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Azram, king of the Slaves Bay, built his kingdom on the suffering and harm of the people he sold into slavery. One day, when he had enough gold to have two kingdoms, he ordered his palace expanded and henceforth be called king. He reigned with a hard, relentless hand, but he still felt he had little. He turned to the demons for help, because he wanted to rule the whole world. Demons have come on call. However, they deceived him. They made him make offerings until he convinced them. So Azram began to sacrifice animals to appease the demons. Then it was time for human sacrifice. The king sacrificed good-hearted virgins, the most tender that were sent to him. Then he started looking for victims among the children, but that didn't help either. Meanwhile, evil was creeping in, growing in strength. Finally, the king got a clue: there are two people in the world whose hearts would satisfy the thirst for the underworld. For evil to help him gain power over the whole world, he must sacrifice the Guardian of People or the Sorcerer of the Heart on the altar.

The king looked for them all over the world, until one day he heard a story about an extraordinary healer...
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Vivan was reading the letter.

Lena paused as she walked restlessly around the room to look at her son's face. Her eyes, once marked with despair, pierced with fear. Again, a letter came from this place! From these people! She recognized the seal of the Beckert family, its sophisticated style. There was still a bland scent of perfume. It's the woman! Every letter from that place recently filled her heart with apprehension. There was something ominous about them. As if there was poison in them. All these letters seemed to be hiding something from them. They carried a darkness within them that she could not penetrate. She couldn't bear to see them.

"What is this?" She asked, barely staying calm.

Erlon, her husband, seeing the expression on her face, walked over to the window, trying to hide his nervousness. It wasn't a good sign. She knew about it. He was rarely so upset.

"Is that a letter from them?" She asked to break the unbearable silence. It was more of a statement than a question.

Vivan looked at her. In his eyes she saw the reflection of her own feelings. He, too, sensed trouble.

Since the witch's attack, they both felt everything more than before. Deeper. She didn't know if she had taught them to be careful, or if she had ever had a stronger gift than ever before from her extraordinary son...

"What happened?" She asked, but he didn't answer her. Vivan already knew what her reaction would be to the words she was about to hear. He allowed his father to speak first, though she did not take her eyes off him, with a mute reproach in her gentle eyes.

"My mother is dying," her husband said grimly. "She's asking me to convince my unusual stepson to come. She will provide him with all the comforts. A carriage would come for him. We have time to decide..."

She felt a wave of anger overwhelm her. These people had the nerve to ask for her son?! The ones who abandoned Erlon, swearing never to come to this place?! This horrible woman scolded Vivan in front of everyone on his birthday as if he were an untrained brat! For years they had almost ignored them...

"What words did she use lately?" She asked indignantly, "She said that Vivan was USEFUL! Useful because helpful," she concluded sarcastically.

"I know, darling," Erlon softly broke in on her word, "I'm not trying to persuade you to do anything."

"You gave him that letter!"

"I'm here, mom," Vivan said softly, for the first time since she had come.

She looked at him as if to say, "You know very well why I'm doing this."

"I thought it would be better if he found out," Erlon said, not looking at her.

"Why?! You managed to hide the previous letters from him!"

"Previous?!" reacted Paphian, their younger son, also present at the meeting, "so there were more of them?!"

"Only two. Last week", father replied reluctantly, "I wanted Leno..." he began hesitantly, looking at his wife's face, whose eyes were still on his eldest son.

She waited for his words, verdict in her mind.

"It's his mother," he said softly.

Lena grabbed the train of her long blue gown to find herself face to face in front of it. She couldn't believe the words really came out of his mouth.

"Why are you doing this?!" She asked him with a mixture of anger and regret. "This woman would sell you for a tablespoon of salt if she thought you could be USEFUL for her in this way, Vivan!"

"She asked for me..."

"You are a healer! Who else could she ask for?!"

"Mom..." the son looked gently into her anxious eyes. "You hurt father's feelings..."

She felt as if a bucket of cold water had been poured over her. He was right. She looked at her husband as he said softly:

"She's right, Vivan..."

"This is your mother, Dad," Vivan's voice, who boldly endured his mother's despair and anger, was firm.

"That's why I didn't know what to do," admitted his stepfather in confusion. "I wanted you to know. For you to help me decide... I'm going to refuse her. You're not going!" He said suddenly firmly, "Your mother is right. They treated us poorly all this time. Especially you, and you..."

"No," Vivan interrupted him gently, and sadly, "you."

Erlon looked at his unusual son in a dilemma dictated by despair. He had too good a heart, he knew it. But who in this family didn't have it? Sometimes it seemed to him that they infected the environment around them with their nobility. The world did not repay them the same, and yet they were bound together by an extraordinary bond, the main link of which was his extraordinary adoptive son."

"What should I do?" He asked softly.

"You might not have shown him that," Lena hissed, still unable to contain her agitation.

"Forgive me, Mom," Paphian said finally. "Do you really think you could hide anything from Vivan? One look at father would have made him suspicious. Then he would dig until he found out everything."

"Thanks," muttered the brother in reply.

Paphian smiled at him, though it was a joyless smile.

Vivan stood by the window. He watched the quiet rhythm of the town in silence for a moment. From here you could see the harbor where his friends Valeria galleon was currently moored, as well as several other merchant ships, as well as many smaller fishing boats. New houses and small bridges were built across major mountain streams. More and more streets no longer resembled a beaten track. The trail of these cobblestones started from the gates of the walls and extended further and further with each passing month, supported by the local funds. He knew very well that Barnica owes such dynamic development to him in the recent past to a large extent. He felt a little uncomfortable with that. He never exalted himself because of his extraordinary gift. Knowing that someone was deciding to settle here permanently, to be close to the healer, made him feel a burden of responsibility for the newcomer and everyone else in the town. These people relied on him. They trusted him. And there were more and more of them.

He could only hope they would never be disappointed in him. He will do his best to make it happen.

He didn't like leaving home lately. This trip would surely be no good for him. After all, he was not going to a friendly place. There he could not expect an effusive welcome. This time, it is unlikely to end up healing and sending him home immediately when he is no longer needed. He could feel it.

But it was his stepfather's mother, and he could not refuse him.

"I'm going," he said softly.

His mother sighed loudly. Erlon tried to protest again, but Vivan silenced him with a gesture.

"I'm going with you!" Paphian replied firmly, in a tone that would bear no objection.

"They didn't invite you..."

"I don't care!" snorted his brother. "You will not go there alone!"

