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THE TALE OF THE FORBIDDING
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It was the final night of the Graduation Telling, when the masters and students of the College of the Histories at Chanthed told the Great Tales that were the very essence of human life on Santhenar. To Llian had fallen the honour and the peril of telling the greatest tale of all – the Tale of the Forbidding. The tale of Shuthdar, the genius who made the golden flute but could not bear to give it up; who had changed the Three Worlds forever.

The telling was perilous because Llian was from an outcast race, the Zain, a scholarly people whose curiosity had led them into a treacherous alliance in ancient times. Though their subsequent decimation and exile was long ago, the Zain were still thought ill of. No Zain had been honoured with a Graduation Telling in five hundred years. No Zain had even been admitted to the college in a hundred years, save Llian, and that was a curious affair in itself.

So, his tale must best them all, students and masters too. Succeed and he would graduate master chronicler, a rare honour. No one had worked harder or agonised more to make his tale. But even a perfect telling would bring him as many enemies as admirers. Llian could sense them, willing him to fail. Well, let them try. No one knew what he knew. No one had ever told the tale this way before.

Once there were three worlds, Aachan, Tallallame and Santhenar, each with its own human species: Aachim, Faellem and us, old human. Then, fleeing out of the void between the worlds came a fourth people, the Charon. They were just a handful, desperate, on the precipice of extinction. They found a weakness in the Aachim, took their world from them and forever changed the balance between the worlds.

The Great Tales all began with that introduction, for it was the key to the Histories. Llian took a deep breath and began his tale.

In ancient times Shuthdar, a smith of genius, was summoned from Santhenar by Rulke, a mighty Charon prince of Aachan. And why had Rulke undertaken such a perilous working? He would move freely among the worlds, and perhaps the genius of Shuthdar could open the way. So Shuthdar laboured and made that forbidden thing, an opening device, in the form of a golden flute. Its beauty and perfection surpassed even the dreams of its maker – the flute was more precious to him than anything he had ever made. He stole it, opened a gate and fled back to Santhenar. But Shuthdar made a fatal mistake. He broke open the Way between the Worlds …

The tale was familiar to everyone in the hall, but the crowd were silent and attentive. Llian did not relax for a moment. The story was hours long, and before it was done he would need every iota of his teller’s voice, that almost magical ability of great talesmiths to move their audience to any emotion they desired. It was an art that could not be taught, though the masters tried hard enough.

Llian met the eyes of the assembly, one by one, as he told the tale. Everyone in the room knew that he spoke just to them.

The opening shocked Aachan, that frigid world of sulphur-coloured snow, oily bogs and black luminous flowers, to its core. The Charon hunted Shuthdar to Santhenar, bringing with them a host of Aachim, that they had enslaved at the dawn of time. All came naked and empty-handed, for any object taken from one world to another might mutate in treacherous ways. The Charon must leave behind their constructs, mighty engines of transformation or destruction, and rely on older powers.

And Tallallame, its rain-drenched forests and towering mountains the antithesis of Aachan, was also threatened by the opening. The Faellem, a small, dour folk for whom the universe was but an illusion made by themselves, selected their best to put it right. Faelamor it was who led them so proudly to Santhenar. Neither did they bring any weapons. Their powers of the mind were such that on their own world they needed nothing more.

Shuthdar was hunted across the lands and down the grinding centuries, fleeing through gate after gate, and wherever he went he brought strife. But finally he was driven into a trap …

At last Llian came to the climax of his long, long tale, the part that would turn the Histories upside down. He took a deep breath, searching the faces for a sign that they were with him. The longing for their approval was a physical ache. But they were a true Chanthed audience, both reserved and highly critical. They would give nothing until they had judged the whole.

In his prime, using the stolen flute, Shuthdar could escape any enemy. But he had lived to a tremendous age, his very bones had shrunk and twisted, his once clever hands were no more use than paws. Now he was trapped and he knew it was the end. Sick with fear and self-loathing he huddled under a log in a scrap of forest, clawing out beetles and roaches and snapping them up, more a hyena than a man.

Only now as he looked back over his epic life did Shuthdar realise where he had gone wrong. It was not enough that he had been the greatest craftsman of his age, or any age. No, he must gloat over the priceless treasure that he had, that only he could have made, that had changed the face of the Three Worlds. There were times he would boast aloud, when there was no one to hear. But even the inanimate earth had ears for such a secret and his enemies always found him again. For half a millennium they had hunted him across Santhenar. Now they were all around and he had no will to defy them.

As he spoke Llian scanned the stolid figures, searching for a crack in their reserve, something to inspire him to that ultimate peak of the storyteller’s art. He was sure that they approved of the telling so far; but would they accept the new ending? And then he found what he was looking for. At the back he made out a single pale face in the crowd, a young woman staring at him so hard that it burned. He had moved one person, at least. Llian used all the magic of his voice and spoke directly to her.

Shuthdar squinted out between the trees. Before him, on a promontory extending like a finger into the great lake, the rising sun illuminated a tower of yellow stone. As good a place as any to end it.

He crashed through an archway, terrifying a family eating at a square table. Shuthdar bared ragged iron teeth, corroded things that mocked his once exquisite craftsmanship. His mouth was stained rust-red. It looked as if he had dined on blood.

Children screamed. A meagre man fell backwards off his chair. Shuthdar glared at them, his misshapen face twisted in a grimace of pain. Crab-like on writhen legs he scuttled past. Chairs, dishes, infants all went flying. A fat woman flung a tureen at his head, snatched a baby from the floor and the family fled, abandoning the crippled girl hidden away upstairs.

Shuthdar licked a spatter of soup from his hand, spat red saliva over the rail and dragged himself to the top of the tower.

At the sight of him the crippled girl put her hands up over her mouth. With yellow skin drum-tight over his cheeks, shrunken lips drawn back so that the rusty teeth and red-stained gums were vivid, he looked like the oldest, ugliest and most dissipated vampire that can ever be imagined. Pity the forsaken creature, if you will.

They faced each other, cripple and cripple. Black hair framed a pretty face, but her legs were so withered that she could barely walk. Time was when he would have despoiled her pitilessly, though that part of him had dried up long ago. Once he might have cast her off the tower, delighting in his power and her pain, but not even cruelty gave him pleasure any more.

‘Poor man,’ she sighed. ‘You are in such pain. Who are you?’ Her voice was gentle, concerned.

‘Shuthdar!’ he gasped. Red muck ran down his chin.

She paled, groping behind for the support of her chair. ‘Shuthdar! Do you come to plunder me?’

‘No, but you will die with me nonetheless.’ He pointed to the forest, now a semicircle of flame centred on the tower. ‘No one has more enemies than I do,’ he said, and knew how pathetic was his pride. ‘See, already they come, burning all before them. Are you afraid to die?’

‘I am not, but I have so many dreams to live.’

His laughter was a mocking howl. ‘I know the only dreams a cripple can have – misery and despair! Even your own family locked you away so you would not shame and disgust them.’

