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Elven, Irish, and Unique Words Used in the Storyline

Adar – Father (Formal)

Adara – Mother (Formal)

Adda – Dad/Daddy (Term of endearment)

Amil – Mom/Mama (Term of endearment)

An Anotais – The Great Sword of Unification (Abilynn’s Sword)

An Bhanrion - The Queen (High Queen) of Eyru’s Lands

Aran – King

Ard Bhanrionsa - Heir to An Bhanrion

Arancrist – The King’s Great Sword of Truth (Connor’s Sword)

Bore Da – Good Morning/Day

Colum Cille - Saint Columba of Iona (In Irish, the letter C is always pronounced like a K.)

Cill Dara –  Kildare

Galadcrist – The Lord’s Great Sword of Light (Richard’s Sword)

H.A.G.S. – Heroes are Actually Girl Soldiers, Fiona, Menta Kai and Talia’s “Warrior Sorority” (for lack of a better term) identified by their forehead to heart Celtic scrollwork tattoos.

Melda – beloved

Melin er – dear one

Mellon - close friend

Mera – Great Elf Horses

Nin Mel – my love

Skystormer – Ruling family of Drohana in Eldaria

Tar (name) – Queen (name)

Téigh le Dia – Go with God

Vardarianna (The) – The Creator’s Tree of Life

Yalerius (Yaleria – feminine form) – Ruling clan of the Aerielands

Wynfarin – Ruling family dynasty of Gewellyn
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Prelude: The Plains of Eldaria
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The ride from the Juncture had been uneventful, and the six riders rode and talked easily until a low rumbling in the distance attracted their attention. “What is that?” Iolena asked. Richard smiled. “That is what I was telling you about, the wild oxen. They must be moving to their spring feeding grounds. Let’s find a high point we can watch from.” They rode up the backside of a bluff, the thunderous noise getting louder with each step of their horses. “Leave the horses here,” Richard instructed. “The oxen are less likely to see us if we keep a low profile.” They dismounted and slowly walked the rest of the way to the overlook and took in the amazing view.

Connor Clark, the Truthbearer, his wife, Queen Iolena Yaleria-Clark, their daughter, Menta Kai, and their best friends, Richard and Kitlaen Skystormer and Joseph Spotted Eagle stood on the edge of a bluff overlooking a vast plain filled with indigenous wild oxen. Connor squinted at the beasts, raised his binoculars to his eyes and was amazed by what he beheld.

“Buffalo!” Richard looked at him curiously. “Those are what you call wild oxen?”

“It’s not what I call them, it’s what they are,” Richard, the ruler of Drohana, the country they were passing through, insisted. Connor passed his binoculars to Joseph, who peered through them.

“Tatanka, he who owns us, the Spirit Animal of my people on First Earth,” he smiled over at Connor, who was also originally from First Earth. “I imagine this is what the High Plains looked like before the coming of the white eyes. Yes, Connor, they look like American Bison to me as well. A lot of them.”

“I know you have firearms in Eldaria, Richard,” Connor commented. “How is it that your buffalo, er, wild oxen have managed to stay so plentiful?”

“Just like the elk that you and Austin went hunting for, we have a herd management program for the wild oxen as well,” Richard explained. “One of the wiser things that my brother, David, did in Beorith was to implement a reciprocal agreement with Drohana to manage the elk, wild oxen and spring goats that pass freely back and forth between the two nations.”

“Spring goats?” Connor asked.

“I bet we find out they are something like pronghorn, Connor,” Joseph opined.

“Which way do we go from here?” Connor asked.

Lord Richard pointed across the teeming herds of buffalo. “That way.”

As they walked back to their horses, Connor raised the question, “If Danedryl is on the other side of that herd, how will we get to the other side before nightfall?”

“Keep calm, and follow me,” Richard replied, “although I’m sure Joseph could lead through as well.” They approached the teaming herd of buffalo/wild oxen, and two by two, with Joseph and Richard in the lead, they slowly rode forward. “The only one that we need to be wary of is the matron cow, and there may be more than one of them in a herd this size. Do not stop, for any reason. You could spook them and end up in the middle of a stampede.”

As they rode forward, the wild oxen parted, aware of but not afraid of the six horses and riders. Occasionally their shaggy sides bumped against the horses and the riders’ legs, but otherwise, they paid little if any attention to the other animals passing through.

“Now I really know what William Clark felt like when he hit the Great Plains in 1804. This is absolutely incredible, Richard. I wish Abrallan was here to see it.”

“He will see it,” Joseph told his friend. “In the future, I will bring Abrallan and Sage to see this.”

“You’re friends with Sage?” Menta Kai asked.

“I am his friend. Does that bother you, Kailee?”

She was quiet for a second before she answered. “Actually, Joseph, I believe that you are the type of friend that Sage Kriskas needs. I believe that he can learn from you.” Her attention was interrupted, and she pointed to something within the herd, about a quarter mile distant. “Joseph, Adda, what is that?” They looked and saw a huge black stag with a rider on his back entirely cloaked in the color of night. Joseph raised his arm in salute as the rider drew closer.

“Hinnhane waste’ Wihasa Waka,” Joseph spoke in Lakota.

“Hinnhane waste’ Wanblee Gleshka. Go in peace, you, Truthbearer, Truthseeker and your women. The wild oxen, those you know as Tatanka, will grant you safe passage. Travel carefully.”

“The Stag Rider knows Lakota?” Connor looked at his friend incredulously.

“It is the language of the spirit of the wild, Connor Clark,” Joseph answered. “I have found that the Rider knows many tongues and many legends including that of Wanblee Gleshka, the Spotted Eagle.”

“Are you going to introduce Sage to your friend?” Kailee asked.

“If it is the right time, perhaps they shall meet.”