Lena gently took the letter from her son's hand.

"They invited anyone but you?" She asked, not looking at her husband.

"No," Erlon replied for his son.

She looked at him sympathetically. He looked down.

"All the more!" Paphian replied fiercely. "You will not go there yourself! They will not throw out their rightful grandson," he uttered the last words with contempt, thereby revealing what he thought about it. "I'm going!"

Due to an important event, the trip was postponed for a few days. The disease Erlon's mother described was serious, but it did not predict a quick death, so the decision was made and no other. Vivan hated delay, but for nothing in the world he would not give up what was to come. Besides, he sensed that there was something behind the disease... He didn't like the bad feelings that haunted him. There was too much darkness in them...

On that day, after a year of discreet waiting in town, one of the couples who were in the healer's close friends' circle was to get married.

On that day, the groom was only twenty years old, but no one doubted that in terms of the experiences and admirable maturity he was beyond the age of others.

Oliver has changed over the past year. He looked less like a delicate youth. He wore short, seemingly carelessly cropped hair that gave him a rebellious appearance, and a distinct stubble that, despite his hopes, even after quite a long time did not turn into a small beard. Unfortunately, that was how it was supposed to remain. He was always springy, and his muscles were well-defined before from incessant climbing. The next year only made it worse.

He was also distinguished by character.

Faithful to Sai, with whom he became engaged in the winter, he still basically avoided people, liking his quiet shop with herbs and spices, for which he would sometimes go with his beloved to distant regions of the kingdom. Then he wrote down what he saw in his travel journals.

Several months elapsed before someone on the crew of the Valeria ship revealed to him that Captain Ross, who was called his brother, although they were not bound by blood, was also writing down his history.

Ross acknowledged this with some hesitation. He was still ashamed of his handwriting and the way he chose words to describe his sea voyages, even though he was doing better and better in both cases. Sel discreetly tried to help him in this and it was only with him that Ross was not hiding. He hadn't read his notes to anyone so far, unlike Oliver, who had been persuaded to do so on some evenings. Back then, people knew that he was not trying to avoid them, but only explored the knowledge in order to be able to present events in an interesting way through gestures or intonation. They knew that this was just a character, perhaps shaped by the past. He was glad to have friends and loved ones now, but from time to time he liked his loneliness.

Everyone wanted him and Sai to succeed. Her past life might have brought dark clouds over the relationship, but the town's sympathy and love for the two, especially Oliver's attitude, who was firmly willing to defend Sai from the echoes of the past, gave hope that all would end well.

Their wedding was today.

Oliver sighed softly as he saw Sai dressed in a magnificent gown, adorned according to the tradition generally accepted in the kingdom. Delicate violet and embroidery, which included elements of local folklore, and a light airy veil combined the symbols of this land, which her heart liked.

He didn't even hesitate for a moment.

He wanted her, not only physically. She combined so many dreams... those about stability, peace, place in life. They both dreamed about it. They will try to make these dreams come true. They both wanted it very much.

Sai spontaneously threw back the veil to give him a kiss as soon as Count Erlon gave them his blessing.

Oliver barely realized there were shouts of joy around...

Many tents were joined together to gather all the townspeople on this special day. The leading position was taken by the newlyweds, next to them the count and his family. Since neither Oliver nor Sai wanted any of their friends to feel left out, a huge, round table was built, which would sometimes take a place of honor in the palace, which was still being rebuilt. In this way, all their dear friends were treated equally, and there was even room for a few new ones to come. Since it was handled by Sel, it was a special and exceptionally impressive work. This table could be reduced as needed or new parts could be added to it. Several of them were still being finalized. Carving his legs in the shape of a tiger - in memory of the brave animals that defended Vivan to death - was a wonderful work of one of the artists who came to the town, who came over the sea after hearing about the healer and offered his services to him. Alvar was delighted to be able to do something for an extraordinary man who had done so much for others and also defeated the demonic witch. Word spread quickly thanks to the sailors. He did not agree to be seated at the table during the wedding, explaining that only friends and family could be there, and he did not belong to any of these categories so far, in his opinion. So, he was honored with a loud toast from the audience. There were already those who made his first orders during the wedding. He asked them for patience, as he had still not fully completed the work aboard the Valeria. There was little left when he led a group of his students. Almost a year after the old Cadelia, only a memory remained, and the new figurehead, or the figure on the front of the ship, depicted Valeria, an old friend and protector of Ross, grasping the wind in her hands. Alvar became so intimate with the crew that he couldn't get used to the thought that he would not be among them one day, since they had spent so much time together. Ross and Sel were already used to Alvar's daily exhortations, looking for his four students each morning. His work and the curling of his black beard as he thought about something. Above all, his pipes, whose mysterious herbs smelled on board every day and which he almost never left. There was also a habit of nervous gesticulating when he was not satisfied with something, and even muttering some words in his native language like an extremely nervous witch. Still, both the students and the crew knew that Alvar's anger, who could argue even with the captain when their visions did not match, were not eternal, and he couldn't really get mad. Avlar cooperated with Sel. He had great respect for his designs, amazed at his developing talent. He was like an older brother, already turning 50. In many situations, his prompts, plus the help of the reliable Silas, who had been in Ross's crew from the beginning, helped the inexperienced captain and his partner in making decisions while sailing. In doing so, they avoided many mistakes and built a reputation for themselves, fueled by the additional, if less welcomed by Ross, tale of his extraordinary talent as a Jewel Sorcerer. In the ports, thanks to the crew, people started talking about the white-haired wizard, the captain of the ship. There were incredible rumors that if he annoyed him, he would send a storm on the insolent. His ship is guided by his power. And when you hurt someone, he will find you and take over your soul with a touch.

Ross was not amused by this part of the overheard stories, but because they aroused due respect, he was simply forced to come to terms with them.

In the center of the table, as requested by everyone, there was a bas-relief mounted separately, and at the same time joining the whole. It showed the jewel that Vivan wore around her neck and the Jewel of Hope...

When Vivan and Ross saw the sculpture for the first time, it caused an unusual stir. Only the two of them wore a ruby ​​held in their hands. For many reasons, it was decided to remain that way.

After all, both jewel owners were unique. The only one in the whole kingdom. And maybe all over the world...

"To the happy couple!" Everyone shouted in unison.

Everyone drank a drink. With so many people around, the impression was truly extraordinary.

Sai hugged Oliver, who is very often smiling, and embraces him tenderly. Her dark, beautiful eyes sparkled.

