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  Prologue

A Child Called Faye


The small village of Grydin lay quiet beneath a blanket of snow. Shuddering with cold, Rhaine peered cautiously down at the simple cottages lining the single street. Yellow lights burned merrily in most windows, throwing a warm glow over the buildings and their signs. 
She could see the Taylor’s stout shop, the Butchers, Bakers, and Grocers. However, the one sign she sought was not there.
The wind picked up and began to moan through the branches, freeing clumps of snow. The clouds scudded across the sky, and suddenly, the entire vale was illuminated by the reappearance of the full moon. Beyond the town, Rhaine could now see the Forrester’s low cottage set deep into a small wood, complete with drying racks hanging from the branches, loaded with skins.
The woman looked further on before finally locating what she had vainly searched for.
The Healer’s Cottage.
Taking another shuddering breath, Rhaine stumbled down the hill, keeping to the shadows. A warm trickle snaked its way down her inner thigh, causing her to gasp painfully as the fluid turned instantly to bitter cold.
No, not yet! she thought desperately, holding her swollen belly.
The first contraction struck soon after, sending the woman staggering into a tree, grasping its rough bark for support. Exhaustion and cold began to fog her mind, but she struggled on as soon as the contraction passed and continued to slog through the snow. She had almost reached the small village when the next contraction took hold. Gritting her teeth, Rhaine managed to catch herself against a fence post until the wave of pain eased.
Gasping, Rhaine continued.
She avoided the main street of town, not wanting to be seen. Instead, she followed an icy track along its edge, behind the buildings. The contractions came closer and closer together, and she stumbled again and again, growing weaker each time. 
After what seemed an age, she made it to the quaint cottage and fell on the stoop, too tired to move.
She had finally arrived.

