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CHAPTER ONE

DREM

The Year 138 of the Age of Lore, Wolven’s Moon

Drem looked up from his horse’s steady gait. Through the stark branches above he glimpsed the sun sinking into the mountains ahead, a pale glow behind snow cloud and leafless branches. In a matter of heartbeats twilight was settling upon them like a shroud.

We must stop soon, else the horses risk snaring a leg.

He glanced to his right, saw Cullen riding with his cloak pulled high, face hidden in shadow. Ahead of them, Keld looked as if he had no thought for stopping, the scarred huntsman loping through the trees much like his wolven-hound, Fen.

Grief drives him, and hate.

And fear, if he is human.

Drem blinked, trying to dispel the image of Gulla the Kadoshim, twitching and jerking upon the blood-soaked table in the mine, then rising transformed, teeth long and gleaming, eyes red as coals.

It felt like a dream, no, a nightmare, even though it had been less than a day and night since it happened. Too-vivid memories of the battle at the mine leaped out in Drem’s mind like rabid beasts: images of Gulla sinking his teeth deep into the throat of one of his acolytes, of feral things, part man, part beast, snarling, clawing, of winged half-breeds screaming their malice, of Fritha, beautiful and cold as the ice-laden forest, black sword in her fist. And Sig the giantess, friend to his father.

Friend to me.

And now she is dead. Because of me.

A restless anxiety was growing within him. So much had happened in so short a time, giving him little chance to feel anything; instead he had simply reacted, mostly just trying to stay alive. Now, though, they had been travelling all night and most of the day, and he had had time to think.

So much change. I wish I was with Da, that we were trapping together, out in the Bonefells, just the two of us. And now he’s gone as well.

As dangerous as that lifestyle had been, it was familiar to Drem, an old cloak, and it had fitted him well. All of this was so different, so new. He felt agitated, like when his legs ached and he just needed to get up and walk around, except that he couldn’t do anything here to help himself; there was no way he could return to the familiar that felt so comforting to him.

His hand crept to his neck, looking for the steady reassurance of his pulse.

One, two, three, he began to count.

‘Camp,’ Keld said as he emerged from the darkness, raising an arm and smashing a hole in a frozen stream with the butt of his spear.

A good spot, Drem thought, noting the spread of trees about them, the stream, huge boulders to the right, sheltering them from the cold wind that hissed out of the Bonefells, as well as providing a measure of protection from predators.

On two legs or four.

In silence they set to making camp. Cullen took the horses, hobbling them, removing saddles and rubbing them down. Drem found a spot for a fire and, drawing his hand-axe from his belt, began chopping through the thick rind of ice, then scooping away the softer snow until he reached the frozen ground beneath. He gathered stones, chopped kindling from a dead lightning-blasted oak and prepared a small fire. Before he set to lighting it, he trimmed thin branches from a willow beside the stream, spent a while weaving them into a latticed fence, then staked it along one side of the fire-pit he’d dug. A screen against any eyes that might be following them from the east.

Some tinder from a pouch at his belt, flint and striking iron for sparks, some cold breath upon it and then fragile flames were clawing in the snow, hissing and hungry.

A shaking of the ground made Drem look up, one hand reaching for the bone-hilted seax at his belt. A shadow the size of a boulder shifted within the trees, but Drem’s grip relaxed as Hammer, the giant bear, lumbered into their small clearing.

Hammer was Sig’s battle-bear and had borne them from last night’s chaos, carrying Drem, Keld and Cullen away, crashing through tree and shrub, no thought or time for careful steps or hiding their passage, just a driving knowledge that they had to escape, to put as much distance as possible between them and Gulla.

Hammer had run to exhaustion, bringing them back to Drem’s hold in less than half the time it would have taken them on horseback. There they had dismounted, removed the saddle, harness and battered mail shirt from Hammer’s body, packing it away in paniers and saddlebags. They’d tended to the wounded bear and fed her some foul concoction that Keld said was called brot, then led Hammer and fresh horses into the darkness, knowing they could not wait until dawn.

They had agreed to head west, using the cover of the forest to screen them from eyes in the skies, avoiding the town of Kergard, and then to turn south when they reached the western rim of the Bonefells. Drem had voiced his worry for the towns-people of Kergard but knew there was little they could do to help them. No one in the town had believed him before, and besides, he did not know if there was anyone in Kergard left to save. To Drem’s horror, scores of the townsfolk had been at the mine, secret acolytes of the Kadoshim, including Ulf the tanner, a man Drem had once thought of as a friend.

So, they had committed themselves to speed. Pursuit from the mine was likely, and they had to use every moment given them to reach Dun Seren and the Order of the Bright Star.

Drem had led to begin with, his knowledge of the terrain making him the obvious choice to steer them through the darkness. With the rising of a pale sun they had mounted their horses and Keld had taken point, his wolven-hound Fen scouting ahead. Hammer had followed them, grumbling doleful growls, taking herself deeper into the woods, though never quite out of sound or sight.

She feels grief for Sig, just like Cullen and Keld. More, maybe. They were rider and mount for more years than Cullen has drawn breath. Probably longer than Keld has lived, too.

Keld strode to the bear, unbuckled the saddlebags she was carrying, then checked over her wounds and patted her neck. She rubbed her huge head against the huntsman, almost knocking him from his feet.

‘Ah, lass, we miss her, too,’ Keld muttered, tugging on one of the bear’s ears. She seemed to like it, a mournful rumble escaping her throat.

Fen loped into the clearing, eyes glowing in the firelight. The slate-grey hound dropped a hare at Keld’s feet.

‘A hot meal for supper, then. Thank the stars, I’ve had enough of brot,’ Cullen said, his obvious pleasure at the thought infectious.

Keld skinned and gutted the hare and set it on a spit over the fire, fat dripping and hissing. A flapping of wings came from above as a white crow descended from the branches, landing on Cullen’s shoulder.

‘I was wondering where you were, Rab,’ Cullen said to the crow.

‘Rab watching, protecting friends,’ Rab squawked, then hopped from Cullen’s shoulder to the pile of guts and offal that had been stripped from the hare. He pecked noisily.

‘But the love of slime and foul things drew you back to us,’ Cullen observed.

‘All must eat,’ the bird croaked as it swallowed an eyeball.

‘Fair point,’ Cullen said.

