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For my loving partner Anders.

May the stars carry your sadness away,

May the flowers fill your heart with beauty,

May hope forever wipe away your tears,

And, above all, may silence make you strong.

― Chief Dan George (1899-1981)
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CHAPTER ONE
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Heavy footsteps had become increasingly audible at every heartbeat and two individuals, sitting in the garret of Balgair’s tavern, would stop speaking abruptly. Though this didn’t stop them from glaring at one another angrily. They each heaved loudly to control their emotions, and if two factors weren’t at play right now, they would have ignored the ominous sounds closing in outside in the streets...

Marrida, sitting to the left of the narrow window, wrapped her arms around her belly; though, not too obviously, so to deny Alagur knowledge of the reason for her sudden calmness - which was immediately noticed by Loriane, who had found herself in the unfortunate dilemma of having to sit down with them and wait out the events outside. Alagur, sitting beside her and opposite of Marrida, had to instruct Loriane silently what to do to stop her from panicking. Loriane watched Alagur’s signals as closely as she could while still glancing occasionally at Marrida; she’d only been here because it was her task today to deliver up the honey bread and jugs of water for the occupants of the garret.

When the sound became obvious, it caused her to be in a dilemma of her own...

“Is it...?” Loriane asked. Alagur’s hand stopped her from speaking further. He nodded once, then glanced at the window and listened closely. “The squadron is larger today than they’ve been previously,” he whispered, then hissed towards Loriane, “and we’ll all have to be quiet until the sounds are gone completely...”

Loriane swallowed hard, then she nodded once and then stared at the floor. Suddenly, she was as shy as she’d been when she’d only met the two individuals beside her for a short time. Her occasional glances towards the door, still open, and now creaking in a breeze coming from an unknown source, showed that she’d bolt from the garret if not for Alagur’s firm grip on her lower arm.

Alagur was out of Marrida’s reach, and his words affected her differently. Initially, she still seethed with anger towards her life partner, but then as the sound of marching guardsmen closed in, her anger diverted towards their presence. Her face contorted for a moment into disgust before she scrambled to her feet, and in doing so, she also thwarted Alagur’s attempt to take hold of her, similar to his grip on Loriane. Marrida dived to the window and crawled on hands and knees until she was close enough to glance down. Whoever had constructed the garret had done so with an obvious intention of allowing a person to gain an almost unobstructed view of the street below and part of the nearby square.

With her heightened abilities from her Wolf Rider training, the echoes of boots became like thunderclaps. They echoed through the street, then reverberated through a few others to become an audible representation of what she saw happen to the South Spires of Achellon many months earlier. They boomed so loudly they caused her to cringe in visible pain from the memories they evoked in her mind.

Stop thinking about those damned, cursed Spires, Marrida thought.

She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment and wished she wasn’t in this garret right now. That, in fact, she’d be halfway to the city in the south; a city revealed to her by the mysterious phenomenon she’d learnt to be Queen Neomi, an ancient and yet unknown monarch of Keltana. She’d learnt about the place from the ancient monarch while she was inside the Cave of Whispers. The stomping boots reminded her of the urgency of leaving the city. But how would they do this now? As the weeks had gone by, the means of their escape became a vague sort of dreaming instead. If they were going to get out, they needed some sort of unusual ploy, and likely with the help from someone from outside the city. But who could do such a thing...?

She’d spent endless months now in the garret with Alagur. They’d spent most of it in silence so to ensure that no one inside the tavern or outside in the streets could hear them. Though Balgair was making both these things easier because he’d suddenly got the urge to redecorate part of the tavern... which meant the four brothers were hammering and sawing loudly at the busiest of times. It would drown out any sounds that anyone might have heard from the garret.

The unfortunate side effect of staying in a small room with no chance of going outside had an unexpected side effect. It caused the two occupants to have seething arguments in hushed voices that were dripping with venom. They became also more and more restless, which added to the unchecked anger. Alagur should have known better, knowing the anger stemmed still from Marrida’s incarceration inside South Spires. But it didn’t stop them arguing. Especially about what Alagur had done at the Office of Law. And who he’d been talking with in the tavern. Two questions he was refusing to answer to date...

