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Chapter 1

Toshie



Toshie stared at the bathroom door.




“I gotta stop drinking so much. It’s not like it makes me forget. Ugh, why did I sleep with him?”




Toshie opened her eyes.




The blank ceiling of the school stared back at her. That dream again.




Cold light slipped in through the curtainless windows. It had been a week since Brot had teleported them to his school somewhere in Vara Elma. No one would tell her where the school was. That, or they didn’t know.




“Good morning, Master Toshie.”




She screamed.




“Ah, Brot! Sorry, uh...”




“My apologies, Master Toshie. I wanted to deliver this while I had a moment to step aside from Princess Alamode.” He handed her a small piece of paper. “I did not expect you to be awake. Please take it and return to your rest.” He was so close she could smell his breakfast. Or was that dinner? His eyes said he hadn’t slept recently.




“Is it morning?” The room was too quiet. Sally and Navarin were still asleep.




“The sun has not yet risen, but shall soon.” Brot waddled toward the door. “Please read that memo when you wake again.”




Toshie stared at him. Had he lost weight?




“You okay, Brot?”




He stopped. “I shall endure.”




“That’s not what I asked.”




Brot sighed and turned around, revealing a strained smile.




“Oh, if Master Sally inquires regarding Master Yrlith, tell her I have not forgotten. With any luck, I should be able to pinpoint her location soon. Much to do, much to do. I shall leave you to your rest, Master Toshie. You will need it.”




She blinked. “Brot?”




“Yes?”




“You rest too, please.”




“Sleep well, Master Toshie.”




The Priest hobbled away and closed the door without making a sound. She tucked the paper beneath her pillow and closed her eyes.






Chapter 2

Yrlith



Yrlith opened her eyes.




A dim light came through the cracks of the wooden hut, and the smell of a dying fire lingered. Where was she? Brot screamed. The flash of white light, and—




“Sally? Toshie? Brot?”




Silence.




Silence until countless headaches each tried to find a place to live inside of her. She pushed down the urge to vomit.




The pillow was hard. The straw mattress was harder. A pit in the middle of the hut let off wisps of an extinguished fire. A few other straw mattresses furnished the room. The walls were bare, save for the bits of wood trying to break free.




“Sally? Hello? Anyone? Please, someone, answer me.”




Trying to sit, every muscle in her body burned with despair. After countless attempts, she sat soaked in sweat. Something itched. She pulled the thin blanket off her. Her ankle was swollen to the point of exploding under the Stinger Bracer. Luckily, it hadn’t killed her. Navarin must be near, right? The anklet would kill her if she strayed too far.




Had it activated? Was that the source of the pain? No, the Dark Elf Queen killed a man in an instant. This was different. Did she fall during the fight? She couldn’t remember. Only Brot praying and the flash. But where was she? Where was everyone? Where was Sally? Her eyes grew heavy.











Yrlith had been born under the Umber Moon in the year 696 of Vara Elma.




Her full name was Yrlith Cordwainer. Traditional Dragonkin didn’t use last names. They preferred the Child-of-Parent method of naming. “The Old Ways,” her father had called them. She was a Modern Dragonkin, living in the bustling city of Wellport. She spent her time working or in her small room above her grandparents’ shoe shop. Her father, Hornswald, worked there with Yrlith’s grandmother, Ashdris. Takis, her grandfather, hunted for materials in the nearby woods. Takis never liked that Hornswald took after his mother instead of him. Hornswald was a gentle soul, and the rhythm of putting together the shoes calmed him. He needed the calm after he lost his wife. After Yrlith lost her mother.




After she was born, Hornswald took Yrlith to introduce her to her grandparents. When he returned to the bedroom, it was empty. Ashdris and Takis contacted the head of the Dragonkin clan that Yrlith’s mother claimed to be from. They had never heard of her.




They discovered her mother had been a Shapeshifter. To be more precise, they made an educated guess when they discovered Yrlith changed her size and shape based on her mood. They also discovered the difficulty of caring for a moody, shape-changing baby. Her family would not describe her as an “easy baby”. That baby grew into a calm adult thanks to the boredom of mercantile life.




School was the joy of her childhood. She wasn’t jealous of her friends who had mothers. She didn’t have friends. Children could quit school early to work at a craft. Yrlith begged her father to let her continue her studies. At twelve, her family made her quit school.