The dead can’t eat, Drem thought, his mind filling with his father, Olin, and Sig, grief a wave rising within him, whipped high by the winds of exhaustion. His body ached, everywhere, a thousand cuts and bruises from the fight at the mine, and from before that. He raised a hand to his throat, rubbed at the scar where he’d been hung from a tree in his courtyard, twice. A memory of Fritha’s face. Sweet, kind Fritha, with her blue eyes and freckles, a face he had trusted. Thought he’d begun to love.

He didn’t feel like that now.

I hate her, will see her dead for what she’s done.

A deep anger uncoiled in his chest, buried deep beneath the pain of loss and exhaustion of the last few ten-nights, distant but never gone. Much of the anger was aimed at himself, at his stupidity for staying, for the choices he’d made, choices that had led to his father’s death, the loss of the Starstone Sword, the death of Sig.

The enormity of it all threatened to engulf him.

‘Drem, catch,’ a voice called out, snapping him from his reverie. Cullen had thrown something to him. Instinctively, Drem caught it, a long bundle. It was his sword, still in its scabbard and belt.

My father’s sword, mine now. He looked at the worn leather hilt and scabbard, drew it a little, stared at the four-pointed star carved into the blade, just below where it met the cross-guard. My da, a warrior of the Order of the Bright Star.

So much of his world had changed in such a short time; he was still reeling upon the shifting ground of his life.

‘Come on,’ Cullen said, drawing his own sword from the scabbard at his hip.

‘What, are they near?’ Drem asked, panic whispering in his belly as his eyes searched the shadows.

‘No, lad,’ Cullen said with a grin, though he was younger than Drem. ‘The sword dance, while our supper’s cooking.’ He paused, looked more serious for a moment. ‘I’ve known grief,’ he said, ‘know what it can do to you, here.’ He tapped a finger to his temple. ‘I can see it in you now. The sword dance always helped me, mayhap it’ll help you, too.’

The sword dance. Traditional training for the Order. Drem had rarely touched a sword in his twenty-one summers of life. While a trapper’s life required being intimately accustomed to the use of spear, knife and axe in order to survive in the wild, a sword was a warrior’s weapon, used to fight other warriors. There weren’t many warriors to be found in the great wild of the Desolation and Bonefells. Only four or five moons had passed since Olin had first introduced Drem to a sword and begun to teach him the rudiments of its use. Since then Drem had killed with it. A terrible knowledge, one that he felt deep in his bones, an aching sadness that weighed upon him. Drem hated to fight, he disliked the use of violence. But these were violent times, and as his da had said, better to be the one that lives than the one that dies.

With a sigh, Drem followed Cullen to a clear space. Keld looked up from the fire-pit to watch them.

‘Stooping falcon,’ Cullen said, raising his sword two-handed above his head.

Drem drew his own blade, dropping the scabbard in the snow, sending long, distended shadows stretching across the glade.

Stooping falcon, he heard his father’s voice whisper in his head.

Drem licked grease from his fingers; the weight of a hot meal in his belly spread some warmth through him. He blew a long breath out, savouring the feeling. Beside him Cullen smacked his lips and Keld threw a bone to Fen, who plucked it from the air and crunched it into splinters.

‘I can’t believe Sig’s gone,’ Cullen whispered, staring at the flames. Drem saw a tear cutting a line through the dirt and grime on Cullen’s face. ‘All my life she’s seemed immortal, solid as the stone and timber of Dun Seren. She was a legend even before joining with my great-grandfather to found the Order.’ He bowed his head.

Keld grunted something as he sat with a whetstone, five or six knives laid out before him, as well as three hand-axes and his sword.

‘Poor Sig,’ Rab cawed mournfully from a branch above them.

‘I’ll take Gulla’s head and drink mead from his boiled skull while I stand upon a mound of his dead half-breeds and acolytes,’ Cullen snarled. Drem was learning that Cullen was not one to hide his feelings, whatever they were.

‘Rab will peck Gulla’s other eye out,’ Rab cawed.

Cullen smiled up at the white crow.

‘Aye, lad, Sig was the best of us,’ Keld said quietly. ‘More than that, she was my friend, saved my life more times than I can remember.’ He paused and spat on the fire. ‘She’ll be sorely missed.’ A silence fell amongst them, filled with the grate of whetstone on steel, the crackling of flames, the creak and scrape of branches. ‘You’ll have your vengeance, my friend,’ Keld said, eyes fixed on the flames of the fire. Drem didn’t think that the huntsman was talking to him or Cullen.

‘I’m sorry,’ Drem whispered.

Keld and Cullen just stared at Drem.

‘For sending my message to Dun Seren, bringing both of you and Sig here.’ He put his head in his hands. ‘I wish it had been me that died, not Sig. Wish I’d left when my da said we should run, wish I’d never laid eyes on Fritha. If not for me, my father would still be alive, Sig, too.’

‘You didn’t kill Olin or Sig,’ Keld grunted. ‘It was that winged bastard Gulla and his brood.’

‘But if—’

‘No,’ Keld snapped. ‘Everything’s easy looking back at the path you’ve trod, and it’s a fool’s game to try.’ He looked up from the blade in his lap, eyes fixing Drem. There was something wild in his gaze, untamed. ‘You’ve no guilt or shame in this, Drem. Think on this: what would be happening now if we hadn’t witnessed that foul ceremony last night?’

Drem frowned, thinking about that. ‘Gulla would be transformed, still. A Revenant, Fritha called him.’

‘They wouldn’t be needing to spend half a day burying their dead, or torching them, and that’s a fact,’ Cullen said.

‘Cullen and Keld are mighty warriors,’ Rab muttered. ‘And Drem,’ the crow added, bobbing his head at Drem.

Is that crow trying not to hurt my feelings?

‘Aye, true enough,’ Keld agreed. ‘Gulla turned some of his acolytes into the same corruption as him,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘This is part of the Kadoshim’s plan, part of the Long War. So, I’ll ask you again, Drem, what would be happening now?’

‘He’d be raising his army,’ Drem told them. ‘Sig said the Kadoshim are too few to win the war against the Ben-Elim, that they need numbers, warriors.’

‘That’s right,’ Keld said, ‘and their acolytes are not enough. They’ve been experimenting at that mine, using dark magic to make those Feral beast-men, and now these new creatures, Revenants. Once Gulla has what he needs, he’ll fall upon the Banished Lands like a plague.’

Drem shook his head. Part of him had known this, but in the madness of battle, the grief at losing Sig and the following exhaustion of flight, the weight of it had not settled in his mind. It was starting to make sense now.