"Vivan! Ross!" Seme exclaimed when the surroundings went silent. "When is your turn, guys?" then, probably under the influence of emotion, she added without thinking: "When will I have the first children in this group?" She looked at the surprised young couple and the friends, confused by this unexpected remark.

Vivan immediately sensed Ross's tension and Sel's slight nervousness, coupled with indulgence, though he didn't even look at them. For others, it took a little longer to understand the awkwardness of these words. It was the first one who spoke, taking Vashaba's hand.

"Seme," he said gently, "we will not answer these questions for you today."

He glanced at Ross, then at Sel, who caught his eye. He, too, reliably sensed his lover's nervousness.

"Yes," his foster father said, trying to cover up the awkward situation, "Today is an important day..."

"Ross, honey, don't be angry," Seme interrupted him, angry with herself once she realized her mistake. "I said without thinking. I was talking to them about children..." She pointed with her hand at Vivan and the young ones, awkwardly trying to save the situation.

"We can't have children..." Ross replied softly but emphatically, adding to their confusion.

Seme held her breath, now not sure what to say. Perhaps it would be better if she really kept her mouth shut. But now she wanted to get out of it somehow.

"You never know..." she began hesitantly.

A real disaster.

Sel imploringly silenced her with a gesture. He was concerned about Ross's reaction. He felt that he had something to do with it, or rather his ambiguous nature, which he revealed at the House of Pleasure.

He sensed that the neighboring feasters were beginning to listen to this strange conversation.

"We understand, Seme," he smiled at her reassuringly, because he really understood that she had nothing wrong with her mind. These were just jokingly spoken words that could be treated with humor.

Ross surprised everyone with his nervous reaction.

"Sorry, guys," he turned on his and his lover's behalf to the young couple.

Sai smiled warmly at him.

"Brother?" Oliver turned playfully to his new brother, as he was used to doing for a long time. He had no immediate family members anymore. His need to keep at least a part of his former life was related to Ross, who soon became very close to his deceased sister. It evoked memories of Julien, the good ones and the ones full of love. Ross not only understood it perfectly. He was grateful to him for this brotherly bond, and it eased his fear for the future when the two became so closely connected.

He looked at him. He saw a silent plea for forbearance in his eyes.

So, he smiled warmly at Seme.

"I have nothing to be angry with you about," he said. "Nothing like that happened."

It has become. Sel knew this... The poisonous thought had already penetrated their minds. He sighed softly, feeling uneasy. After all, he gave no reason to...

"You know, life can be different..."

It was starting to hurt.

Vivan sensed this poisonous thought, as if in the melody of the world around him he suddenly heard a loud, unpleasant screeching sound. In his heart, it grew into additional anxiety, not least because of his friends. He looked at Vashaba. She clearly wanted to tell him something important. Her gaze betrayed her. Now she squeezed his hand, smiling slightly. If she had wanted to relate to Seme's words in any way, she would have already done so. So, this conversation is not gonna be about the wedding or the kids... No. They agreed on this. They did not want to rush. No words from Seme or his grandparents' glances could make them succumb. They wanted it, but like their friend Oliver, they chose to decide when that time would come. So far, they got to know each other, without rushing. When the quiet time finally came in town life, they spent it on long, secret journeys. They spent it together, immersed in caresses, touch and love. Vivan was sure Vashaba knew all his weaknesses, his nightmares, and the enormity of the emotions he was accumulating. She had seen his good days and days he would cry to keep to himself, but he had no influence on it. He knew that sometimes it wasn't easy with him. Previous painful events had left an indelible mark on him. Vashaba, however, did not leave. Neither his sensitivity nor the tears of yet another nightmare with an echo of the past discouraged her. Unfortunately, he also got to know her well. He knew she would explode with anger sometimes. He knew she sometimes acted under the influence of emotions. When something irritated her, she did not act rationally, and her words cut like a dagger. He belonged to her. Sometimes she expressed it too greedily, as if nothing else mattered apart from the intercourses. Was this what this conversation was supposed to be about? That maybe she could sense his hesitation? He would know. He would have known about it earlier.

Sai rested her head on Oliver's shoulder. She had dreamed about this moment all day long. About the time of the dance, when the market where the wedding tents were set up, slowly lit by lanterns. Candles were placed on the tables, waiting for the night to come with them.

"Do you think about Seme's words?" She asked softly.

She was almost four years older than him. However, especially today, when they finally brought their hands together, he seemed more mature to her than she was.

More composed. It always comforted her. His presence drove away sadness. Today she felt it more than ever.

Oliver hugged her tighter, surprised by the concern in her eyes. He knew the source of this fear. He felt it himself sometimes. Uncertainty. The fear that everything they have rebuilt so far will be taken from them, and anyone who thinks they can do it will try to separate them for their own entertainment.

A trace of Morena. After Ramoz...

He kissed her black, flower-adorned hair, reveling in the familiar scent of jasmine and soap that she liked so much. A fragrance he remembered so well...

"I'm not afraid," he said quietly, but confidently, chasing away his gloomy thoughts, "stop being afraid too. It is behind us."

"I don't want to lose you," she said softly.

"You can't beat yourself up," he told her gently. "I'll be with you, even if you don't see me. We'll get old, we'll get ugly, and all that matters now - will lose it. I will be with you until you are fed up with me and you start throwing objects at me, just to get out, just for a moment," he said with a twinkle in his eye. She laughed softly. "I'll be more and more old and maybe I'll start going bald, and you'll still be beautiful in my eyes. Sai," his voice broke with emotion, "we already have it. Sometimes people spend their entire lives searching, making bad choices that lock their souls behind bars of habits, submission, and resignation. It does not apply to us. You are my part. You are it! You have everything in you that I need to make my heart beat! You will never lose me."

She hugged him tightly, enclosing their little world in her arms.

"Remember you promised me that..." She whispered before she gave him a kiss on her lips.

It was not the end of the momentous events of the day.

At a given sign, Azylas began to summon the inhabitants to his place. Several chairs were hurriedly arranged between the circle of people. Those who had already departed with the advent of the west were feverishly exhorted.

"What's happening?" Asked the intrigued Paphian, but among friends and family no one, except the young couple, knew the answer to this question. They disguised themselves well...

Oliver smiled knowingly at Sai, taking her hand.

"You'll like this," he merely said mysteriously to Vivan.

To the count's amazement, he and his family were invited to chairs hastily prepared.