It took them well over an hour to reach the other side of the buffalo herd, and another hour until they stopped for a lunch break. “Somehow, I don’t feel like eating Buffalo jerky,” Connor told the others. “Do we have any salmon left?”
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1: Journeys Begin
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There was a knock on the door of the large room that Connor Clark used as his study when they were there. At the moment the room’s sole occupant was Connor’s daughter, Menta Kai. She had asked her father if she could use the room alone, for a meeting that she had been putting off since returning from Clonifer and the Juncture several months before. Connor had more than gladly allowed his blonde daughter (He had one of each, a blonde, a brunette, a redhead, and his youngest daughter with hair the color of a raven, like her mother, Iolena.) to use the room. He reminded her that he was only a short distance away if she needed him, using the stairs between his study and her mother’s study, one floor up.

Menta Kai had mixed emotions about the meeting that was about to take place, but she had promised Sage Kriskas that they would talk before she headed back to Eldaria with her parents and the Skystormers. “Enter,” she beckoned.

Sage entered the room, and upon seeing Menta Kai, he bowed. “You sent for me, your Highness?”

“Are you bowing out of sarcasm, or true respect?” Kai asked.

“I’m bowing because you are the Great High Queen of All the Elves in the Nine Worlds, and I am a soldier in the service of the Great Forest Realm. I don’t know whether I’m supposed to bow to you or salute you,” he paused, “or kiss you.”

Menta Kai, Kailee to her friends and family, sighed. “Sage, in this room, or any room where I ask to see you on a personal basis, you don’t have to bow or salute,” now she paused, “or kiss me. And you certainly don’t have to use my titles. I thought we decided we were going to be friends?” She gestured to the chair across the table from where she sat.

“Please, correct me if I’m wrong,” Sage said as he took the seat, “but wasn’t that like three or four months ago? I thought maybe you’d forgotten me. Heck, I thought everybody had forgotten me when you all disappeared for your sister’s wedding.”

“You’re not family yet, Sage. And it was a little more involved than just her wedding.”

“Yet? Well, that at least gives me a little hope. Yeah, Abrallan told me a little about her abduction, rescue, and wedding. I wish I could have been there to help, Kailee. My shoulder is healed, and Abrallan has given me clearance to try out for the Castle guard again. I could’ve helped, would have helped, if somebody would’ve asked.”

“I appreciate that, really, but we aren’t to that point yet, and that’s probably where we should begin this conversation.” She looked at him intently. “What do you want, Sage?”

Sage looked at her for almost half a minute before he cautiously started speaking. “Ideally?” Menta Kai nodded. “Ideally, I would like for us to be a couple again. I’ll be blunt, I’ve never stopped loving you. I know we can’t just pick up where we were after three hundred years, but you’ve always been the one.”

“You had a peculiar way of showing it,” Kailee replied tersely. “Sage, you broke my heart in Clonifer when you vanished like that. Ari believes that you’re the one who ratted us out to the slave owners. Right now, I don’t know that I don’t believe it. I don’t want to believe it, but you haven’t done anything since we got reacquainted to convince me otherwise.”

“Your Highness,” Sage asserted, “you haven’t been exactly forthcoming with this promised meeting until right now. And you’ve never given me a chance to tell you my side of what happened. I’m not asking you to believe me just on my word. I’d like it if you would, but I’m a realist. At least listen to me, have your little sister look at me with that night vision or whatever you call it. I’m not going to lie to you, because I do understand that in the Yaleria-Clark-Brice family, that is definitely not done.” He stood. “Look, Kailee, if I had betrayed you, I mean really betrayed you and the other slaves that day, would I actually be here trying to establish a relationship with you again?”

“The old Sage, the one I knew three hundred years ago, would try to get by on his wits and charm,” Kai replied flatly. “But I’m three hundred years older now, and that’s not going to work with me. And I’m also the Queen of all of the elves, everywhere. I don’t want you to be a stupid decision that embarrasses my family or the throne.”

“The old Sage is three hundred years older, too,” he replied. “And he spent three hundred years regretting how that day had to come down. Kailee, I didn’t want to abandon you.”

“Then why did you?” There were angry tears in her eyes.

“Because, if I hadn’t disappeared, neither of us would be sitting here right now. At least one of us, more than likely you, would be dead and the other would be lost forever, deep in the bowels of Gewellyn Castle dungeon.”

“What do you mean?” She asked.

“Look, it was three hundred years ago. King Fergus is long gone.” Sage sat back down. “I like your brother-in-law, King Lochlain, and for what it’s worth I think he’s getting a raw deal from those Pure Elf fanatics, but Kailee, his father was a rat. You don’t have to tell him or your sister any of this, but if I hadn’t disappeared there would never have been an emancipation of the slaves. With me in the wind, Fergus had no choice but to follow through with the declaration. I could’ve brought everything down. Yes, I admit it. I’m the one who ratted us out to the slavers.” Her eyes flared with anger now. “I’m also the one who ratted the slavers out to the soldiers.”

Menta Kai shook her head in disbelief. “What in the worlds are you talking about?”

“King Fergus was in league with the slave traders. Why do you think Elves like Tome Dorsa had slaves like Arianna so long after the declaration? It’s because the King gave them special dispensation. He didn’t even get rid of the slaves in his own household until Anders insisted on it.”

“Who is Anders?” Menta Kai asked.

“You don’t know, or you just don’t remember?” Sage looked at her.

“If I knew, I wouldn’t ask.”

“Prince Anders, King Lochlain’s older brother.” Menta Kai shrugged. “Anders was the one who actually wrote the Declaration of Emancipation, and all but forced Fergus to sign it. He was a magically gifted elf, and theoretically, next in line to the throne of Gewellyn.”

“Okay,” Kailee replied hesitantly, “so, what happened to him?”

It was Sage’s turn to shrug. “Nobody knows for sure. I haven’t heard from him for many years, but one thing I do know; I was not the only rebel elf that disappeared in Clonifer that day.”

Menta Kai was quiet for a few seconds. “Do you want to know how you can get back in my good graces, Sage?” Menta Kai asked him.

“I would say anything, Kai, but I’m also going to ask, what is it going to cost me?” Sage replied. Menta Kai laid out her plan,

After a long and cold winter, spring had finally come to Drohana, the principal state in the world of Eldaria. Connor, Iolena, Menta Kai, and the Skystormers had spent most of the winter in Iolena and Menta Kai’s world of the Aerielands, at the Great Forest Castle where Iolena and her brother King Tlannatar were the rulers, and at Fiona’s Caer Aerie, the new home of their newly wedded daughter, Fiona, and her husband, Berian. 