‘Without you, we would not have known anything about it,’ Cullen said, squeezing Drem’s shoulder.

‘Aye. Long have we searched for Gulla, High Captain of the Kadoshim. He is second only to Asroth, and you led us to him. You’ve given mankind a chance,’ Keld said. ‘Course, they may still catch us and leave us bleeding out in the snow, or those Feral things might end up gnawing on our bones and sucking out our marrows, though I’ll take a few of them with us before I’ll let that happen.’ Keld patted his axe lovingly, face twisted in a maniacal grin. ‘But at least we have a chance now, and that’s because of you. Olin would be proud.’

Drem felt a flare of warmth in his chest at that, though edged with the grief that every memory of his da brought with it.

‘Though he wouldn’t be so proud of that,’ Keld said, nodding at Drem’s seax.

‘What?’ Drem said, putting a hand on the bone-hilted knife at his belt.

‘Oh, dear Elyon above,’ Cullen said.

‘Can you even take it from its scabbard?’ Keld asked.

Drem tried, but it was stuck. He looked closer, saw blood had crusted black on the scabbard, thick where the bone hilt met leather. He tugged and twisted the seax free. It was a big knife, more like a short-sword, as long as his forearm, the blade thick and single-edged, curving on the sharp side to a tapered point.

‘Ach,’ Keld said with a disgusted twist of his lips. ‘You should have a ten-night on latrine duty at Dun Seren for that.’

Shamefaced, Drem set to scouring the blade clean, taking a pumice stone and oil from a pouch on his belt. There were new notches in the blade, testament to the battle at the mine. Blood had congealed in the pits of the steel. Drem scraped it away, scrubbing hard with the pumice.

‘Can I see that?’ Cullen asked beside him.

Drem passed him the seax. The hilt was worn and smooth from Drem’s grip, a perfect fit for his fist.

Cullen hefted the weapon, noting the weight, gave it a twirl in his fist, firelight gleaming red. Then he looked closer at the blade, with Keld leaning in as well. Cullen passed the seax to the huntsman.

‘Did Olin forge this?’ Keld asked.

‘Aye, he did,’ Drem said. He remembered his da in the smithy at Kergard during their first winter in the Desolation. That had been five years ago.

Keld drew his thumb along the blade’s edge, blood welled. He let a few drops land on the flat and smeared them in. ‘Nochtann,’ he said, and the steel of the blade seemed to shimmer and ripple.

Drem blinked; carved runes were winking into life along the blade. He leaned forwards, staring.

‘Where did they come from?’ Drem muttered.

‘They’ve always been there.’ Cullen smiled.

‘Aye, lad,’ Keld said. ‘Olin put them there, when he forged it.’

‘How? Why have I never seen them?’

‘We learn more than swordcraft at Dun Seren,’ Keld said with a wink.

‘I haven’t, yet,’ Cullen said sullenly.

Drem shook his head. He’d had a lot to come to terms with over the last couple of moons, foremost of which was the fact that there was much more to his da than he had ever known. It still hurt that Olin had kept so much hidden from Drem, but he knew it had been to protect him. Only when he had helped his father forge the Starstone Sword had he seen the depth of Olin’s mystery; he’d carved runes and cast spells of power over the new-forged blade. It had been quite a shock.

‘I’ve learned my letters, but I can’t read that,’ Drem said. ‘I don’t understand. What language is it? What does it say?’

‘It’s the first tongue,’ Keld said, ‘spoken once by giants and men alike, but now you’d call it Giantish. It says dilis cosantoir. Faithful protector.’

My da tried to protect me his whole life. And even now, from the grave, his protective hand lingers.

Drem felt his eyes mist and, for a moment, almost sensed that his father was sitting beside him at the campfire.

‘They are more than words,’ Keld said. ‘That blade will never break, and I’m guessing it’s never needed much sharpening.’ He gave the seax back to Drem.

‘Now that you mention it, no, it doesn’t,’ Drem said. He looked at the seax with a sense of wonder, and as he watched, the runes faded and disappeared. He cast his whetstone along its edge a few times, but that was all it needed, then set to cleaning the scabbard of dried blood. After that he worked on the hand-axe at his belt, the misery that had settled upon him during the day’s journey a little eased by Keld and Cullen’s words, and by the thought of his da.

The three men settled into a companionable silence. Hammer the giant bear sat and then lay down. Within heartbeats she was snoring like an avalanche in the Bonefells.

‘How long until we reach Dun Seren?’ Drem asked.

Keld rubbed a hand over his newly shaved head, a ruse both the huntsman and Cullen had used to infiltrate the acolytes at the starstone mine.

‘Took us two ten-nights to get here,’ he muttered, ‘but it’ll take us longer going back, using the forests and Bonefells to hide us from anyone tracking.’

The thought of Kadoshim and Feral beast-men sent a shiver through Drem. Last night’s fight had a dreamlike quality to it, parts of it blurred and ethereal, other parts too vivid and blood-bright. He shook the thoughts away, fingers reaching to his neck, searching for the drumbeat of his heart, which always gave him a sense of calm.

‘Whatever it takes, we must get back to Dun Seren,’ Keld said. ‘Our High Captain Byrne must hear of all that’s happened. Gulla, Revenants, Feral beasts, a Starstone Sword.’

‘Aye,’ Cullen agreed. ‘And she must be told about Gunil.’

‘Gunil?’ Drem said.

‘Aye,’ Keld grunted. ‘The giant that fought for Gulla. He belonged to the Order once, was brother to Varan, the giant lord of the Jotun Clan. Varan was killed over sixteen years ago and Gunil was thought to have been slain, too.’ Keld was silent a moment, lost in thought. ‘Gunil and Sig were . . . close.’

And Sig fought him at the mine. That must have hurt her. Drem felt the spark of a cold anger in his gut, another wrong that needed to be put right. He put Gunil on the list of those he would make answer for their deeds.

‘Why does he fight for Gulla?’ Drem asked.

Keld shrugged. ‘He was always . . . guarded, secretive. But I never suspected him of being a traitor.’ He grated his teeth and patted his axe. ‘It’s something he’ll have to answer to my axe for.’

‘We have to reach Dun Seren,’ Drem said. ‘We cannot fail.’

‘Aye,’ Keld agreed. ‘I’ve been thinking the same thing. Rab, I want you to set wing for Dun Seren. Tell Byrne what has happened, about Sig, and what we’ve seen. And tell her to send a few swords out to meet us. We’ll probably need all the help we can get.’