The blacksmith took the initiative. He cleared his throat a few times to get the right timbre.

"Dear Count," he began solemnly, "Sir Erlon..."

"Azylas, that's enough," Erlon interrupted him with a smile.

Everyone laughed. It was common knowledge in the town that the Earl Erlon never got above himself. Yes, he was firm, if necessary, that's all. Among the gathered were people who remembered when he came here to settle permanently with his family. One of them was the blacksmith Azylas. These people also remembered how much they had accomplished together over the years, especially the dramatic moments when the count had fought side by side with them.

Azylas smiled, looking at him now with emotion. Erlon didn't look much older than when he had come here. In fact, more than twenty years have passed, and many of those who welcomed him then have progressed with age, though not like other people in the kingdom. It was the merit of the healer. It was that moment when, looking at Erlon and his adoptive son, he remembered other moments, those in which both stepfather and son had done so much for everyone.

Especially them, although the rest of the family also helped a lot. The love of these people united the town.

The blacksmith looked around at the audience. He noticed many touched faces. They also thought about it.

"What happened, Azylas?" Vivan asked gently, touched by the kindness that surrounded him on all sides.

He noticed Grandpa and Grandma leaning closer to each other. Vashaba did not let go of his hand from hers, and his stepfather looked at his mother lovingly. He glanced at Paphian, alone in this group. He looked at him.

"Well, since we are all gathered here, with the permission of the young couple," said Azylas, at which many smiled kindly at them, "I would like to solemnly ask all of you here for something."

Vivan got up first, feeling it was going to be something really important. The others quickly followed his example.

The blacksmith grunted nervously.

"That's how I look at you, my lord," he said to Count Erlon, "and I think it's been twenty years since you've been here with us. When I see you still almost as it was then, all those memories of the old days come to my mind." Erlon looked at him with a mixture of sadness and emotion. He was probably looking at the graying hair at his temples now. “Those are good memories, Count. How you got here, how you arranged it all, how you fixed it. And how you had to convince us that you are not like..." he broke off, confused, and Erlon couldn't help but smile, knowing who he meant, "like great lords are," finished the blacksmith diplomatically, to which many nodded their heads. "Look now!" He waved his hand around. "Look how many people are standing here! They know what I'm doing now, they know the wedding is interrupted for now and no one has escaped! See, Erlon? We are here for you..." he concluded with emotion.

Vivan looked at his foster father. Everyone started clapping. Deeply moved, Erlon accepted his wife's tender kiss with tears in his eyes.

"Thank you for all that you have given us so far," said the blacksmith solemnly. "And for our lady countess, our flower that brightens our hearts, good and beloved," now the blacksmith looked at Vivan's mother with tenderness. "We know very well that she is one who supports you, she gathered us together when they took her son to the king. Mrs. Lena, we are glad that you chose our count," he bowed to her, to which she replied with a bow, hugging her husband's shoulder in silence, unable to say the words, "we respect your parents very much and we like how they stand behind you, especially how they replaced our count with his family, when he was denied and left us all to their own fate," here Vivan's grandparents bowed, who smiled warmly.

Grandma touched Erlon's arm tenderly as the words were said.

The blacksmith did not wait for further speech.

"We know that such people could not bring up bad, that's why Paphian..." He stopped, staring playfully at Vivan, thus giving him a sign that he had started talking about his brother on purpose. Moved by such a solemn and cordial treatment of his family, Vivan felt how he began to tremble with emotion, "...he is our pride and glory, as if he were our child."

Paphian smiled, looking down. He waited for words about his brother.

The blacksmith gasped, excited by his role. He called out to the crowd:

"Give me a mug here, or I'll lose my voice!"

Many laughed, including family friends who stood in the crowd next to Oliver and Sai, watching the event.

"Pour him!" Ross exclaimed cheerfully.

Someone quickly complied with the blacksmith's request, who gulped down the contents of the mug, wiped his mustache and threw the mug on the ground. The atmosphere among the people was joyful. For a good while, everyone just laughed. However, Azylas, the master of this modest ceremony, finally made the sign with his hand. There was silence quickly. Everyone was glancing at Vivan now, waiting for more to speak.

Here, however, Azylas decided to tease a little bit.

"Well, that's it, I guess..." he began, pretending to finish.

Then the assembled people began to shout:

"VIVAN! VIVAN! VIVAN!"

Vivan squeezed Vashaba's hand nervously as tears pressed in his eyes. He had never experienced anything like this before. There were many signs of sympathy, that's true. However, he was never honored in this way. He didn't know how to deal with all the kindness he was experiencing. Even the family joined the cheers.

The blacksmith raised his hand again. The audience fell silent.

"I don't know how to say it..." the blacksmith began in agitation. Several women were already wiping tears. "You know very well how much we love you," he said to Vivan in the solemn silence. "You feel it with all your heart, don't you?"

Vivan only managed to nod his head.

"I don't stop thanking fate, Mother Earth and the whole world of all spirits for the fact that we have you here," said the blacksmith warmly. "Thank you, Mrs. Lena, for giving you here, into this world. Thank you, Mr. Erlon, for loving you against all odds and for bringing you here. Finally, I thank you," he wiped a tear nervously from his cheek, which was an unusual sight, that you are with us. And since it is a joyful day, I will not say how much we have hurt, and it hurt us now what has happened to you so far," he added seriously. "I hope that you two will be lucky in life," he pointed to Vashaba with a smile. "You deserve it. We would like you to stay with us forever, at least in our hearts, so we decided it was time to start over. Barnica is associated with everything that is good, but also with what is bad. We would like it to be associated with good from now on. The best that has happened to us. First," he nodded to him, then turned to the rest of the family, "Erlon. And your family. That's why we want to ask you for something. With your consent, we want to change the name of our town..." he waited a moment for the request to fully reach the family standing in the middle. "Our proposal is..." he grunted nervously, seeing surprised looks. "LE - these are the first letters of our sweet lady Lena, your mother, without whom all this would never have started," he bowed towards the touched and astonished Lena, "Count, your father, would probably never look for a home here... Sorry, Erlon, but there is something in it," he added, seeing nervous movement. "If it weren't for them," he pointed to Vivan's family, "you would be stuck with yours, imprisoned in their golden cage. It's for them that you got out of there."

"Yes," said Erlon gravely. "I've never regretted it. And I do not regret it."