The two couples, Connor, and Iolena Clark and Richard and Kitlaen Skystormer, accompanied by Joseph Spotted Eagle and Menta Kai, rode their horses into the upper meadow at the Juncture. “We’ll take a break here, give the horses a bit of a rest,” Connor instructed. “We’ll see if we can get the Keepers to put together something light to eat.”

Iolena looked from her husband to Lord Richard. “Are we in a hurry, or could we spend the night here? We got kind of a late start, after midday.”

Richard shook his head. “We’re in no hurry, but if we stay here overnight, I’d like to get an earlier start in the morning. Besides,” he grinned at Connor, Joseph, and Menta Kai, “one thing I’ve discovered about the Juncture. The fishing is always good here. Go for a dip, catch a few fish, get a good night’s sleep and catch a few more fish. Works for me.”

“You’re sure we don’t have any honeymooners left at Juncture House?” Kitlaen asked.

“No ma’am,” Menta Kai replied. “Berian’s back at work, Fiona’s setting up housekeeping at Caer Aerie, and Lona is with her. Anyon and Glynis are back on patrol, and Talia and Taeral are moving their base of operations from Gewellyn City to Forestville, and Great Forest Castle. We’ll have the place to ourselves,” she looked around, “all six of us.”

After they let the horses loose in the horse meadow, Iolena walked with her daughter. “So how did you leave it with Sage, Melin er, if you don’t mind my asking? If it’s personal, that’s okay too. But if you want to talk...”

Menta Kai chuckled. “I love you, Amil, but sometimes you’re as subtle as a brickbat. I won’t say we are a couple, and I won’t say we aren’t. I mean, you know what my so-called social life is like. Guys aren’t exactly lining up as suitors for the Great High Queen. I still love him, and he says he still loves me, but I don’t know if I’m in love with him. I gave him a task, and I am waiting to see what he does with it.”

“What about the things that he told you about Lochlain’s family?” Her mother asked.

“I had a talk with Uncle Thallan before we left, and he is going to make some discreet inquiries. He was aware of Prince Anders but just assumed that the Prince was killed in battle during the slave wars. It seems like more than just a coincidence that King Fergus outlawed magic right about the time that Anders disappeared. Sometime when we’re back in Danedryl, either Uncle will come up, or I will go back to Forest Castle, and he’ll let me know what he found out. Until then, Sage and I are Sage and I. We kissed goodbye, and it was a bit more than a peck. Both of us want it to work, and both of us know now what it’s going to take. For the next four or five months, the only guy I’m going to concentrate my attention on is this one right here.” She caught up with Joseph and looped her arm through his. “How are you doing, Great-Grandpa?” Joseph reached over with his other hand and tousled her blonde hair.

Fiona and Alistronia shifted back into elf and human form as they and the Great Eagle, Eloair, bearing Lona, landed at Great Forest Castle, adjacent to the stables where Berian worked. The horsemaster came out of the stable and embraced his wife, her best friend and his little sister. Although Lona was Fiona’s daughter, she was also Berian’s younger sister, and he acted as, and with the full authority of their father when she was at Caer Aerie. Arianna Windmera followed him from the stables and hugged her friends as well.

“What are you still doing here?” Fiona asked. “I thought that you and Sean would be hard at work baby-making by now.”

Arianna shook her head and flipped the tip of her ear with one finger. “Haven’t you heard? Round ears, particularly Raiders, aren’t welcome in Gewellyn City right now. Sean is taking care of his patients three days a week and spending the other four up here with Connor and me.”

“Connor is here?” Lona brightened at the mention of her longtime playmate.

“Yes, little Lona,” Ari replied. “Your Uncle Abrallan is teaching him science right now. You know where the classroom is, right?” Lona nodded and took off into the Castle. Arianna looked at Fiona and Alistronia. “So, Berian didn’t tell me you were coming. What brings you to our humble castle?”

“A couple of things,” she said, wrapping her arm around her husband’s waist. “We’re still newlyweds, remember, and I can’t stand to be away from my new husband for very long.”

Arianna, who had been married to Sean for close to a decade, smiled at Fiona. “You two will need to be careful now, or you’ll actually end up having children before you’re born.” Fiona batted at her friend. The long-standing joke had originated because Fiona would actually be born a little under one hundred fifty years in the future and follow a circuitous path back to her family in the present.

“We’re being careful, but we’re still having a lot of fun. You’ve probably been married so long that you don’t remember what fun is all about,” she teased Arianna.

“Oh no, I know what fun is about. Remember, we’re trying to have a second baby. Why do you think Sean is up here three and four days a week?”

“Actually, I came here to talk with Uncle Tanner,” Fiona explained. “While we were with Glynis, Anyon, Talia, and Taeral in our honeymoon, Glynis and Tae pointed out that they’ve never been east of here in the Aerielands. Obviously, neither have I. Anyon is from the Eastlands, so I’ve arranged with Alenia for him and Glynis to go back there on an official basis, and I want Uncle Tanner, King Tlannatar, to go with them on a diplomatic mission.”

“So you’re getting into your role as High Queen of the Aerielands?” Ari asked.

“I’m not sure ‘into’ is the right word, but I am going to do the best job I can. The first part is letting the rest of our world understand that their Queen wants to know more about her people. I figure I’m going to have to go to Daiermoore myself and contend with Deidra Dur, let her know I appreciate the help that she sent to Bolandria for us.”

Arianna looked at Alistronia. “You’ve been awfully quiet since you got here. What’s happening with you and your boyfriend, girlfriend?”

“It’s going very well. It’s really foreign ground for me. I’m lucky that I have my sister-friend there to help me. Otherwise, I’m just waiting for one of you to step in it so I can pounce on you about it.”

“Speaking of stepping in it, tall, blonde, and beautiful,” Ari grinned, “remember, this is a stable. Look at your boots!”