      [image: image-placeholder]A faint, pained groan travelled through the night air, disturbing the lonesome figure sitting close to the hearth fire. Thayrille Hogansvort, barely sixteen years of age, jumped a little. 
She had just finished battling a hairbrush through her thick, brown, frizzy curls before bundling it atop her head. The girl was ready for bed, clad in a navy nightgown that made her pale skin appear almost sickly, a smattering of caramel freckles standing out starkly against her cheeks. Not that she cared for her appearance. 
Thayrille had moved in only six months prior and had no one she cared to impress in her life. Nor did she want anyone! She was far better off figuring out this life alone. Other people, particularly men, were an unnecessary complication she didn’t want. 
A vague thump sounded near the door, causing the girl to jump again. She hadn’t become accustomed to this old house’s strange noises. Indeed, it was just the ancient timber frame settling? Or perhaps the wind was blowing a branch against the outer stone walls?
The youthful Healer was highly gifted, intelligent, and very young. She had graduated at the top of her class at fifteen and had been offered this placement when the previous Healer of the Grydin Triad retired. The Triad, which included Grydin and the outlying villages of Thrisden and Peakhurst, was a very isolated and small community.
Thayrille, who had spent her entire life reared in cities and crowded universities felt uneasy with the vast space and the general creepiness of being alone. It didn’t help that the local villagers were backward, unsociable gits. 
They believed Thayrille as too young for her post, so they didn’t trust her abilities or appreciate her efforts in the slightest. They refused to talk with her or to visit for anything other than emergency treatment. The worst part was that, for many illnesses, they often sought the dubious medications of the local hedge witch – a hermit woman living in Thrisden who had only the basest of Healing knowledge. This usually led to all sorts of mischief before finally – when the illness or injury had reached almost deathly seriousness – they came to her. She fixed them right up in a matter of days.
Did they appreciate this? No. 
Instead, they tried to short-pay her for her efforts and claimed she was not worth the coin because of her age and inexperience. It fair made the girl’s blood boil. She had come to hate this place with a passion.
Unfortunately, the stubborn lass was also very proud, too proud, and so could not bring herself to leave and accept a job at a Medic Ward in some city or other. As such, not only was Thayrille isolated and lonely here in Grydin Village, but she was also poor and unable to escape the self-imposed trap.
Well, almost completely lonely. 
There was always Perry, Thayrille thought with a guilty start, glancing over her shoulder to the stairway that led up, up, up to the attic rooms above. She truly hoped that the odd noises hadn’t woke him! She wasn’t in the mood for more anxious babble or the silent, nervous shuffling from foot to foot as the child waited for her to give him a task. 
Perry was a young boy from the village who had offered to assist her this winter in return for food and shelter. His previous living arrangements had been far from ideal, with a drunken, abusive father, and a harsh mother with six younger siblings living in squalor in a run-down shack at the edge of town… His mum had sent him out into the world at the tender age of ten to ‘become a man’. 
Thayrille had found Perry half frozen on her stoop some weeks ago, attempting to sell her some kindling he had collected from the forest. Never mind that the nearby oak trees dropped plenty of sticks she could collect herself, and Old Forrester Broc kept her cottage well supplied with timber for the merrily burning fireplace. Thayrille had felt the vice of compassion grip her heart, and she took the child in for a hot meal. 
After spending a day assisting her, the Healer had soon realised that the jumpy little shadow was loathe to leave her warm kitchen and that she didn’t have the heart to send him away. It was little wonder Perry had gratefully accepted her offer to become her assistant and stuck to her like a ghostly wraith while she completed her day-to-day chores.
Thayrille didn’t hear the familiar sound of little booted feet clumping on the stairs and breathed a sigh of relief. With any luck, Perry would stay asleep.
The low moan came again, louder this time. Thayrille cocked her head slightly. It had definitely come from the front door!
Jerking to her feet, fire poker in hand, she slowly approached the small box window adjacent to the entryway. From this vantage point, she could peer out without being noticed. These past months, it had served her well in identifying potential visitors. If she didn’t like who she saw, she just pretended to not be home. 
It wouldn’t have been the first time that some drunken man had come stumbling to her door late at night, expecting to have some extra comforts for a silver penny. The men of the village assumed that because she was an unattached woman living alone, despite her youth, she expected this type of attention. She, in turn, hoped that they enjoyed having their nads forcefully bruised by her trusty fire poker.
On this eerie full moon night, the girl saw not a swaying man carousing for her attention, but a dark figure slumped on her porch steps. Squinting a little harder through the fogged glass, she saw the figure move, curling around as it moaned again.
It was a woman, Thayrille realised, and she was heavily pregnant!
Hurriedly, the Healer dropped the fire poker and flung open the front door. Freezing night air gusted into the room, sending the hearth fire spitting and sputtering. The woman, a creature with the most alien of faces, looked up at her with pain glazed eyes.
“Help me!” she gasped, her voice harsh and raw.
Thayrille swooped down and lifted the woman to her feet, wiry curls already springing free from her tight bun as she supported the alien being through to the primary healing room. It was an ample space filled with every tool, medication, and material that a Healer could need.
Quickly, Thayrille had the woman stripped of her wet, icy clothes and wrapped in a fire-warmed blanket. She urged her unexpected patient to lie on a wide, firm mattress on the floor rather than the bench at the centre of the room. It would be easier for her, Thayrille knew, for the woman was amid a difficult labour.
Through clever architecture, the healing room shared a two-way fireplace with the sitting room. It allowed the resident Healer to prepare and warm both rooms at all hours. As custom, a large pot of water simmered on the hearth bricks. Thayrille dumped a series of small cloths into the water then fished one out. With practised motions, she used two metal instruments to wring the cloth before placing the steaming material across the woman’s chest, allowing only that small amount of heat to touch her. Thayrille didn’t dare to place her too close to the fire, for hypothermia had set in, and the heat would cause more harm than good.
With careful hands, the girl examined her patient.
The woman was delirious, weakened by exhaustion and cold, and the Healer noticed with wide eyes that the patient had started bleeding. Rushing to and fro between the fire, her workbench, and the woman, she did her best to stem the flow. Nothing Thayrille did seemed to work. The woman would need sorcerous healing, a treatment Thayrille was unable to provide as she only had the barest smidgeon of power beneath her control. 
Within minutes, the babe’s head had crowned, while the woman sobbed weakly, her body convulsing as contractions overwhelmed her sparse frame. Her gasps became shallower and fewer. As the infant slipped into the world and began letting out a raucous cry, the patient’s face relaxed and her body stilled. Thayrille held up the squirming infant, smeared with blood, offal and waxy residue. 
“It’s a girl,” she whispered to the new mother, feeling helpless. 
Blood still gushed from the alien woman, draining her of life. The small spark of yellow power Thayrille managed to conjure did nothing more than ease her patient’s pain. The alien-looking woman opened her mouth but struggled to form words. Thayrille leant closer, placing her ear right next to the thin lips.
“She…Fey…” the dying woman whispered, then breathed no more.
Thayrille sat back in delayed shock, clasping the squalling child to her chest, oblivious to the gunk and mess.
The woman was dead. The child was orphaned. 
A heavy footfall broke the Healer’s stupor, and she turned her head to find Perry as he stood uncertainly in the doorway. The girl blinked at him for a few moments, momentarily befuddled, before being spurred into action by another of the babe’s loud cries.
“Quickly, boy, down to the Forrester. Fetch him back here,” she commanded.
Perry jumped like a rabbit and then raced from the cottage, his curly red hair bouncing behind him. She noted that at least the boy had the sense to put on his shoes as he hopped down the stairs one foot at a time. 
Back to business. Thayrille cleaned the child, wrapped her in a warm blanket and did her best to soothe her. Once the babe had quieted, she placed her in the cloth filled basket that lay near the hearth. Uncertainly, the Healer began peering through her bottles of medicine and herbs, desperately trying to decide what she should do... She noted the empty, sterile bottles waiting to be filled with serum. She glanced down at the alien woman, her body still and shadowed in the firelight.
Feeling a squirm of distaste, Thayrille acted quickly. She used the bottles, and another spark of yellow energy, to collect the nutrient rich pre-milk from the woman’s breasts. It was still warm, due to the steaming cloth she had placed there earlier, and the brush of ephemeral power appeared to boost whatever supply the strange creature had naturally produced.
Once the small bottle was full, she placed it near the hearth to keep warm. Thayrille knew the babe would feel its first hunger pangs in a few hours. The pre-milk was essential to provide the babe with nutrients and antibodies.
Thayrille sat near the basket, studying the babe, her brain awhirl with memories of the dusty pages of her textbooks. What else would the babe need in the coming days? Did she have everything to help this fragile being? Or would the tiny child sicken and die?
The babe was wide awake but silent now, comfortable with her new environment. The infant was wrinkled and ugly, as most babes were soon after birth, but she fortunately appeared more Human than her poor mother.
The baby had large, unfocused blue eyes which stared at the nearby flickering flames. Her face looked very much like her mother’s; it was quite pointed and delicate. Almost alien. However, her mother’s face was certainly not Human. It was the face of a creature Thayrille had never encountered before – which was unusual in a place like Pendalin. The alien woman’s eyes were a glassy grey, so pale that they were almost white. Her face with its pointedness appeared almost insect-like. Her hair was a tangle of coarse pale strands, frail and white against the soft mattress, almost like cow hair.
Thayrille had been too caught up in the moment, desperately trying to save this dying woman and her child, that the Healer hadn’t truly registered the bizarre appearance of her patient. Now that she had a moment to catch her breath, Thayrille’s gaze was drawn to the dead woman’s alien eyes, her thin lips, her cutaneous skin, her narrow insect-like face, her wiry coarse hair that shimmered purest white…
That was when the Healer noticed the object that lay tangled in the woman’s short locks. It was tied with a beaded thong around her neck. Carefully retrieving the object, Thayrille found it was some sort of pipe, unlike any she had seen. It glimmered in the firelight, shining with blues, greens, and yellows. The slim instrument had some ancient indecipherable carvings over it that sent shivers down her spine.
This was beyond her experience, this strange spindly woman and her Human-like child. Where had she come from? How had she come to Grydin, of all places, in such a condition? The township was isolated, perched high within the Arythmun Mountains and almost impossible to navigate to during the deep winter. 
Staring at those vacant eyes, Thayrille felt a shudder run through her body. The young Healer had experienced death before. It was hard not to, in such a busy Ward as the place of her apprenticeship, Tryssdale Medic Centre, but… At least there Thayrille had never been alone.
The wind whistled eerily around the house, making Thayrille feel instantly nervous. The cottage's front door flew open with a thud, causing her to squeak in fear, shivering as the open portal allowed a chill breeze to gust through the house. Perry ran into the room with the Forrester close behind. 
The man was tall, broad, and covered by a swirling grey-green cloak. Most of his exposed face was wreathed with a snow-frosted brown beard, and the skin beneath was weathered and tan. Although he was dressed as any Forrester should be, he was also a stranger. Thayrille had never seen this man before.
“Wh-Who are you?” Thayrille stuttered.
It was unlike her to be anything more than calm and collected, which annoyed her. She didn’t normally allow such paltry emotions to physically control her!
Where was Broc? she wondered. 
The old, skinny Forrester had been rough but fair. She didn’t care to have an unknown entity come into her life at this moment.
“Jack,” the man replied softly, a pleasant burr accenting his voice, as he scanned the room and took in the scenario. “I’m newly appointed. Broc passed on at the beginning of winter.”
Thayrille felt as though somebody had just slapped her. The village Healer she may be, but a Villager she quite obviously was not. That was becoming more and more apparent. No one had thought to tell her that the old Forrester had died. No one had thought to tell her that a new Forrester had been appointed. 
No one ever thought to tell her anything!
Jack knelt silently beside the dead woman-creature and placed his hand lightly to her throat. The fact he didn’t hesitate or flinch away from her alien appearance spoke volumes for his nature. Many would have recoiled from such a creature, but it appeared Forrester Jack was not easily scared. Thayrille suspected that he hardly registered this dead woman’s strange appearance. He was seeing just the desperately sad situation of a new mother who had lost her life.
His shuttered expression told her that he didn’t really expect much. He then gently closed the woman’s staring grey eyes, shaking his head sadly.
“The child?” he asked.
“A girl,” Thayrille said, gesturing to the basket, where the babe snuggled quietly.
The man briefly stared at the oddly silent infant, examining its small breath and alert responses. 
“Her name?” he asked finally, satisfied that the child was alive and well.
From their proximity, Thayrille could now see that this new Forrester, Jack, was a rather handsome man. He was also quite young, not yet twenty-five was her guess. His hazel eyes gleamed with every colour of the forest and were, thankfully, resigned but not condemning. Thayrille hesitated before answering, unsure of what she had heard.
“Faye,” she whispered finally.






