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AUTHOR’S NOTE

For those who read the first edition of A Legend of the Sailors the first part of the Flame, Light and Song series published on November 6, 2024, I strongly recommend getting the expanded second edition from July 24, 2025, which contains a prolog: Promythion, or the Song of Ages and two chapters: White Peak and Tale from ages past that were not published in the first edition but are crucial for understanding the entire series. The second edition is available for free in electronic format in most online stores – Amazon, Google Play, Barnes and Noble, Apple, Kobo, etc.
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Prolog

DELIAN’S CHRONICLE

On the fifteenth day of August, in the year 1017 of the Fourth Age, Second Eon, seventeen years have passed since we, the Faelirs, departed our distant homeland in the south,” wrote the king of the Faelirs, Delian. “I still remember the salty gusts of wind blowing from the purple mirrors of the Great Lake; my mind swarms with distant visions from bygone days, smoothed by the hand of time. I remember tears and pain. I remember the silence of twilight and the soft hum of stars. But amidst the drifts of my memory, one star, the brightest and most mighty, ever glimmers—a watchful luminescence that, whispering, urges us to toil.

When the bastion of Luangar first appeared before our eyes, still fragile and weathered, we knew that days of both hardship and joy lay ahead. But Elnarin knew this was a good place. He knew those marble walls, gleaming white in the sun’s dusty haze, would soon gain an unearthly hardness, becoming as unyielding as a tree root, destined to witness momentous events. Swiftly we cleared away the iron debris that cluttered the castle’s upper floors. Upon stepping into the citadel, thrice I kissed the flagstones and thrice I looked around. It was a secluded and blessed place of solace, though it held a wild, ominous majesty. From ancient portraits stared down at us grim faces with barbaric features, hinting at an inclination toward deeds most ignoble and unseemly.

I knew only that this place was once held by the Northmen. But who were they, where did they go, and what compelled them to abandon such a mighty, formidable fortress? These questions began to arise as I crossed the threshold of the Shattered Gates. I didn’t know why Elnarin had chosen this place and guided us here. In the south, I knew nothing save that I was to leave Emad Aran and journey to Luangar.

The old paintings were burned; the iron shards, testament of forgotten forges, were buried beneath the earth; the courtyard was cleared, the citadel cleansed, the armory emptied of notched, chipped, and rust-eaten blades. On the third day after our arrival, we lit the cleansing flames, and all that was broken and tainted by verdigris vanished in the blaze. The waves of oblivion consumed them, and never again did we speak of what had once filled this castle—that which bore the breath of unbridled paganism, the breath of silent hills and mists coiling around forgotten barrows and burial mounds. In short, we Faelirs infused this fortress with the spirit of the Eternal Nest. Our light scattered the hosts of shadows nesting in the cracks, gaps, and breaches. Our light drove away the silent mists veiling the chasms. The citadel became my home. Soon it was ringed by a mighty bronze wall woven of stones from the south. This wall could mock the elements of this world, for within its stones lay harbored a might not of earthly origin. Future ages would reveal just how unassailable this fortress truly was to any foe.

On August 15th of the year 1000, the earth received the blessings of the skies. Thick clouds billowed above the world and unleashed their rains. We stood in the courtyard, cloaked in the purple shadow cast by the castle. The sky churned restlessly. Soon, cold rain fell down on the earth. Mist unfurled in the air, and the omnipotent swish of wind took hold, while the dull rumble of the downpour mingled with the chill breath of the clouds, filling the steppes spread before the fortress.

The rain fell for the next three days. Not for a moment did the mighty arm of the wind abate, relentlessly lashing the earth, the castle, and the mountains with merciless blows. It seemed as though the sky would be utterly emptied of water and the world would become a sea, as it was at the Dawn of Ages. But on the fourth day, a playful ray emerged from behind the gloomy swarm of clouds; it fell uncertainly on the fields and embraced the massive forms of the mountain statues; then the proud disc of the sun appeared, and torrents of light poured from the sky.