She let go of the chair and drew herself up, like a queen in her dignity, but her cheeks were wet with tears. To his astonishment, Shuthdar the monster, the brute, was moved to compassion.

‘What is your dream?’ he asked tenderly, a new emotion for him. ‘I would grant you that before we die, should it be in my power.’

‘To dance,’ she replied. ‘I would dance for the lover of my dreams.’

Without a word he snapped open the case that he carried and there was revealed the golden flute. No more perfect instrument was ever made.

He put it to his bloody lips and played. His ruined hands were in agony but his face showed none of it. His music was so haunting, so beautiful that her ancestors rattled their bones in the crypt below the tower.

The crippled girl took a step, looking up at Shuthdar, but he was staring into another world. She tottered forward in a mocking travesty of a dance, clubbing the stone with her feet. She began to think that he played the cruellest joke of all, that she would crash on her face to his brutal laughter. Then suddenly the music picked her up and bore her away, and the torment in her limbs was gone, and her feet went just where she wanted them to. She was as light in her slippers as any belle, and she danced and danced until she could dance no more and fell to the floor in a cloud of skirts, all flushed and laughing, too exhausted to speak. And still Shuthdar played, till she was carried far off into her dreams and all her present life was forgotten.

The music slowly died away. She came back to herself. Shuthdar seemed lit up from within, all his ugliness burned out. He lowered the flute and wiped the ruby stains lovingly from it.

‘They come,’ he said gruffly. ‘Go down, wave a blue flag from the doorway. There is a chance they will let you pass.’

‘There is nothing out there for me,’ she replied. ‘Do what you must.’

For an instant Shuthdar thought that he did not want to die after all, but it was far too late for that.

The audience sighed audibly – another sign! The Histories were vital to Santhenar, and no one, great or small, was untouched by them. The highest honour anyone could wish for was to be mentioned there. Llian knew what the masters and students were thinking. Where had he found this new part of the tale that turned Shuthdar’s character inside out? The Great Tales were the very core of the Histories; tamper with them at your peril. He would have to prove every word of it tomorrow. And he would.

Llian looked down into the crowd, and out of the impassive hundreds his gaze was caught by that pale face again. She was concealed by cloak and hood, though from the front of the hood peeped hair as red as a plum. She was leaning forward, utterly rapt. Her name was Karan Elienor Fyrn and she was a sensitive, though no one in the hall knew it. She had come right across the mountains to hear the tales. Llian’s eyes met her eyes and she started. Remarkably, she broke through his concentration and for a second their minds touched as though they were linked. Llian was moved by her impossible yearning but he wrenched away. He had worked four years for this night and nothing was going to distract him.

He dropped his voice and saw the crowd inch forward in their seats, straining to catch his every word. He felt reassured.

Shuthdar’s enemies crept closer. The great of the Three Worlds were there, four human species. There were Charon and Aachim and Faellem; the best of our kind too. Rulke was at their head, desperate to recover the flute and to atone for the crime of having had it made in the first place.

Shuthdar watched them with his blanched eyes. There was no hope – his life was over at last. Soon the flute would pass to another. Death he welcomed, had long wished for, but he would not even think of the flute in another’s hands.

And so, as they drew near, he stood up on the top of the wall, outlined against the ghastly red moon, the deep lake behind and below. The crippled girl cried out to him but Shuthdar screamed, ‘Don’t move!’ He lifted the flute in one claw of a hand, cursed his enemies and blew a despairing, triumphant blast.

The flute glowed red. The air gleamed with luminosity. Birds fell dead out of the sky. Rainbow waves fled out in all directions and flung the watchers into insensibility. The tower fractured and Shuthdar toppled backward and smashed on the hard dark water far below. The earth was rent and the waters of the lake leapt up and broke over the ruins.

Some say that the glowing flute fell, faster than Shuthdar, into the deep water, sending up a great cloud of steam and boiling the water until at last it was quenched in the icy depths and perhaps lies there still, buried in the slowly deepening mud; preserved forever, lost forever. Others said that they saw it melt and turn to smoke in the air and vanish, consumed by the forces trapped within it long ago.

Others yet held that Shuthdar had tricked them again, escaping to some distant corner of Santhenar where no one knew of him; or even into the void between the worlds, out of which came the desperate Charon to take the world of Aachan in ancient times.

But that is surely not so, for two days later the waters cast back his shattered corpse in all its hideousness onto the rocks not far from the tower.

The tale was well told but the audience had expected more. They began to fidget and murmur. But Llian was not yet finished.

Shuthdar was lost, the golden flute too. The broken tower was a nightmare of fumes and radiation, save for a protected space where the girl lay, unharmed. Spectres walked the glowing walls, her heartless ancestors. The crippled girl wept, for her dreams were gone forever. Then she thought to tell the tale, to have a precious memento of this day, and to put a small white mark on the black stain that was Shuthdar’s reputation; the most reviled man on Santhenar.

But as she finished her writing the world twisted inside out. Splinters of solid light seared her eyes. The sky began to shred itself into drifting flakes. The tower shivered; the rubble shifted like rubber blocks, then a gate burst open above the ruins with a flare like a purple sun, and she looked into the void between the worlds.

Shadows appeared in the brilliant blackness. An army swarmed behind the gate, creatures out of horror. The void teems with the strangest life imaginable, and existence there is desperate, brutal and fleeting. In the void even the fittest survive only by remaking themselves constantly, and every being there is consumed by a single urge – to escape!

Now the crippled girl saw that creatures out of legend did battle beyond the gate, struggling to get through. The whole world was in peril. Nothing could withstand this host.

Her legs were too painful to walk. Terrified, she dragged herself in among the rubble and hid. Then, as the sun stood nearly to noon, a cloaked spectre separated out of the mass of ghosts that still swarmed over the tower. At first she thought it was her Shuthdar, restored to the flower of his youth, for the hooded figure was tall and dark.

The spectre moved its arms over a fuming crater in the stone. Immediately it was attacked by carmine lightning that sizzled out of the gate. Ghost-fire outlined its cloak. Beneath its feet the stone suddenly flowed like water, dragging the spectre down into the crater. The air reeked of brimstone, then it conjured a shimmering protection out of the turmoil, a cone of white radiance that hung the gate with a cobweb of icicles, a Forbidding! The gate boomed shut and vanished.

The crowd sat up in their seats. This was controversial, for the Histories told that the Forbidding came about by itself. If it had been made, it raised all sorts of possibilities. Yet Llian knew that it would take more than visions to convince this audience.

The audience began to stir uneasily. The tale was practically done but no proof had been offered. They felt let down. Llian drew out the moment.

And the girl? They found her too, when it was safe to go within, later that afternoon. A remarkably pretty young woman, she was crumpled up on the stone with the long skirt covering her sad legs. She was smiling as though she had just had the most wonderful day of her life. Strangely, among all that destruction the girl seemed to have taken no harm, but she was quite dead.

Anxious to mend Shuthdar’s evil record, she had written down his tale, put it in her bodice, then thrust a long hat-pin right through her heart.

This caused a sensation! Llian held up his hand and showed two papers, one blotched with a rusty stain.