By mid-afternoon, they were riding through the final pass before reaching Danedryl and Skystormer Castle. As it came into view, Richard stopped, and the others drew up next to Richard and Kitlaen. “I have to admit, it is good to be home. I know the winters here are bitterly cold, but this is my country, and these are our people, Kitlaen Kessa.”

Next to her husband, the Jai Pastora nodded in agreement. “It’s not going to be the same without Alistronia here,” Kitlaen observed. “Somehow, Skystormer Castle is going to seem emptier without her. I wonder if she’ll ever come back for more than a visit.”

“The path she follows is a different one now, ; her place is alongside the High Queen of the Aerielands. But she will come back, to visit, to wed. She is a Drohanan, a member of the Skystormer family. If this boyfriend that she has decides when he is going to marry her, since Father is no longer with us, he has to ask me. She will come home if only for a while,” Richard looked across at Kitlaen. “And when she does, my beloved Kitty, I shall give her her freedom.”

Sage Kriskas slowly, but purposefully rode his horse up to the South gate of Gewellyn City. Although the position of his head betrayed an overly tired rider, his eyes took in everything there was to see as he approached Gewellyn’s capital. The role of being a spy, undercover, was nothing new to Sage. It was how he had stayed alive over the hundreds of years since he had betrayed the love of his life, Kai Lee Silvarin, in Clonifer.

“Do you want to know how you can get back in my good graces, Sage?” Menta Kai had asked him.

“I would say anything, Kai, but I’m also going to ask, what is it going to cost me?” he had replied.

“I won’t lie to you. And just so you know, I never have,” the Great High Queen told him. “If you succeed, you will be the hero, not just to me, but to all the free people of Gewellyn, and more importantly, to my family. I want you to infiltrate the Pure Elf Movement, find out who is leading it since we arrested Mara Kale, and if I am not back from Eldaria, report to my sister, Shannon, and King Lochlain at Aerielands Castle. Are you willing to try?”

Of course, Sage had said yes, and following a circuitous route that took him first to Aerielands Castle to meet with the King and Queen, and their precocious but determined Crown Princess Tanya Joy. He then crossed the Bridge Across the Stars to Polana, and then by the back road to Beldar, where he managed to get himself arrested as a vagrant. Unwilling to ever betray Menta Kai again, Sage had stuck to his cover even though he carried a “get out of jail free” letter signed and sealed by the Great High Queen of All the Elves in the Nine Worlds in a hidden pocket of his cloak. Being thrown in jail in Beldar was actually part of his plan, for there as he anticipated, he found someone who knew an old roadway that would take him west of Gewellyn City, and south toward South Gewellyn. He had ridden through the Western Wilds, sometimes boldly, and other times with ultimate stealth, his dappled gray horse blending in with the dark hued forest.

Coming out of the murky woods on the northwest edge of the Granite Mountains, Sage had allowed himself to once again be taken captive, albeit briefly, by Dwarven soldiers from King Havron Longbeard. Once Sage has been able to identify himself to the border guards, King Havron and his second-in-command, Nemit Grimshoulder, had ridden out and met with him in person. Sage had passed along letters from Menta Kai to both King Havron and one for President Hannah Nichanova of South Gewellyn, explaining his mission and asking for their support.

Alone once again, Sage had ridden across the Southern Wildlands, and now found himself approaching the southern gate of his goal, Gewellyn City. Off to his left he could see the amazing spectacle of the Vardarianna, the Tree of Life. It was not Sage’s first visit to Gewellyn’s capital, but as he approached the southern wall of the city, he couldn’t help but think that it looked darker, bleaker, and more ominous than on his previous visits.

“Halt! Identify yourself and state your business in the capital,” the guard at the gate challenged him.

“My name is Sage Kriskas,” he replied, “and I am known in Gewellyn City. I come from the region of Clonifer, an itinerant tradesman, and traveler. My business is to seek a few days of rest and respite before continuing on in search of work,” he paused, and not too subtly hinted, “unless, perhaps, work can be found in this town for one such as me?”

“Are you an Aerielands elf, or any other sort of magic wielder?”

Sage laughed openly at the suggestion. “Magic? I can barely strike two matches together to start a fire. As I said, Sir, I am from the Clonifer area and I grew tired of being bullied by the Raiders in that region.”

The soldier peered up at Sage on his horse. “What is that device around your neck, Tradesmen?”

Sage fingered the silver torc that Menta Kai had given him when they parted at Great Forest Castle. “A memento of a long-lost love. A woman I was in love with once, but she is lost to me now.” In his head and heart, Sage added, “but I hope for not much longer.”

The soldier smiled at him, perhaps sensing a kindred spirit. “Aye, we all have one of those in our past somewhere. Do you have fare for a room at the Inn, Sage Kriskas?”

“I do, for a few nights. Why?”

“If you find yourself in need, or you are truly looking for work particularly in the long term, look me up at the soldiers and deputies’ barracks. My name is Devon Tall, and I am a sergeant of the guard and Deputy of the High Sheriff, Darian. We shall find you a permanent billet and work to go with it if you’re interested.”

Sage reached down and shook the other man’s hand. “Well met, Devon Tall. Let myself and my horse get some rest, and perhaps I will look you up on your offer. Right now,” he yawned, “I need a good night’s sleep, or three.”

“Pass then. Take the second left and the Inn is about five buildings down on your right.”

“Much obliged, Sergeant.” Sage rode on through the gates.

“Do you trust him, my love?” Lochlain Wynfarin asked his wife Shannon.

Shannon shrugged. “I believe he is trying to reinstate himself with Menta Kai, and I believe also that not disappointing her is probably his highest priority right now. So, in the long run, I guess I do trust him. It is a bold plan that my sister has come up with, sending her former lover into the lion’s den. As Kailee said, he has survived for three hundred years on his wits. He will need it. He has to ingratiate himself with both the Pure Elf leaders and the resistance leaders that Tanya Joy told him about and not be betrayed to either side. You know who Sage reminds me of?”