Yrlith may have left school, but her love of learning did not leave. She always headed to the nearby library in the few hours she had off. History books were her proclaimed favorite. But the librarians often woke her with her face between the pages of a bawdy love story. Yrlith dreamed of more.




As she grew, she tested the limits of her ability to shapeshift. She’d stare at the mirror and transform into historical heroes and characters from romance novels. But she’d always revert to her original form. Average height, overweight in the wrong places, and plain. She often wondered where her mother might be. Was she charming other men? Was she having adventures? She surely wasn’t making shoes every day.




She woke up and read while eating the breakfast her grandmother had made. Then, Takis headed out hunting while Ashdris and Hornswald started yesterday’s unfinished work. Yrlith dealt with the customers. After dinner, she read in bed until the book fell out of her hands.




This continued for twenty-two years.











The door to the shack burst open, and in came three robed figures wearing featureless white masks.




Yrlith screamed. They did not react.




“You have awoken, Long-Lost Sister,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Red.




“Why have you stayed away from us, Long-Lost Sister?” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Green.




“Long-Lost Sister, why come to us with no Mask and no Robe, do you?” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Blue.




The longer Yrlith looked at these figures, the more her eyes hurt. “Who are you? Why are you calling me that?”




“We call you ‘Long-Lost Sister’ because you are Our Sister,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Red.




“Once, you were lost,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Green.




“And now, found you are,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Blue.




“We are all Her Children,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Red.




“You do not yet recognize us,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Green.




“If wore your Mask and your Robe, you did, understand you would. But, oho, Siblings of mine. Long-Lost Sister’s ankle,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Blue. “Swollen, it has.”




“We must summon The Doctor,” said The One Who Was Not Wearing Red.




The three nodded and mumbled. “Now that Long-Lost Sister is awake, we must bring her a Mask.” “Yes, and a Robe.” “But first, The Doctor.” “Yes, know what to do, the Doctor will.” “Long-Lost Sister would not like to lose a foot.” “No, and we would not like Long-Lost Sister to lose a foot.” “Who will get the Robe?” “I will if you obtain the Mask.” “The Doctor, I shall get.”




They exited the room.




Yrlith tried to stand but found it impossible. She screamed, but now no voice came. The exertion made her muscles yelp. She lowered herself back onto the mattress, and even this sent waves of pain through her body. Those... things were going to kill her or save her. But she was in no state to save herself.




“Sally, where are you?” she mouthed as she cried herself to sleep.






Chapter 3

Hildetarte



Hildetarte stared into Daedalus’s glowing eyes.




“Kill her!” Majo screamed.




Hildetarte braced for the Wizard’s next attack. The room was empty, save for her sister and that living head. All the Guards lay dead on the ground. Alamode teleported away with the Hero. Daedalus’s Magic had turned Zwiebel into ashes, and Livervurst...




“Aunty!” It was her nephew’s voice.




Hildetarte worried she was hearing things. 




“What is taking so long?” Majo screeched.




“Apologies, my Queen. I appear to have overexerted myself.”




“Aunty, now! While they’re distracted!”




Something tugged at Hildetarte’s mail. She turned around to see Livervurst’s head poking out from a small door.




“Hurry!”




Her older sister continued arguing with the head. Would escaping be cowardice? The corpses on the ground told her that dying would not help Alamode or Livervurst. She slipped into the hole.




As soon as she entered, he pushed a button, and the door slid shut.




“Livervurst! You live! I thought...”




“Quiet, Aunty! We can talk later. Follow me.”




The young Dwarf dashed down the hall, torch in hand. Her mind flooded with questions, but she ran.




“Where are we going?” she asked after many twists and turns.




“We will exit soon, Aunty. Although you should prepare for some unpleasantness.”




A stench invaded Hildetarte’s nostrils.




“The sewers?”




“Sorry, Aunty, but it’s the safest way out.”




“Does your mother know of these passages?”




“I could not say. But unless she’s right behind us, we should be able to escape before she can send someone here.”




Shlock, schlurp, schelp




Each step was more challenging than the last. When the moon’s dim light finally shone through a rusted gate, she unclenched her jaw.




“Halt! Who goes there?” A Guard in ratty clothes stared into the sewers, shaking his spear.




