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Prince Twain is betrothed to Princess Masada. The King, her father, says that Twain must retrieve the Aurin and bring it back if he loves the Princess.

“How do I find the Aurin?” Twain asks. He has blond hair and brown eyes.

“You must travel south,” the King says, “to Nottingate.”

Princess Masada gives Prince Twain a token of her affection.

“Of course I’ll be back in a trice,” Prince Twain says arrogantly.

“You’d best be careful,” Princess Masada says. She has long, blonde hair and blue eyes.

“I always am.”

Twain assembles his team: Haslam, Gwin, Nagur, Vijay, Creslu, Monim and Dremclef.

“We leave tomorrow morning on the Quest for the Aurin,” Twain says. “Pack your things and be ready.”

They meet in the morning and travel south.

They travel through the Stalactites of Theacris. The Stalactites sparkle. They have luminescent colours. Some red, some green and some yellow. They are icicle-like formations tapering to a point ranging from a few inches to several yards in length. Some resembling folded curtains forming along a sloping ceiling. 

They leave the Stalactites and come across a bridge.

A soldier with white hair and a white beard guarding the bridge says, “I am Sir Gadered. None shall pass but by my consent.”

“Can we have your consent?” Twain asks.

“You’ll have to fight me first!”

Haslam, a muscly soldier, takes him on.

“On guard!” Gadared says.

Clink clink clink clink clink. “Surrender!” Haslam says as he holds his sword to Gadared’s throat. He has orange hair and green eyes.

“I surrender. You may pass!”

They travel on for a few hours.

“There’s a lake up ahead!” Creslu says. He has brown hair and brown eyes.

They pass by the side of the lake.

“Soldars!” Haslam shouts. A dozen of the sorcerer’s soldiers come out of the lake. The fighting is intense. Haslam feels it keenly as three soldars attack him. Twain is attacked by two. He thrusts and parries and finally despatches them. He goes to help Haslam, but it is too late. Haslam is mortally wounded. When all the soldars are defeated they look to Haslam.

“I’m dying aren’t I?” 

“I’m sorry you are,” Twain says.

“I always wanted to get marr...” he dies.

It hits Twain hard. They bury Haslam. 

“Shouldn’t we have taken him home for his family to bury?” Gwin asks. He has black hair and pale-blue eyes.

“He had no family. He was the very best of us,” Twain says. “I feel like giving up.”

“Don’t give up or Haslam died for nothing,” Gwin says. 

Nagur, Vijay, Creslu and Monim all agree.

“Of course you are right. Let’s go.”

Ravenhome

They travel on and come to Ravenhome. There are red and white houses, lots of dancing and a lively market.

A person of some importance introduces himself.

“I am the Veluss.” He has red hair, yellow eyes and is wearing a blue, embroidered robe.

“How do you do?”

“I am well. I will give you a riddle: I am never still and ever bright but frightened by the stars at night.”

“Is it the sun?”

“You may ask me one favour.”

“Who guards the Aurin?”

“That would be the dragon.”

“A dragon? This may prove to be more difficult than I imagined,” Twain says.

They travel on for over an hour. Suddenly the soldars leap from trees. The seven barely have time to draw their swords. The fighting is intense. Twain fights two. They parry and thrust, move forward and back, but Twain is too good for them and dispatches them both. He goes to help Nagur who is fighting four. Twain systematically kills three leaving one for Nagur. In this way the soldars are defeated. They travel on.

The Quagmire

They come across a billowing, thick mass of liquid, black in colour, and stretching as far as can be seen east and west.

“How deep is it?” Twain asks.

“Deeper than my sword,” Gwin says.

“We have to cross it,” Twain says.

Dremclef cuts a large branch and inserts it into the Quagmire. He takes several depth readings.

“It seems to be about five feet deep,” Dremclef says. He has blond hair and blue eyes.

“Let’s go!” Twain says.

They wade in. It gets a little deeper towards the middle which causes problems.

“It’s like walking through treacle!” Twain says.

When they are a little above halfway across the soldars appear. There is intense fighting
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