Now, as my eyes see Luangar standing serenely by the mountains, enveloped in a deathly emptiness, unchanged from seventeen years past, I feel on my face the fresh breath of ancient ages. Seventeen years is but a blink, yet enough for the heart of a creature born of a flower, living beneath the eaves of the stars, to gain the solemnity of a statue and the patience of a mountain massif. My eyes see bloody glows like spilled ichor; my eyes see fires and ravenous shadows. I remember a distant scream—whose, I don’t know—and the searing strike of lightning. I recall the thudding of siege machines launching their death-dealing projectiles; I remember Death perched atop mountains; I remember its cruel laughter, devoid of mockery but full of something bringing to mind dispassionate delight—a feeling typical of beings who have renounced the Light and pledged their hearts to the phantoms of darkness. I see it devouring lives, and myself chained to the earth by weakness. But it could not look into my eyes, for it would have seen in them the fire of eternity: Death fears it more than earthly flame. So I lay, gazing on the demise of the day that had but recently risen from the tomb of night. How fragile and fleeting was haste, how futile the sacrifice of our souls, seduced by the illusion of victory—so they cried amidst the clamor of elements, in the roar of sky and earth, when the entire universe fell silent, when the stars grew dim and the call of distant lands proved to be a deceit of fantasy.

It is true that when fire spread in the sky and its harsh, unyielding flame swept away with mighty strokes all it encountered, it was easy to fall to one’s knees. The bells tolled alarm, yet kings slept. Their slumber was eternal. But some of us fell. Some of us saw the face of terror and the face of the Enemy, endowed with hateful consciousness. The whistle of winds, the crackle of flames, and the roar of the sky merged into a furious race of cruelty, into the voracious and subterranean howl of the storm. And I did not fear this storm. It swelled into a mighty wave, it thundered and shook the world, and it hissed ominously and prevailed—but I did not even stir. Others fell to perish, others fell to rise stronger. The storm did not slay us.

But I was crushed beneath the weight of my own powerlessness. For I could not change the hearts of men. For when the tempestuous horde of subterranean elements, rose from their quiet trot into thunderous charge, I stood alone upon the high peak, locked in combat with Death herself, while those who had spurned me slumbered in blissful and treacherous sleep, lost in mists on the verdant plain below. But on the plain, shadows thickened and a storm gathered its might, and in the sky there were no stars. And those who slept did not know that the horde would rush on them with insane impetus and they would perish in a shadowy tempest. This they did not know. But I had told them of it time and time again.

In the year 1017, the world began its life anew. It was a life clad in a shell of appearances and pretense. Hidden in Luangar, I could only watch as below, battles were waged over matters of little weight, as their grand discussions raised issues encrusted with the patina of age—issues that needed to be addressed, though they held nothing within them save hollow echoes. They coiled around each other like mist. The silence of the desert was too burdensome for them; they preferred to bask in purple and amaranth.

Lately, no rains have fallen. Lately, ravens appear in the sky—but they have nothing to say. Their appearance tells me much. But their beaks are closed and their eyes don’t gleam. Whenever I peer through the bifora and scan the empty, mist-shrouded steppes of Valantas, and when I glimpse twinkling points in the distance, I know the ravens are visiting Luangar for the last time. Their demeanor reveals a keen insight that should characterize my kin. But my kinsmen wander amidst everyday, mundane exhalations, failing to explore the beauty and silence of the eternal expanses that have been destined for us. Their worries and sorrows lack sincerity, for they are tinged with a cold, artificial pathos. And pathos, as is known, is the domain of mountains. I can only say that they will not see what I see. And I see a dark abyss at the edge of the Valantas steppes; I see a torch-flame of hatred and ravenous, fierce swarms of clouds. Yet, above that grim revelry rises a tower, white and grand, robed in gold and purple, silvered by the breath of eternity, carved by masters of the past not with chisel but with the whispers of hearts. This is the Fortress of Dawn. This is the majesty of day, which is good. And goodness flows like a stream from springs unknown to those below.

The year 1017 is the Year of Ages. The gathering of hosts is just beginning. Few know what a real battle looks like. When they stand on the field of combat against the Eternal Enemy, a sinister flame will sweep over them, and their helmets will tumble from their heads, and they themselves will fall to their knees, for they will not know against whom they wish to wage war, nor how to fight. In the turmoil of these troubled times, a grim role has fallen to us. We must play the part of jesters. But we are not jesters. I have spoken of what must be done.