Hildetarte drew her blade and pointed it at him.




“Open this gate. Now.”




“Lord Livervurst! Lady Hildetarte! What are you doing in the sewers?”




“Biscuit! Is that you?” said Livervurst.




“You know this Guard?” Hildetarte had slain too many of Majo’s Guards, and did not want to add to that number. If this one could be of any use...




“Biscuit’s been with our family for a long time. Although, he was demoted after he returned from the Hero’s failed attempt to rescue Tunasalad.”




Biscuit hung his head in shame.




“The Princess told me I was doing the right thing.”




“You may very well have been,” said Hildetarte. “But we’ve no time. Are the other Guards around you?”




“No one but me, Lady Hildetarte.”




“Good. Open the gate.”




Biscuit fished in his pocket for the keys and then stopped.




“I have but a single condition.”




“Are you daring to leverage your position now?” Hildetarte grew irate.




“I wish you would allow me to join you, Lady Hildetarte.”




She turned to her nephew. “Are you sure we can trust him?”




The Prince nodded.




“Fine. But let us hurry. We must depart Unterstone before the sun rises.”




The key slid into the lock.




Clank




“This way,” said the Guard in a hurry.




“Where are we headed?” asked Hildetarte.




“Stonegate is too obvious,” Biscuit said. “White Forest will provide the cover we need.”




“But my retinue’s camp is outside the front gates.”




“Um, Aunty...” Livervurst tapped her shoulder.




Where her troops had been was now nothing but blazing fire and smoke.






Chapter 4

Toshie



Toshie looked at the piece of paper from Brot.




Sword Training: Gymnasium Room 2B




The letters were so lovely that she couldn’t believe they were handwritten. Still, a few more details would have been nice.




Navarin was in her bed, reading a book. That’s all she had been doing since arriving at the School. Going to the library to ignore everyone and everything.




“Morning, Navarin,” she said. The Dark Elf nodded and turned the page.




“Seen Sally?”




A shake of the head.




“She must be with Alamode. Well, I’ve got training to do. Want to come along?”




Another head shake.




Toshie sighed and hopped off her bed.




“Don’t peek,” she joked as she changed out of her pajamas.




“Don’t flatter yourself,” Navarin said. These were the first words Toshie had heard from her in days.




Toshie rolled her eyes. She kneeled and opened her footlocker. Inside was the new sword Brot requested for her. Unsheathing it, a surprised face was reflected in the blade. It took a second to recognize herself.




“Careful with that,” Navarin said, to her surprise. “That’s Dragonsteel. Quite rare. Brot must have put in a good word with someone.”




“Thanks, Navarin,” Toshie said as she sheathed the sword and hooked it to her belt. Wow. Someone made this for me.




“Okay, I’m off.”




Navarin’s eyes stayed on her book as she gave Toshie a slight wave.




Toshie left the room and exited the Medical Ward.




She stretched and took in the fresh, cold air. It almost felt like home in Scranton. The vast mountain range was impressive, but she couldn’t find the school on her map.




Her vomiting hadn’t stopped yet. She figured it was because of the constant ship travel, but even after their arrival here, she had difficulty keeping anything down. It had to be the stress. She pulled out the slip of paper and headed into the Study Halls.




The Study Halls were much noisier compared to the Medical Ward. Once word got out that the Hero had arrived at the school, Toshie had been bombarded with attention. “Hi, Hero!” “So glad to see you, Hero!” “The Goddess has blessed us all!” and more filled her ears as she searched for Gymnasium Room 2B. Her cheeks were beginning to hurt from the fake smiling. ‘At least I’m getting some kind of workout.’




The doors became sparser until she found the one in Brot’s note. She opened it to see an enormous Troll grinning at her.






Chapter 5

Yrlith



Yrlith dreamed.




A voice washed over her. It soothed her deep inside. A familiarly unfamiliar voice. She was back in the home she shared with Sally—the cave with a wall they had built to keep out intruders. Well, Yrlith did most of the construction, as Sally couldn’t be around much, what with being a Princess and all. But she was home. Happy.




Someone was treating her wounds.




“Brot?”




No, the voice wasn’t Brot’s, but something was similar. The cadence? The wordiness? What were they saying? Who was it? She called out again, but the nothingness absorbed all sound.