‘Rab can’t go,’ the crow squawked, sounding horrified. ‘Rab watching you, Rab protecting you.’

‘And a fine job you’ve been doing,’ Cullen said. ‘But it’s more important that Byrne knows what’s happening.’

‘Rab know.’ The bird’s head bobbed. ‘But Rab not want to leave friends.’

‘Come back to us when you’ve spoken to Byrne,’ Cullen said. ‘Lead those she sends to help us.’

‘Yes, Rab will bring help,’ the crow cawed, sounding somewhat appeased.

‘Good,’ Keld said. ‘Leave in the morning, as soon as the sun rises.’

Drem woke to the gentle sensation of snow falling upon his face. He sat up, pushing off one of the thick cloaks he’d packed when they had stopped briefly at his hold. Dawn was settling about them, darkness shifting to grey. Hammer was gone, and Keld’s bed mat was empty, the huntsman nowhere to be seen, but Cullen was curled and snoring beneath a bearskin cloak. Rab was roosting beside the red-haired warrior, his head tucked under a wing. As Drem stood and stretched, a myriad of aches clamouring for his attention, the crow poked his head out from under his wing and studied Drem with a bright, intelligent eye.

‘Rab remember Olin,’ the bird said. ‘Olin kind to Rab.’

Drem blinked at that; the thought of his father talking to crows was a strange one.

Though it shouldn’t be, not after all I’ve learned of him.

‘He was kind to me, too,’ Drem said.

Keld appeared from the trees, his wolven-hound a blurred shadow deeper within the forest.

‘No sight or smell of any pursuit. Still, we should be away.’ Keld nudged Cullen with his boot and tutted. ‘He’s a good lad to have at your back in a scrap, but he’d sleep and snore his way through the world’s ending.’

‘I’m wide awake,’ Cullen’s muffled voice came from beneath his cloak. ‘Just resting my eyes.’

‘Rab, you should be for Dun Seren, now.’

‘Rab go search first, make sure friends are safe from Kadoshim.’

‘Aye, go on then.’

They broke camp as Rab flew into the canopy above, were saddled and ready to go by the time the white crow returned to them.

‘Rab see nothing behind,’ the bird cawed.

‘Good,’ Keld said. ‘Be on your way, then.’ He looked into the trees behind them, sniffed. ‘And fly fast.’

Cullen sat up and threw the crow something – a remnant saved from last night’s meal. The crow caught it with a snap of his beak.

‘Farewell, Rab’s friends,’ the crow squawked as he flapped into the air, spiralled higher and disappeared through the branches above, the sky a snow-glare beyond.

‘Let’s be off, then,’ Keld said.

Drem stamped his feet and rubbed his gloved hands together, then climbed into his saddle. With a clink of harness the three men set off into the snow.



   
CHAPTER TWO

RIV

Riv sped through the sky, wings beating, wind ripping tears from her eyes, the joy of it bubbling in her chest. She passed through a bank of cloud, whooping as she overtook a flock of geese.

I am free up here, away from the world and its turmoil. Here all is so simple and clean. A moment’s thought, and her wings were snapping in tight to her body and suddenly she was looping and diving, away from the clouds and the dull gleam of the sun, down, towards an endless canopy of green. She flew back, towards a range of hills cloaked beneath the immeasurable green of Forn Forest, ancient trees rising up to meet her. A little closer and a gap in the forest became visible, a road growing clearer, upon it small figures on horseback riding towards her.

Her sharp eyes counted a dozen riders, amongst them the distinctive shape of her friend, Jost, tall and thin, and not the greatest figure on horseback.

He looks like a sack of grain tied to the saddle. Riv grinned.

She spotted another rider galloping well ahead of the others, a league at least, and Riv’s grin widened.

Bleda.

Flying towards him, lower and lower until she skimmed the road, racing her own shadow, the trees of Forn Forest rearing tall either side of her. Bleda called out to her, but his words were lost in the roar of the wind. With a twist of her wings she decelerated and turned, diving into the treeline, the world immediately shifting to shadow. Twisting and turning, spiralling through winter-sparse branches, the muscles in her back aching as she demanded more from her new-found wings, the sharp sensation of scratches opening along her shoulders, one across her cheek. She didn’t care, lost in the pounding of her heartbeat, and then with a burst of leaves and twigs and laughter she exploded back onto the road, right in front of Bleda.

He was an expert horseman and reined in, his knees moving, squeezing, bringing his horse out of a gallop as if it were a manoeuvre he practised a dozen times each day before highsun, but even though Riv didn’t hear the words she saw the curses spilling from his lips, which made her laugh all the louder.

She hovered above Bleda, grinning as he frowned up at her, his sweat-streaked horse blowing great plumes of air in the cold.

‘You should not fly so far ahead, it is not safe,’ Bleda said.

‘You should ride faster, then,’ Riv answered, still grinning.

‘Huh.’ Bleda snorted and leaned in his saddle, patting his mount’s shoulder. ‘My mare is fast, but she is not the wind.’

‘I am, though,’ Riv said.

‘Aye,’ Bleda agreed, ‘you are as fast as the wind.’ He smiled then, his normally impassive face yielding to the assault of her smiles. ‘How does it feel to fly so fast? The gallop, it sets my heart free, so to fly as you can . . .’ He shook his head with envy.

‘It is wonderful,’ she agreed, a pulse of her wings as she descended, feet touching gently upon the ground.

‘You are doing much better,’ Bleda commented. ‘I remember the first time, you almost broke your knees.’ He laughed at the memory, swaying in his saddle.

It had hurt; Riv had returned from her first flight, ecstatic from the experience, but she had misjudged the speed of her landing and ended up a crumpled heap on the floor, spikes of pain jolting through her legs. Still, she had had much to come to terms with in little time. All her life she had just wanted to be a warrior, to join the elite White-Wings of Drassil and serve the Ben-Elim and their holy cause. With the coming of her wings all had changed, not least the fact that she must be a half-breed, which meant there was a death sentence hanging over her head. None of that dampened the joy of flying, though.

‘I can understand the joy you feel, and the freedom,’ Bleda said, straightening and wiping a tear of laughter from his eye. ‘But you should still stay closer. You are not the only one in the Banished Lands with wings. And you have enemies.’

