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        The old man sat up in bed, breathing hard, his hands clenched on the coverlet and his body drenched with sweat. The final vivid image of his dream seared his mind’s eye and well-known words echoed over and over again in his mind.

      

      

      
        
        In memory of the deliverance

        of Arden on Bannett Hill,

        When the kingdoms of the south

        were brought low by the hand of the Mighty One. . .

        War will not depart from you, O Beautiful Arden,

        This present peace is the calm before the storm

      

      

      He strained after further words—the words he had heard in his dream. He had always been sure there were more words to the ancient prophecy, but the dream eluded him. All that

      remained was the image of the stone obelisk he had studied for years, with those six lines visible on its upper face. A rusty sludge coated the lower section. His dream teased and taunt- ed him; he could almost read the words that finished out the prophecy.

      With a grunt of frustration, the old man shook the im- age from his head. He rose from his pallet, fumbled for his cane, then made his way to the outer oak door of his room. It squealed in protest as he opened it.

      “Grandfather?” A soft voice quavered in the darkness.

      
        
        “Do not fear, Marietta. I am only going to look at the stone.”

      

        

      
        Another bed frame shifted and the voice rose and moved toward him, saying, “Now? But it’s so late!” A young woman stepped into the soft moonlight that flowed through the door- way. White light exaggerated the dark shadows under her eyes and the etched lines of grief that ravaged and prematurely aged her face.

      

      

      “I must go, dear one—I cannot sleep.” The old man rested his hand on her shoulder.

      “Then I’ll come too,” Marietta said in a stronger tone. “I will help you with the ancient letters.”

      The old man knew the words by heart, but he nodded, and the two made their way between the cypress trees that flanked and hid their doorway in the base of the wall of Ardenay Castle. They passed through an ancient garden shrouded in the scent of herbs and approached the great pillar of stone lit by moonlight. The old man gripped Marietta’s arm and quickened his pace. The stone, normally half-stained with the eerie cloak of rusty red, glimmered pure white in the moonlight. At the base of it they stopped abruptly and stared at its revealed length.

      “There are more words!” Marietta whispered in awe.

      “The One Who Provides has answered my prayer!” the old man breathed.

      He leaned toward the stone, murmuring the words over and over again with growing intensity. His dream came back to him as he read, and he lifted his eyes to the dark plain be- fore them. Out there, just to the south of the castle, lay Bannett Hill, a strange oasis of life surrounded by bleak Balder Field. It was there High King Mavron of centuries past had rallied the troops of the four northern kingdoms and pushed back the treacherous kingdoms of the south, severing the seven nations. There, the great Sage Adenwyl called on the Mighty One who gave the northern kingdoms the obelisk and the prophecy. In a final vindictive move, the evil advisor Pandorel cursed the stone and half-hid the words before fleeing with the three southern kingdoms. All this the old man had seen in his dream, and now his face paled to the color of the cold moonlit stone of the pillar.

      “It is the time!” he whispered.

      “Grandfather?” Marietta tugged at his arm. The old man shook his head and looked toward her without seeing.

      “I must speak to the king immediately!”

      “But—the king! He has been with the queen since her birth

      pains started this morning!” Marietta motioned to a lighted window high above them, just visible over the castle wall be- hind them.

      “I must go! It is the time!” The old man turned and hob- bled back to their small quarters. Marietta followed him as he slipped through the cypress trees into their low room. He passed unerringly through the dark to a door at the back of the chamber leaving his granddaughter behind. Here stairs led up to the Great Hall and the rest of the castle above them.

      The old man did not slow his pace as he pushed his way up the spiraling staircase, into the council chamber above, and out into the Great Hall. There, despite the late hour, the Hall bustled with activity. Young First Minister Gooldon lumbered across the lighted Hall toward him.

      “Sage Holwyth! Have you heard the joyful news? The queen has given birth to a daughter!”

      The old man grasped his grizzled head in one hand, his cane gripped with his other.

      “No! No! This is not good news! I must speak to the king now!”

      The First Minister’s wide face paled. He didn’t ask for more details, but took the old man’s arm and led him through the Hall and out into the Entry Court beyond. They passed from there to Attican’s Way and mounted the stairway toward the queen’s rooms. The sage’s breath came in short gasps as he trudged up the stairs and he barely heard the shouts and catcalls that filled the air. The night was bright with torches.