I have the proof right here, sealed with her own heart’s blood.

So ends the Tale of the Forbidding – the first tale and the greatest.

The whole room was on its feet but no one made a sound. They were trying to work out the implications. Then the crowd took a collective breath – the black-robed masters were filing down the hall, two by two, and up the centre steps to the stage. Llian’s uncertain smile froze on his face. He had never wanted more than to be a chronicler and a teller. Had he failed so badly as to be publicly stripped of even his student’s rank?

Wistan, the master of the college, a little man almost as ugly as Shuthdar himself, had always detested Llian. He stood right in front of him, yellow eyes bulging out of a face like a bowl.

‘A remarkable story. But it was not in the proofs you gave me,’ he rasped.

‘I kept these back,’ Llian replied, clutching his documents like a lifebelt.

Wistan held out a desiccated hand. Llian dared to hope. ‘The second paper certifies the girl’s story,’ he added softly.

Wistan scanned the papers. The folds of the first were perforated through and through, the mark of the fatal pin. His face grew greyer and greyer. ‘So it is true,’ he sighed. ‘Even now such knowledge could be deadly. Say no more!’

Llian’s knees were shaking so much that he almost fell down. Wistan was a study in indecision. The telling had been a marvellous one, but it threatened everything he had ever worked for. Then the assembled masters forced his hand. They gave a great cry as of one throat, surged forward, bore Llian up and carried him across the stage in triumph. The whole room was laughing and crying, cheering and throwing their hats in the air. Nothing like this had ever happened before. Wistan followed them reluctantly.

As they swayed across the room toward the exit, Llian caught sight of the red-haired woman again, staring at him. She tried to force her way through the crowd and once more he felt that extraordinary sensation, as though their minds were linked. Who was she? The Graduation Telling was closed to the public but she was not from the college – he had never seen her before.

She almost reached him, getting so close that he caught a whiff of her lime-blossom perfume, then the crowd forced them apart. Her lips moved and he heard in his head, ‘Who killed her?’ then she disappeared in the mêlée and he was carried out of the hall to the celebrations.

But much later, rolling home down the cobbled street surrounded by friends as merry as he was, her words came back to trouble him. The apparent suicide had always puzzled him, but how could anyone else have gotten into the ruins unobserved? Nonetheless the question had been raised and it would not go away. What if someone had found something so important that the girl had to be silenced? That could be the key to an even better story – the first new Great Tale for hundreds of years, and if he were the one to write it, he would stand shoulder to shoulder with the greatest chroniclers of all time. Consumed by this thought, Llian forgot all about Wistan’s caution.

‘Look!’ cried his friend Thandiwe, a tall handsome student. She and Llian had been friends for years, and occasionally lovers too. She was pointing toward the horizon. ‘A new star. That’s an omen if ever I saw one. You’re going to be famous, Llian.’

Llian’s gaze followed her finger. It was not a star at all, but a nebula, for it had a definite shape. A dark-red blotch that he had never seen before, like a tiny spider. Suddenly Llian felt cold though it was a warm summer’s night.

‘An omen. I wonder what kind of an omen? I’m going to bed.’

‘I’m coming too,’ said Thandiwe, embracing him and tossing the waterfall of her black hair so that it covered them both.

Before dawn a dreadful realisation woke Llian so abruptly that he fell right out of bed. It was so obvious that he was amazed he hadn’t thought of it himself. If the girl had been murdered, the record he had used for his tale might be false. And if it was, his career would be ruined beyond redemption. There was no more honoured profession than chronicler, but no one would be more scorned than he who had debased the greatest of all tales.

Thandiwe sighed and snuggled down under the covers. Llian picked himself up off the floor and gathered a blanket round him, shivering and staring out the window. The nebula was high, seemingly bigger than before, and now that he saw it clearly Llian realised that it had not the form of a spider at all, but its more deadly relative, the scorpion.

Fame or oblivion? Either way he had to find the truth. Who had killed the crippled girl? And why? And how could he possibly find out, after all this time?
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DECLINE OF A CHRONICLER
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While Llian slept, Wistan had been busy in his office. Now he stuck his head out the door. The captain of the college guard, a big merry old fellow with woolly hair and a grin as wide as a doorway, sat outside in an easy chair, whistling. He wore a scarlet kilt from which muscular legs stretched halfway across the hall. He was as opposite to Wistan in appearance, character and temperament as it was possible for any two people to be.

‘Hey, Trusco, come in here. Shut the door behind you.’

Trusco followed him inside. He had been the captain of the guard for as long as Wistan had been master, more than thirty years. The college was that sort of a place – tradition was everything. It was little changed from the institution of a century ago, or five centuries for that matter.

Wistan sat down at an ebony desk the size of a double bed, rummaging in its drawers. His hairless dome bobbed up and down as he stacked papers on the desktop. ‘We’ve got secret work to do tonight. I suppose you know what it is about.’

‘Llian’s tale,’ said Trusco, looking down at the ugly little man with affection. ‘It set my mind wondering, I can tell you.’

‘More than you can know. The girl’s story is true, beyond any doubt.’

Trusco was not convinced. ‘Then how come it didn’t come out at the time?’

‘I’ve already checked that. There were so many dead that it took days to bury them all, and the girl’s record wasn’t discovered for some time. Then the chronicler who certified it drowned on the way home, crossing a flooded river, and though her bags were recovered, her papers lay forgotten in the archives.’

‘Documents can be faked,’ said Trusco sceptically.

‘More often than not, but this one isn’t.’

He produced a stained sheet from behind the desk. ‘Look! Even after all this time the paper has a story to tell. It’s good thick stock, and there wasn’t much blood. It’s mostly on one side, the side against the girl’s breast. But see how the hat-pin pushed the torn paper out of the other side of the hole. The pin was coming out of her, not going in! She was stabbed in the back! And you know what that means!’

‘Ghosts don’t do murder,’ said Trusco.

‘Someone got in secretly. Maybe someone did make the Forbidding.’

Trusco furrowed his brow. He wasn’t used to such complicated thoughts. ‘And maybe the golden flute wasn’t destroyed after all.’

‘Don’t even think that aloud! I don’t know what happened. But what we have believed about Shuthdar for three thousand years is proven false; therefore everything else that happened then is open to question. A whole world of deadly possibilities is revealed.’

‘And you want me to take a message to the Council and put all this to Mendark?’ Trusco teased, grinning his vast grin. His teeth were as big and square as tombstones. ‘Well, it’s nice weather for a trip to Thurkad.’

Thurkad was the largest city in Meldorin, weeks of travel to the east. It was ancient, powerful, wealthy, yet rife with beggars – a teeming, stinking cesspool of a place. Mendark, the cunning and devious Magister of the Council of Santhenar, had dwelt there for an age.

Wistan knew that he was being teased but he reacted anyway. ‘Mendark! It will be an icy day in the blackest pit of the void before I do that villain any more favours! It still rankles that I was forced to take Llian.’ He took a pinch of snuff from a cloisonné jar, applied it to his nostrils, went red in the face and sneezed mightily. Trusco passed over a green bandanna and Wistan mopped streaming eyes.