Yrlith saw her own body standing on a beach. She wasn’t standing on the beach. Her body was, but she was not. Her mind burned as her consciousness floated toward the body. Now reunited, the sound of waves shook her. Finally, a giant one knocked her over. The saltwater entered every single part of her body. It cleaned her. It pulled away the soreness, the disease, and the pain. What would remain?




She struggled to breathe. The water exited as soon as it entered. It left no trace, but took out the garbage.




She opened her eyes. Someone was staring at her.




She stared back. She knew this unfamiliar face, but who was it? Not Brot. Not Sally. Why couldn’t it be Sally?




“Where is she?” she called out as the person put their hands over her face.




Everything went.




It didn’t go black. It didn’t go white. It simply went.




She saw every color and no color. The scent of every food she had eaten, every flower she had picked, every dead animal she had seen all teased her nostrils with a lack of odor. Every noise entered her ears as pure silence. Every pain and every pleasure flowed through her numb body. Yrlith stood in the nothing and the everything.




A different cloaked figure now stood in front of her. They motioned for her to lower her hood. As she did, so did the figure. Now, Yrlith was staring at herself.




“Who are you?” they said in unison.




Yrlith raised her hand, and the Doppelganger did as well.




“Stop!” they both yelled.




Yrlith turned to run, but there she was. She turned again. There she was. Each movement brought her closer to the Doppelganger. They collided with a bang.











The shop door flew open the second Yrlith had returned to the counter after flipping the sign to OPEN.




“Announcing Princess Tunasalad Unterstone, Daughter of His and Her Majesty Unterstone. Her Highness has chosen to peruse this shop. Questionable actions will be taken as a threat toward the Kingdom of Unterst—”




A tall woman smacked the Dwarf Soldier on the back of the head.




“Enough, Walnut.” The woman wore a dress that cost more than Yrlith’s family had earned in the past ten years. She strode inside as the Soldier readjusted his helmet.




“What an adorable little shop.” Her eyes met Yrlith’s. “Hey, Cutie. How about making some shoes for a Princess?”




Yrlith’s jaw dropped.




Unterstone was a few good days of sailing away. A mining nation. And while this Princess looked like a Dwarf, she was taller than any Yrlith had ever seen. But what Yrlith found even stranger was the tingle throughout her body. Who had ever called her ‘Cutie’?




“Um, I can put an order in for you. Is there a style you’re looking for?”




Tunasalad lifted her dress to show the heels she was wearing. “Anything that won’t kill my feet like this trash. You can’t even see my feet when I’m wearing this dress, and they want me to walk around in this shit?”




Yrlith laughed. Was Tunasalad really a Princess?




“Let me get my grandmother. She’s the best in this shop.”




“Nah, I want you to do it.”




Yrlith almost dropped the papers she was holding.




“Excuse me?”




“I want you to make my shoes. You can do it, right?”




“Well, I could, but I am sure Your Highness would prefer—”




“Call me Sally. And what I’d prefer is for you to make me some shoes.”




“Your Highness, this is the first shop we have entered today. If I may be so bold, you need not be hasty.” Walnut fiddled with his helmet and tried to stand tall.




“Why spend several hours wandering around the city when this will do?” The Princess turned back to Yrlith. “So, Cutie, will you make me some boots?”




“Sure, Sally.” Yrlith noticed Walnut bristle at her casualness. “Sit here and take off your shoes, please.”




Yrlith pulled out a stool and motioned for the Princess to sit. Sally sat, stretched out her arms, and belched. She ripped the heels off and tossed them to the side. “What’s your name, Cutie?” she said, offering Yrlith her feet. “Don’t worry. They’re clean.”











Yrlith’s eyes opened.




A masked figure looked at her.




“Well met, Dear Sister. You are clean.”




It was the voice from her dream. All too familiar, and strange, nonetheless.




“Who are you?” Yrlith spat out. Her face itched.




“I am called The Doctor. Mother has deemed you worthy.”




“Worthy of what?”




The Doctor smiled. How? His face hadn’t moved. But Yrlith knew he was smiling.




“No one questions Mother’s Will. Not you nor I. We, Her Children, must ask ourselves what we can do for Her.”




Yrlith tried to stand, but The Doctor motioned for her not to move.