      Many smiles disappeared, however, at the sight of Sage Hol- wyth’s panicked face, and by the time the First Minister and the sage reached the queen’s door they had collected a silent following.

      The captain of the King’s Elite stood to the right of the door and his second stood to the left. Other members of the guard could be made out in the shadows. After a hurried con- ference between the First Minister and the captain, the captain slipped inside. A moment later the door was flung wide and in the warm lamplight stood young King Darrick, dark eyes glowing, his sandy hair and beard shining in the light.

      “Come, friend Holwyth! I hear you have news of that wretched stone!” Darrick threw back his head and laughed with joy. “But first,” he cried, “Come see my daughter, the Prin- cess Maleen!”

      Holwyth bowed deeply and stepped into the room. Despite the fear gripping him, he cast a sharp glance around the room before speaking. The wan yet beautiful Queen Aileen slept on her downy pillows and a lady-in-waiting bent over her with a wet cloth for her brow. A Healing Sage puttered over potions and poultices in the corner. The king held the new princess swathed in crimson silk.

      Holwyth held his tongue and caught his breath while the First Minister summoned the lady-in-waiting and Healing Sage from the room. When only the sage, the king, the sleeping queen, and child were present, Holwyth bowed again.

      “Your Majesty, the stone has finally spoken.”

      “Wonderful!” the king said. “And did it bring the good news we believed it would?”

      “In part, Your Majesty,” Sage Holwyth grimaced. “Oh?” The king’s brows rose.

      “Your Majesty, I cannot promise you a full interpretation—I will give you the words. However there is one part I understand which I had to bring to you. You remember the words that have been known to us for centuries?”

      “Refresh me,” Darrick said. “My mind has been full of other things today.”

      Holwyth nodded and cleared his throat.

      “ The words we have known,” he said, “are as follows:

      
        
        ‘In memory of the deliverance

        of Arden upon Bannett Hill,

        When the kingdoms of the south

        were brought low by the hand of the Mighty One:

        War will not depart from you, O Beautiful Arden,

        This present peace is the calm before the storm.’”

      

      

      Holwyth hesitated, glanced at the king, and then looked blankly toward the window.

      “ Tonight the rest of the prophecy appeared. It runs thus:

      
        
        “As clouds darken the sun,

        The flower of the kingdom will die

        and her bloom will be entombed—

        Her radiance will be hidden from the sun.

        Know this, O Beautiful Lady—

        Your sacrifice will be your freedom

        and your throne.

        Then the lone, barren apple tree

        Beside the Great Spring

        Will bear its fruit to final victory

        and final defeat.”

      

      

      Holwyth stopped, and the king looked on expectantly.

      “Well?” Darrick asked. His brow fell and he frowned, then glanced back at his lovely sleeping queen and down at the delicate bundle in his arms.

      “That is all, Your Majesty,” Holwyth said apologetically.

      “This is the promise given to the faithful? What kind of blessing is this? It sounds more like a curse! Where is the hope in this prophecy? You have always said the final words seemed deliberately hidden. If they’ve appeared miraculously now, then you were correct. But to what purpose?”

      “Yes, yes,” Holwyth said. “I am sure the words were concealed. In fact, just before I went out to the stone tonight I had a dream, and it echoed what we have long suspected: the traitor Pandorel was the one who hid them.”

      King Darrick shook his head in frustration and paced, hugging his daughter to his chest. She stirred and Darrick paused, gazing down at her, his dark eyes pained. Finally he looked back at Sage Holwyth. “I don’t understand. There is no comfort in these words. Why would Pandorel think he must hide them?”

      Holwyth shook his head puzzling through the words again. The new words held hope and blessing—he knew that, despite the terror of truth and inevitability he had first felt. His face cleared slightly and he raised his old eyes to his king.

      “Sacrifice will come, yes, but the final result is victory and defeat.”

      “But victory for whom? And defeat to whom? Holwyth, this is no promise! This is a warning!”

      As the king’s agitation grew, Holwyth’s waned, and peace and strength flooded him.

      “It is a promise to those faithful to the Mighty One,” he insisted. “We hold to The Writings. We know that all who trust him will prevail in the end. This ‘victory’ is ours—the ‘defeat’ is for the enemies of the One Who Overcomes—no matter what suffering must come first.”

      Darrick sank to a bench at the foot of his queen’s bed. He rocked his daughter gently, eyes glimmering as he looked at her. “What kind of world have we brought you into?” he whispered.