‘But Llian has brought the college honour,’ said Trusco.

‘So he has, and had he come to me in the proper way I probably would have admitted him, despite that he is an unworthy Zain. But not this way. Why did Mendark want to make a Zain into a chronicler anyway? And what does he want in return? I have a feeling that it won’t do the college any good. Come on, we’re going to the library.’

‘It’s two in the morning,’ Trusco protested feebly. ‘Even Llian will be in bed by now.’ Trusco’s protests were just for show; he knew that Wistan hardly slept at all and would not be put off.

‘With one of my students, no doubt,’ snorted Wistan. ‘Here, carry this.’ He handed him the bundle of papers, then took a bracelet of woven silver out of a locked drawer and slid it on his wrist.

‘You are serious,’ said Trusco. He knew that the bracelet was the key to the master’s safe, but whatever was put inside could not be recovered in that master’s lifetime.

‘The proofs for Llian’s tale. Four years’ work by a genius – never to be seen again while I live.’

He fell silent and Trusco asked no more questions. Wistan closed the door behind him and followed his captain down a wide hall paved with terracotta tiles. The walls were hung with portraits of famous chroniclers past and present. Trusco jerked his thumb at the last in the row.

‘Has Llian sat for his portrait yet?’ he asked cheerfully.

Wistan winced. ‘He may not have to.’

They went out the side door. Trusco held up a lantern to light the winding path, though both could have trodden it blindfolded. They walked down between shoulder-high lavender and rosemary bushes to the Library of the Histories, an architectural extravagance of towers and spires, turrets and cupolas, with every surface so ornate that in places it was impossible to tell what was structure and what merest ornament.

At the library Wistan used his master key, opened the great carven double doors and signed the book out of habit.

‘What a monstrosity this building is,’ he said, looking up at cornices decorated in at least a dozen colours, though the paint was peeling badly.

‘But part of the history of the college, and therefore unassailable,’ Trusco said cheekily.

‘A challenge! I would tear it down tomorrow if there was money to build a new one. A nice simple one, like a temple of antiquity.’

‘Then perhaps you should treat Llian better, since his sponsor Mendark has gold by the bucket.’

‘Bah! Come on, we’re going down to the archives.’

Trusco raised an interrogative eyebrow.

‘We’re going to put the proofs, and every other document about the time of the Forbidding, where no one can get them,’ Wistan said. ‘This secret could be deadly. I have to protect the college.’

Trusco grunted.

‘You disagree? Well, so be it. I don’t want your agreement, just your strong back. In fact I wonder if I should not pile up all his proofs and put a torch to them.’

That shocked Trusco out of his good-humoured acquiescence. ‘You would burn the Histories? Without the Histories the college has no meaning. What has your life been lived for, master?’

‘Yes, what has my life been lived for?’ said Wistan heavily. ‘Once it was the Histories. Now, to my shame, just the college. I cannot risk it.’

It took hours to move the shelves of documents down to the locked archives, a basement that contained documents for bidden, dangerous or obscene. In a corner of the basement was a safe large enough to walk into, with shelves piled high with old documents and scrolls. When the job was done, Wistan touched the silver bracelet to a niche on the back wall of the safe and a horizontal slot appeared below it. He reached in, dropped Llian’s proofs through and whipped his hand back out again just as something slammed closed inside.

‘That’ll get you one day,’ Trusco said, smiling.

‘Serve me right for putting off my problems to the future, I suppose.’ Wistan grimaced. ‘Well, let whoever succeeds me worry about it.’

‘Ah, but what about Llian? You can’t lock him up, and he knows every word of his proofs.’

‘When he recites them it’s not an original document. It’s not proof. But I will deal with him too, just to be sure.’

‘Well, deal gently with him. I like Llian,’ said Trusco. ‘He has brought honour upon the college. And he has a rare mastery of the voice.’

‘Pah! Wretched Zain! He bothers me. He is too bound up in his work, and too curious. He would do anything to advance his art, to get his tale. He is Zain through and through.’

‘Yes he is, the good and the bad. Wistan –’

‘I won’t harm him as long as he cooperates!’ snapped Wistan.

‘And if he doesn’t?’

‘I will discredit him utterly and strip him of his honour.’

It was midday when Llian rose. In the daylight his fears of the previous night had receded to a distant worry, one that could be put off. Fifteen years of toil at the college were over! He was a teller and a master chronicler at last, the youngest to have achieved either honour in more than a hundred years. He was just twenty-eight, the whole world was wonderful and it all lay at his feet. Whatever he wanted could be his, though all Llian really wanted was to be a chronicler, to fill in the gaps in the Histories; and a teller, one who searched out forgotten tales or made new ones. His dream was to make a new Great Tale, though a dream was surely all it could be. In four thousand years of keeping the Histories, only twenty-two tales had been judged worthy of being Great Tales.

Llian scratched himself, inspecting the damage of the previous night in a cracked mirror. His brown eyes were bloodshot and bleary, and his head throbbed. Llian might have been called handsome, save that his mouth was too wide and his chin lopsided, but when he smiled it lit up his whole face. He was of middle height and slimly built, though with strong shoulders. Llian was likeable and charming, though occasionally a little full of himself. Sometimes, because of his heritage, he tried too hard. His voice was soft and rich and mellow, touched with lights and shadows, utterly enchanting. Friends, enemies; all loved his voice. As did he.

Llian combed untidy brown hair, worn fashionably long, and was halfway through lunch with his friends when the expected summons came. It was Turlew, Wistan’s detestable seneschal, a bitter failed chronicler who hated all students and, most of all, Llian.

‘Wistan requires you in his office immediately,’ said Turlew, licking soft wet lips that looked as though they had been stung by a bee.

‘Tell him I’ll be along presently,’ said Llian, and belched. Everyone laughed.

Turlew’s chubby cheeks grew red. ‘At once, Wistan said!’

‘I’m not a student anymore,’ said Llian. ‘I’m a master now, you strutting peacock, though since you weren’t invited to the telling last night I’ll excuse you for not knowing that.’ Llian was not normally rude but he detested Turlew as much as Turlew resented him.

‘A master, eh? You still have the manners of a student. Have you a position to go to?’ Turlew looked as though he could spit venom. ‘Without Wistan’s references you won’t even get a clerk’s post.’

‘Don’t forget who my sponsor is,’ said Llian arrogantly. ‘Mendark himself! What does Mendark care for Wistan’s references?’

‘You might find that Mendark demands more than you care to repay.’

That was something Llian had no answer for. Mendark was a mancer – a wielder of the Secret Art – of great power and subtlety, an uncertain friend, a deadly opponent. A perilous master, so the tales went. Mendark had extended his own life many times over, as mancers did, and now his tentacles reached across the known world. Why he had sponsored a Zain at the college no one knew. Suddenly the world outside seemed all too precarious.

Wistan was pacing the room when Llian entered. He did not smile.

‘Good afternoon, Master Llian,’ he said.

‘Good afternoon, Master Wistan,’ Llian replied politely.