“I’ve probably been thinking the same thing, Shannon. Ian McDonagh.” His wife nodded in agreement. “We shall keep him in our prayers,” Lochlain told his wife.

“Indeed we shall, my love. Indeed, we shall.”

“Good morning Connor Iolena,” Richard Skystormer greeted his friends as they entered the dining hall at Skystormer Castle. “Did you rest well?”

“We did, thank you Richard,” Iolena replied. “It was nice to sleep in our own bed again, or at least one of them. Have you seen Menta Kai or Joseph this morning?”

Lord Richard nodded. “They got an early start hunting with Commander Austin this morning. I believe that Joseph wants to seek the consent of the Stag Rider to harvest a wild ox.”

“Do you think that’s likely?” Connor asked.

“I believe, from what we saw yesterday, that it is entirely possible. They took a cargo cart with them behind a draft horse. If they are successful, a great many houses will be fed off the one beast, including this one.”

“I think I know why Joseph likes Drohana so much,” Connor smiled. “Your ethics with the lands and the resources upon it are very similar to those of his own people.”

“So he has told me,” Richard replied. 

“I think theirs is a beautiful love story,” Kitlaen Skystormer opined. “For a relatively young man from First Earth to fall so deeply in love with one of the oldest women in creation is so wonderful, not that she looked any older than he does.”

“My grandmother was an amazing person, in and of herself,” Iolena commented. “When she and I talked about it, before they were married she said that like me, she never believed that she would fall in love again, but as he told her the stories of his people, the First Nations people, she was captivated. From loving his stories, she grew to love the storyteller, and she came to me one evening and told me that although they both knew that her time was short, she wanted to spend the rest of that time with Joseph.”

“That’s beautiful, Yena,” Kitlaen told her friend. “It was an honor to serve as your family’s pastor when she walked on. I was truly blessed in meeting her, and a short amount of time that I got to know her, in particular when we had our retreat at Aerielands Castle.”

“Grandmother was always impressed by people of great faith, Kitt,” Iolena explained. “She told me she could see the light of Lordabove in your eyes.” Iolena smiled. “I’ve only heard her say that about one other woman, our Fiona. Grandmother said that she saw the love of the Christ in Fiona’s eyes. It always amazed me, her capacity to understand the intricacies of our faith in the different worlds.”

President Hannah Nichanova re-read through the letter that Sage Kriskas had delivered through King Havron. A courier had brought the letter to the South Gewellyn President, and she was trying to determine how to best share it with the leaders of the parliament. There was a knock on the side door of her office, and the door opened, her Chief of Staff and husband, Tanmar, entered the office.

“Hannah, we may have another issue with Gewellyn Prime,” Tanmar used the Sunderlands term for Gewellyn and its capital. The president had already shared the contents of King Lochlain’s communique with her Chief of Staff.

Hannah arched her eyebrows and looked up at Tanmar, “What could be more of an issue than this?” She held up Lochlain’s letter.

“There is an elf downstairs who seeks audience with you.”

The president shrugged. She was always granting audience to beings from the different races; men, dwarves, elves, and even on occasion, orcs. Before her election as president, Hannah Nichanova had been a fearsome warrior, and the leader of the resistance against the evil Empress Titania. Now she was their elected leader, and fourth in succession to the throne of Gewellyn after Queen Shannon, Crown Princess Tanya Joy, and Lady Talia Nichanova, her daughter-in-law. Hannah had no aspirations for the throne, but when the Constitution of Greater Gewellyn had been revised a few years before, the president of South Gewellyn and the Prime Minister of North Gewellyn had been included in the succession.

“Is there a problem with that, Tan? We see all manner of peoples.”

Tanmar shook his head. “There may be this time. He may be the rightful King of all Gewellyn. He says his name is Anders Wynfarin.”
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2: Where Do We Go From Here?
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“Connor,” Richard Skystormer called after his friend as Connor, Iolena and Menta Kai were heading back to their suite in Skystormer Castle after breakfast. “If I could take you away from your beautiful wife and daughter for a little while, I have somebody I think you would like to meet. I’ve already enticed Joseph to come with us.”

Connor looked at Iolena, who smiled and nodded. “Kitty and I were going to do our devotional time anyhow, Nin Mel, so you can go and see what Richard has planned. Kailee, do you want to go with your father or stay with us women?”

“That depends, Amil,” their daughter replied and looked at Richard. “Is this something that I might be interested in, Lord Richard?”

The Lord of Drohana grinned. “Given your sense of adventure, Menta Kai, I would say you will find this gentleman as interesting as your father and Joseph will.”

“You said two magic words there, Richard,” Menta Kai smiled. “Adventure, and Joseph. I’m in.” Despite her growing relationship with Sage Kriskas, Menta Kai could not deny her attraction to Joseph Spotted Eagle, and the bounty hunter turned High Queen was almost born with an innate sense of adventure.

As her father kissed Iolena goodbye, Menta Kai looked at Richard, her curiosity piqued. “So, what is this big surprise that you think us hearty adventurers are going to find so interesting?”

“I’m afraid you’ll just have to wait and see, young lady,” Richard replied.

Menta Kai snorted, failing to suppress a laugh. “Richard, I appreciate the compliment, but I am almost seven times older than you are.”

“Of course, I know that,” he told her, “but the more that I am around you, Kailee, and the more I get to know you, you’re like the little sister I never had. And you know very well the little sister I did have, or do have. You know what I mean.”

“Your not so little sister,” Kailee grinned, “is my little sister’s best forever friend, and she’s one of my best friends, too. I’m honored though that you think of me that way.”

Joseph joined them as they exited the castle, and two of Richard’s elite mountain troopers fell in behind them. Joseph looked at his longtime friend, Connor, and commented, “Once again, the cavalry does not trust the Indian to behave himself. I tried to tell them that Lord Richard was in good hands, but they said they were coming anyhow.”

Connor chuckled. “Don’t take it personally, Joe. I’m married to a Queen, I have three daughters who are also queens, a son-in-law and a brother-in-law who are kings, and now one of my best friends is a Lord. You get used to having bodyguards around. Besides,” he said looking back at the two gray clad troopers, “these don’t strike me as being blue bellies,” he said referring to the cavalry that the government had used to suppress the Native Americans back on First Earth.