* * *
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“THE DAMNED SOLDIERS... runts... are marching through the streets again...” Marrida hissed loudly as she squeezed closer to the window, and she followed her comment immediately with another attempt to get as close as possible to the window like she’d done for the last ten days despite it becoming harder to do this action.

“How many is it this time?” Alagur called out softly, then he reached for her ankle when it swung close to his leg wildly.

“More than before... Maybe fifty or sixty now,” Marrida snapped at Alagur, “and you can stop holding my ankle like you want to pull me out of this corner. I’m not comfortable here, and also I’ve dulled the small window I’m using to look at the street with moss ash, like you taught me during our journey here...”

“I just want you to be safe,” Alagur grunted under his breath.

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Marrida said. “Like you wanted me so safe you never told me what you had planned, huh...”

Alagur abruptly let go of Marrida’s ankle as his only response to her accusation. She felt right to feel angry with him. He’d excluded her from the plans. Doing things as a Wolf Rider didn’t mean not telling her, and every time she’d reminded him of this in the last three weeks, they’d drifted even further apart. But right now, he glared at her angrily for other reasons. She wasn’t simply risking herself alone in her acrobatics to get to a small portion of the window. He was certain he’d seen her stomach grow larger. She’d also eaten other foods from normally. And then, there were the occasional quick glances from Loriane at Marrida’s stomach as well in the last several days.

Alagur wasn’t certain without asking. But soon enough, he’d have an answer.

I could ask Loriane about what she’d seen? Alagur thought as he heard Marrida groan involuntarily for a moment, and then she shifted her body somewhat. He thought back to all the events of the last two months that had gone by faster than he had realised, especially the events involving Marrida and the Caves of Elgorra.

* * *
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THEN, SUDDENLY, AS if commanded by a hidden force, the soldiers left the streets. The city slowly felt normal again, though almost all people that Balgair could question seemingly jovially befitting him as a tavern master, it left him to conclude that no one could find the culprits responsible for the dead men in the Office of Law. During the settlements for the death payments that should go to the families of the dead men, it was determined that half had no known family, that the places where others lived were too far... in the end, they only secured a solitary death payment; for the very man that Alagur had killed.

The ledger of the man’s belongings, as explained half a year earlier by Steffon, would only warn the residents of Achellon that the time of action for Wolf’s Wrath had come. They’d begin on the preparations that Alagur had explained to them in great detail. It would likely take a decade for them to complete such work. When the legacy of truth came knocking on their doors, they’d be ready for an ultimate battle. The last of many, as Alagur had explained to an eager audience almost a year earlier...

And so when the day came when Balgair shadowed the doorway of the garret, Alagur and Marrida knew that they might have a semblance of normal life for a while at least. Marrida and Loriane soon settled back into their routine of going to the caves together. Marrida’s arrival caused more than a few raised eyebrows; most notably from Salydras, who had warned more than once about the dangers coming to the city. Loriane gave Marrida an odd stare when the woman said, “I know...” to the Seer before even being asked questions. The calm was deceptive, and anyone watching on realised that the Seer, and the outsider who learnt with him, both knew a reason for this calm.

Alagur had his own doubts to sort out. Between the pretence of everything being normal, having to keep themselves safe until all of Wolf’s Wrath had departed the city and dealing with the fallout of his arguments with Marrida, Alagur felt isolated. He brooded in a corner of the tavern on most days, which caused many disparaging stares from Balgair in particular, who seemed to understand there was a problem to fix. Increasingly vivid memories flooding Alagur’s mind, now that he’d unlocked this part of his memory once more, caused these moods. He kept busy for the next week, but before he could organise anything substantive in terms of their onward journey south, Alagur had to deal with Marrida.