He stared at Wistan, apprehension mingled with contempt, his teller’s eye making a caricature of the ugly little man. The skin of Wistan’s long and scrawny neck sagged in festoons like a curtain above a window and quivered with every forced-out word. On top of this column there tottered a head the like of which Llian could not look on without mingled mirth and horror. It was almost fleshless, small and flat at the top, flaring to a jaw so large that he appeared to be nothing but face. The lips were grey and bloodless, the nose a flattened, insignificant thing with large open nostrils of greenish hue. His head bulged at the back and the eyes protruded out of the concavity of his face like two peas resting on a saucer of lard. A few straps of dung-coloured hair, hastily combed across the top of a blotchy skull, now hung limp and greasy about his ear.

‘You will never tell that version of the tale again,’ said Wistan, pursing his slab lips.

‘But …’ said Llian. ‘I don’t understand …’ Did Wistan know what he suspected?

‘Don’t play the fool, Llian. The paper proves that she was stabbed from behind. You have uncovered a deadly secret. A brilliant piece of work, but it must be suppressed. I will not allow you to risk the college.’

Llian could hardly control his face. So, murder had been done! There was a Great Tale here, and he was going to uncover it no matter what Wistan said. ‘But hundreds of people heard me last night – the whole college.’

‘And I will speak to every one of them. Everyone will swear, on pain of expulsion, never to mention it again.’

Not everyone, Llian thought, remembering the small red-haired woman who had touched his mind. He could hardly remember what her face looked like, but the impression of her mind touching his was still vivid. She was not from the college. She might have told a dozen people by now.

‘It’s like trying to hold back the tide,’ he said. ‘You can’t control two hundred people. The story will be all over town already.’

‘Chanthed is a town full of rumours. If you do not substantiate them they will die.’

‘How can I deny what I’ve already said? Anyway, it’s traditional that the best tale of the graduation is told at the Festival of Chanthed next autumn. That is my right.’

‘Rights must be broken at need. If you wish to have what is your due, find another tale, or another way to tell that one. You have plenty in your armoury.’

‘I demand my rights!’ Llian said furiously. ‘I’m not a student anymore.’

Wistan held onto his temper with an effort. ‘Grow up, Llian! You have a lot to offer, but a lot more to learn. You are about to go out into the world and seek a position, and for that you need my goodwill. Do you imagine that you can just write what you like, or tell what you like? If you do, then I assure you that your tenure will be very short indeed. Good day!’

Llian went out and wandered about the grounds. He climbed up a little knoll, a favourite thinking place, and lay down on his back in the grass. From here he could look out over the college and the winding streets of Chanthed further down the hill. The town was a lovely sight, a green and gold oasis nestled into the folds of the sun-browned hillside and extending its flanks to the clear waters of the Gannel. The yellow sandstone buildings positively glowed in the afternoon sun. The cobbled streets were like grey streams running down to the river.

If he looked the other way Llian could see the foothills of the mountain range that extended along the entire eastern side of the great island of Meldorin, a distance of three hundred leagues. Across the mountains were the fertile plains of Saboth and the ancient coastal city of Thurkad. Beyond that the long narrow gutter of the Sea of Thurkad separated Meldorin from the continent of Lauralin. The barren land where the Zain dwelt was on the other side of the continent, more than four hundred leagues away.

Time to consider his future. There would never be a post for him here while Wistan was master. Nor did he want one. After fifteen years Llian was chafing to get out into the world. In three months’ time his stipend would expire, so he had to find a way to earn his living before that. He had no idea where to start. In truth Llian was naive about the world. Moreover he was clumsy and inept at most things save his art, telling, and his trade, the Histories.

The Histories were vital to the culture of Santhenar and permeated every aspect of life on it. Even the poorest families kept their family registers, taught orally to their children if they were illiterate and could not afford the services of a public scribe. But to have one’s life told by a master chronicler, to actually play a part in the Histories of the world, was the greatest honour that anyone could long for. This longing supported a wolfpack of charlatans and false chroniclers, and it was a hunger that even the greatest were not immune to. Even Mendark, Llian’s grotesquely rich sponsor, longed to be honoured in his own Great Tale.

‘Llian, I’ve been


































































































GLOSSARY
OF CHARACTERS, NAMES AND PLACES

Aachan: One of the Three Worlds, the world of the Aachim and, after its conquest, the Charon.

Aachim: The human species native to Aachan, who were conquered by the Charon. The Aachim are a clever people, great artisans and engineers, but melancholy and prone to hubris. After they were brought to Santhenar the Aachim flourished, but were betrayed and ruined in the Clysm, and withdrew from the world to their vast mountain fortress cities.

Aachimning: A friend of the Aachim.

Aftersickness: Sickness that people suffer after using the Secret Art, or being close when someone else uses such power, or even after using a native talent. Sensitives are very prone to it.

Alcifer: The last and greatest of Rulke’s cities, designed by Pitlis the Aachim.

Almadin: A dry land across the sea from Thurkad.

Alyz: Llian’s little sister.

Assembly: The ruling committee of Thurkad, A body that is ineffectual in crisis.

Bannador: A long, narrow and hilly land on the western side of Iagador. Karan’s homeland.

Benbow: A ruined village in the mountains between Chanthed and Tullin.

Blose: One of Tensor’s Aachim band.

Blending: A child of the union between two different human species. Blendings are rare, and often deranged, but can have remarkable talents.

Booreah Ngurle: The burning mountain, or fiery mountain, a volcanic peak in the forests east of Almadin. The Charon once had a stronghold there.

Callam: Llian’s older sister.

Carstain: Nearest town to Fiz Gorgo.

Chacalot: A large water-dwelling reptile, somewhat resembling a crocodile.

Chain of the Tychid: A ribbon of seven very bright stars, and many fainter ones, visible in the winter sky at southern latitudes.

Chanthed: A town in northern Meldorian, in the foothills of the mountains. The College of the Histories is there.

Chard: A kind of tea.

Charon: One of the four human species, the master people of the world of Aachan. They fled out of the void to take Aachan from the Aachim, and took their name from a frigid moonlet at the furthest extremity of the void. They have strange eyes, indigo or carmine, or sometimes both together, depending on the light.

Chronicler: A historian. A graduate in the art and science of recording and maintaining the Histories.

Cloak, cloaked: To disguise oneself by means of illusion.

Clysm: A series of wars between the Charon and the Aachim more than a thousand years ago, resulting in the almost total devastation of Santhenar.

College of the Histories: The oldest of the colleges for the instruction of those who would be chroniclers or tellers of the Histories, or even lowly bards or king’s singers. It was set up at Chanthed soon after the time of the Forbidding.

Compulsion: A form of the Secret Art; a way of forcing someone to do something against their will.

Construct: A machine partly powered by the Secret Art.

Council; also Council of Iagador, Council of Santhenar, Great Council, High Council: An alliance of the powerful. With the Aachim it made the Nightland and cast Rulke into it. After that it had two purposes – to continue the great project (q.v.) and to maintain the watch upon Rulke.