      Holwyth stood silent, knowing he could not force the truth of his words upon the young king. The battle must be fought within. At last Darrick raised his eyes again, his jaw tight.

      “I need more proof of this impending sacrifice,” he said. “Granted, there have been more skirmishes on our southern borders recently, but no ominous clouds. The three traitor kingdoms of King Mavron’s time are no more than fragmented tribes of barbarians. And as for the rubbish about the lone, barren apple tree—all the trees in our land are flourishing.”

      “Your Majesty, I do not know why it says the ‘lone tree’,” the old man said hesitantly, wishing he didn’t have to bring pain where faith had not taken root. From his own experience he knew how easy it was to mistake a blessing for a curse. He regretted his panic. He should have taken his fears first to the One Who Hears before bringing them to this impetuous young king. It was too late now, and he must present the truths he had realized. “But know this, Sire,” he continued. “ The apple trees on Bannett Hill have not borne fruit this season. Their barrenness coincided with the arrival of my granddaughter Marietta and the other refugees from the southern border—refugees from the skirmishes with the those barbarians, the Aharrans.” King Darrick stared at him and the color slowly drained from his face. He gripped his new daughter tightly and her small cry pierced the night.

      “The time has come,” Holwyth said.

      “Yes, it is the time,” the king whispered. “War is marching toward us.”

      A week later, the beautiful Queen Aileen died . . . and preparations began for a war in the unknown future—a war of sacrifice for freedom and throne.
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      Maleen glared up at her father in disbelief, her eyes snap- ping with growing anger.

      “No, Father, I will not,” she said, trying to sound firm.

      “My dear Maleen, it is not a matter of what you will or will not do.” King Darrick rubbed his face and graying beard wearily. “I have decided that both in your interest and the future of the kingdom, it would be best if you married Prince Jared—”

      “But he’s so ugly!” Maleen interrupted, blurting the only rebuttal she could think of in the moment. For emphasis, she tossed her chestnut curls so that the evening sun shimmer- ing through the tall windows of the Hall caught her hair and brought out its fire. She took a step toward the dais and held out her hands. “You know what our courtiers who have seen him say—’Such a great nose, such wild hair’—Why, he probably hasn’t changed a bit from the rough horse boy I met when he was here with his father six years ago!”

      The king rose abruptly from his throne and stepped toward his daughter. He looked down on her, his dark eyes a mirror of hers.

      “Since when,” he asked through clenched teeth, “have looks been a factor for marriage? Really, Maleen, I would have thought more important things would be on your mind now that you have grown.”

      Maleen lifted her chin a fraction of an inch higher, but she lowered her eyes from her father’s. She never won an argument when she looked into his face. Somehow she had to make him understand! Why should she bother concerning herself with “more important things,” extra responsibilities, when her father’s only goal for her was to marry her off to a foreign prince and his kingdom? Wasn’t she the heir to Arden’s throne? Was she heir only for the purpose of strengthening another kingdom’s holdings through marriage?

      “So,” she said accusingly, “this is what it is all about. I have to fit into your political game. I am the pawn who will be sacrificed to cement an alliance between us and the Kingdom of Dranneth.”

      “Humph,” her father growled. “You’re a few centuries behind on your history if you think we need to strengthen an alliance with Dranneth. Even if we weren’t already allies, King Etham is a better man than to need a bartering chip . . . And his son is a better man than to need an alliance to get a wife!”

      Maleen bit back a retort. This conversation had gone wrong from the first moment, and here her father again assumed she knew nothing. Of course she knew Dranneth was their ally, so how was it better for their own kingdom for her to marry Prince Jared? And if Prince Jared could get a wife without an alliance, what was her father saying about her? Her face flamed. Did he think she needed an alliance to gain a marriage? Well, she knew better than that. In fact, if her father was so determined to marry her off, it made sense to unite with stronger kingdoms.

      “You can strengthen your alliance with King Gregor!” She cried, involuntarily looking at her father again. “His kingdom is twice the size and might of Dranneth. And our kingdoms united against the Aharrans could only help both of us. And—”

      “And Gregor’s son is the handsomest of eligible princes and noblemen’s sons,” the king finished for her. Maleen stopped and swallowed, looking down again. “I know you all too well, my dear,” Darrick continued grimly, “and I am sorry I didn’t take action sooner. This obsession of yours with Prince Melanor has gone on long enough. I thought your ladies-in-waiting would help you see there was more to your world, but they have only pampered your vanity and encouraged you.”