  
  Chapter 1
House Rules


One fine summer day, some seven years later, Faye sat impatiently at her small school desk in the Healer’s study. The only sound in the room was the soft ticking of an old grandfather clock; the only movement was the bright dust motes that sparkled in the morning light. Books lined every wall, tightly rolled scrolls filled drawers, and a large wooden desk stood catty-corner to her own. This room was Thayrille’s study, a place where the stern Healer could read, research, and write about some medicine or healing practice as she devised it. 
Faye was meant to be in here to complete a history exercise but couldn’t keep her mind on track. It kept wandering out of the cottage and down the lane towards the village of Grydin. She idly twirled one bright blonde curl through her fingers as she stared out the dusty window with her large grey-blue eyes.
Not for the first time, she wished she could attend school with the other village children, but every time she asked, ‘why not?’ Thayrille would answer, ‘Because you’re too smart for that school, they’d have nothing to teach you.’
Faye, however, would always note the extra grimness that would line the stern Healer’s mouth and the flash of anger that flushed her usually pale face. There was some other reason, she was sure, but Thayrille didn’t want to say.
In the far distance, a bell tolled. It was the school bell that marked the beginning of lunch for the village children. Faye sighed, shifting uncomfortably in her wooden chair. When the second bell sounded, her foster mother would be in shortly after to check on her progress. It was the Healer’s habit to ensure that Faye was securely indoors when the village children were out.
Faye looked down at the history book she was meant to be reading. She hadn’t even started. With a resigned sigh, she forced herself to concentrate on the words.

The first Humans came to Almanaic – the southern lands of Pendalin – from across the Southern Ocean over one thousand years ago. When they first arrived, the magical creatures of the land were intensely curious but shy. They first saw no harm in the Humans and simply watched them. Soon after the Human arrival, the magical creatures began to retreat from Almanaic as the Humans spread, cutting down their trees and destroying their homes. Many of the species soon learned to hate the Humans. After many generations of cruel death and displacement, magical creatures finally approached the ancient, wise Elves, seeking help.
The Elves themselves travelled south to Almanaic and observed these new arrivals. They saw the great towns and cities that the Humans had built, and they wept for the needless destruction that these Humans had reaped. The Elves argued amongst themselves, torn between the Sacred Law that forbade the slaughter of living creatures and the wish to stamp out this plague.
The King of Pendalin, a wise and powerful Elf named Fey’Ran, decided to approach the Humans. He wanted to determine if the Human’s destruction transpired from malice or ignorance. He came down the mountain with his entourage of Warriors, Healers, and Scholars, and approached the great city of Rixondale. Once there, Fey’Ran demanded an audience with their King.
To his surprise, the man that greeted them was a sordid, narrow-minded Warrior. The Elves were troubled that Humans chose their leaders based on their military exploits, not by their intelligence, wisdom, or kindness. They confronted this so-called King and were unsatisfied by his responses to their questions.
‘We take what we want,’ the Human King told them, ‘Because we are superior to other creatures. Non-Human creatures have no rights under Human Law.’
Outraged, the Elves slew this demonic Human and the other Human Warriors that challenged them. 
Finally, after one week and one day of battle and murder, a Human child approached them.
The child’s innocence stayed their hand as he knelt before Fey’Ran and beseeched him.
‘Great Fairy King’, the child said, ‘please spare my people. The ones who are evil are now dead. The others just don’t know any better. But we can learn, Great King, if you let us.’
Moved by the sweet boy’s innocent words, the Elven King spared the lives of the other Humans. Then, in a surprise move, Fey’Ran crowned the small boy King.
He made for him a beautiful sceptre from his magics, one that could only be held by wisdom and innocence. The Sceptre of Almanaic.
He then informed the people that this child would guide their way, and if they followed his example and were good and just, then the Humans could have the lands of Almanaic as their home. The remaining people bowed, gladly accepting this peasant boy named Austin as their true King.
Austin, in turn, ruled long and wisely. The magical creatures slowly returned to Almanaic and lived amongst the Humans. The forests were re-established, and the Humans lived in peace with their surroundings…