Crayde: A town in Iagador.

Darsh: An untranslatable Aachim epithet (very offensive).

Dirhan: Customs officer in Sith and friend to Pender and his estranged wife Hassien.

Dolodha: A messenger girl; one of Yggur’s servants.

Droik: Islis’s dog.

Elienor: A great heroine of the Aachim from the time when the Charon invaded Aachan.

Emmant: A half-Aachim, librarian at Shazmak.He also travelled in disguise as Flacq.

Faelamor: Leader of the Faellem species who came to Santhenar soon after Rulke, to keep watch on the Charon and maintain the balance between the worlds. Maigraith’s liege.

Faellem: The human species who are the original inhabitants of the world of Tallallame. They are a small, dour people who, by long custom, are forbidden to use machines and particularly magical devices, but are masters of disguise and illusion. Faelamor’s band were trapped on Santh by the Forbidding, and constantly search for a way home.

Faichand: The name that Faelamor went by when she hid herself from the world..

Farsh: A mild obscenity.

Festival of Chanthed: An annual festival held in Chanthed in the autumn, at which the Histories are told by the masters and students of the College.

Fiz Gorgo: A fortress city in Orist, flooded in ancient times, now restored; the stronghold of Yggur.

Flute; also golden flute: A device made in Aachan at the behest of Rulke by the genius smith Shuthdar, stolen by him and taken back to Santhenar. When used by one who is sensitive, it could be used to open the Way between the Worlds. It was destroyed by Shuthdar at the time of the Forbidding.

Folc: A flat dry counry north of Chanthed.

Forbidding: See Tale of the Forbidding.

Fyrn: The family name of Karan of Bannador, from her mother’s side.

Galardil: A forested land, east of Orist.

Galliad: Karan’s father, who was half-Aachim.

Garr: The largest river in Meldorin. It arises to the west of Shazmak and runs to the Sea of Thurkad east of Sith.

Gellon: A fruit, tasting something like a mango and something like a peach.

Ghâshâd: The ancient, mortal enemies of the Aachim. They were corrupted and swore allegiance to Rulke after the Zain rebelled, but when Rulke was put in the Nightland they forgot themselves and took a new name, Whelm.

Gift of Rulke; also Curse of Rulke: Knowledge given by Rulke to the Zain, enhancing their resistance to the mindbreaking potencies of the Aachim. It left stigmata that identified them as Zain.

Gistel: A servant of Faelamor in Sith.

Gothryme: Karan’s impoverished manor, near Tolryme in Bannador.

Great Betrayer: Rulke.

Great Conclave: A forum which may be called in Thurkad to resolve some great crisis affecting the city.

Great Library: Founded at Zile by the Zain in the time of the Empire of Zur. The library was sacked when the Zain were exiled, but was subsequently re-established.

Great Mountains: The largest and highest belt of mountains on Santhenar, enclosing the south-eastern part of the continent of Lauralin.

Great Project: A way sought by the Council to banish the Charon from Santh forever.

Great River: see Garr.

Great Tales: The greatest stories from the Histories of Santhenar; traditionally told at the Festival of Chanthed, and everywhere on important ceremonial occasions. There are twenty-two of these.

Grint: A copper coin of small value.

Hassien: A women living with Pender in Narne.

Hannia: A Zain. She is a member of the Council of Iagador.

Hetchet, Gate of Hetchet: A town to the west of Chanthed; once a great city.

Histories: The vast collection of records which tell more than four thousand years of recorded history on Santhenar. The Histories consist of historical documents written by the chroniclers, as well as the tales, songs, legends and lore of the peoples of Santhenar and the invading peoples from the other worlds, told by the tellers. The culture of Santhenar is interwoven with and inseparable from the Histories, and the most vital longing anyone can have is to be mentioned there.

High Way: A north-south road on the eastern side of the island of Meldorin.

Hirthway: The main north-south road running through the centre of Meldorin.

Hythe: Mid-winter’s day. It is the fourth day of endre, mid-winter’s week. Hythe is a day of ill-omen.

Iagador: The land that lies between the mountains and the Sea of Thurkad.

Idlis: The least of the Whelm, long-time hunter of Karan. Also a healer.

Jark-un: The leader of a band of the Whelm.

Jepperand: A province on the western side of the mountains of Crandor. Home to the Zain; Llian’s birthplace.

Just: The arbitrators in a Great Conclave of Thurkad. They are also responsible for the administration of justice.

Kalash: A drug given by Faelamor to Maigraith to disguise the colour of her eyes.

Kandor: One of the three Charon who came to Santhenar. He was killed sometime after the end of the Clysm, the only Charon to die on Santh.

Karan, Karan of Bannador: A woman of the house of Fyrn, but with blood of the Aachim from her father Galliad. She is a sensitive and lives at Gothryme.

Lake Neid: A lake in the swamp forest near Fiz Gorgo, where the half-submerged ruins of the town of Neid are found.

Lasee: A pale yellow brewed drink, mildly intoxicating, and ubiquitous in Orist; fermented from the sweet sap of the sard tree.

Lauralin: The continent east of the Sea of Thurkad.

Lay of the Silver Lake: An epic romance that tells of the subjection of the tiny state of Saludith.

League: About 5000 paces, three miles or five kilometres.

Library of the Histories: The famous library at the College of the Histories in Chanthed.

Lightglass: A device of crystal and metal that emits a soft light when touched.

Lilis: A street urchin in Thurkad.

Link, Linking; also Talent of Linking: A joining of minds, by which sensitives’ thoughts and feelings can be shared, and support given. Sometimes used for domination.

Llayis: Llian’s father, a scribe.

Llian: A Zain, and a master chronicler and a teller. A great student of the Histories.

Magister: A mancer and chief of the High Council of Iagador. Mendark has been Magister for a thousand years.

Maigraith: An orphan brought up and trained by Faelamor for some unknown purpose. A master of the Secret Art.

Mancer: A wizard or sorcerer; someone who is a master of the Secret Art.

Mantille: An Aachim; Karan’s paternal grandmother.

Master Chronicler: One who has mastered the study of the Histories, and graduated with highest honour from the College.

Master of Chanthed: Currently Wistan. The Master of the College of the Histories is also nominal leader of Chanthed.

Meldorin: The large island that lies to the immediate west of the Dea of Thurkad and the continent of Lauralin.

Mandark: Magister of the Council of Iagador, until thrown down by Thyllan. A mancer of strength and subtlety, though lately insecure due to the rise of his long-time enemy, Yggur.

Mirror of Aachan: A device made by the Aachim in Aachan, for seeing things at a distance. In Santhenar it changed and twisted reality, and so the Aachim hid it away. The Mirror also developed a memory, retaining the imprints of things is had seen. It was stolen by Yalkara and used to find a warp in the Forbidding and to escape back to Aachan.

Nadiril: The head of the Great Library in Zile. Nadiril the Sage is also a member of the Council of Iagador.

Narcies: Tragic heroine of the Lay of the Silver Lake.

Narne: A town and port at the navigable extremity of the Garr.