      The king sighed and turned back to his chair. “You are so like your mother . . .”

      Maleen stood silently, clenching and unclenching her fists among her skirts. She hated it when her father compared her to her mother as if it were something to be ashamed of. Whenever her ladies spoke of the late queen they talked of her vivacity and beauty, and Maleen had always loved the queen’s painting that hung in the Hall of Portraits. A couple years before, the Painting Sage, Sage LaFien, had been commissioned to paint the princess, and now her own portrait hung near her mother’s. The older Maleen got, the more she could see how she took after her mother. It was all she had from her and it seemed something to be proud of. Yet whenever the king spoke of his late queen, it was in a tone of love—and disappointment. More and more he used that tone with her as well.

      “Father,” she said at last, trying another tactic, “Prince Melanor adores me—and I think he’s marvelous. You should see his letters to me—they’re filled with such words of love.” She blushed a little at the bald statement, but forced herself to push forward. Stepping toward the dais she held out her hands to her father. Her signet ring glittered in the after-light. “Think of how much you loved my mother. Surely you know the feeling . . .”

      She trailed off as her father’s eye weighed her steadily. “Adoration,” he said, “is a cheap imitation for love. It is like a gold-toned ring that soon becomes dull pewter. I should know that better than anyone.”

      He stared unseeing into the air above her and gave a wan smile. Maleen turned her head, feeling as if her presence invaded her father’s privacy. After a moment Darrick shook his head and refocused on her.

      “Come here, Maleen, and I will try to explain some things to you.” He motioned to her and drew a cushioned bench up beside his throne, then seated himself. Maleen hesitated, then gathered her golden skirts to walk up the broad steps of the dais.

      Her father had called her to the Great Hall after the business of Firstday was finished and the Hall was almost empty. Their only company were a few of the King’s Elite Guardsmen standing like statues against the walls of the room, and a handful of servants scrubbing the marble floor while another lit the lamps. The wrought silver bench her father had drawn up for her was reserved for private consultations with his ministers. Maleen’s own delicate throne, on which she sat for formal occasions, remained to her father’s left and Maleen looked toward it pointedly as she settled onto the bench.

      “Maleen,” her father began solemnly, his dark eyes serious. He laid a hand on her knee and patted it once. Maleen resisted the urge to move her knee away. Instead, she shifted slightly and her father sat back. “Maleen,” he continued, “I loved your mother, weak love as it was. I was dazzled by her beauty and enthralled with her charms. She adored me and flattered me and I returned her praise. Your grandfather, King Bertram of Zeph, agreed to our swift courtship and marriage. I was soon a proud husband, and Arden was the esteemed kingdom of a beautiful queen. We called her, ‘the flower of the kingdom.’

      “But your mother soon found being a king’s wife a tiresome job. Rather than being the pampered Princess of Zeph, with little to do but enjoy the attention of suitors, she now had to assume all of the responsibilities of a queen. As I had to divide my time between my wife and my duties as king, my Aileen felt she was no longer at the center of my life. Her adoration for me dwindled rapidly. It wasn’t long before I realized she avoided me, or at best treated me with distant politeness.”

      Maleen frowned down at her hands clasped in her lap. She did not dare look up to see the pain she knew was in her father’s eyes. This wasn’t how her ladies-in-waiting told this story and it was almost embarrassing to hear her father confessing a tale of forlorn marriage as if he had been guilty of a crime. He probably hadn’t worked hard enough to make her mother feel loved. He certainly didn’t pay much attention to his only daughter these days. He didn’t understand that it was different with Melanor. Melanor had given Maleen all of his attention. He understood her, and even when he became King of Pandor, he wouldn’t get so caught up in his meetings like King Darrick always did. She sighed and tried to focus on her father’s words.

      “I realized one day, with sudden clarity, that your mother did not love me—indeed, she had never loved me, only my attention. I also saw that my own love for her was a frail thing. It was real, but it was withered in comparison to the life and warmth I remembered of my parents’ love, a love that sprang from the deep roots of the One Who Loves Most.