I still remember that day—when I left the south. But this memory is by no means helpful in these arduous, toilsome games. When I journeyed with Euarandar to Luangar, I smelled the scent of roses. And I smelled them even when I reached the Snowy Mountains. But now the roses are gone, and the memory itself no longer has the same savor. Everything changes—we have been cast into one stream. I, tree, stone, human, Faelir, Balgaur, shadow, night, day—all of us. This stream flows south to the Homeland. I only wish for many to be safe. It is easy to get wounded.

Since the memorable, fateful storm of 1017, a glow has constantly draped the sky in the north and the south. Since that event, a trembling, restless echo of drums and chants has reverberated through the air. Drums and chants. Drums and chants. At night the air swarms with various metallic, fear-laden sounds. Recently a dense fog approached Luangar. I saw dark faces in it; I saw the dull gleam of stars igniting hundreds of fiery, flickering lights on its swirling mane. This fog shimmered with purple and black, turning at its base to a bright yellow, at its crest taking on the hue of a conflagration. It seemed as though it wanted to swallow us, to suffocate us, that it was opening its maw, from which came a defiant growl. But our walls are vigilant even at night. And I rejoiced when those churning masses met their resistance.

The year 1322 brought new events. More and more often, I immerse myself in the cloud of eternity. My heart beats with the rhythm of silence. I have fled from the clamor of the surrounding sensations to dwell in a grove. And I feel a joyful silence glowing somewhere within me. The beasts have been unleashed, but I no longer need to play the jester. I am far from Luangar. On the edge of wild lands, on the edge … Here I will begin anew. A new task lies before me. The Ancient Forest is the bastion of Dawn. Here the Great Battle will begin. Night has already crept close. I hear its footsteps; I hear its voice. It hurries to keep pace with me. The beasts of the Underworld howl ever louder. I feel that the nights will now grow heavier.”

Delian emerged from his hiding place and cast a solicitous gaze on the Valantas steppes, sunken deep in grim brooding. How much painful, sorrowful silence lay hidden in those plains, bereft of gold and green! Delian stepped back. His eyes, accustomed to the blessed vistas of the south, could not bear to look on Valantas. On its distant edges a fire burned, spewing tarry plumes of smoke that, hanging in the dark and ominous sky, dissolved into the air, threaded with tongues of flame and spitting sparks. It was a fearsome and haunting sight. But Delian turned his gaze away. His eyes sought the silver rivers of the Homeland. There were no fires whose hiss was filled with hatred, no murky, dark-shrouded glows resounding in the night with a song full of desperate madness. Delian’s motherland rang with a silver paean. Living in the darkness that had fallen upon the Earth, he could look toward the towering peaks of the Eternal Nest. And he no longer had to play the jester. He donned a green tunic and hid in the depths of the primeval Ancient Forest. And his face glowed with courage, and his eyes exuded endearing sincerity. As he turned his back on the steppes of Valantas, mighty pillars of trees rose before him, supporting the forest canopy. At the edge it was dark and quiet, but the cool sky woven from purple shadows cast a glimmer of radiance on those dark trees.


PART ONE

In the vast stillness of the steppe, a new life begins …


Chapter I

IN WOLFWOOD

The distant commotion ceased abruptly.

Tankred hesitated. He halted, gaze fixed on the darkening sky, ears straining. His young face, sharply defined in the gathering shadows, revealed an intense focus, but a simmering anger and pain smoldered in his eyes. He reached for his bow, nocking an arrow with practiced ease. Then a violent tremor shook his frame.

A spine-chilling silence descended—a silence known to those who, surrounded by voiceless witnesses, walk with grim acceptance toward their fate; the same silence that fills the forests at night, amplifying every whisper into a raspy groan and making even the breath sound like a low hum in the air.

Tankred dreaded the silence. The lingering moans of a desperate soul still echoed in his ears. He still heard the heavy thud of boots, the sharp beat of horses’ hooves. The battle’s flames, though extinguished moments ago, still raged in his mind’s eye. He desperately searched the darkness for his friends. Moving blindly, arrow still nocked, he whispered what sounded like words, barely audible. Strange visions flickered at the edge of his perception. He slowed his pace, held his breath, and scanned the shapes emerging from the night’s mist. Everything felt menacing—the oak trees appeared grim and savage; the nearby birches rustled their leaves in agitation. The forest seemed to pant with unrest, breathing sharply into the quiet. Tankred stumbled along the path, tripping over tree roots, his eyes darting uncertainly.