"We know," Azylas replied with a twinkle in his eye. "So now I keep talking... VI - from the name of our beloved healer," Vivan bit his lip not to cry. "Finally, because we couldn't forget about you," he nodded to Erlon, "And you need to know that these letters are not only composed of these names. All your names are hidden in it for us," he told the family, especially looking at Paphian so that he would not be offended, "LON - the last, from the name Erlon. So, we stuck it together..." he took a breath, "LEVILON - that's the whole name. We would like to name this town like that. In your honor. All of you," he concluded solemnly.

There was silence.

The family stood speechless in the crowd, not even daring to believe what they had just heard. Victor sat down first, feeling that his legs would not lift him anymore, and after a while his wife joined him, covering her mouth with her hand trembling with emotion. Paphian put a hand on his brother's shoulder. Vivan looked at his foster father and mother, who shook his hand with emotion.

He felt his head spinning.

"Sit down," Vashaba ordered him gently.

He obeyed her, half consciously.

"I think they don't like the idea," said Azylas jokingly.

The crowd laughed softly and quickly fell silent at Vivan's first words.

"I didn't deserve this..." he said in a trembling voice "I didn't do anything special..."

"I think I'm going to pass out," his father added in a similar tone.

"Not the first time..." Exclaimed Seme, amused by these words.

Her sharp wit made a soft laugh as her memories came alive at the same time. This time, however, Seme's exclamation did wonders. Erlon felt the corners of his lips twitch involuntarily. Yes, he remembered...

"Ross," Vivan's mother looked around for their friend. "Help, please..."

She is the only one who has not lost her head, except for Vashaba. They both smiled knowingly at each other.

Ross appeared right next to them, gently touching the healer's shoulder.

Vivan breathed a sigh, feeling impotent departing from him under the soothing effect of the Jewel of Hope. Ross smiled warmly. Then he walked over to the others.

Vivan felt the assembled people waiting for their words. He saw their uncertain glances, their anxious smiles. He gathered himself up. They deserve a vote of thanks.

"We are deeply touched," he told the gathered. "Never..." he broke off, because these words seemed too banal, there was too little emotion hidden in them. "It means a lot to us. I regret that it isn't possible to give the names of everyone gathered here in this name," he pointed with a trembling hand, "but, as our wonderful Azylas said," he let a tear finally run down his cheek, "for us in each of these letters are YOU. Everyone of you. From now on, this name will be associated with this day," he looked at Oliver and Sai, "and this moment. We thank you."

He saw many warm smiles.

"And I will add," said Erlon, his voice swollen with emotion, "that tomorrow at dawn Vivan and I will send a letter to the king and queen, informing them of the new name, asking that all existing privileges, due to the new circumstances, continue to apply, and that the town of Leviron would have full city rights. The town has grown enormously since the last time, so it's time for it to become a fully-fledged port city."

Everyone cried out happily.

"We have to drink to this!" The blacksmith exclaimed, picking up his mug. Someone poured over him quickly. "To our wonderful Beckerts!" he raised a toast. "To the city of Levilon!"

"To the Levilon!" Everyone exclaimed.

Vivan looked at his stepfather. They smiled to each other, raising their mugs to a completely unexpected toast by them.

As the candles burned in the lamps and dusk fell around, Ross watched the lights dance, admiring the subtly introduced atmosphere. He did not have to watch the mood of the guests. He could just enjoy the moment. His white hair stood out in the dark. Bright clothes, sewn in the style of a uniform, as befits a captain, and a hat completed the work. It even overshadowed Oliver himself a bit, some said, but he disagreed. The groom's ceremonial clothes, with accessories in the color of his wife's dress, were simply woven in a different style. Oliver looked great in it.

"What are you thinking about?" Sel asked him.

Ross's calm mood popped up instantly like a soap bubble, but he turned to smile at him.

"About Levilon," he replied softly.

Sel regarded him with concern, sensing the lie. He didn't want the words to hang between them. He would prefer to tear them from his mind. It hurt more than he expected.
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The wedding ceremony, now connected with the celebration of the new name of the town, lasted two more days. Meanwhile, Count Elron kept his word by writing a long letter to the king. Vivan, for his part, announced the new fact to the queen. He knew that he could count on her support in this matter, as her two sons.

He felt in a way that they owed him this, but when he wrote to the queen, he made no mention of the past. He didn't want to brood over her.

The last letter was addressed to his foster grandmother. He wrote in it about the planned arrival.

"I can go with you," Vashaba said later, taking his hand.

He shook his head.

"They won't be nice to you. I want to spare you this. I'll heal her and come back."

She kissed him, savoring the taste of his mouth. It was enough for her to feel the need for more. It was as if he possessed her. She couldn't think, do ordinary activities without thinking about him. Sometimes she even gasped at the memory of his touch. He was her personal obsession.

They walked along the bank of the river that ran into the mouth of the port. Even at this hour, voices could be heard from the dock. The taverns were still awake.

Vivan looked at the palace, still only one residential section was completed. The rest was slow to build. At least they could go home now. New home.

"What did you really think when Seme mentioned the wedding?" She asked suddenly.

He smiled.

"I waited for you to talk about it."

"You want it?"

He looked at her warmly, though he felt unease in his heart.

"So?"

"Vashaba," he took her hands gravely, "I'm mortal. I know I can't ask you to. I can't let you watch me grow old and die. I wouldn't do this to you. I know how much you would suffer."

She looked at him in amazement.

"So, you think if we don't get married someday, you'll just let me go?!"

She probably knew him too well.

"I wanted..."

"Vivan..." she interjected softly. He felt his knees buckle at the sound of her voice. There was nothing he could do about it. She was his first love.

"What if I say you'll live with me forever?" She asked softly.

He froze, staring into her beautiful eyes. She took his hand.

"It's not a wedding ring," she said softly when he twitched slightly, feeling the cold touch. With me. Throughout the years...

He looked down at his hand, in which the ring glittered. A simple, silver ring with a small white rose entwined with an intricate crown of leaves - a rare flower that gives long youth and life.

"Adamantis..." he whispered excitedly.

"The rose seed is hidden in the flower," she explained warmly.

He was silent in amazement. He held the dream of many in his hand. A thing so extraordinary and unheard of that it was only ascribed to exist in the stories. Great gift.

Fear seized him. And sadness.

This was not what she expected. She thought she would please him with this gift.

"I give you immortality," she pointed out emphatically as the silence dragged on.

Then she saw it. The fear in his eyes. It surprised her and hurt her at the same time.