      “When we discovered that your mother was carrying you, I hoped that you would bring us together again. But no, your mother was absorbed in preparations for your birth. She basked in the attention of being the mother of the king’s firstborn. I still hoped—I thought perhaps your birth would cause your mother to see and love someone other than herself. And perhaps love me as well.”

      The king faltered here, and Maleen looked away down the long, darkening Hall. She knew what was next: prophecies, death, and war preparations.

      “Hopes lie falsely,” her father said finally. “As you know, your mother died a week after your birth.”

      Maleen squirmed uncomfortably. She was tired of listening to her father’s anguished voice, tired of warding off the twinges of shame as if she’d done something wrong. Why did they have to go through all this anyway? The king laid his hand gently on hers and she glanced up startled, then quickly down again. “When they laid you in my arms and I saw your beauty, and your eyes looked into mine, my heart sang. I wanted all that was best for you, and longed that someday I would see you find true love—the deep, abiding love that flows from the Mighty One to those who serve him.”

      He sighed long and sat back again, staring down the Hall. “My dreams, as usual, have been bogged down by details. In preparing for war and maintaining the kingdom I have not guided you as I should have. Your nurses, governesses, and ladies have spoiled you, and I have done my fair share. So now, I am trying to rectify my mistakes by marrying you to your ‘ugly’ Prince Jared. I trust his father completely as I have never trusted Gregor. King Etham and I have been good friends for years, too, and tying our kingdoms more tightly will only help all of us—it could be the saving of Arden.” The king paused and opened his mouth as if to say something more. Maleen drew her brows down, and her father looked at her for a moment then shook his head slightly. He leaned forward and said, “As for Jared, he has a heart for the Mighty One in a way I have not seen in Arden in years. He has proved himself worthy in many ways, while your Melanor is still searching out dragons to slay.” He paused again and then shot a sharp glance at her. “I also hope that by wedding you to one who hasn’t blindsided you with his charm, your brain might waken and strive to meet his.”

      “Father, I don’t understand,” Maleen said through tightened lips. Her cheeks burned at the king’s critical words.

      Darrick stood up restlessly and paced to the edge of the dais.

      “No,” he said simply, “I didn’t suppose you would.”

      Maleen’s eyes smarted with tears she refused to let fall and humiliate herself. How could she make him understand her if he thought she was stupid? She turned her head toward her father’s empty throne.

      “May I go now?”

      “In a moment.” The king turned abruptly and walked back to stand in front of her. Once again she had to tip her head back to look up at him. His face was still pained, but his eyes smoldered with dark decision.

      “I will give you three days in which to choose your fate. I have waited too long to knock sense into you, so I’m taking drastic measures.

      “I have engaged the Stone Sage Granimor to construct some final fortifications for me. Despite our reprieve—it has been years since the prophecy was fully revealed—full-fledged war with the Aharrans is inevitable. Recent reports indicate their fractured tribes have united under one leader; this can only give them more purpose and strength. If you agree to marry Prince Jared, you will be taken to the safety of his kingdom and married there.

      “If you continue to refuse, I will commission Granimor to build a strong tower on Bannett Hill. In this tower, you will remain until the war is over. I do not fear the loss of my kingdom, but I do fear for your safety. With the gifts given to the Stone Sage by the One Who Protects, I know the tower will keep you secure. When you are released, we will discuss the matter of your marriage further.”

      Maleen gaped at him, trying to comprehend his words. “But—but that could be years!” she burst out finally.

      “It is your decision, child.”

      She twisted her hands, frantically grasping at other possible options. Surely her father hadn’t considered everything.

      “You could send me to Ardemore City!” she cried at last. “Place me in the care of Lord and Lady Bradmore. Lady Bradmore would gladly take me in for the duration of the war—the Aharrans would never go that far east!”

      Her father quirked a brow. “I seem to remember your complaints on many occasions about the way Lady Bradmore runs your life,” he said. “My dear, you don’t understand the half of what you are saying. The Aharrans may not attack Ardemore, but there are other greedy fingers who may find it hard to resist plucking such easy fruit as an unprotected seaport. Our military is small, Maleen, and I must concentrate our strength on Ardenay. Our capital is the core and the most important part—”

      “‘Most important part’!” Maleen snapped, her fear driving her into one of their oldest arguments. “How can a stronghold with a desert at its back and only a river port be more important than a fortified and wealthy seaport? You are so convinced we’ll be attacked here and you go on and on about this ‘war to come.’ We all know it’s a farce.”