‘I do.’ Memories of Kol’s scarred, handsome face, blond hair bound tight, white wings arching behind him, slaying Israfil, the Lord Protector of the Ben-Elim. Then turning his blade upon Riv’s mam as she tried to protect her. Riv could still see her mam’s lifeless eyes, glazed and vacant, felt a physical pain in her chest as the image wormed its way through her.

I swear I’ll take his head.

‘Even if I flew closer, what could you do, if I were attacked by Ben-Elim in the air?’ Riv shrugged.

Bleda patted the double-curved bow that sat in a leather case strapped to his saddle, fingertips brushing the feathers of a bundle of arrows in a quiver harnessed beside the bow.

‘I can do a lot,’ he said, no trace of pride or braggart about him, just a flat statement of the truth.

Riv didn’t doubt it, having seen him in action.

‘I shall fly closer, then,’ Riv said with a shy smile and dip of her head. ‘But, in the meantime, I’m hungry, so let’s eat something while we wait for the others.’

‘They were right behind me,’ Bleda said, frowning as he twisted in his saddle to look back along the road that snaked its way through the hills.

‘You were over a league ahead of them.’ Riv snorted. ‘They’ll be a while yet.’ She took the bridle of Bleda’s mount and led them to a patch of grass on the roadside shaded by towering trees, the ground thick with purple heather and thyme. They rooted through Bleda’s saddlebags and sat with a loaf of bread, a round of cheese and a skin of cold spring water. A companionable silence settled between them, Riv taking a long draught of water and watching Bleda eat.

He broke a small piece of bread from the loaf, set it to one side and pulled a little eating knife from his belt, cutting a slice of cheese and placing it neatly on the bread, then with obvious pleasure ate it. She smiled to herself, thinking how once not so long ago she had thought of Bleda as cold-faced and cold-hearted, his dark skin and almond-shaped eyes making him seem almost a different species. Now she hardly noticed any of that, except to think how pleasant he was to look at.

‘What?’ Bleda said, feeling Riv’s gaze.

‘You look like you’re enjoying that.’ She shivered and with a rustle of feathers wrapped her wings about her.

These things have more than one use, she thought, though they do take a bit of getting used to. She shifted her weight, releasing one wing tip that had been stuck beneath her backside.

‘It’s good,’ Bleda said. ‘Here, try some.’ He went through the same ritual and gave it to Riv.

‘Mmmm,’ Riv said as the cheese and bread crumbled in her mouth. She leaned back, shifted a wing and rested an elbow in a patch of purple-flowered thyme. A gentle, earthy smell wafted up.

‘I used to hate the forest,’ Bleda said, looking around. ‘It could not be more different from my home, the sea of


























































































































































AUTHOR Q&A WITH JOHN GWYNNE

How does it feel to return to the world of the Banished Lands in these reissues?

The Banished Lands holds a very special place in my heart. In my head I have spent many years with this world and its characters, so it feels wonderful to revisit the world, people and creatures – especially a certain talking crow.

How does the ‘Of Blood and Bone’ trilogy connect to ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’?

Well, both series are set in the same world, but there is a time break of one hundred and thirty years between the end of ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ and the beginning of ‘Of Blood and Bone’. Really it is a continuation of the overarching story begun in ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, the culmination of the war between the angelic forces of the Ben-Elim and their demonic adversaries, the Kadoshim. Many of the original characters from the first series are no longer around, but there are a few who have much longer lifespans.

This series looks at how the angelic and demonic forces that entered the Banished Lands in Wrath have impacted the world. And it looks at the legacy of Corban, his friends and followers.

Were there any key considerations in bridging the gap between the series while ensuring both continuity and a fresh narrative for readers?

The balance between continuity and fresh narrative was exactly the main issue for me. I didn’t want to write this series if it just felt like ‘more of the same’. It was important to me to work out a story that felt new, not just repeating what had gone before – and the same with the characters. I wanted to filter in a certain element of nostalgia in the series, as I had come to love many of the characters that lived and breathed in ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, but I also wanted it to feel like a fresh new story, with different characters at its heart, and these characters had to feel like they could stand on their own.

I focused on how the victor writes the history books, so there is propaganda and an unreliable narrative from the Ben-Elim – the angelic host who have become the most powerful political element in this new Banished Lands. You can see that from looking at how the map has changed, with countries subsumed into the ever-growing empire of the Faithful.

If you were to explore a future story set even further ahead in time, what kind of societal or technological developments might you envision for this world?

I think if I went back to the Banished Lands there would be another jump forwards in time, so the obvious thing to me would be to make it more early medieval. ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ is very much historically inspired by late iron-age Europe, and ‘Of Blood and Bone’ really carries on that feel, with a few differences and advancements. But, for example, there is no plate armour. In saying that, I have merged cultures that were separated by a few hundred years or so.

In the Banished Lands, angels and demons wage war against one another in a setting heavily inspired by ‘Paradise Lost’. Were there any other influences that particularly shaped the plot or themes in ‘Of Blood and Bone’?

You’re absolutely right, ‘Paradise Lost’ was a huge influence on the big picture of ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, and that story is really continued and completed in ‘Of Blood and Bone’. I looked for inspiration in many places, both historically and mythologically. One of the key texts was the Apocrypha, which is a collection of books that are deemed outside the canon of Biblical scripture. There are some interesting narratives there, about angels who took it upon themselves to ‘become flesh’ in order to help humankind. Needless to say, that didn’t end well.

With my writing – in all of my writing projects – I usually have one big story arc, and then a number of other themes and smaller stories that fit within the over-arching story. I will always write themes of family, of friendship, of love and loss, and the power of choice in my books.

There were also quite a few threads to explore that felt new to me, and one of those threads was the horse culture of Arcona. This was a part of the Banished Lands that I had originally wanted to highlight in ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, but it never felt right during the writing of the first series. I really enjoyed diving into the clans of the Horse-Lords, using the history of Steppe cultures as my inspiration.

Is there any mythology and lore from your world that didn’t make it into the books?

Oh, a vast amount. I’ve already mentioned the Horse-Clans of Arcona. Originally I had a whole other book pencilled in as part of ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ that focused on these clans, but during the writing of the series it didn’t feel natural or organic to follow that thread. But that was not the only thread of history and lore that I had crafted and ended up not using. Books are like an iceberg, the book being the tip you see above water, and all of the extras – the research, ideas, background lore and history – are hidden beneath the waterline. When I was writing Malice, book one of ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, I spent a lot of time working on the races, especially humankind and the giants. And I came up with a fairly detailed history for all of them, each individual giant clan, and also a backstory for the humans who came to inhabit the Banished Lands. The Banished Lands were named because the humans who settled there were banished from their own continent, after a civil war. I have a pretty fleshed-out story to the civil war, the factions and conflicts.