“You are still weak. Rest. The Ritual was a success, but you need time to heal.”




“Ritual?”




“Yes, I have given you Your Birthright.”




“My what?” Something was wrong. She put a hand to her face. It was not skin but cool, hard stone.






Chapter 6

Biscuit



Biscuit watched Hildetarte bring her sword down on the head of a Walking Mushroom.




“What exactly are we attempting to find here?” she asked Livervurst and Biscuit as she wiped slime from her blade.




Livervurst dodged another Mushroom as Biscuit skewered it with his spear. “With any luck, we will find ourselves some means of leaving this continent.”




“We have been walking for an hour, and I fear we have made no progress.” Hildetarte bisected the last Mushroom that had ambushed them. “Is there to be a boat waiting for us?”




“No, but I have this.” Livervurst pulled out a necklace.




“That belongs to the Princess!” Biscuit said. He recalled when he himself had carried that jewelry.











“The Hero was slain?” King Zwiebel asked from his throne.




“Yes, Your Majesty. All I recovered was the Wizard’s body and this necklace.”




Another Guard took the necklace from Biscuit and handed it to the King.




“You know what this necklace is, do you not?”




“Yes, Your Majesty.”




“So, are you telling me the Princess is dead?”




“I merely recovered what I could.”




“Kill this pathetic Guard!” screamed Zwiebel.




“Wait, my dear,” Majo interrupted. “Where is the Wizard’s head?”




“The Dragon bit it off, Your Majesty.”




“And yet you bring us this body?”




“When the injured Dragon retreated, I had the opportunity to escape. A coward’s act, I must admit. Yet, when I saw the Hero fall, the only choice was to bring back this Royal Treasure. This body, while gruesome, I must admit, is still that of a Stranger. With your infinite wisdom, I am sure it may be of some use.”




The Queen pondered this tale. “Let him live, my dear.”




“You dare disagree with me?”




“Nay, but I believe this is not the end of our troubles with the Dragon and that alleged Hero. Killing this Guard will accomplish nothing.”




“Then you shall guard the sewers, Biscuit with Cheese!” exclaimed the King.











Biscuit shook his head.




“What are you planning on doing with it?” he asked Livervurst.




“Well, I figured it was mine when I heard Tunasalad was dead. But if what I know about Magic is right, I am getting us out of here.”




“Is there something you’re not telling us?” Hildetarte asked as she examined the corpses of the Mushrooms.




“Are you aware of the Aether, Aunty?”




“The flow of Magic around us all?”




“More or less. Leylines exist around the world. The Orbs can allow travel across them, along with certain Magic-infused stones.”




“And your sister’s necklace contains one of those?” Hildetarte asked. “How convenient.”




“It could explain her various disappearances as a child.”




“I cannot say I know your sister as well as you do, Livervurst.”




“I don’t know her that well, either,” he said. “But there should be a point nearby.”




“Pardon me, Lord Livervurst, but where will it take us?” Biscuit asked.




“That I am unsure of,” said the Prince. “But anywhere is better than here.”




“I cannot disagree with that,” said Hildetarte. “I sense we are being followed.””




“We shouldn’t have much more to go,” Livervurst said. “I do believe we should—”




In front of them, a small clearing lay. In the center was an old stone pillar with inscriptions Biscuit could not read.




“This seems to be it,” Livervurst said, walking up to the weathered rock.




“Are—Are you sure this is safe?” Biscuit said, his hands now shaking.




“You can stay here if you wish,” Livervurst said as he prepared the necklace.




“Come, Biscuit,” Hildetarte beckoned. “We can use your help.”




“I believe we simply hold on to the necklace and touch the stone,” Livervurst said.




“But you have no idea where it will take us?”




“Sorry, Aunty, but I never studied Ancient Elmanese.” Livervurst kept inspecting the writing on the stone.




Hildetarte waved for Biscuit to join them. He made his way over and grasped the necklace. On Livervurst’s command, they all touched the pillar. A low hum resonated around them, and the necklace glowed with a soft white light.




“What is hap—” The light enveloped them before he could finish.






Chapter 7

Majo



Majo sighed.




“Are you telling me that not only did my fool of a sister escape, my stupid son is with her?”




“And Biscuit With Cheese, Your Majesty,” said Walnut.