      Her father waved a dismissive hand and repeated. “I must concentrate my strength on the core and most important part.”

      Maleen bit her lip, fighting off her desire to lash out again. Better to stick to the main argument and suggest another option.

      “My grandfather . . . I could go to him in Zeph! I could meet my aunt and cousins. Just think how helpful it would be for me to get to know my cousin Annet and her brothers. And what could be safer than the mountains of Zeph?”

      She had never wanted to go that far north, nor had she much interest in her mother’s family, but she had heard grand tales from the courtiers who traveled with King Bertram the few times he had made the long journey to Ardenay. Suddenly, the forest-draped mountains and clear, glittering waterfalls sounded alluring.

      “No,” King Darrick said firmly, shortly, and infuriatingly without explanation.

      She almost stamped her foot in frustration and rising panic, wishing that she could break down the wall between her and her father. She saw she was losing this battle, so it was best to end it now. Perhaps she would think of something later and convince her father then.

      “You may go now, dearest,” the king said quietly. “I will call for you Fourthday evening.” He sank back into his throne, hid- ing his eyes in his hand. Maleen’s heart was in her throat and it took all her strength to rise. But she managed it gracefully, and with one last desperate look at her father, she turned and swept down the dais and out the Hall, her golden skirts glimmering in the lamplight.
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      “Your highness, why won’t you eat?” Lady Karron asked.

      She leaned over Maleen who turned her face away and folded her lips tightly together. Lady Karron with her long, lean frame always seemed to loom, as though she considered it her duty to impress things on Maleen.

      “It’s your favorite!” added Lady Tanoth, another of her ladies-in-waiting, twisting her hands before her. The petite Lady Tanoth was constantly worried about something. Her hands were red from wringing.

      Maleen’s stomach grumbled rebelliously and she turned her head even further from the sight of the alluring stone bowl sit- ting on the little lace-draped table. The scent of the bowl’s contents, a rich cheese melted to perfection and combined with

      sausage and mushroom, wafted toward her. She could almost taste it along with the fresh bread that accompanied it. This wouldn’t do at all.

      “Remove it!” she groaned. There was no way she could resist the meal if the aroma lingered, and it was the only way her plan could work.

      There was a flurry of movement and Maleen turned her head and peered through lowered lids to see Lady Tanoth fluttering at one of the serving maids, directing her to cart off the meal. It wasn’t hard for Maleen to let her tears well up at the sight of the food disappearing.

      Meanwhile Lady Karron straightened her long spine and peered down her nose at Maleen, a crease between her pale eyes. “Are you not feeling well, Highness? Shall I call a Healing Sage?”

      Maleen shook her head, but closed her mouth tightly again. She could still smell the cheese and sausage. Lady Karron turned to Lady Tanoth and shrugged her bony shoulders. Lady Tanoth was twisting her hands again. They stepped toward the window and Maleen watched them narrowly from her chaise. Despite herself, she almost smiled at the odd juxtaposition of the tall woman beside the short. She shifted a little so she could hear them without their noticing.

      “She saw the king this evening,” Lady Tanoth murmured, her voice hesitant. “Do you know what he called her for?”

      Lady Karron leaned her head to one side and glanced at Maleen who quickly looked down and concentrated on the embroidery of her armrest. “I can’t imagine. But you know she never skips a meal. . .”

      She shook her head and returned to Maleen’s side. Maleen kept her eyes fixed on the armrest. Lady Karron’s interrogations were always aggravating; she was even more domineering than Lady Bradmore of Ardemore. Usually Maleen gave in and talked just to silence Lady Karron, but this time Maleen let the woman plead and probe, and ignored her with satisfaction rather than annoyance. Amazingly, after a few minutes of failed questioning, Lady Karron retreated to Lady Tanoth who now sat on a chair fanning herself and staring blankly out the window at the back of the castle.

      “I shall ask Lord Karron,” Lady Karron intoned. “He’ll

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image4.jpg





OEBPS/images/bandersnatchlogotype_stacked_black.jpg
B

Bandersnatch

Books





OEBPS/images/image6.jpg





OEBPS/images/exile_cover.jpg
g;)AUGHTEOBK?Fg@RDEN

JOREN (5. W/ARNEMUENDE





OEBPS/images/mapforprint.jpg
A Map
of the
Seven

Kingdoms

N

AN §54






OEBPS/images/image5.jpg