Necroturge: One who has communion with the dead.

Neid: see Lake Neid.

Nelissa: A member of the Council of Iagador and Prime Just of the Great Conclave.

Nightland: A place, distant from the world of reality, wherein Rulke is kept prisoner.

Old human: The original species on Santhenar, and still by far the most numerous.

Orist: A land of swamps and forests on the south-west side of Meldorin; the land of Yggur. Fiz Gorgo is there.

Orstand: A justice and member of the Council. Mendark’s oldest friend.

Pash-lar: Whelm word for the Mirror of Aachan.

Pellban: Fifth master of Chanthed and author of the Lay of the Silver Lake.

Pender: A boatman who has fallen on hard times.

Perion, Empire of: The Great Empire of Kandor. It collapsed after the Sea of Perion dried up.

Pitlis: A great Aachim of the distant past, whose folly betrayed the great city of Tar Gaarn to Rulke and broke the power of the Aachim. He was the architect who designed Tar Gaarn and Alcifer. He was slain by Rulke.

Port Cardasson: The port of Thurkad.

Proscribed Experiments: Sorcerous procedures designed to find a flaw in the Forbidding which would be used to banish Rulke forever. Hazardous because of the risk of Rulke taking control of the experimenter.

Preddle: A walled city on the Hirthway.

Quilsin: A land to the south of Orist.

Qwelt: A badly scarred man who worked in a stable in Preddle.

Rael: An Aachim, half-cousin to Karan.

Read: Truth-reading. A way of forcing someone to tell the whole truth.

Recorder: The unknown person who set down the tales of the four great battles of Faelamor and Yalkara, among many other tales. He is thought to have taken the Mirror (after Yalkara finally defeated Faelamor and fled Santh) and hidden it against some future need.

Rulke: A Charon of Aachan, known also as the Great Betrayer. He enticed Shuthdar to Aachan to make the golden flute, and so began all the troubles. After the Clysm he was imprisoned in the Nightland until a way could be found to banish him back to Aachan.

Santhenar, Santh: The least of the Three Worlds, occupied by the old human peoples.

Sard tree: A tall tree that dominates the swamp forests of Orist. Its papery bark is used for writing scrolls and its sweet sap for brewing lasee.

Sea of Thurkand: The long sea that divides Meldorin from the continent of Lauralin.

Secret Art: The use of magical or sorcerous powers.

Secret of the Charon: The method of making and using the flute.

Sending: A message, thoughts or feelings sent from one mind to another.

Sentinels: Devices that keep watch and send an alarm.

Shand: An old man who works at the inn at Tullin, and is more than he seems.

Shazmak: The forgotten city of the Aachim, in the mountains west of Bannador.

Shuthdar: An old human of Santhenar, the maker of the golden flute. After he destroyed the flute and himself, the Forbidding came down, closing off the Way between the Worlds.

Sith: A free city and trading nation built on an island in the River Garr, in southern Iagador.

Skeet: A carrier bird, grey or blue-grey. Large, ugly and ill-tempered.

Skretza: An untranslatable word of offence.

Slukk: A Whelm epithet (very offensive).

Span: The distance spanned by the stretched arms of a tall man. About six feet, or slightly less than two metres.

Stassor: A city of the Aachim, in eastern Lauralin.

Sundror: Once a proud city in central Meldorin, now just a village.

Sweetcake: A thin round biscuit, between a bread and a tea-cake, but hard; sweetened with honey and flavoured with petal water.

Syndics: A ruling Council of the Aachim, sometimes a panel of judges. None can lie to them in formal trial.

Szdorny: An Aachim term for one who is cunning and clever. It denotes both admiration and disapproval.

Tale of the Forbidding: Greatest of the Great Tales, it tells of the final destruction of the flute by Shuthdar. The Forbidding sealed Santhenar from the other two worlds.

Talent: A native skill or gift, usually honed by extensive training.

Tales of the Aachim: An ancient summary history of the Aachim, prepared soon after the founding of Shazmak.

Tallallame: One of the Three Worlds, the world of the Faellen. A beautiful, mountainous world covered in forest.

Tallia: A trusted lieutenant of Mendark. She is a mancer and a master of combat with and without weapons.

Tar: A silver coin widely used in Meldorin. Enough to keep a family for several weeks.

Tar Gaarn: Principal city of the Aachim in the time before the Clysm; it lay west of Crandor.

Tell: A gold coin to the value of twenty silver tars.

Teller: One who has mastered the ritual telling of the tales that form part of the Histories of Santhenar.

Tensor: The leader of the Aachim: He sees his destiny as to restore the Aachim and finally take their revenge on Rulke, who betrayed and ruined them. He is proud to the point of folly.

Terror-guard: The Whelm.

Three Worlds: Santhenar, Aachan and Tallallame.

Thurkad: The timeless city, the most ancient in all of Santhenar, and the wickedest. A very populous city on the River Saboth and the Sea of Thurskad. Seat of the Council and the Magister.

Thyllan: Warlord of Iagador and member of the Council. He intrigues against Mendark and overthrows him as Magister.

Tiltilluin and Tintilluin: Twin mountains guarding the high pass from Tullin to Bannador.

Tintinnuin: A volcanic peak south of Tullin.

Tiriel: Lover of Narcies, tragic heroine of the Lay of the Silver Lake.

Tirthrax: The principal city of the Aachim, in the Great Mountains.

Tolryme: A town in northern Bannador, close to Karan’s family seat, Gothryme.

Triune: A double blending – one with the blood of all Three Worlds, three different human species. They are extremely rare and may have remarkable abilities.

Trusco: The captain of the college guard and Wistan’s only friend.

Tullin: A tiny village in the mountains south of Chanthed. Shand lives there.

Turlew: A bitter, failed chronicler, now Seneschal to Wistan.

Twisted Mirror: The Mirror of Aachan. So called because it does not always show true.

Vartila: The leader of a band of the Whelm, and rival to Jark-un.

Voice: The ability of great tellers to move their audience to any emotion that they choose by the sheer power of their words.

Vuula: Karan’s mother, who killed herself after the death of Galliad.

Wahn Barre: The Crow Mountains. Yalkara, the Mistress of Deceits, had a stronghold there, Havissard. A place of ill-omen.

Walf: A smuggler who guided Maigraith and Karan to Fiz Gorgo.

Way Between the Worlds: The secret, forever-changing passage between the Three Worlds. Closed off by the Forbidding.

Whelm: Presently servants of Yggur, his terror-guard; formerly Ghâshâd.

Wistan: The seventy-fourth Master of the College of the Histories and of Chanthed.

Yalkara: The Demon Queen, the ‘Mistress of Deceits’. The last of the three Charon who came to Santhenar to find the flute and return it to Aachan. She took the mirror and used it to find a warp in the Forbidding, then fled Santh leaving the mirror behind.

Yggur: A great and powerful mancer. Formerly a member of the Council, now a renegade, living in Fiz Gorgo. His armies have overrun most of southern Meldorin.