They took a couple of turns, and went down a narrow alleyway between two shops, which dead ended at another shop that had a sign depicting a globe over the door. Connor looked at it curiously.

“What is it?” Richard asked.

Connor looked over at his friend. “Nothing, really. I guess I never thought of Eldaria as being a round world. I don’t know why I wouldn’t think it was, but I didn’t.”

“Why?” Richard was curious. “Isn’t your world round?”

“Well, yes, of course,” Connor was flustered. “I just wasn’t thinking in that kind of terms. I’m sure that the Aerielands, Gewellyn, Hevanok and Bolandria are all round. I just didn’t consider it from my point of view.”

Joseph laughed, and Menta Kai and Richard chuckled. “I assure you, Lord Truthbearer,” Richard said with a smile, “that you won’t sail off the edge of Eldaria in a boat. In fact, Connor, before this great journey is done, you probably will get to sail the five seas of Eldaria.” He held open the door for his friends.

Inside the store, the proprietor stood as his sovereign entered the shop. “Lord Richard! Welcome again to my humble place of business. How may I assist you today, my Lord?”

“Tavis Chart, may I introduce you to my friends, Lady Menta Kai Lee Yaleria-Clark, Chief Joseph Spotted Eagle, and Lord Truthbearer, Connor Clark. They are in need of good maps for a journey across our world. I’m sure that you can provide what they need.”

“You are too kind, my Lord,” the mapmaker beamed. “You are Lord Truthbearer?” All of Drohana has heard of you and your beautiful wife and,” he looked at Menta Kai, “very beautiful Elven daughters.” It was Menta Kai’s turn to beam. “If I don’t have the map that you need, or the chart you are looking for, I promise you that I can either find it or make it to your specifications.”

Connor looked at the man curiously, struck by his resemblance to someone Connor knew, both in appearance and behavior. “Excuse me, Mister Chart, which I think is a marvelous name for a cartographer, but you wouldn’t happen to have a cousin, or a long-lost brother in the world of Gewellyn, would you?”

Tavis Chart laughed. “You mean Doctor Alden Wicker?”

“I do,” Connor replied. “Are you related to him somehow?”

The mapmaker shook his head. “No, because he is elf-kind and I am Eldarin, but he has been in my shop a couple of times now, seeking navigational aids for his wonderful airship. We were both struck by our resemblance to each other, other than the pointed ears. In fact, Alden taught me some new ways to chart navigation from the viewpoint of the airship. He promised to take me up in it the next time that he visits Drohana.”

Connor shook his head in disbelief. “The man does get around. We will be taking a much more sedate journey overland. We will need detailed maps for Drohana, Beorith, Khirith, Verethen, Vroton and Petruvia. Can you help us with that?”

“Beorith and Khirith are easy, because they are on the same continent with Drohana. If you give me a few days, I will contact some navigators who can give us good maps of Verethen, as they trade there. Vroton and Petruvia will take me some more time, as they are both closed countries and large portions have never been mapped, at least by cartographers in Drohana or Beorith. But unless you are planning to go there first, I should have something for you by the time you are ready to travel that direction.”

“That will work just fine,” Connor indicated. “Now, would you please show us the most detailed maps you have of Drohana and Khirith?”

The mapmaker smiled, turned and pulled several map tubes out of the rack behind him, and spread them out on the table in the center of the shop. As he was spreading the map across the table, a pretty young woman with auburn hair came into the shop, and seemingly automatically reached out to hold down a corner of the chart that Tavis was unrolling.

“Lord Truthbearer, may I introduce you to my daughter, Tessa, who is also my assistant, although that title is a very poor reflection of her talent and ability for crafting maps and charts of her own. Tessa,” he said to his daughter, “you know our Lord, Richard, and this is his friend, Connor Clark, Lord Truthbearer, his daughter, Lady Menta Kai Lee, and Joseph Spotted Eagle. Lord Connor and Chief Joseph are from First Earth, and his daughter is from the Aerielands.

Tessa Chart curtsied to Lord Richard and his party. “It is an honor and a pleasure to meet you, my Lords and Lady. Of course, all of Eldaria or at least Drohana has heard of you and your amazing quest to take the Truth to the Nine Worlds.” She smiled, “and your other amazing daughter, the one who is best friends with our Kestrel, and her efforts against the Rebellian uprisers. I assure you, that my father and I can provide any cartographic services or assistance you might require.”

Connor surveyed the map that the Charts had unrolled, and indicating several locations, he asked, “would it be possible to get these areas made into separate maps of their own. First of all, it would make them easier to handle in the field, and secondarily, maybe you could include more detail that way.”

“If perhaps I may make a suggestion, my Lord,” Tavis waved at the entire map, “I should like to sell you this entire map, and from it we will produce sequential sections, if you or Lord Richard could give us an idea of a proposed route?”

“Tavis, and Tessa, please, call me Connor. From what Richard and I have discussed, we will first travel to Khirith, and hold off on Beorith until later, so if you can show us an overland route to the major communities in that land, it would be very beneficial.”

Tessa Chart bit her thumb, something that they would soon find she did whenever she was concentrating. “Lord, excuse me, Connor, will you be traveling on horseback or by foot?”

“On horseback,” Connor replied. “Why? Does that make a difference?”

“It does in terms of planning a route,” the young Eldarin woman replied. “If you were going on foot, we dare not set your course across the Plains of Eldar, for fear of your encountering herds of wild oxen. On horseback, you could do that safely, but slowly.”

“We have already navigated our way through some migrating herds of wild oxen,” Menta Kai explained. “Chief Joseph is very knowledgeable about those creatures, and he also seems to have a rapport with the Stag Rider.”

Tessa’s eyebrows shot up, and she looked at Joseph with a combination of respect and awe. “You have met the Stag Rider?”

Joseph nodded. “We have broken bread and shared a pipe around the fire,” he acknowledged.

