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​CHAPTER 1: THE ISLAND AND ITS MAGIC
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In a stately stony tower beside the sea, which stood upon the little island fiefdom of Fildorin, Kirindan was King. And rain beat upon Kirindan as he stood upon the tower, yet he was tall and unbent, and held his great black sword aloft in defiance of Dormog. That dark sorcerer had come to do battle with the King, and yet in his last moments, Kirindan was unafraid, and even as the tower cracked and crumbled beneath his feet, his bearing was proud and regal. And so the last King of Fildorin passed from this world, and met his fate with a steady countenance, and at the end was not put to shame. And Fildorin, fairest of all the realms of the Western world, fell and was broken, and none save one has set foot upon its sad shores ever since.

Fildorin, loveliest of all the magic isles in the West! Of the great sins against beauty and goodness in the waning days of the world, the ruination of Fildorin was not the least grievous nor hateful. It was the very fairness of Fildorin that first drew Dormog to her shores, and when he came, no defenders could be found upon the little island save Kirindan the brave, who alone remained to give battle to the wicked sorcerer. Mighty was Dormog, and no mortal man save one may have stood against the potency of his magic. But Kirindan was King upon Fildorin, and he was strong and grim, and though there was but faint hope of victory, yet he stood upon the tower and contended with Dormog, and so came to a worthy end. And though the fate of Fildorin was sealed long before Kirindan made his hopeless stand, though it was broken and wasted and its beauty long vanished, yet in the King's death, the island was hallowed, and evil came never again to its shores.

Fildorin, the land of talking trees and dancing streams, the land of music and healing! Upon Fildorin, all things had voice, from the smallest pebble to the tallest mountain, from the flowers springing in the path to the hidden prismatic pools. Upon Fildorin, the sunlight fell so thick at morning and at evening that – if you knew how – you could scrape it right off the leaves of a tree and collect it in a jar, and if you hung it up in a cellar or a cave, it might shine and give light for full three days. Upon Fildorin, if you buried your hand in the moist black soil of the island, you could feel a low, subterranean purr emanating from the earth itself.

It was said by some that if a man were to take a single draught of wine made from the grapes grown on the leeward side of Fildorin, he should in one moment be made five years younger than he was, and all the memories of his youth would become clearer to him than yesterday. Others said that in the times before Time, when the Dragons Ysamna and Sanilia crafted all the gemstones of the world, they took a single blade of grass from the gardens of Fildorin, and from that single blade of grass they colored all the emeralds that they buried in the earth before the first sunrise. Every plant that grew upon Fildorin had virtue to heal at least one malady, and none of them tasted anything but delicious.

Twas over such a land of magic and marvel that Kirindan ruled as King, and for the most part he was a good King. Beloved by his subjects, feared by his enemies, courteous of speech, doughty in war – never had Fildorin been ruled over by so wise and noble a King. Rivals dared not move openly against him, and he was counted a friend by the King at Dimriu and the King at Tintangle, and even the Barbarian King of Tsangla considered Kirindan a close and steadfast ally.

All mariners in the world found a haven in Kirindan's castle upon the island, and men would make great journeys to behold the magic of Fildorin. Small skiffs and great galleons alike made berth in the narrow fjord that was the island’s only port, for it was counted a matter of great wonderment to behold the palace of Kirindan, which was called Cariliyon with its tall stony tower. Monks and merchants, pirates and paupers, captains and kings of great renown all traveled far south from the mainland to set foot upon Fildorin’s magic soil and breathe its enchanted air, and Kirindan welcomed them one and all with magnanimity. 

And of those that made the trek to the magic island, one and all testified that the very greatest wonder of Fildorin was to be found within the royal palace itself. For the rapturous, luminous beauty of Nioreya, Kirindan’s Queen, surpassed all the glamor to be found anywhere else upon the island, and if men were willing to undertake long journeys to see the beauty of Fildorin, they would give their very lives in long, treacherous travail over stormy seas and wastes of time to get a glimpse of the loveliness of Queen Nioreya. Her beauty was that of soft moonbeams on a cloudless night, and all that was best of dark and bright met together in her countenance. Dark was her skin, darker still her hair, and darkest of all her eyes, yet out of them shone a distant luminescence that put into one’s mind the far music of wistful viols, and the peaceful scent of lavenders and magnolias, and all the silvery wonders of the hour when the Sun is newly set. 

She clad herself always in white silks and linens in token of her virtue and loyalty to Kirindan her husband, and yet she knew how to cast a tempting, tantalizing glance which could cause great kings and mighty emperors to give up vast kingdoms and endless empires for her, being hopelessly entangled in her charms. She was quick to anger, and the flash of her dark eyes was fierce and terrible, like lightning in thunderclouds, and yet she was equally quick to mercy and pity, and many men lived their lives indebted to her kind regard and entreaties to the King. She wore no crown upon her head, but rather she bound a single pearl in perfect condition upon her brow, for aught else had dimmed her beauty and appeared garish and unseemly. 

Before their wedding day, Kirindan had traveled the wide wastes of the open ocean to a remote island which was scarcely more than a myth, the surface of which was only above water for half an hour every month at the lowest of low tides. On that island, consulting with certain wild and watery spirits, and speaking to them of Nioreya’s great beauty, Kirindan persuaded the wild sea nymphs thereby to proffer him a queenly gift, and so he won and brought back this most perfect of pearls in a reliquary of silver, and gave the small and priceless treasure to his bride as solemn troth of love and fidelity.

Now Nioreya’s family were once nobles of great fame and regard in a land far to the East, where the rising Sun flew low over the high domes of the palaces and scorched the tops of the tallest cypresses. Before Nioreya was born, war and uprising had come to this Eastern land, and Singarni her father and Alyryti her mother had fled south and west, over the wide plains of Palghur and over the towering Caravas Mountains and over the mighty Corubi River, all the way down through the fair land of Farleir to Narlollan, a port town by the sea. And at last, through the kindness of a poor merchant captain returning to the City of Crocodiles empty-handed after a failed voyage, Singarni and Alyryti gained passage south to the island of Fildorin, for they had heard that it was a magical island of surpassing beauty, and ruled by a kind and noble King. 

Immediately upon landing, they were taken to Cariliyon, the palace of King Perindan, who then ruled over the island. And whether it were out of sympathy for their plight, or adoration of their nobility, Singarni and Alyryti were given lodge in Cariliyon, and treated as nearly equal to the King and Queen. And when Alyryti gave birth to her daughter, she named her in the tongue of Alcastriyon, which was then spoken by the nobility upon Fildorin – Nioreya, which means “Song of the Blackbird.”
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