Were there any particular plot twists or character arcs in ‘Of Blood and Bone’ that you found especially satisfying or challenging to write?

I really enjoyed writing Asroth as a character. He was the big-bad throughout ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, but he had very little page time, and when he did make his appearance at the end of Wrath he wasn’t around for long. It was great to give him a lot more time in ‘Of Blood and Bone’, and really explore what a Dark Lord would look and behave like.

‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ is built around many POVs, but ‘Of Blood and Bone’ reduces the number of POVs heavily. How do you feel this influenced your work on writing the characters?

I wanted ‘Of Blood and Bone’ to feel like a tighter, faster-paced series. I think the larger POV cast in ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ contributed to building the size of the world. There were changes to the world in ‘Of Blood and Bone’, but I felt that I could communicate that with a smaller cast. And the benefit of a smaller cast was that I could spend more time with each character.

Do you have a favourite character from the trilogy? Who, and why?

Usually that is an impossible question to answer, but in this case, for ‘Of Blood and Bone’, it is extremely simple. Drem is my favourite character, because he is inspired by my youngest son, William. Will is on the autistic spectrum, and Drem has a lot of Will’s characteristics. His logic, how he likes to correct people when they get their facts wrong, how he takes his pulse as a calming measure when he is feeling stressed. And I think if Will lived in a world like the Banished Lands, he would absolutely become a hero.

Can you imagine any of your characters in a spin-off tale? Where do you think they would go?

Not so much a spin-off, but I do imagine stories that take place during the time between ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ and ‘Of Blood and Bone’: stories centred around some of the key characters of ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ – Corban, Coralen, Veradis, Cywen; stories focusing on the early years of the Order of the Bright Star; stories about the war against the Kadoshim. They could be standalone novels or novellas. I’ve thought about this a lot, and they are tales I would like to write. It’s just about making time for them.

Your battle scenes are highly praised for their realism. Can you share more about your research process for weaponry and combat?

I’ve always taken my writing inspiration from mythology and history. I have grown up loving both these subjects, and probably ninety per cent of my reading takes place between these two genres. They are my reading passions.

When I start a writing project I always begin by focusing on a specific mythology and period of history. For ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ I imagined the Banished Lands as an alternative Iron-Age Europe, where the gods and creatures they believed in were real. So, there is a lot of Celtic influence in the book. The giant-clans are very Celtic; most of the western part of the Banished Lands is inspired by Celtic Europe. And the realm of Tenebral and the countries around Tenebral are Greco-Roman in feel. Boudica’s revolt and Caesar’s Gallic War were my initial historic inspirations for the story. In the early days of any writing project I spend a lot of time researching, and that includes weaponry and military tactics. In ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ you’ll see my take on the origins of the Roman-inspired shieldwall and testudo, and in ‘Of Blood and Bone’ you’ll see how that has progressed. Of course, I am writing in a fantasy world where you have giants, winged immortals – who are essentially angels and demons – and an array of fantastical creatures, so there is a fair amount of creative license here, but I have tried to create a military system that encompasses these fantastical additions and their specific military capabilities. This all sounds very technical but, to be honest, mostly it is just fun and me playing in my fantastical sandbox.

Did you research different historical or fictional fighting styles associated with particular weapons? Did this inform the individual combat skills of your characters?

Yes, definitely. In ‘Of Blood and Bone’ you have two almost rival military orders. The Order of the Bright Star, and the Warriors of the Faithful. The Order of the Bright Star is a melding of styles. You have the teachings of the Jehar – a warrior-caste from ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’, who were inspired by Persian culture. They are excellent at horsemanship and all the combat styles that encompasses, but there is also a more Norse military style that has crept into this Order. Also, there are giants who ride bears into combat – I couldn’t really research that.

The Warriors of the Faithful are more Roman, with their core fighting units being infantry, more like the Roman legions, with auxiliaries from other cultures, such as the Horse-Clans of Arcona.

How do you go about creating the perfect battle?

This is something that I think every writer finds their own way on. For me, I see the battles inside my head before I write them, as if they were a film. My writing of battle scenes was heavily influenced by writers such as Bernard Cornwell and Manda Scott, but also by films like Braveheart and The Last of the Mohicans. I aim for my battle-scenes to be gritty, to feel real, and I try not to glorify combat.

So, I visualize a scene, always trying to root it through the eyes of certain characters. I watch them as they go through the battle, watch how they are attacked, and then I sit down and write it as if I am a spectator.

Also, I participate in Viking re-enactment, which is really just dressing up in cool kit, holding a shield and spear, and fighting in a shield wall. It is great fun, and of course the fear of death or maiming is not there, so I can concentrate on having fun, but I think it does contribute to helping me write battle-scenes. It teaches me details that I just wouldn’t know if I didn’t participate – like how heavy a coat of mail is, or a shield – and tricks and tips to get around things like this.

In previous interviews you cite David Gemmell, Tolkein and Cornwell as amongst your primary influences. Have any new authors risen to the occasion in recent years?

Oh wow, there are so many great authors out there who I love to read, and who I find inspiring. Of course Tolkien, Gemmell and Cornwell will always have a special place in my heart, but yes, there are definitely others who I find inspiring: Joe Abercrombie, Mark Lawrence, Manda Scott, Jay Kristoff, Robert Lowe, Giles Kristian and Conn Iggulden. Recently I have read and absolutely loved The Daughter’s War by Christopher Buehlman. Really there are too many to mention.

The covers for ‘Of Blood and Bone’ have been redesigned since first publication. Can you tell us more about the process for that and what inspired the new designs?

I’m loving these new designs. The original idea behind this redesign was to highlight the links between ‘Of Blood and Bone’ and ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’. They are two separate series, but they are bound by many bonds. They are set in the same world; they bring the overarching story of the God-War to a conclusion. There are multiple characters who are involved in both series. And I think many of my readers view these two series as just two parts of the same story. I have heard people calling the two series combined the ‘Banished Lands Saga’, and these cover redesigns will help to echo that. The art team at Pan Macmillan have done a wonderful job of visually highlighting the commonalities of the two series, whilst still maintaining subtle differences to set them apart.