“I am envious,” the young woman acknowledged. “Many who dwell in Drohana revere the Rider, yet few have actually ever seen him, and fewer still have ever spoken with him. He is a force of nature.”

“My Lords and Lady, when my daughter gets over her bout of adoration, we shall begin working on your set of charts and maps. I will include best routes and possible alternatives, mileage tables, and of course communities, cities and other features that you need to be aware of. When they are completed, one of us shall bring them to Skystormer Castle for you to evaluate. There is no charge for the maps unless you are completely satisfied with them in every way,” the cartographer explained.

“That sounds excellent, Tavis,” Richard told him. “I shall leave word with the castle guard to allow you entry in, say, two or three days?”

Both of the Charts laughed. “My Lord, that is entirely too much time. We shall have the maps you need ready for you by tomorrow morning at the very latest. It will be a proof set, but if you approve of them then we will complete them for you.”

Menta Kai looked around the shop and asked, “Tavis, do you have some sort of map making machine, that you can turn them out that rapidly?”

“After a fashion, my Lady,” the mapmaker indicated his daughter. “My map making machine is called Tessa,” he said with obvious pride.

High Sheriff Darian looked at the dispatch that he had received from a courier a few minutes earlier. Ostensibly, it was the daily report of conditions in the southern wildlands, which also contained an urgent communiqué from South Gewellyn’s President Nichanova that Darian was looking at now. He called the courier back into his office, which used to be Shannon Wynfarin’s office. “Could you please get Devon Tall for me?” He asked the young soldier, who saluted and went on his way. A short time later the Sergeant of the Guard stood before him. “Devon, please come in and shut the door behind you.” Devon Tall did is he was instructed, and stood at ease, wondering why he had been summoned. “Have a seat,” Darian instructed.

“The other day, you were telling me about a newcomer to Gewellyn City who might be looking for work, or he might be a spy. Have you had any more contact with him?”

The soldier nodded. “Yes, Sheriff. I shared a couple of rounds with him at the pub just last night.”

“That’s good. What was his name again?” Darian acknowledged. “What is your opinion? Would he be someone that we could use on this job, either as a deputy or a soldier?”

“Permission to speak freely, Sir?”

“Absolutely,” the sheriff replied. “Nothing you say in here will go outside of the room unless you want it to.”

“Sage Kriskas, Sheriff,” Devon answered. “Although he has the general appearance of an Aerielands elf, several times during the evening I set up situations that he could’ve resolved using magic instinctively like folks from that world do, and he never did. He says that he has a hard time lighting a fire with two matches, and after a few beers that was definitely the case. He claims to be looking for long-term employment, and I think he might be worth the risk is a deputy. He is not Gewellyn-born, so to put him in the Army would make him a mercenary. I’m not comfortable with that.”

Darian nodded. “I would have to say that I agree with you.” He leaned back in his chair and appeared to be thinking. “Sergeant Tall, I would like to meet this man, if you could bring him to my office sometime this afternoon, I would appreciate it. He says he’s a traveler from the Southern Wildlands, Clonifer, didn’t you say?”

“I did, Sir,” Tall answered.

“With Arianna Windmera exiled to the Aerielands, I need someone who knows that region. Maybe we could take him on as a scout until we know for sure where his loyalties lie. Bring him to my office as soon as you can find him.” Devon Tall stood, saluted the Sheriff and let himself out of the office.

An hour later, Devon Tall and Sage Kriskas stood before the High Sheriff of Gewellyn. “Sergeant Tall tells me that you are looking for employment, Mister Kriskas, is it?”

“Yes, Sheriff, if gainful employment is to be had here,” Sage shrugged. “If not, I thought maybe of trying to find work up near Beldar and Polana.”

“You know the back lands of Gewellyn well, then?” Darian asked.

“I do, Sir.”

“I may have a position for you, then,” Darian informed Sage. He looked up at Devon Tall. “That will be all, Sergeant. Please close the door behind you while I conduct this interview.” Again, the Sergeant of the Guard saluted the Sheriff and left the room.

“Have a seat, Mister Kriskas,” Darian looked across the desk at the man. “So,” he paused, “how do you know Menta Kai Yaleria-Clark?”

If Sage was taken aback by the question, and he was, he didn’t show it to the Sheriff. He thoughtfully rubbed the stubble on his chin. “Menta Kai? I’m assuming you mean the woman that I used to know as Kai Lee Silvarin, I think Menta was a nickname that her deceased parents used for her. It’s been a long time. We knew each other back in the days of the slave rebellion.”

Darian put his fingers on the bridge of his nose, carefully thinking his next question out. In a low voice he said to Sage, “Let me cut to the chafe, Sage Kriskas. You and I share a similar past, for we have both been engaged to the same woman. I do know who you are, and I have been instructed to pass this on to you.” He passed the letter from President Nichanova across the desk.

Sage read the contents, and let out a low whistle. He looked up at Darian. “According to President Hannah, you are someone I can trust. Is that the case?”

“It is, but our contact cannot be frequent,” Darian acknowledged. “The only reason I received this communication was that the President knew I would be able to find you if you were in Gewellyn City. If I may ask, who is Anders Wynfarin?”

“Anders? Anders was the last openly magically gifted elf in Gewellyn, the oldest son of King Fergus.”

“Oldest son?” Darian asked. “That would make him...”

“I know, the rightful heir to the throne of Gewellyn.”

There was a knock on the door to the Clark’s quarters at Skystormer Castle. Menta Kai opened the door to find Tessa Chart on the other side with a bundle of maps under her arm.

“Come in, Tessa, and please, in these quarters our names are Connor, Kailee, and this is my mother, Iolena Yaleria.”

Despite the instructions, Tessa bowed from the waist to Iolena. “My Lady, the stories of your beauty do not do justice to you in person. I thought your daughter was beautiful when I met her, and indeed, she is very beautiful, but I have never met anyone that radiates true beauty like you do.”

Iolena smiled graciously. “Tessa Chart, thank you so much for the compliment, but you are a very beautiful young woman as well. I love the color of your hair, dear. And Kailee misspoke; I prefer to be called Iolena Clark, but as she said in this place you may call me Iolena.”

