It was then that Richard saw the bright green flash he knew so well.

“It is them! It is the Truthbearer!” He exclaimed. “That is the Arancrist, I’d know it anywhere!” As Alastronia galloped past Austin, who was running toward the fray as well, she reached down, grabbed the soldier and threw him behind her on her horse. She looked back, and told him, “Hold on!”

Connor and the elves had dismounted and were fighting the enemy in close quarters. Between Menta Kai and Fiona releasing three arrows at a time, and Zar and Zara diving in with talons outstretched, they were having a significant effect on the other side. When Richard, Kitlaen, Alastronia, and Austin joined the attack, it split the enemy forces leaving them more vulnerable. Richard marveled at the coordinated fighting of the Truthbearer, the three women, and the eagles. It was obvious that, although they never said anything out loud, they were communicating with each other, and effectively reducing their attackers’ numbers. The addition of the four Eldarians to the fight brought it to a quick conclusion. Richard and Connor turned and faced each other, and Connor held out his hand to the Drohanan Lord.

“Richard Skystormer, I presume,” he said with a smile.

Richard grasped Connor’s forearm with his right hand and placed his left hand over his heart. “Lord Truthbearer, welcome to Eldaria.” Richard turned to introduce his wife and sister and didn’t see the enemy soldier rise up behind him with his sword raised. Before any of the others could react, there was a twang and a thuck, as an arrow embedded itself in the attacker’s chest. Connor and Richard looked at the women to see who had fired the shot when a man’s voice came from behind Connor. “Kemosabe, white eyes needs to make sure all enemies are dead before you meet and greet.” A grinning Joseph Spotted Eagle, Connor and Shannon’s friend from First Earth, with warpaint on his face, walked into the clearing.

“Richard, allow me to introduce my very good friend, Chief Joseph Spotted Eagle, of the High Plains First Nation on First Earth. He’s the one who just saved your life. As for what is he doing here, that is totally another question.”

“I am on a Vision Quest, Kemosabe.” Joe was still smiling broadly. “I was tracking a party of beautiful elf women, and this guy that was with them, and wouldn’t you know it, I got sucked into one of those portals again.” Joe hugged Iolena, Menta Kai, and Fiona, and turned to Kitlaen and Alastronia. “And who might these beautiful women be?”

Richard grinned this time. “We were just getting to that. Lord Truthbearer, may I present my wife, Kitlaen, the Jai Pastora of Drohana, and my sister, Alastronia Skystormer, Lordess of Drohana and Kestrel to his Lordship.”

Connor extended his hand to each of them and then turned to his own party. “Richard, please call me Connor. It’s Connor Clark, and this is my wife Iolena, my older daughter, Menta Kai and my younger daughter, Fiona Bridget. As you have surmised, I am the Truthbearer, and my wife and Menta Kai are my Guardians. Fiona is Menta Kai’s Guardian, as well as her little sister.”

Menta Kai and Alastronia had been moving among the fallen enemy when Kailee called her father. “Adda, we have one who’s alive still, and I think he’s an officer.”

Alastronia looked at the elf. “I will question him. I have ways to make him talk.”

Menta Kai looked the tall woman up and down. “With all due respect, since they were attacking us, we claim the right of first interrogation. I promise you my father will be more effective than you could be in a much shorter time.”

Alastronia looked at her brother, “Richard?”

“Let it go, Ali. If their method doesn’t work, you can have your fun with him,” her brother responded.

Connor stepped up to the injured man. “Do you have a name?”

He glared up at Connor. “I am not talking to you, Truthbearer.”

“So, you know who I am. As for not talking to me, I rather think that you will.” Connor placed his fingers on the man’s forehead, and he went rigid. After a few seconds, Connor released his grip, and the enemy commander fell limply to the ground.

“I know that this man was the commander of the forces that attacked us, and I know that he works for Declan Dhark, the Dark Lord.”

Richard looked at Connor. “In Eldaria, he is known as the Foul Lord. We are familiar with him.”

Alastronia looked at Connor with surprise. “How did you do that?”

“I can give you all the information that I found in his head. It will all be true and valid. What I did is called Confessing, and it is one of the gifts that Creator gave to me in sending me on this quest.” He turned Austin. “Austin, this man is not seriously injured but is attempting to hide that fact until we leave. Bind him, and we will take him with us.” He turned to Richard, “if that’s okay with you, Lord Skystormer?”

“Of course, Connor.” Richard looked at his sister. “Maybe Ali won’t need to have her way with him, after all. Connor, if you are not averse to riding through the night, I would rather that we got back to Danedryl and our Castle since those who are opposed to your visit seem to already know that you are here.” He turned and looked at Joseph. “Chief Spotted Eagle, will you join us? The stories of your people are legendary among our folk. I would love to learn more and separate myth from fact.”

“You can call me Joe, Richard,” Joe replied. “I accept your invitation.”

Fiona came up to her father, and he placed his forehead against hers, mind-speaking so that no one else could hear them. Connor nodded, kissed her forehead and gave her a quick hug, then nodded at Menta Kai.”

“Richard, my daughters need to use a technique called mind-speaking, to attempt to communicate with their daughter back in the Aerielands. Is there a place with some elevation that they might try to do so?”

There is a parapet at our Castle that might work,” Richard replied.

Kitlaen spoke up, “How old is your little girl, Fiona?”

Fiona chuckled, “Pastora, our Lona is 28 Terran years old, but as Aerielands elves age, she would be the equivalent of a seven or eight-year-old in your world.”

“Fascinating. You must tell me more about her.” Fiona and Menta Kai both beamed with pride, and Menta Kai held out her open locket.

“This is our Lona, the High Princess. We can talk more when we get to your castle.” They all mounted up, with Austin once again riding Rica. Kitlaen took note of Iolena riding behind Connor.

“Do you do that often, Lady Iolena? Ride with your husband that way?”

Menta Kai and Fiona both answered before Iolena could say anything. “All the time!”
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Chapter 3: Alastronia
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Connor and Iolena, on Traveler, rode alongside Richard and Kitlaen Skystormer on the traveled road to Drohana. Menta Kai and Fiona followed behind with Alastronia, who kept giving sidelong glances to the two sisters.

“Is there some sort of a problem, Alastronia?” Menta Kai asked.

“You will refer to me as Kestrel, or Your Lordess,” she replied.

“Fine, as you wish, your Lordess. And you may refer to us as Your Majesty, the Great High Queen of All the Elves Menta Kai Lee, and Your Highness, Warrior Princess Fiona. You are not going to win a titles battle with me because if you don’t like Great High Queen, I have two others that I can insist that you use.”

“You’re kidding.” Alastronia glared at Menta Kai.

“That’s you’re kidding, Your Majesty,” Fiona quipped, returning the other’s glare. “If you want us to refer to you by your titles, Kestrel Alastronia, then you will refer to us by ours.”

Richard looked back over his shoulder at the dickering women. “Ali, you are not being a very good host to our guests.”

“I’m not supposed to be a good host, brother. I am supposed to be a wary and cautious guardian.” She pulled up short as her brother wheeled his horse and blocked her further movement forward. “What?!”

“Kestrel Alastronia Skystormer, as your Lord and High Ruler, I am commanding you to treat the Great High Queen and High Princess with the respect that is due
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