"You don't want..." she understood, shocked. "Me or the ring?" she felt she had to separate the two matters as if they were separate factors. She had to know that.

What was so important to him? What was he afraid of? Which man would not take immortality?!

She answered that question immediately. She knew people who didn't. They rejected a wonderful gift for the sake of a life they wished to live in peace. Jader, a great friend of her brother Dinn... He has not abandoned his family. Vivan is very attached to his...

"It's because of them..." she whispered shockedly "You don't want to watch them die."

Vivan turned. He looked out over the river in the moonlight. The rushing current was so wide and treacherous that even the trolls did not risk crossing it.

The sound of the waves crashing against the stones conveyed the confusion now reigning in his heart.

"I love you," he said emphatically. "It means a lot to me..."

"For me too!" She replied with a quiet despair "But they are more important... are they so?"

Vivan was silent. He didn't know how to explain it to her. It wasn't about eternity. She wouldn't take his loved ones away. He knew the way.

It was about her.

He sighed in anguish. The thought was like a chain wrapped around him. It tightened more and more, blocking his movements and freedom, taking his life. He stuck links in body and soul. Eternity with Vashaba... One day his relatives will find that they have enough longevity. They will not be able to bear the burden of longing and regret for the past. He would only stay with Vashaba until things slowly changed and faded into the gloom of the past. The whole world will change around many times until there is nothing left of the world that he remembered and loved...

Eternity - it's a very long time...

He loved her, but if he was beginning to fear the future now, what would happen to them later? Month by month, he felt less safe with her. Too sensitive to people, he couldn't bring himself to take the last step. He yielded to her pleas when they were on the verge of parting. His brother wanted to do it for him, but he wouldn't let him. Because of the past. It was her love and devotion that brought him back to life. She had once loved him less preoccupied with passion. In time, lust prevailed, and he participated in it not only because he wanted to. In those moments, she gave him tender words, kisses. Especially at the beginning. And he was ready for a lot to feel it again.

In love, naive idiot. In the rare moments of loneliness, that was what he thought of himself. This time, however, things had gone too far. Eternity would not be a gift to him. It will become an endless torment.

"I can't do that," he replied softly, pain in his heart as he spoke.

"What?!" Her eyes gleamed with mounting anger.

Vivan felt regret. Even now, she couldn't see anything.

"I will not accept this gift," he replied deliberately.

Vashaba looked at him as if he had lost his mind. She has always wanted him. The worst, however, as he slowly realized, she wanted him forever. When they were together at first, he felt euphoric, drowning in passion. Over time, the euphoria turned to anxiety. Frustration. Longing for the old life. He began to suspect, though it still seemed cruel to her, that she was taking his life. Not only by taking him away from family and friends, because she could never get enough. He had never suspected that all desires could be so focused on satisfying the lusts. Couples spent time together, usually inspired by love and devotion. They've been focusing on one thing for a very long time. He did not confide it to anyone, but he was so exhausted by it, as if he had spent this time in extremely arduous physical work. As a healer, he had slightly more endurance than the average person. This trait, however, was based on the continued support of the family. Their concern was his miraculous elixir to restore vitality. For some time, this potion served only to keep his drive up, so that he could please the insatiable elf woman.

It was starting to frighten him.

"You love me?!" She hissed with pain in her voice. "How dare you lie to me like that? Is that your answer? You refuse me and you dare say you love me?!"

So that's how she put it. She had left him no choice from the beginning.

"I cannot accept this gift," he replied, looking courageously into her beautiful eyes, probably for the last time.

She looked at him as if he suddenly became a stranger to her. She did not understand. She didn't even want to understand him for a moment. Feel for a moment what he felt now. That hurts.

"You won't break my heart, Vivan Beckert!" She cried with tears in her eyes. "You let me think that I'm the most important to you. But I'm not! You prefer them over me!"

He sighed heavily, suppressing the rising sobs.

"I want you and them," he replied, his voice trembling with emotion. "Why can't you come to terms with it?!"

"Because I only want to be with you," she said coldly, "I don't want to share you with your whole family!"

"You don't even want to be with me..."

She held her breath for a moment. He didn't wait for her to scream.

"You just want to fuck me," he added, feeling the painful truth pierce through him like an ice blade with every word he uttered. "I return Adamantis to you," he added with a heavy heart, opening his hand. "Let it be used by those who can make such a decision without thinking and it will bring you happiness," he finished, aware that he had just finally buried their relationship.

She stared at the ring gleaming in the moonlight as if she couldn't believe they were parting. It was obvious he had surprised her. Certainly later, when the shock is over, she will attack him with her anger. He preferred them to part with respect, but he knew the emotions would make her angry. He was ready to accept it. He was guilty of it too. He could have finished it sooner. But he didn't want to. Until she threatened him with eternity...

"Keep him," she replied, barely in control of herself. "It's a gift!" She almost threw the words in his face.

She walked away from him with a brisk pace. Without saying goodbye. She didn't even look back, dwelling upon her regret. A cry of despair rose in his throat, but he did not let it break free. So many moments together and now he doesn't even deserve goodbye. Contradictory emotions tugged at him. Anger at her selfish decision. It is a pity that they did not even part in harmony. Solitude. Even relief.

He was left alone.

A sudden movement, a dark hooded figure - that was all he had time to see before the sack was thrown over his head. He felt the impact, then lost consciousness.

The peace that had prevailed for a year had loosened the voluntary guard that was guarding the walls too much. If Alesei were there, he wouldn't be surprised. But the four on the walls were reluctant to watch. The body was carried out through the gate. A black carriage without markings emerged from the darkness of the forest, harnessed by four ebony horses. Lena, the healer's mother, knew about the meeting by the river. As the black coach set out into the darkness of the night, escorted by a large squad, she felt a sudden unease that began to grow with each passing minute. Until there was a pounding on the door.

Ross pulled the entire palace to his feet, guided by his Jewel's insistence and his own fear. He was forcibly prevented from leaving the gate of the walls. The carriage turned at the crossroads, leaving its way to the capital. He hit the road that led to the county, two days' drive away.

He came ahead of time...

The dust cleared by the time the pursuit reached the fork. The darkness engulfed the blackness.

Vivan has been kidnapped.
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The black horses were changed once again during the journey.

The carriage arrived at noon, straight to the imposing palace - the Beckert family dwelling, from which the entire county took its name. Foam has already appeared on the animals' mouths. Sweaty sides moved in a nervous rhythm. The heat of the beginning of summer was overwhelming that day. The stuffy air announced a storm.