Faye’s head jerked up as the creak of the door opening disturbed her. 
Surely the second bell hasn’t tolled already? Faye thought, panicked. 
The old wooden clock ticking on the wall indicated that only five minutes had passed. Thayrille entered the room, her usually expressionless face clouded with a small frown. Wisps of hair were starting to come loose from the twist she normally wore as she ran her hand over her head in agitation. 
“Mistress Brianey is here. She’s managed to cut open her leg and has delayed coming to see me by almost a week. The wound has become septic,” the Healer announced, absently glancing at the page Faye was reading. “I won’t have time to check your lessons. Mark the page and take the book with you to read. For now, I’d prefer you leave the cottage. I’ll check your knowledge of the text this evening – the whole text, mind!”
Faye sat stunned for a moment, unable to believe her good luck! Almost an entire day to herself! With only one text to read! When Thayrille’s frown deepened at her ward’s delayed reaction, Faye hurriedly marked her page, shut the book and leapt to her feet. With a nod of thanks, she raced from the cottage and through the back door, tucking the book into the waistband of her breeches. As she passed the primary healing room, she could hear the low, pained moans of Mistress Brianey.
Serves her right, the child thought belligerently.
Faye knew that many villagers opted only to come to Thayrille as a last resort. It displeased and secretly hurt the stern Healer to no end. 
The child had no sympathy for such idiots. Especially Mistress Brianey, the Baker’s wife, who had once thrown a skillet at her when Faye had peeped over the back fence out of curiosity. The girl had only wanted to see how the bread was baked!
Once out the back door, Faye looked about the large kitchen garden. Several raised garden beds lined the cobbled path, blooming with flowers and vegetables. She breathed in the numerous smells of herbs used in cooking and medicine. Faye could even name a few, as Thayrille had taken to allowing the child to sit with her as she prepared salves, serums, and other medications. 
After a brief pause, Faye continued down the garden path to the back fence. There was no gate, but she scaled the stone wall and jumped down the other side with deft, practised motions. Her rugged leather breeches and linen shirt made climbing and running easy. Far better, she often thought, to look like a boy than to wear a silly, confining dress.
On the other side of the tall fence was Shepherds Lane, a path that led the back way down to the village. Thayrille had forbidden Faye from going anywhere near the other buildings, and it hadn’t taken many secret wanderings for the child to understand why.
The village people were cruel.
So far, in the past year since Faye had been allowed to roam on her own, she had sticks and stones thrown at her, a broom on one occasion, and had been verbally abused in a variety of colourful ways. There was also that skillet incident, but she had always stubbornly supposed that she shouldn’t have frightened Mistress Brianey by sticking her head over the bakery fence unannounced. She just didn’t believe that in her heart.
At first, this callous treatment made Faye upset and angry. Her misery only increased when she had cried to Thayrille once, only to be sharply smacked and told she shouldn’t have disobeyed the house rules.
Bottom stinging and her pride in tatters, Faye soon learnt to avoid the village like the plague. That occasion had been the only time Thayrille had ever struck her in recent memory.
As far as Faye could remember, she and the Healer had always had a cordial – if distant – relationship. The girl had witnessed other families and how they kissed, hugged, and laughed together… Thayrille didn't take up with that sort of claptrap and it often caused Faye to feel a pang in her heart.
Recalling her earlier wish that she could attend the village school, Faye suddenly wondered if it was the villager’s cruelty rather than her intelligence that prevented her foster mother from sending her. It was food for thought.
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Faye glanced up and down the narrow lane before crossing quickly to enter the woods opposite. Despite the many warnings of wolves, bears, and venomous snakes and spiders, she had always been comfortable in the forest depths. Nothing ever bothered her in here, and she felt completely safe.
A massive oak tree stood some twenty meters into the woods, along a very faint track that she carved over a year ago. The ancient tree radiated peace and welcome, filling her chest with a buzz of warmth.
Faye had constructed a large platform high in its branches, using twine and vines. She deftly climbed the tree now, reaching the platform in moments. There were many treasures stored up here. Drawings stuck on with tree sap decorated the branches, her first clumsy attempt at knitting lined the floor, and a collection of shiny colourful stones were displayed across a low shelf she had made.
Her best treasure of all sat protected beneath the bench. It was a wooden practice sword.
During one of her infrequent forays into the village, Faye had found the sword broken, having been tossed away near a woodsman’s cottage. She had fixed it with sap and rock powder, which formed a rock-hard glue.
The last time she had come up here, she had used her small pocketknife to carve patterns over its surface. The designs were pretty, yet alien.
[image: image-placeholder]
 Faye couldn’t remember where she had seen them, only that they were important to her. Now, the sword was ready to use.
Faye knelt next to the shelf and was about to grip the sword’s hilt when her conscience pricked at her. She should finish the text first, she knew, otherwise she would forget. Thayrille wouldn’t be happy about that.
With a heavy sigh, Faye flopped onto the platform as she reluctantly retrieved the book from her waistband and continued reading.