Zain: A scholarly race who once dwelt in Zile and founded the Great Library. They made a pact with Rulke and after his fall were slaughtered, the remnant exiled. They now swell in Jepperand and make no alliances.

Zile: A city in the north-west of the island of Meldorin. Once capital of the Empire of Zur. Now chiefly famous for the Great Library.

Zophy: Llian’s mother, an illuminator.

Zurean Empire: An ancient empire in the north of Meldorin. Its capital was Zile.


GUIDE TO PRONUNCIATION

There are many languages and dialects used on Santhenar by the four human species. While it is impossible to be definitive in such a brief note, the following generalisations normally apply.

There are no silent letters, and double consonants are generally pronounced as two separate letters; for example, Yggur is pronounced Ig-ger, and Faellem as Fael-lem. The letter c is usually pronounced as k, except in mancer and Alcifer, where it is pronounced as s, as in manser, Alsifer. The combination ch is generally pronounced as in church, except in Aachim and Charon, where it is pronounced as k.

Aachim Ar’-kim

Chanthed Chan-thed’

Charon Kar’-on

Faelamor Fay-el’-amor

Fyrn Firn

Ghâshâd G-harsh’-ard

Iagador Eye-aga’-dor

Karan Ka-ran’

Lasee Lar’-say

Llian Lee’-an

Maigraith May’-gray-ith

Neid Nee’-id

Rael Ray’-il

Shuthdar Shoo’-th-dar’

Whelm H’-welm

Yggur Ig’-ger

Xarah Zha´-rah




THE END

OF VOLUME ONE
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VOLUME TWO

THE TOWER ON THE RIFT

continues the novel


A CAVERN OF BLACK ICE

Book One of Sword of Shadows

J.V. Jones

‘Wonderful … J.V. Jones is a striking writer’ Robert Jordan

When Raif Sevrance and his brother return home to their clan as the only survivors of a vicious attack in which both their father and the clan chief were killed, it is not only grief that clouds Raif’s thoughts. For the new chief’s reign is a brutal one – made worse by his brother’s acceptance of it. When his uncle, Angus Lok, invites Raif to accompany him to Spire Vanis, it seems that he has no choice but to leave his home.

On their arrival at Spire Vanis, however, Raif is immediately plunged into events more perilous than those he has left behind. For Angus Lok, to Raif’s amazement, has helped Asarhia March to escape from the Overlord of Spire Vanis. And it is up to Raif to protect the young woman – and the world – from the forces growing within her.


KING’S DRAGON

Volume One of Crown of Stars

Kate Elliott

A gripping and enthralling fantasy epic’ The Times

The Kingdom of Wendar is in turmoil.

King Henry still holds the crown, but his reign has long been contested by his sister Sabella, and there are many eager to flock to her banner. Internal conflict weakens Wendar’s defences, drawing raiders, human and inhuman, across its borders. Terrifying portents abound and dark spirits walk the land in broad daylight.

Suddenly two innocents are thrust into the midst of the conflict: Alain, a young man granted a vision by the Lady of Battles, and Liath, a young woman with the power to change the course of history. Both must discover the truth about themselves before they can accept their fates. For in a war where sorcery, not swords, may determine the final outcome, the price of failure may be more than their own lives.

And look out f or

PRINCE OF DOGS

Volume Two of Crown of Stars

THE BURNING STONE

Volume Three of Crown of Stars

CHILD OF FLAME

Volume Four of Crown of Stars


AURIAN

Book One of The Artefacts of Power

Maggie Furey

In ages past, there had been four magical weapons, fashioned to be used only by the Magefolk. But the Artefacts and their history were lost in the Cataclysm which wrought changes on land and water alike. Lost also had been the history of the Magefolk, and the Winged Ones, the Leviathans and Phaerie.

Aurian, the child of renegade Mages, is sent to the city of Nexis to join the Academy where she will train to become a Mage. However, she quickly becomes entwined in a power struggle between Miathan, the Archmage, and the human inhabitants of Nexis. The only person to whom she can turn is Forral, Commander of the city’s military garrison and friend of her dead father. But this friendship infuriates Miathan, and leads to a deadly conflagration in which the first Artefact is revealed.

Aurian flees Nexis with her servant Anvar, and travels to the little-known Southern Kingdoms where she begins to rediscover the history of the weapons which are the only hope against Miathan and Armageddon – The Artefacts of Power.

And don’t miss

THE HARP OF WINDS

SWORD OF FLAME

DHIAMMARA


COLOURS IN THE STEEL

Volume One of The Fencer Trilogy

K.J. Parker

Perimadeia: famed Triple City and mercantile capital of the known world. Behind its allegedly impregnable walls, everything is available. Including information which will allow its enemies to plan one of the most remarkable sieges of all time.

The man called upon to defend Perimadeia is Bardas Loredan, a fencer-at-law, weary of his work and of the world. For Loredan is one of the surviving members of Maxen’s Pitchfork, the legendary band of soldiers which culled the people of the plains for years, rendering an attack on the city impossible. Until now.

But in a city where court cases are settled by lawyers disputing with swords not words, by winning one particular case Loredan has become the focus of a misplaced curse from a young woman bent on revenge. The last thing he needs is to be made responsible for saving a city …

The Fencer Trilogy

COLOURS IN THE STEEL

THE BELLY OF THE BOW

THE PROOF HOUSE


THE THIEF’S GAMBLE

The First Tale of Einarinn

Juliet E. McKenna

A wonderful debut’ J.V. Jones

In Einarinn, the secrets of magic are known only by an elite few. They live in deliberate isolation, under the watchful eye of the Archmage. But nothing lasts for ever.

Livak is a part-time thief and a full-time gambler, long accustomed to living by her wits and narrowly avoiding serious trouble. When she attempts to sell a stolen antique to a passing merchant, she finds herself pulled into a new and dangerous world of political intrigue in which the stakes are higher than anyone can imagine.

For the antique she has acquired dates from a particular period in the history of Einarinn about which little is known, but much has been speculated. And when the truth begins to emerge, Livak decides to take the greatest gamble of her life.

And look out f or

THE SWORDSMAN’S OATH

The Second Tale of Einarinn


THE EMPIRE STONE

Chris Bunch

A new fantasy epic from the author of THE SEER KING, THE DEMON KING and THE WARRIOR KING.

According to legend, the Empire Stone was larger than a fist and could light a man’s path in the dark of the moon. Fashioned by gods – or maybe demons – it could give power and riches to anyone who held it. But it was lost when the city of Thyone was destroyed, and now its secrets lay buried in the past.

The Year of the Eagle has begun badly for Peirol of the Moorlands. He’d fallen in with Koosh Begee and his gang of tricksters. He’d fallen to gambling. And he’d lost. Heavily in debt to Begee, Peirol is forced to travel to the ruined city of Thyone on a perilous mission …

And so begins an incredible adventure, full of danger, mystery and magic, which will take Peirol across oceans and kingdoms in search of his destiny.

OEBPS/images/9781405513838.jpg
A SHADOW ON
THE GLASS

Ian Irvine






OEBPS/images/inline.jpg





OEBPS/images/inline1.jpg