“Where are they? Where are they?” he repeated, his voice a stubborn whisper, praying the Wolfwood’s shadows would split and reveal the sight of his lost comrades. “If the battle is over, surely they are wounded. But if …”

He clenched his jaw and broke into a run, as if to outpace the rising tide of this cruel truth. The silence, now deafening, swallowed the soft thud of his feet. He was alone in this starless gloom.

Suddenly, he slowed his pace as he noticed the road begin to ascend. A hill! A flicker of hope stirred in his chest. It was close; maybe from its crest, he might spot his companions. He pushed upward, quickening his stride.

He weaved between trees, leaped nimbly over roots like a roe deer, bounded across grassy humps, and pressed onward, a hopeful smile on his face. He thought of nothing but reaching the summit and seeing his comrades—wounded and unconscious, perhaps, but alive. He breathed heavily, scrambling upward like a snake, oblivious to everything around him. He shut out the worst possibilities. Nor did he dwell on who had attacked his comrades or why the sounds of battle had faded into the distance minutes before.

Just an hour ago, they had been together—he and his seven companions. They had been sent to scour Wolfwood, for something had been lurking there lately that had caused concern not only for the warden of Forest Castle-Town but also for the gods themselves, led by Nameless. Often, at dusk, bustards could be heard giving mournful cries, so anxious and grievous that even the oldest storytellers would rise from their seats and listen with fearful eyes. Then the wild birds, as if startled by some unseen beast, would take flight. Moments later, they could be seen against the steel-gray sky, gliding with screams toward the setting sun. Silence would fall, and the strange glow that typically spread along the horizon south of Forest Castle-Town would pulse with a menacing light. In the stillness, unfamiliar sounds would arise, like the grating of shields and swords. This glow would churn and flood the Snowy Mountains and a portion of the steppe with a viscous, jasper-like crimson. As the solar watchman—as the people of Valantas called the brightest star—disappeared beyond the horizon and night descended upon the steppe, the glow became more pronounced. Yet no one knew its source. People speculated, lost in a tangle of questions, glancing to the south as if hoping the wind might carry an answer. But no answer came from across the steppes. And there, at the foot of the Snowy Mountains, the colossal abandoned fortress of Orthros brooded in cold darkness.

This Orthros, once erected by a wicked ruler of the Faelirs from the south whose name was lost to history, was a mighty spike rising from the Earth’s bowels and soaring majestically skyward. From a distance, it resembled a fang driven into the ground, with purple towers and smaller structures clinging around it, its outline cutting off with contemptuous ostentation from the backdrop of the bloody wall of glow. Soon, Orthros gained a new name—the Fang of Shadow—and the glow became known as the Scarlet Glow.

That day, when Tankred set out with his friends to scout, Orthros loomed black in the distance and thundered ominously, as if a dangerous beast lurked in its depths. As dusk spread across the steppe and darkness crept into Wolfwood, Tankred paused to examine some mysterious tracks in the undergrowth. It was then that his companions moved ahead. He did not consider it dangerous, confident that they would not get far. Perhaps two minutes passed, and then he heard shouting. A cacophony of voices shook the forest, soon followed by a thunder of hoofbeats.

Tankred imagined the horses’ distended nostrils and the massive bodies of those beasts crashing through the undergrowth. In his mind, he heard the frantic cries and almost saw the momentum of the reinless horses crushing the seven lone scouts. He snorted in anger and sprinted forward. The wind roared in his ears; the clamor, however, faded further and further away, and silence slowly swallowed every sound. It was strange—the faster he ran, the further the moans seemed to recede. Yet his comrades had been close! Perhaps a hundred yards away. So how on earth had a dozen or so riders—judging by the sound of the horses—managed to drive themselves between the trees, defeat his friends, and then escape so quickly? He had not even heard them galloping away. Besides, how could they have moved freely through Wolfwood? The trees grew so tightly packed, with only a few sparse clearings. Bewildered and stunned, Tankred ran on.

The crest of the hill loomed suddenly before his eyes. A few more yards! He climbed the steep slope cautiously, avoiding treacherous dips, and every now and then craned his neck to glimpse the longed-for view.

“I’m close,” he whispered, a thrill of anticipation surging through him.