Countess Sarah Beckert, in all her strength and vitality, but - most importantly - without a trace of any disease, folded her fan irritably.

"Come on!" She cried, "There is still a long way ahead of you!"

"Let's first see if we deliver what we have planned," the count, her husband, leaned toward her. She pursed her lips in disgust as she smelled his sweat. "If we make a mistake, we'll lose our heads sooner than you can beg for forgiveness."

"I never beg for anything," she rebuked him with her eyes like a little boy. "Not even for that you'd be silent forever. But you are right, which is extremely rare. We risk too much not to check it out. Get him out!" She ordered firmly. "Hurry!"

The kidnappers hurriedly obeyed, taking their prisoner out. Vivan groaned in pain, the taste of dust in his mouth and the smell of his own sweat. All the way there were only stops twice. So that he would defecate in abusive conditions, for even then he was kept an eye on and the bonds were not loosened. He hadn't had a drink since dinner last day, and his head throbbed with a dull ache from both the impact that left blood on his temple from a dried cut and the tiresome ride. All he knew was that he was getting away from home with every moment.

The Countess winced in disgust at his appearance.

"Take it off!" She ordered, pointing to the sack. Hastily, she unfolded her fan and began fanning herself frantically, hiding a bit of anxiety in her heart.

The sack was ripped off Vivan's head with a hard tug. He narrowed his eyes under the influence of the light.

When he finally got used to his eyesight, he had to learn another thing as well. The Countess watched with a straight face as the painful amazement and disbelief slowly gave way to regret and a hint of anger.

"I'm here," he began in a hoarse voice, "of your will? Why?"

She narrowed her eyes in irritation, suppressing the nascent guilt as she looked into his gentle, incredulous blue eyes with nervous flaps of a fan.

"As always badly brought up," she said with a hint of carefully mock indignation to mask her true feelings. "It would be nice to say hello, don't you think?"

Vivan's eyes narrowed in anger. She expected this. She heard that his character had changed since the encounter with the demonic witch. It did not surprise her. Such situations in good, brave people can inspire bravery.

Vivan has always been famous for his kindness. His sensitivity was legendary. And how he risked his life just to defeat the witch was admirable even in her eyes.

Pity...

She pushed the thought aside hastily.

"I see no reason to be polite," he replied grimly.

Slowly their shameful deed caused him more and more regret and disappointment.

The Count, her husband, immediately came forward and slapped him in the face. Strong. It was like him. He was always impulsive. However, he was unable to oppose her. She looked at him with disgust. He backed away with obvious reluctance.

Vivan staggered from the pain in his head. Even so, his gaze become hard.

"Do you see it?" the countess asked her husband, assessing the prisoner's behavior. "He is a wild dog, devoid of polite, like his whole family."

She contradicted her thoughts, still hard on her part of the cold bitch.

"Free me!" He ordered them abruptly. "Now! Then perhaps I will forget your behavior!"

The count took another blow against the audacity, but the countess held him back with a blow of her fan.

"Enough!"

"Wolf pup!" Hissed the count, unaware that Vivan had been called that once, "He dare to raise his voice at us in our own house!"

Vivan did not step back.

"I said: enough," said the Countess emphatically, "We have what we wanted. It's him. There is no doubt. We are saved. Our county will get out of debt. His behavior doesn't matter now. He's useful, and that's what counts."

"You...!" Vivan jerked at the words, and several masked people immediately grabbed him. Others were changing horses in a hurry. "That's why you did it?! I was ready to help you! I wanted to come here!"

She was aware of her meanness.

"Yes..." she replied with well-played contempt, "You and a bunch of your sketchy friends: whores and rabble! I didn't want to have all this company that you would probably bring to us! My son defiled the good name of your dirty mother! And that family of hers, a bunch of villagers! It's a pity that our grandson will be wasted in such an environment! And finally, all this Heart Sorcerer, as you call him!" the name almost spat out. "Disgusting, confusing man in a filthy relationship. It's time to put it in order! If they show up here, and I bet they do, we'll put them in order. Once and for all!" She gestured to take him away from her eyes.

Vivan wanted to retort the countess's harsh words at once. Blood rushed to his head with anger. He felt himself losing balance and spots appeared before his eyes. He probably got hit in the head too hard...

He vomited right on her shoes.

A cold fury engulfed the count, who, this time, also did not restrain himself from hitting the prisoner again.

"Take him!" He shouted furiously, turning red with passion.

"Stop!" The countess objected firmly.

She walked over to the aching Vivan who turned pale. Shadows appeared under his eyes. He swayed as if struggling to stay on his feet.

She glared at her husband and her people.

"Which of you hit him so hard?" She asked venomously.

She felt Vivan's gaze on her. She avoided that gaze. Instead, she found one of her people with her eyes.

"It was you, Kraun, wasn't it?" She asked sharply "You've always had a heavy hand!"

"Countess..." the thug began, but he broke off when she came over and hit him with all her strength in the face with her open hand.

Anger, the cause of which she might as well look for in herself, inflamed her senses.

"You fool!" She shouted at him as he lowered his head. "He's a healer! His gift is priceless! How much do you think the King of the Bay will give us if the boy turns into a gibbering country idiot or gets sick and dies? Do you realize what will happen if you deliver him like this?!"

"Sarah..." Vivan said softly.

She froze at the soft tone of his voice. She cannot bend. She cannot show weakness!

It must be so.

She stared at him defiantly but knew now that she hadn't deceived him for a moment. He knew what she really felt.

"You said King of the Bay?" She sensed the suffering in the tone of his voice.

She looked at him carefully and cursed silently. He looked bad. The heat only worsened his condition.

She came over to examine his head. The cut didn't bleed, but it looked nasty. She felt he was on fire under her fingers.

"Why didn't anyone bandage him?" She asked in a cold tone, thus masking her concern. "What about you?! In this condition..."

At that moment, Vivan felt his head light-headed and then feeling sick again. He dropped to his knees. The Countess felt afraid. It was one thing to be reluctant to son's new family and one thing to completely contribute to the disease, or perhaps even the death of the healer.

She did not want to admit the most important thing to herself: she liked this boy for his unprecedented nobility, and only stupid pride made her remain in the attitude of the offended heiress of the old family, whose son had committed a terrible misalliance. She had long followed with admiration, deep inside, his exploits and the abilities of his step-in-law.