The lands of Almanaic were ruled peacefully by Austin and his descendants for many years, with the Sceptre of Almanaic being passed from parent to child.
The Sceptre would choose the successor, often alternating between first-born, middle-born, and last-born heirs. It would always glow mysteriously when held by the true heir.
Only once was the Royal lineage interrupted. The son of King Bereford jealously hoarded the Sceptre, claiming it as his right as the first-born and only son. This foresworn man, named Dex, had slain his two sisters to ensure his inheritance. When the Sceptre would not glow for him, Dex was enraged. He slew his Royal Advisors, who had plotted with him and guaranteed his success. Within days of these sad events, the Elves appeared and confiscated the Sceptre.
Driven to insanity, Dex challenged them and died swiftly. The Sceptre was passed amongst King Bereford’s cousins until it finally shone again.
The Royal lineage continued.
Generations passed, and Humans began to spread further. The Elves welcomed them into the Northern Lands, known as Weirren Vale. Their blood mingled with many magical creatures, and soon, Human Sorcerers were also born. Everyone lived in peace.
After hundreds of years, the Elves slowly began to fade from the lands of Pendalin until few remained. The King of that time, Fey’Yulan, passed the ancient Crown of Weirren Vale to the Human Queen, Orchra, in a great ceremony. He and the other Elves believed that Humans had proven themselves worthy of the Guardianship of Pendalin and its creatures. Fey’Yulan conjured a great throne for Queen Orchra in the Palace of Rixondale– the Throne of Pendalin. With those three magical items, the Sceptre, Crown and Throne, the King or Queen of Pendalin would rule with great power, equivalent to the Elves. King Fey’Yulan then vanished into the mists of the northern forests.
Humans once more ruled well until two hundred years ago. King Brandon had only one son, Gerrard, who was born a natural Sorcerer. The King had also adopted his nephew, Brixton, who had lost both his parents to disease at a young age. Brixton was a quiet, sweet-natured boy and looked up to his older cousin.
Gerrard was sure that he would inherit the kingdom from his father. As such, Gerard’s confidence became his doom. Gerard was so impressed with his talent that the prince began dabbling in the Black Arts, conjuring evil throughout the lands. When the old King finally passed on, Gerrard claimed the Sceptre immediately – but it did not glow for him.
Brixton claimed the Crown and placed it on his own head. The Crown glittered with silver magic, demonstrating that he was the true King of Pendalin.
Gerrard was enraged and tried to murder his cousin, but the Guards, forever loyal to the Crown and fabled Elves, stopped him. Gerrard vanished in a display of dark power and smoke, taking the Sceptre.
Brixton did his best to rule his people without the Sceptre. He divided his time equally between the southern Palace of Rixondale and the northern Palace of Tryssdale. However, the Sceptre of Almanaic was closely intertwined with the fate of Humans, and the lands of Pendalin began to slowly decline. Plague and famine increased imperceptibly, year by year.
Finally, after almost five years, Gerrard reappeared. He materialised inside the Castle of Tryssdale, aiming to take King Brixton by surprise while he was away from the magic of the Throne at Rixondale. Gerrard was far more gaunt and powerful than before. He also had his own following of Barons, Scholars, and Sorcerers.
Gerrard challenged Brixton for the throne. Brixton, however, had been forewarned of this treason and was ready. He fought Gerrard using the magic of the Crown in an epic battle. Brixton was mortally wounded during the struggle but managed to flee, taking the Crown with him. He and the Crown of Pendalin then vanished without a trace.
Thwarted once more, Gerrard was forced to return from whence he came, for the people of Pendalin revolted against him. A fortnight passed before Gerrard reappeared. He was caught searching the Palace of Tryssdale, looking for any clues as to where Brixton had vanished. An angry boy, the second cousin of the kind King, was overcome by anger at the sight of the evil Sorcerer and killed him. It is unknown how the child managed it; all records show that he had momentarily glowed with a silver light - almost as though the Elves had given him the strength of their magics.
Now, both the Sceptre and Crown are lost. The Throne, connected to both these magical Emblems, was hidden by the Brixton’s loyal followers to protect it from interference. The Throne’s location was not recorded, nor revealed to anyone outside the small elite group. Now, the Throne Room remains an empty crypt.
After many sad years, the favoured cousin of Brixton turned Tryssdale Palace into Austin Academy, named for the first King. Princess Veila and her loyal government sought the most talented Healers, Scholars, and Sorcerers of the land to become Professors at the Academy, training generation after generation of Seekers.
Seekers were those who swore a blood oath, upon graduation, to search the lands of Pendalin for the lost Sceptre of Almanaic and the Crown of Weirren Vale, and the hidden location of the Throne of Pendalin. Only the most outstanding students, adept at all aspects of their training, were granted Seekership. These Seekers were indoctrinated in the ways of Honour, living by the ancient words: ‘Integrity shall be my code, my life, my breath.’
Not all Seekers search for the lost Crown and Sceptre in modern times. Some comb the lands for potential students of the Academy, to increase the number of possible graduates who can take up the quest.
The Academy also offers various courses for the young and old. Students are often recruited at the age of fourteen. Admission is free, fully funded by the Royal Trust set aside by the heirs of Brixton.

Faye finished the book's last sentence and slowly closed it, her eyes glazed with imagination. 
Just picture it, being a Seeker! she thought dreamily as she gazed up at the shifting leaves above her head. Questing across all the lands of Pendalin, searching for the lost Crown and Sceptre!
Faye sighed then glanced at her wooden sword. It seemed to beckon her, and she had a brilliant idea. What if she imagined a fun adventure? She could pretend to go off Seeking the Crown and Sceptre! A Seeker must be adept at swordplay, after all… 
And there was no harm in practicing!
With that, Faye scooped up her sword and slid down the tree. Once her feet hit the ground, she began seeing the scenario in her mind’s eye. She had just graduated from Austin Academy, and they had granted her Seekership. She had heard rumours – whispers! – about some great evil Guardian that was protecting an amazing treasure. She was almost certain this was the Crown, and retrieving it was up to her!
Making up the story as she went along, Faye stealthily paced through the wood, seeing ghouls and monsters that she had to slay with her wooden sword. 
“Hark! I will find the Crown and restore peace and prosperity to the lands of Pendalin!” she called out into the shadowed forest, startling several birds from their roosts and a possum from its feast of ground berries.
She leapt and tumbled, raced, then hid, pranced out of cover before sliding down an embankment and launching herself onto a nearby boulder. The gloom of the forest faded, the midday sun dazzled her eyes as she performed one last leap that landed her back on Shepherds Lane, at a point some five hundred meters from the stone-and-mortar school building.
The girl didn’t realise that she had drifted from under the cover of the trees and had come closer to the village. Nor had she realised that three boys, all older than her, were lolling about on an old wooden fence, watching her antics through narrowed eyes.






  
  Chapter 2
I'm Not a Boy!