Suddenly, a deafening rumble shattered the silence. Tankred clung to the sloping hillside and froze. Silence.

After a moment, he raised his head and scanned the area. Below, the darkness was deepening, the shapes of thick tree trunks defined to his right. He hesitated, unsure whether to go further and whether the rumble had come from the forest or perhaps from the steppe. For it had been so clear and so strong that it had seemed to resonate in several places at once.

Suddenly, another crash tore through the air. It was louder than the first, but this time Tankred could pinpoint its origin.

It came from behind the hill he was climbing.

Tankred swallowed hard and continued his ascent. He felt sweat trickle down his forehead, and his feet seemed leaden. He yearned to reach the summit, but it appeared no closer. So Tankred slowed his frantic pace and began to carefully step up the rocky incline. He shifted loose stones, occasionally pressing his ear to the ground to listen for vibrations, but the only sound he heard now in this drear forest darkness, amidst the vast silence of the steppe, was that odd sound—steady and monotonous.

The hopeful smile faded from Tankred’s face as he realized he could hear drums. He was now scrambling through the branches of sharp bushes, snorting under his breath. The drums, meanwhile, pounded out their cold, brutal sound, full of ferocity and power. The atmosphere grew stifling. Tankred froze, looking up at the overcast sky. Not even the rim of the moon was visible. It grew quiet—as if a storm was about to break. The young scout began to breathe slowly, knowing that in this silence, even the faintest murmur would echo through the forest like thunder.

Then, to his horror, he noticed that the summit was still very far away. He cursed under his breath and tried to crawl out of the thicket of prickly bushes. Hearing the sharp thorns tear through his tunic and feeling their painful sting, he wrenched himself free and tumbled to the ground just above them. With a quiet gasp he sat up and glanced downward.

A spasm of terror racked his body twice, and he cast up his eyes in astonishment—then groaned and slumped to the ground like a mortally wounded man.

He was at the foot of the hill he had spent so long climbing.

The distant peak, dimmed by the cloudy shadow, faded into the gray distance—for a moment it seemed to Tankred that it was shrinking and descending toward him, but then, as the rumble of drums boomed ominously nearby, the peak rose toward the clouds and remained distant and unconquered.

“This is impossible! What kind of trickery is this?”

He shook his head violently but was afraid to look around, as he had the unsettling feeling that he was haunted by ghosts. He was prone to superstition and feared the night. He feared strigas lurking in the bushes, feared tawny owls singing their nocturnal, mysterious chants and fiery-winged spirits creeping among the shadows. But what he feared most were those horsemen who had appeared from nowhere—and disappeared just as quickly.

If they were not living beings, he certainly would not escape them. Since they had managed to defeat his seven companions, he had no chance of survival either. However, he could not understand where such creatures could have come from or how they had managed to outmaneuver him. They could not have been the Balgaurs. Certainly not. But after all, only the Balgaurs roamed here; only they were to be expected. So where on earth had these oddities come from? The warden of Forest Castle-Town had told them to check if the Balgaurs were active here—so they had come and checked, and here, all of a sudden, some cavalcade of horsemen had stormed into Wolfwood! It could not be the Balgaurs—those nomads did not ride horses; they moved on foot. And they moved very quickly. In addition, since the appearance of the mysterious cavalcade, everything had become even stranger. The hills had begun to move closer, then further away again. What kind of sorcery, what kind of trickery was this?

Tankred swallowed hard. He did not want to lie at the foot of the hill like this any longer. Tired, frightened, and sore, he longed to be sitting at home. He longed to gaze into the fire in the fireplace, to saturate his senses with its lively crackling. Sometimes he would look out of the window at the dark world; sometimes he would close his eyes and let his thoughts drift back to the bygone times that would never lose their charm. Perhaps he would listen to the flames that had so much to tell him; perhaps he would befriend the faint whispers of distant dreams. For a Valantian, a dream was a separate world to which he was always eager to return. Tankred could not bear the thought that he was lying here on this foreign soil instead of resting in his bed, instead of calming the joyful chatter of his thoughts and slowly dozing off into the quiet and the vastness. He felt a stifling despair.

He did not know what he should do to keep the worst from happening. The entire space around him seemed to reverberate with muffled whispers, similar to the whistling of the wind, the croaking of frogs, the distant scurrying of unseen birds
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