“And what exactly did you do to stop them?”




The Head Guard lowered his eyes. “As we approached them, Your Majesty, there was a flash of white light.”




“A Leyline, My Queen,” Daedalus said. “None of them are proficient Magic users, correct?”




Majo nodded.




“Then,” he continued, “it is likely one of them knew of the Leyline prior. We must consider this.”




Majo sighed. “Yes, yes. Oh, kill him, would you?” She could not let failures remain in her ranks.




“As you command, My Queen.” Daedalus looked toward Walnut and unleashed a Lightning Bolt. Before he raised his head, the Head Guard was a fine mist.




“Wafer!” Majo screamed.




“Yes, Your Majesty?” The scrawny Royal Steward tiptoed around the blood of the former Head Guard.




“Has there been any news from the other kingdoms?”




“A Penguin arrived from Virnikissa with words of the Rot. They are too consumed with that at the moment. Um...” Wafer flipped through the papers in her hands. “Ffrutom of Cartdwyr sends his regards, but he is wary of the neighboring Rot from Virnikissa...”




“Any good news, Steward?”




The papers in Wafer’s hands shook. “We have not yet heard from Kamoto. Wienersburg appears to still harbor ill will due to Princess Tunasalad’s actions at the marriage proposal. The Brumaverde looks to remain neutral.”




“I asked for good news.”




“Yes, yes, your Majesty.” Her trembling grew. “Ah, yes, the King T’sh’oye My’so sends his regards about Zwiebel, and looks forward to a future alliance against Lorraine.”




Majo scoffed. That Troll would bed every woman in Vara Elma if he could. “I assume the Feligrass Islands gave no response?”




“It is the Feast for the Dead, Your Majesty.” The Dwarf closed her eyes. Majo restrained herself. She couldn’t kill every one of her servants.




“My Queen, I dare say we find out where the Hero is located, and we shall find your traitor daughter. Surely your son is of no concern.”




Majo could not argue. Tunasalad, as troublesome as she had always been, had more ambition than Livervurst. Her sister must be stopped, but the Hero was more of an issue.




“Send a Penguin to Untersee. Say that Hildetarte is a traitor.”




“Good, My Queen. That would cover for you killing her troops.”




“I know that!” She turned back to Wafer. “Send another to Lorraine. Inform her that Zwiebel is dead and that I wish to convene.”




“Are you sure that is wise, Your Majesty? Her daughter was with the Hero.”




“Exactly. Inform her that her daughter has turned.”




“Excellent plan, My Queen.”




“Away, Wafer. And continue sending Penguins to find Tunasalad!”




“Yes, Your Majesty.” The Steward dashed out of the throne room. Majo chuckled as she watched the poor thing run away.




“My Queen? I have an idea.”




“Yes?”




“Perhaps if I obtained a new body, I could be of more use to you.”




“Will your knowledge from those Tomes you speak of make this possible?”




Daedalus smiled. “Yes, My Queen.”






Chapter 8

Yrlith



Yrlith pulled at her mask.




“It can’t be removed,” The Doctor said. “It is part of you now. Goodbye, Dear Sister. My work is done.”




The Doctor faded away before her eyes.




Yrlith continued to pull at her mask until warm blood coated her fingers.




“What would Sally do?” she asked herself, wiping her fingers on the bedsheet. “She wouldn’t stay here whining. But I don’t even know where I am. And I’m all alone.”




“You are never alone, My Child.”




The words rang through her head. Yrlith stood and looked around for the source. No one was there.




“Show yourself!” she said as she stumbled around the room. Her ankle was free of the Stinger Bracer. A bit sore and wrapped in a bandage, but free.




“Who’s there?”




No one answered.




Yrlith looked around the hut for anything. The walls were old wooden planks, and the roof was nothing but sticks. A dim light came through the cracks. She guessed it had to be dawn. What she couldn’t guess was how much time had passed. Days? Weeks? Years?




“Sally? Toshie? Brot?” she called out, hoping beyond hope the three robed figures she had seen were some nightmare.




“Come outside and meet Your Mother,” said the voice.




Yrlith turned around and tripped over her robe.




Yrlith yelped as she fumbled to stand up in her new clothes. Wait, where did this robe come from? When she was on her feet again, she
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