As Faye left the woods, unbeknownst to the distracted girl, those three boys caught sight of her small spritely figure, gracefully swinging a well-made wooden sword and calling softly to an imaginary foe. Naturally, as overgrown bullies tend to do when faced with something different or unusual, they decided to insert themselves into the stranger’s path. 
“Lo! The Crown is mine! Give it to me, demon, so I might return it to the true heir! No?! You refuse me!?? Then hark! I will gut thee like a pig! For Honour! For Pendalin!” Faye cried, her cheeks flushed with excitement.
“You there! Boy!” called the leader of the trio, a swarthy looking child of ten or so, with conniving brown eyes and short brown hair, snapping Faye out of her daydream. “You’re that creature the Healer’s taken in, ain’t you? Funny looking thing you are! What is that nonsense you’re babbling? Off to find the lost Crown of Pendalin? Ha! You’re nothing but an orphan! No orphan would EVER be allowed to seek the Crown!”
Faye stopped dead as she heard these words. She wondered how she had managed to get so far away from the protective woods. She glanced behind herself to see if she could make it back before the trio could reach her.
Faye’s stomach dropped like a stone in a still pond when she realised she would have no such luck. The three large boys blocked the path and clenched their fists threateningly. For the moment Faye said nothing, eyeing them over warily. She had the strong urge to correct their numerous mistakes – starting with the assumption that she was a boy! 
“Well, ye fungus? Jimmy here asked ye a question. You’re not allowed to go pretending to find the lost Crown,” said the sandy-haired boy to Jimmy’s right, a mean expression in his dull eyes.
Faye glared at the three, her jaw jutting out in a pugnacious scowl as they sauntered closer.  
“Why ever not?” she challenged. “As you said, it’s just pretend.”
The three boys seemed taken aback that she would argue with them. They recovered quickly, and the one named Jimmy stepped closer.
“That’s you being rude to me!” he shouted. “No orphan brat is ever gonna be rude to ME! Jeremy, Archie, c’mon. On him, boys.” With that, the three boys leapt at Faye, but the girl was swift and agile.
She dodged Jimmy swiftly, then tripped the largest lad, Jeremy, with a flick of her leg. Using the butt of her sword, Faye conked him on the head. The blow disoriented the large lad so much that he kept moving right past her – falling straight into the nearby paddock fence before slumping to the ground, winded and dazed.
The other two boys leapt at Faye once more. She managed to evade Jimmy’s headlock but caught a glancing punch to the face from Archie. She returned in kind, using her wooden sword to slash, jab, and smack.
It was a free-for-all. Legs lashed out, fists met flesh, and the three tumbled to the ground. The sword went flying from Faye’s hand. Jeremy finally revived enough to stumble over to the fight. He bodily picked Faye up from amidst the fray – intending to hold her still while the others pummelled her good and proper.
Suddenly, through their skirmish, a great roar reverberated through the air. All three boys stopped what they were doing – even Faye had the grace to surreptitiously release her captor’s wrist from between her teeth.
“WHAT DO YE THINK YE LOT ARE DOING!?” bellowed the shadow that had suddenly come upon them.
He was a large man, dressed in shades of grey-green and brown, his heavily bearded face almost lost within the deep cowl pulled over his head. Only his hazel eyes were visible, and they were ablaze with fury.
The Forrester!
The Forrester, the lead Woodsman of Grydin Village, was the most awed and feared person the children knew. He was deadly competent with a knife, a bow, and a sword! He was also the law enforcer since the Pendalin Constabulary didn’t have a presence in Grydin.
“How dare ye! Three against one is hardly fair at all!” snarled the Forrester, his voice grating like gravel beneath a pickaxe. “Wait ‘til I tell ye father, Jimmy O’Locklynn! How dare ye, picking on such a little fella, all by his lonesome!”
Faye, much sore, bruised, and tired of this affair, figured it was time to set matters straight.
“I’m not a boy, as you well know, Master Jack!” she snapped, exasperated. Although she dared say she must look a sight, with her blonde curls tangled and dusty, her face bruised and scratched...
The Forrester frowned as he peered down at her, before doing a double take as he recognised the girl.
“Faye,” he whispered, almost in awe, his face paling.
Then he looked at the big boy holding her up roughly by the arms. His pale face bubbled red; his speckled eyes grew murderous. Jeremy, seeming to recover some of his senses, hastily released her, causing Faye to stumble and catch her balance on Jimmy. The three boys stared at her. 
A girl! their mortified expressions seemed to say.
“JIMMY!” roared the Forrester, grabbing roughly at the boy’s neck as the child tried to bound away like a spooked rabbit. He swiped another hand, catching himself a second boy. Archie quailed beneath that thunderous look, too terrified to defend himself. “Just you wait, boy! Just you wait until your father hears about THIS! You too, Jeremy.”
With that, he dragged the two smaller boys along, with the biggest lad following meekly behind, trembling wildly, his doleful brown eyes filled with terrified tears.
“S’rry,” Jeremy mumbled quietly as he passed Faye, resolutely staring at the dirt path beneath his dusty feet.
The Forrester paused, forcing down his spiralling anger.
“You alright, lass?” he asked roughly but not unkindly. Faye managed a short nod, feeling the muscles in her neck and back twinge in response. 
“Good. Get ye back to the Healer’s. She’ll know what to do,” his gruff voice ordered. 
With that, the Forrester strode on, dragging the whimpering and reluctant boys along with him.
“But we didn’t know it was a girl…!” began Jimmy, only to have himself shaken like a recalcitrant puppy.
Their cries and scuffling steps faded away. Faye, not wanting to wait to see if anyone else would turn up, hobbled back to the Healer’s cottage as quickly as her bruised body would allow. Shepherds Lane was thankfully deserted, and the child managed to limp around to the side gate and let herself into the back garden rather than trying to drag her sore, abused flesh back over the boundary fence.
Thayrille met her at the kitchen door, outraged by the number of bruises, scratches and cuts that covered Faye’s body. She didn’t yell. That simply wasn’t her way.
“Tell me.” Thayrille said in her firm, stern voice.
The Healer’s eyes darkened as she examined every injury, her frizzy hair barely contained in the tight twist that held it away from her face. Every freckle stood out against her pale skin, testimony to her concealed rage. 
Faye ducked her head, her breathing shallow as she glowered at the floor, bright spots of emotion colouring her pale cheeks. Tears glinted in the child’s miserable eyes, but they did not break through her steely control. One did not cry because one had received a few bruises and scrapes.
With valiant effort, Faye blinked away the incriminating moisture in her eyes, her expression unyielding as she recounted, each word precise and devoid of emotion. The Healer listened, her nostrils flaring occasionally, her brows pulled down sternly as she administered ointment.
Faye was relieved that Thayrille decided she had been injured enough and didn’t tan her backside for disobeying the house rules and wandering too close to the village main. Once the telling was done, Faye stood silent in her pain as every injury was bandaged – she didn’t even whimper as a particularly stringent salve was placed on an ugly gash along her cheek.
Thayrille merely pursed her lip and said nothing throughout her ministrations. When she had finally finished, the Healer gave Faye a healing brew that would ease the pain and help her sleep, then ushered her towards the stairs.
“Get to bed, Faye. This day’s task can wait ‘til tomorrow,” Thayrille instructed her in a low voice.
No matter how kind she tried to make it, her voice was often stern and unforgiving. It was just her way. Faye understood the kindness behind Thayrille’s actions – allowing her to go to bed to nurse her aches and wounds instead of forcing her to stay up and finish the day’s lesson… and was grateful for it.