“What do you have to show us, Tessa?” Connor asked.

Moving to the table, Tessa quickly laid out a series of maps in sequence, tapping each one in its four corners with her index finger, which made the rolled up sheets of parchment lie flat. Iolena looked at the young woman curiously, and at the tremendous, almost three-dimensional detail on the map sheets. “Tessa, are you by any chance magically gifted?” Iolena queried.

Tessa gave her a slightly panicked look. “My father says that I am not to discuss that with anyone, my Lady. He refers to it as my artistic talent. The truth of the matter is, even if I am able to wield magic, it seems to be only in the area of making maps and charts.”

“Whether it is artistic talent or a magical gift,” Connor commented, “these maps are absolutely amazing. The detail is stunning.” He looked at the young woman. “I am somewhat of an amateur cartographer, myself. My ancestor was a master map maker, and together with another captain, led an expedition that mapped the unknown reaches of my homeland at a time when it was still unexplored.”

“Doctor Wicker showed us examples of your maps, Lord Connor,” Tessa admitted, “and I would classify you as being far from an amateur. Your maps of Gewellyn and the Aerielands are beautiful and very well crafted. You must’ve inherited your ability from the previous Clark.”

Connor ran his hand across Tessa’s maps. “I don’t believe that even my very best work is nearly as good as any of this. It’s almost like you can feel the trees and the water in the streams and rivers. You truly do have a gift, Tessa.” He looked at his wife and daughter, clearly mind-speaking, and both of them nodded in reply. “Tessa, if your father could spare you from the map shop, could we interest you in traveling with us as we journey across and throughout Eldaria? I can promise that you will see things you never even dreamed of, untold beauty and amazing places. You will also come to know hardship, and know it well, for on our journey everyone carries their own weight and does their share. If you can accept that, my wife, Kailee and I would like to invite you to be a member of our party.”

Tessa’s eyes lit up. “I am a hard worker, Lord Connor, and I can paddle a canoe, I can ride a horse, although I don’t have a horse of my own, but I do walk a lot. I’m in excellent health, and also know how to handle a sword and a matchlock. I was going to ask you if there was any chance that I could accompany you on your journey, but instead you offered it to me. Lordabove bless, I would love to join you.”

“What about your father, dear?” Iolena asked.

Tessa smiled broadly. “Daddy was the one who encouraged me to ask you. He felt that it would be excellent preparation for the day when he sets his compass and protractor aside, and turns over the map shop to me. I hope I’m not being too forward, but yes, I would love to be included, and my parents have already given their blessing.”

“Then it is settled,” Menta Kai replied. “There are number of things that we will need to teach you about us, about elves, and about how we function as family and as a team. You probably have your own home, but you are also welcome to move in with us here, particularly as we get closer to our date of departure.” Kailee smiled at the auburn-haired woman. “And one other thing you will get to know about me, is that I am a hugger. Hugging is one of my ways of expressing pleasure, concern, and support for the people I care about. From now on I include you in that group.” She reached out and drew Tessa into a hug that was warmly received.

“That’s wonderful, Kailee, because I am a hugger, too. When do we start?”

“He says he’s who?” Lochlain Wynfarin stared at Karsh.

“He says that he is your older brother, Anders, my Lord,” Karsh repeated the news, “and he wants to help restore you to your rightful throne in Gewellyn.”

“If he really is Anders, then it is actually his rightful throne, not mine.” Lochlain paused. “Has anybody identified him for sure, that knew what Anders actually looked like three hundred years ago?”

“Lochlain, my love,” Shannon looked at her husband, “Anders is a Gewellyn elf, or was one. How could he be three to five hundred years old?”

“Because, Shan,” the King replied, “the magic wielders are descended from the High Elves who accompanied Ayden Windmera, which means that they carry Aerielands blood.”

“In all likelihood,” Karsh continued, “the only person who can positively identify him is Sage Kriskas. Darian says that Sage seemed more surprised by the timing of Anders’ appearance, rather than the fact that he is alive. He has made Sage a Special Deputy, and under the guise of patrolling the southern Wildlands, he has sent Sage to South Gewellyn to determine if it really is your brother.”

“Keep your ear to the ground, Karsh,” Lochlain directed the former High Sheriff, “and let me know if you hear anything.” Karsh nodded, bowed to his King and Queen, and exited the room.

“Lochlain, if Anders is half Aerielands elf like Fiona, then how come you are not?” Shannon asked.

“Because we are actually half-brothers,” Lochlain replied with his eyes closed. “We have the same father, King Fergus, but not the same mother. My mother was a straight up and pure Gewellyn elf. Anders mother may have been from the Aerielands, or a dalliance of my father’s, or one of his early wives. Fergus was somewhat of a ladies’ man, and had several wives of which my mother was the last. Like Anders, if it is him, he carried High Elven blood in his veins, and was almost six hundred years old when he passed on. He probably could’ve lived another three or four hundred, but he had suffered too many injuries in too many battles. His body just gave out.”

“What are we going to do?” Shannon’s face was etched with concern. “Whatever, whenever, however, Lochlain, I am at your side always and forever. If your brother wants to assume the throne, and we can eliminate the Pure Elvers, it doesn’t change how I feel about you. You are my husband, whether you are a King or a Prince. You are all that matters to me.”

Lochlain took Shannon’s hands, and smiled. “Thank you, my love, but from what Karsh has told us, it doesn’t sound like Anders is interested in the throne. I wish your father was here to advise me, him and Lord Richard, but I think we should be ready to make a trip. I have a feeling that we are going to South Gewellyn very soon.”

Tessa Chart was as good as her word. She was an extremely hard worker, seemingly tireless, and endlessly resourceful. If Commander Austin didn’t know where to find an item for the journey, Tessa did. Moreover, the maps that Tessa and her father, Tavis, created were almost a journey unto themselves, they were so realistic.

Tessa wasted no time in accepting Menta Kai’s offer to live in Skystormer Castle until the start of the journey. She was given a room immediately adjacent to Menta Kai’s, and spent almost as
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