But now her future was at stake. If she withdrawn from the treaty, the king would undoubtedly have ordered them all killed. Maybe even Erlon and his family. He made her do it. How naively she had thought at first that she would bring Vivan and the ruler to her palace, where a healer would heal him. There would be no kidnapping, but an innocent trick. The king, however, insisted that Vivan would never agree to help him. The letter was only two days ahead of the request when she changed her plans, realizing that it would also be a very good lesson for her son. She had not forgotten what a blow his betrayal had been to her, and the emissary of the ruler played perfectly on her feelings.

It is a pity that this boy was hurt...

Vivan felt his bonds slashed. He hit the nearest kidnapper. He was captured immediately. He was thrown to the ground and tied again. The count targeted at him again, but the countess stepped in, with a quick flick of her fan, hitting him in the face to bring him to his senses. It was enough. He pulled himself together as he watched his men pull Vivan to his feet.

"You'll regret it!" Vivan called.

"Really?" she asked coldly, raising her eyebrow a bit, still not leaving the role. "Dress him and go!" She felt remorse saying these words, but she had no choice. There was no turning back now. "To the bay! We lose so much time!" She screamed at her people.

Vivan gave her a murderous glare before he was dragged into the carriage.

"Lady," said another of her thugs, "what if he won't be able to go?"

She looked at him. If it were just some men, she had commissioned him, he wouldn't have been worried about his fate. But it was a healer. He helped many people, defeated the evil witch. This bandit respected him. Well...

She walked over to Vivan once more.

"Don't do it," he said to her. "You can still back out. Don't sell me."

She ignored his request.

"Then you'll stop for a halt. I hope you will be discreet. No witnesses."

He understood that he would not convince her to change her mind. He was seized with anger, which from then on began to accompany him often.

"I won't forget it..." he said with all the contempt he felt for the woman at that moment, compounded by the fact that he knew exactly what she really felt.

"Take him!" she ordered without looking at him.

"Sarah!" He shouted angrily "I won't forget it! I will never forget it! Hear that?! Sarah! I will never forget it!"

She twitched nervously, but quickly regained her composure. He was dragged into a carriage. This time the bag was not put on him. There was no longer any such need.

Her husband watched the whole thing in silence, but with a satisfied smile. She just didn't know whether he felt it towards Vivan or towards herself. Maybe both...

Only when the carriage drove away did she allow herself a moment of regret.

"I was ready to help you"...

She knew there was no turning back now.

"Here's my plan!" Erlon raised his voice, while an agitated Ross protested against his detention in the palace. "SILENCE! By Mother Earth, I'm the Count of these lands! I demand to be heard!"

Ross paused, still agitated. Paphian and Alesei were gone, and they had set out with Dinn in pursuit, with a crowd of hastily assembled volunteers. The assembled family, and perhaps all the rest of Levilon, looked at the count in silence now. Erlon kissed the concerned Lena tenderly.

"Has anyone seen Vashaba?" He asked softly.

Many heads disagreed without saying a word. He sighed heavily, also concerned about her fate, not knowing about the course of the last meeting.

"We must have a second plan!" He began emphatically. "My parents will deny everything! The carriage that they mentioned in their letter will probably arrive at dawn. The carriage that would take Vivan to them. Yes, I know, many of you disapprove of this idea. It doesn't matter anymore..."

"We're wasting time!" Ross said furiously.

Erlon held up his hand for silence.

"You must know something," he continued. "My old family is struggling with debts. They lived beyond their means, enjoying, quite undeservedly, the family connection between the healer and them. They had hosted celebrities overseas, counting on favorable trade deals, but the truth was revealed too quickly when the guests realized that this family was only feeding on Vivan's good name without communing with him or us. You know it yourself. I'm afraid they might have gone far worse. There are, as you already know, people who would not hesitate a moment if they could get my son in their hands. These people know perfectly well that Vivan would never help them willingly. I'm scared, and I'm pretty sure it's something like this this time. Remember my family when they showed up for Vivan's birthday?" Many heads nodded immediately. "There are also those who remember how they looked after Barnica before..." he sighed heavily. "She will not hesitate when it comes to her beloved palace, her own comfort and according to her - the good name of the family. She denied relations with us by prescribing Barnica for me. She disowned me. And Vivan, whom she called a savage. Useful, because helpful," he added bitterly.

There was a silence.

Ross looked down at the ground, unable to find the right words, feeling a pressing regret. He understood how painful the feeling of rejection was. He struggled with it for most of his life...

"I have news," said Erlon in the silence. "Disturbing and terrible. Evil plagues the Slaves Bay. It demands the blood of the innocent, otherwise it will tear down this cursed place..."

"It would be good!" Mikela, the alewife, exclaimed, shaking her fist. "To hell with this place!"

A chorus of voices, mostly from the throats of people who had been kidnapped more than a year ago to be sold in the Bay Area, loudly backed her.

"Yes..." Erlon took Lena's hand in a gesture of consolation. "Azram, king of the Bay, has allegedly made his first sacrifices. Virgins. Children. Often very small..."

"Often?" A woman asked weakly.

"How do you know that, my lord?" Asked the blacksmith Azylas nervously.

Erlon looked pointedly at Ross and his companion, Sel, behind whom were almost the entire crew.

"You were in the Bay?!" The surprised innkeeper asked.

"We know from a credible source," Sel replied, speaking for the first time since his arrival here, "We never go there."

The crowd roared softly.

"Well," said the blacksmith again, "but what does this have to do with our Vivan? And why don't we follow him to the Countess's palace?!"

"They are surely prepared for this," the count explained to him. "You will not catch up with them. Unless you can fly. You can't, can you? So, listen up! To force Azram to act, evil brought him a deadly disease. The ruler of such a filthy world will go to great lengths to save his miserable life. He will bring Vivan to the Bay at any cost. He will force him to heal the disease. And then... I'd rather not say it, but... There is a prophecy," he sighed heavily. "Azram thinks it's about Vivan..."

A wave of angry screams, muffled sobs, and voices of disbelief ran through the crowd.

Ross stood petrified, staring into the eyes of Erlon, who was clutching a shaken Lena's hand frantically.

"I need you," he told him, his voice trembling with tension.

He approached him.

"How can you be sure that all this is related somehow?" he asked incredulously, "it's just guesswork. Your mother, Azram, Vivan. I don't see..."

Without a word, Erlon pulled a packet of sealed letters from his pocket.

"What is this?!" Ross asked, surprised.

"Invitations from the lord of the Bay for a healer," Erlon announced to all the
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