Faye trudged up the two flights of stairs, bypassing the first landing that housed the secondary healing rooms and Thayrille’s bedroom, before staggering up to the second-floor balcony that accessed the three attic rooms. The girl hesitated at the first attic door – her bedroom door – before opening and closing it again with a short thud, which would cause the Healer below to assume she had followed the direction to go to bed.
Instead of curling up on her own feathered mattress, Faye slid silently down the wall next to her door, out of sight from any looky-loos down below. It was time to find out just how cross Thayrille was.
The child closed her eyes, exhausted, and rested her head against the door’s architrave, listening to the colourful muttering and cussing echoing up the stairs from the kitchen. One corner of her mouth kicked up in amusement. 
Wow, Thayrille was angry! And not at her! 
The realisation was comforting.
A knock sounded at the cottage’s front door; startling Faye awake. She had dozed off in her awkward position on the balcony, slumped against the door jamb. Her muscles were now cramping painfully due to being held in an unnaturally uncomfortable position for who-knew-how-long!
With a quiet groan, Faye gained her knees and shuffled forwards to the balcony’s edge so she could peer down the stairs and through the kitchen doorway. She caught a glimpse of a broad back perched on one of the breakfast bar stools, covered in a swirl of green, grey and brown. 
Forrester Jack had come over.
Faye grimaced as she recalled his temper and roaring bellow. Perhaps he was angry with her, and she would be punished after all…
“How’s the lass?” the man rumbled, an angry growl still present in his voice.
“Fine – just cuts and bruises, mainly. A sprained ankle, as well. She’ll heal in good order, and she’ll be right as rain in a week,” Thayrille responded, her tone distinctly unhappy.
It hurt Faye’s heart that she had been the cause of that unhappiness. Thayrille was the only mother she knew, and she never wanted to upset her. Faye often dreamed that Thayrille would finally hug her, smile at her, and tell her that she loved her like her own daughter.
That would never happen if Faye kept making mistakes like this all the time!
The Healer plonked a cup of herbal tea on the bench before the Forrester as they continued their conversation in low voices. Faye’s straining ears could make out the murmured conversation.
“She’s sleeping?” the Forrester asked before sighing. “Damn, was hoping to get the real story from her.”
Thayrille vanished from Faye’s line of sight before returning with a small brown bottle that the girl readily identified as headache medicine. The Healer sprinkled three drops into the Forrester’s tea with nary a comment. He continued sipping without complaint, and within a few minutes, he let out a relieved sigh.
“Thank ye,” he said softly.
The Healer made a dismissive gesture, before placing her hands deep in her apron pockets, an uncharacteristically nervous gesture. 
Why was Thayrille nervous? Faye wondered curiously, her brow puckering in thought. Master Jack popped by often, and the adults always seemed to be easy with each other. Was it because of her? Were they angry at each other and her for the scrape this afternoon? Should she go down there and tell Jack the entire story like he wanted? But then Thayrille will know she had disobeyed instead of going straight to bed as directed.
The child bit her lip, tortured by indecision.
“Faye told me the story as soon as she was home,” Thayrille said abruptly, saving Faye from having to make any rash decisions.
“Alright. The boys told me this, correct me where they’ve gone wrong.” Jack began the story and paused often to watch Thayrille nod or shake her head.
His hulking form leaned closer to Thayrille across the counter as he spoke, Jack’s voice softening. Faye would have expected the Healer to angrily push away as he leant into her personal space. Instead, the woman was leaning closer in return. They were so close. In fact, they were almost touching!
Faye’s frown deepened. Thayrille did not appreciate anyone in her personal space! And yet Jack seemed to be an exception…
“The boys were sitting around Shepherds Lane, enjoying their afternoon, when another child, which they thought to be a boy, appeared along the lane,” he paused, and Thayrille nodded for him to continue. “Faye, it would seem, was muttering and swinging a wooden play sword. They asked her ‘what he was about’, and were sassed in reply, Faye threatened them with the sword…” the Forrester trailed off as Thayrille  shook her head, the loose strands bouncing around her ears.
“Faye was playing ‘pretend’ and acting out a fantasy of a swordfight when she was waylaid by the boys. They stopped her and began to bully her, saying that as an orphan, she would never be allowed to go on quests and the like, so she had better stop her pretending. Faye said she didn’t see why, since it was just pretend. They took that as her being rude and attacked,” the woman summarised her lips pursing again and her nostrils flaring.
Thayrille stepped back from the Forrester, wrapping her arms around herself as though she were afraid to ask for a comforting hug from anyone else. 
Faye felt her heart sink. She would hug Thayrille any time the woman wanted. But whenever she tried, the Healer would impatiently set her aside and say she was too busy for social niceties. 
Jack gave a terse nod, his large hands gripping the ceramic mug as he slumped back on his stool, clearly disappointed by the Healer’s withdrawal.
“I see. Unprovoked as well, it seems. The boys must have known I wouldn’t dismiss the matter,” he muttered, angry colour causing his ears to light up.
Faye blinked in surprise. She didn’t know a body could do that! Did everyone’s ears glow red when they were angry? Thayrille’s didn’t, that was for sure. She cupped her own ears thoughtfully as she continued to raptly listen in on the adult’s conversation.
“No,” Thayrille gave a despondent sigh.  “I bet they were counting on their parents’ lack of support of you.”
Jack started and a pained, guilty look came over his stern face as he glanced over his shoulder towards the stairwell. Faye froze and then shifted so the banister rail concealed her presence on the balcony. With any luck, those observant peepers hadn’t spotted her.
“Aye. They did at that. I went straight to the Elders with those three, and the parents came quick-smart. Nothing was done. The whole weaselly lot of them shrugged it off as though it didn’t matter.” Jack’s knuckles turned white around his mug, threatening to crush the clay cup.
“It is how it is,” Thayrille offered with a sad slump to her shoulders, as she gently removed the now empty mug from between Jack’s hands.
Unexpectedly, the Forrester clasped his hand over hers.
Faye’s eyes widened, impatient for the slap that would surely follow this brazen act. Only… Thayrille turned her hand in his and thread her fingers through Jack’s, her face troubled, her bottom lip gripped between her even white teeth.
“After it was dismissed, I spoke to those boys, and I let them know that the next time they picked on anyone, they’d be answering to me. I told them I’d be waiting, and the next time, I wouldn’t worry about goin’ to see their parents. I’d take care of it meself, there and then. They won’t touch ye girl anymore, I promise. Neither will anyone else from the village. I’ve made that clear,” Jack said, his voice sincere as he leaned forward again, his free hand rising to brush a strand of frizzy hair back from the woman’s pale face.
“Th-th-thank you,” Thayrille managed to stutter.
Faye held her breath, torn between delight and horror. 
Oh. My. Goodness. Were they going to kiss?!
Jack’s hands were moving over Thayrille’s, and his thumb was rubbing her palm… But Thayrille did nothing. Just stood there staring at him, her face pensive, like a deer keeping track of a hungry wolf.
Jack released the Healer’s hand and sat back again, the reluctance in that one motion palpable. 
“Best be off – wouldn’t do to give those namby-pambering fools another thing to talk about,” he growled, then gathered his coat and hat.
Within moments, the man was out the door and vanished into the night. 
Faye and Thayrille each let out a harsh sigh, confused and disappointed by Jack’s abrupt departure.
The Healer’s eyes snapped up and glared at the small figure crouched behind the banister.
“I said, get ye to bed, Faye. And I mean now!” the Healer snarled, anger replacing nerves. Faye bolted for her bedroom door as quickly as her abused flesh could manage, snapping it closed behind her before she scrambled beneath the covers of her narrow bed. 
What on earth had that been about?! Faye wondered as she stared at the ceiling, her heart pounding.