You’ve published another trilogy since ‘Of Blood and Bone’ was released (‘The Bloodsworn Saga’). To what extent would you say your writing has evolved since first publication?

I think any writer is always trying to hone their craft, to become better at the job. That doesn’t mean that you write better books, because there is more to writing a book than the science or craft behind it, but getting better at your craft does help. Malice was the first book I ever wrote, and ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ my first ever writing project, so I hope that I have got better at the job. I think I have more confidence in the planning stages now, and that I can see the story more clearly. Also, I have learned to recognize the point where I have done enough research to be able to start writing. For me a lot of it has to do with listening to that inner voice, that gut feeling that either tells me something is not right, or it tells me to leave a character or scene alone.

Looking back, would you approach any aspects of either series differently?

Haha, I think looking back I was slightly insane to begin my writing career with ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ – seven point-of-view characters in book one, and ending with, I think, thirteen points-of-view in the last book of the series. I was certainly very naive going into it all. But would I approach it differently? Probably not. For all their faults, I love ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ and ‘Of Blood and Bone’. They are my world, my characters, my creation, and it all has a place in my heart. If I went back and changed anything, then things would be different, and I wouldn’t want to do that.

For readers revisiting the ‘Of Blood and Bone’ series with these reissues, what do you hope they will experience or take away from their journey through this era of the Banished Lands?

Hopefully its key themes will stick with readers: love, family, friendship. Loyalty. The power of choice. Truth and Courage. I began writing ‘The Faithful and the Fallen’ with no thought of being published. I was writing as a hobby, with my wife and children as my only audience, and I wanted to leave them something of me in the book. Something of my values, some ‘life advice’. That is the heart of the story, and I hope that readers will come away with that. A sense of being entertained, of being taken into a new world, of caring for characters and what happens to them, but also of how people can make a difference, that choices on a small, everyday level do matter.

What are you going to do after ‘The Bloodsworn Saga’?

That’s a great question. I am working on a new project, although I can’t say too much about it at the moment. What I can tell you is that it is inspired by a specific historical period, and also a specific mythology. At its heart is a family, and the inspiration of my beautiful daughter Harriett will be at the heart of it.

Harriett died near the end of 2021, and it has broken my heart. Broken the hearts of my wife and sons, broken our world. It is like a light has gone out in our lives. But in some way Harriett does live on in us. She has always been an inspiration to my writing, but more so now, and especially for this next series.
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CHAPTER ONE

DREM

The Year 138 of the Age of Lore, Hound’s Moon

Drem threw his grapple-hook high. He felt it reach the apex of its climb and then drop. There was a thunk as it connected with wood. He pulled, felt it catch in timber, gave a tug to check it had caught properly and would hold his weight.

Drem was huddled tight to the wooden wall of a stockade. The only sound he could hear was his heart pounding, echoing in his skull and the rasp of his breath. Just being back here, where it had all started – it set him on edge.

The mine at the edge of the Starstone Lake.

Upon Byrne’s orders, he and a few score huntsmen of the Order of the Bright Star had crept out of the northern woods in the full dark and made their way to the walls. Drem had noted that the hole Hammer had made in the stockade wall had been repaired. Emotion had swept through him as he’d looked at the spot where he had last seen Sig alive, where the giantess had made her last stand.

The mixture of grief and anger set his blood thrumming in his veins, even as he’d crept through the heather and rocks; it had not left him yet. And now he was here, pressed tight against the wall, waiting to go over, just as he had, twice before.

This time, though, I am going over with sixty of the toughest, hardest men and women I’ve ever encountered. Hunters of the Order of the Bright Star. There was a reassurance in that. His hand went to the hilt of his seax and brushed it lightly. There was a reassurance in that, too. He rolled his shoulders, shifting the weight of his mail coat, wincing as it rubbed on raw skin, even with two layers of linen and wool between the mail and his flesh. He’d lived and breathed in it for more than a ten-night, slept in it as well, as they’d made a forced march from the battleground in the heart of the Desolation to here. He’d learned the value of his mail at that battle and, no matter how uncomfortable it got, he was not taking it off any time soon.

The grey dawn was seeping into the land around him. With the dim light he could just make out the deeper shadows of another man and woman either side of him, twenty or thirty paces away. They had cast their grapple-hooks, too, and they were all waiting for the signal.

An owl hooted.

Keld.

Drem sucked in a deep breath and climbed, hauling himself up the rope, feet scraping on timber. He was a big man, heavy, but he was strong, stronger than most, and the climb was little effort to him. In a few heartbeats he was at the top; he rolled over, lowering himself to the walkway, crouching low.

A nod either side to his companions and then he twisted off the walkway, hung suspended, then dropped to the ground. A moment’s pause, holding his breath to listen, and he was slipping his seax and short axe into his hands and moving into the complex.

The mine was a place of shadows and grey light, of muffled sounds: a door creaking on old hinges, the skittering of rats, in the distance the lapping of the lake. Drem made his way slowly from building to building, pushing doors open, checking for any inhabitants, searching the shadows. He saw tracks and crouched to inspect them. They were not a man’s, being too long and distended, the ground scarred by claws, but they were not an animal’s, either. Drem had seen too many tracks like this for his liking, lately.

A Feral’s.

But they were old, the soil hard and dry.

A moon at least, maybe longer.

And the fact that they had not been scuffed away by new tracks was a confirmation of what he’d suspected. The mine had long been abandoned.

Drem moved on, continuing his methodical search, opening every door, scrutinizing every track. His path led him ever inwards until, abruptly, a space opened up: a square bordered on three sides by an assortment of buildings. To the north a slab of rock rose to the sky, like a cliff face. Deeper patches of shadow scattered across its darkness hinted at caves. Drem knew what they were, had seen them before.

Cages for Fritha’s experiments.

In the centre of the clearing was a table.

Drem shivered as memories crawled out of the dark corners of his mind.

Memories of blood and fire. Of Fritha, Gulla the Kadoshim and of words of power. He had seen Fritha cut Gulla’s throat and cast him upon that table, along with the body of one of the Desolation’s giant bats and the hand cut from Asroth’s body. He remembered the sensation of bile rising in his throat as he had watched that dark magic at work, the bloodied, frothing steam, the writhing and melding of the forms on the table, and finally of Gulla rising, born anew, born as something different.

The first Revenant, he called himself.