  
  Chapter 3
To Become a Seeker


Faye healed quickly and returned to normal within the week. She stayed close to the cottage after that fight, only venturing as far as her treehouse, and never following the lane any further than the cottage boundaries. 
She had learnt her lesson, true and proper.
Faye worked much harder at her study tasks and soon caught up that fateful afternoon’s work. She even asked for extra lessons on the trials of a Seeker. In her heart, Faye knew she had finally found her life’s purpose and wanted to begin preparing now. Thayrille reluctantly lent her books on the subject, wondering if it were the best thing to encourage the girl in her fantasy.
Paradoxically, Thayrille seemed more inclined to give Faye a little free time nearly every day over that summer, as though trying to make up for the injustice of how Faye   had been treated by the villagers. In the meantime, Faye used this boon to explore the forest in more depth. And always, it seemed, in the near distance was Jack, watching her. After the fifth time Faye sighted him, she finally decided to tell Thayrille and ask what the Healer thought.
“Jack’s keeping an eye on you. He feels badly that those miscreants weren’t punished for what they did. So, he’s making sure nothing else happens,” Thayrille informed her in a casual tone, as she measured herbs for a salve, then placed a pinch beneath Faye’s nose. “Name this herb.” 
Startled, Faye sniffed, then looked carefully.
“Citrus – dried,” she replied.
Thayrille nodded once and returned to her work.
No praise, no affection, no hug, pat or wink. It was just her way.
As Faye dismissed the slight pang in her heart, she further considered her problem with the Forrester and was struck by a wonderful idea. Forresters, she knew, were adept with all sorts of weapons – bows, knives, and swords! If Jack felt that bad about those boys beating her, she could convince him to teach her how to defend herself, just as Thayrille did each morning before breakfast. Faye appreciated the nasty tricks Thayrille had shown her this past week, with the idea that Faye could ward off further attacks if, or when necessary. Only, with Jack, there was the chance to learn a real weapon, which was an irresistible lure.
Faye smiled inwardly, not wanting Thayrille to notice and comment.
“Close your eyes and name this herb,” Thayrille instructed once more, holding out a pinch of green. Faye complied and sniffed.
“Juniper!” she identified instantly, wrinkling her nose in disgust at the pungent odour.
The next time she was given a free afternoon, Faye dashed over the garden fence and straight into the forest. The path she followed was no longer a faint track, but a proper game trail because of how many times she had travelled back and forth to her favourite oak tree.
The limbs of the forest giant created a shielding umbrella, providing shade and privacy for Faye’s makeshift cubby high up its stout frame. The girl paused at the tree’s base, preparing to scramble up the trunk and retrieve her practice sword. Faye hesitated and listened carefully. Birds were singing praise to the sun, insects were buzzing with their love of summer flowers, and a nearby brook was bubbling with vigour.
All was as it should be. Except…
There! A glint of light sparkled just beyond the corner of her eye. Faye whipped her head around and caught sight of another glimmer. A shaft of golden sunlight reflected off the blade of a short hunting knife in the distance.
Faye felt her heart stop in her throat until she recognised the burly figure in its camouflage cloak. Forrester Jack was sitting nearby, just beyond the brook, sliding his knife along a thin, straight stick.
The girl barely managed to contain her squeal of delight.
Just the person she wanted to speak to!
“Yes, lass?” Jack asked when she bounded over to him, his large hands carefully whittling a brand-new arrow. There was already a pile by his left foot, testimony to the long hours he had spent in this very spot. Faye wondered briefly why he had chosen this place to sit and whittle arrows.
Jack’s calico cloak melded with the surrounding forest, his tight cap disguised his curly brown hair, and his bushy beard softened the tan skin of his face. If it hadn’t been for the fact that he
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rebarned from Seyond the Mountarns. Does that really mean that the
worlA eacts Yhere??

Werritan Canyons.

[lese canyons span e /éajﬂ\ a}[fée caa{/éea{}[rom Yo Oratlinsyn
Meouatarns Aown Yo Davammoad Falls. Oace a vast river systeon ot easured
every ack, a}[/)za/a//'% was }[erf/(é, AH 15 nons a Ary ruin, bLome Yo Lanclits
and reptiles.

[he Arfesian Basin,

Once a lus, plarn and a valuable ajr,;m(?m/ bund, witl, e /r,,;,j of the
central river, Yhe basia 15 nons underqone a’/eserﬁjc&aﬂ&a and 5 a Ary and
ariA Aast-bon.

[ Aryptlomun Duncte.

Tlese (ow mountains Sfr‘ea//;”owr eost Yo west across Peadalin and can be
/zf}[z&m/{ Yo ».awjod/e. The mountarns are bome Yo Yhe Grydtin Triad and
some nataral wonders ﬂmcl\ as e Gro'/z/a)

[be Soutlora Isles:

A series a/[/é/éw/s Yo the soutl, o}[/jem alin. They are 0/[2{01 Sarren ano
co/;*/, éez;\j covered in saons }[or‘ Z\o«//[ o}[{l\z year. The ancieat bomeland o}[
Guyndlor is saol Yo Se éé}’f/"w’/, yet o exf/&rer bas ever returned Yo
COH/[/;"M /)[fl\e ar/j/;.a/ Lowme 0}[/7,01‘440(‘15 sl exists. The Listories say an
afvaca/)«/of/& Assaster caused our fgof(é Yo }[(éé a Upusand or more years

ajo, Se][ar‘e we ozf‘r‘/l:/ét'{/;\ pem a/l‘;«.
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