Drem shook his head and took a step into the open courtyard. Other forms separated from the shadows: more hunters of the Order who had made their search of the mine, all of them moving like a tightening noose towards this place, the heart of the complex. They stood in silence. Dawn was claiming the land, banishing the murk, and Drem saw more evidence that the place had long been deserted. The buildings were cold and empty, fire-pits stripped of ash by rain and wind, the only signs of life the occasional scuttle of rats or scratching of birds in eaves. The hard-packed earth was rutted with tracks. Drem imagined a gathering of many here, a mixture of animal and human, but the tracks were all hard and dry.

A final gathering before Fritha’s warband left, marching out to meet the Order?

The sun was rising higher now; the morning light washed over the huge table in the centre of the courtyard, where it squatted like some sleeping, malignant beast. Chains and manacles of iron were set deep into the timber, darker stains scattered in pools on the grain.

Blood always leaves a stain.

In the pale-streaked skies above, Drem made out the circling of crows. Others were scattered elsewhere above the mine, landing on rooftops, winging through unshuttered windows. One of the crows above Drem spiralled down to the courtyard, a pale bird, white-feathered where the others were all dark. It cawed and beat its wings, alighting on Drem’s shoulder. He felt Rab’s claws flex and dig into him, and was glad again for his coat of mail.

‘Gulla gone,’ Rab squawked.

‘Aye, looks that way,’ Drem said.

‘And no Twisted Men?’ Rab croaked.

‘None that I can find,’ Drem told him, knowing that Rab was referring to Fritha’s Ferals.

‘Good,’ Rab muttered, shaking and puffing his feathers out.

A figure strode from a street to the west. An older man, dark hair turning to grey, an elegance and intensity to his movement. An assortment of knives and short axes bristled from his belts. Keld, huntsman of the Order and Drem’s friend. Two huge wolven-hounds were loping at his flanks, one slate grey, the other red. In one hand Keld had something long wrapped in a cloak.

A spear?

Keld strode to the centre of the clearing and paused beside the table, looking at it with a glower. Then he lifted his gaze and stared around the circle, meeting the eyes of each and every hunter. Drem shook his head when Keld’s eyes locked with his.

No sign of the living.

With a nod, Keld put a horn to his lips and blew upon it.

An answering horn echoed in the distance. Soon Drem felt a tremor in the ground.

It is hard for the warband of the Order to move stealthily, especially when there are over a hundred giant bears amongst their ranks.

Shapes filled a wide street to the west, which cut through the mine from its main gate and led here. Mounted figures spilt into the clearing. At their head was Byrne, the High Captain of the Order of the Bright Star, and Drem’s aunt. She was a stern-faced woman, dark hair drawn back tightly to her nape, her mail coat and leather surcoat thick with dust from their ride here. A curved sword arched across her back. Drem considered how unassuming she looked, no ostentatious embellishments, no gold or silver, just plain, though expertly made equipment. To see her, no one would guess just how deadly Byrne truly was. Drem thought back to the recent battle: Byrne trading blows with Fritha, using both blade and the earth magic. Fritha had clearly been outclassed. Drem felt a rush of pride and affection for Byrne. She had saved his life in that battle. She was his kin and, with both mother and father dead, the only kin he had – that meant a lot to Drem. More than that, she had shown him love and kindness, and that counted for far more in these bleak and desolate times.

At Byrne’s shoulder a huge bear lumbered, upon it a dark-haired and pale-skinned giantess, Queen Ethlinn, a spear in her fist with its butt resting in a saddle-cup. Ethlinn’s eyes scanned the clearing, focusing on the table.

To the other side of Byrne, another giant strode, his white hair braided, a creased lattice of scar tissue where one eye had once been. His coat of mail and leather jerkin did little to hide the slabs of muscle that padded his frame. He gripped a war-hammer in his huge hands. Balur One-Eye, father of Ethlinn, most famed warrior of the Banished Lands.

Behind these three rode the warband of the Order: an assortment of giants upon bears with mounted warriors, more riders coming out into the clearing from smaller streets. Drem saw red-haired Cullen riding close behind Byrne. The young warrior’s eyes sought out Drem and he gave him a wry grin. Keld had spoken for Drem and his skills as a huntsman and tracker, and had easily accepted him into the hunter’s order. Cullen had wanted to accompany Drem into the mine with the other scouts, but Byrne had forbidden it. Cullen was not a hunter, with neither the patience nor aptitude for stealth. He was skilled with a blade, more than most – far more than Drem – but he was hotheaded and acted before thinking, so Byrne had ordered the young warrior to stay with her. Cullen had been none too pleased about that.

Byrne rode up to the table and reined in, the others rippling to a halt behind her. With practised ease, Byrne slipped from her saddle. She approached the table, stopped before it and stared at it with a scowl. Ethlinn followed, holding a hand out over the table, her lips moving, and then she winced, as if seeing the terrible acts that had occurred upon it. Balur lifted one of the chains and curled a lip, let it drop.

‘Keld?’ Byrne looked to her huntsman.

‘Place is empty.’ Keld grunted. ‘Been that way a while, by the looks of it.’

Byrne nodded, her eyes returning to the table.

‘But I did find this.’ Keld held out the object he had bundled in his cloak.

Byrne reached out and unwrapped the object; a series of emotions flittered across her face as she recognized it. Sorrow, anger. There was a slight tremor in Byrne’s hands as she revealed it.

A sword.

Drem knew it immediately, even if it was still in its scabbard with a long belt wrapped around it. Its size and length made it obvious that this was no ordinary sword, that it had belonged to a giant or giantess.

Sig’s sword.

Drem felt a fist clench in his gut at the sight of it. He had known Sig for such a short time, but she had left an irremovable mark upon his heart. An example of true friendship, of loyalty. Of love.

Of truth and courage.




About the Author
      
JOHN GWYNNE studied and lectured at Brighton University. He has played double bass in a rock ’n’ roll band, packed soap in a soap factory and dug ditches for a landscaping crew.

He is married with four children, seven goats, five sheep, three dogs, three horses and three ducks, and lives in East Sussex, where he is part of a Viking re-enactment group. When not writing or running around after his wife and her ever-growing collection of animals he can occasionally be found standing in a shield wall with his three sons about him.



      
BY JOHN GWYNNE

The Faithful and the Fallen

MALICE

VALOUR

RUIN

WRATH

Of Blood and Bone

A TIME OF DREAD

A TIME OF BLOOD

A TIME OF COURAGE


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
“DEFY THE DARKNESS
DEFEND THE LIGHT