* * *
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ALAGUR STAYED SILENT as he listened to the sounds on his right; as Marrida left the bed on the tenth morning, ever since the guardsmen had disappeared from the streets. Ten days where he’d kept his back turned to her in the hopes she’d simply touch his arm and force him to roll over through this simple, familiar action. But there was a divide between them now and he was uncertain of how to fix it. If he even could do this...

He remembered Adelyn’s warning in the days after they’d found Marrida in South Spires. That she’d need to heal from the experience. That she’d behave in ways that might cause a rift between them...

Is this what Adelyn meant? Alagur ponders. I have to guess it is—

Alagur pivoted his mind to the way Marrida sounded as she left the bed. She seemed to breathe more laboured. She seemed to walk and move with a heavier step. It distorted everything familiar about her motions from the familiarity he had expected. Something seemed so odd about it all.

I guess she’s going to get some morning meal after sleeping for two whole days, Alagur thought, remembering then that it seemed odd when Salydras had told Marrida and Loriane to stay home after just one day of learnings. But then he clearly heard the outer door close and its locking mechanism being activated, and her familiar footsteps in the street below faded away fast...

I guess she’s going to the caves for learnings despite Salydras telling them to stay home for the next five days, Alagur thought.

So, the waiting began for him. He guessed he’d have to wait until mid-afternoon when it had been the usual hour at which Marrida and Loriane would depart from the caves, and arrive home a half hour later. Until now he’d never realised how boring, annoying and self-obsessed the time of waiting could become.

Sitting on the bed and waiting and listening for sounds, familiar or otherwise, caused him to get drowsy, and then it caused him to contemplate the impact of all the recent events. Trouble would soon enough come when one person discovered the gruesome aftermath of Wolf’s Wrath. Not someone from this city, who may act on his instructions, but has to stay cautious to stop the people of Elsana discovering who and what they represent, Alagur thought, though I’m certain one person here knows fully what they’re up to...

Julena had suggested to drag all the dead men to the old coin storage room and simply close the door. And then for them to clean up the entire building so it would appear for at least several hours, or up to a few days, like nothing had ever happened during the early hours of a cool summer day exactly a month ago. Which had lengthened the time it took for Alagur to arrive back at the tavern, looking haggard.

“The stink will happen in three days,” Julena had said, “and that’s enough time for all of us to get to safety... either in this city, or to be on the way back to—”

“She decided not to voice where, so not to allow the walls to grow ears,” Alagur mumbled.

The chuckle of the others there gave them all an idea of how those finding the dead men would react. That it would cause the guardsmen shutting all gates, and telling people to stay home while they’d march through the streets and systematically inspect each house one by one, wasn’t part of their assumptions of what would happen. They were guessing wrongly that most of the guardsmen were, in fact, unaware of the enemy in their midst. But then the reality set in that, in fact, that someone had bought most of their loyalty. It left Alagur with no other option than to take each individual over the roofs to a secluded part of the walls, and for him to use his natural strength to lower them one by one outside the city.

There were five individuals who refused to leave. Two wanted to stay to make certain Alagur and Marrida themselves were safe. But in the end, everyone had to go. And so, as it went, Alagur and Marrida ended up waiting out the events in the garret.

Alagur’s movements in and out of the tavern via the roof didn’t go unnoticed. Least of all by Marrida. She was already reeling from the anger that had increased when she discovered Alagur had fed her some of Balgair’s ‘special juice.’ Alagur felt puzzled why she’d have such rage, but she refused to answer questions why. Alagur decided it was best to let her think he, and not Loriane, had fed her the drink.

“Do not tell her ever you were involved,” Alagur had hissed at the girl when he caught her alone one afternoon. Loriane simply nodded and walked on to continue her tasks in the tavern. “You cannot tell her,” he called after her. “I know that,” she’d hissed back at him.

Alagur ignored the reluctance in Loriane’s voice. He recalled how he cleaned off most of the dust and blood in the large water container, mostly used for soaking blankets left behind soiled by patrons who’d departed from the tavern. He was certain that Marrida would recognise the smell, and knew immediately from this that he’d been doing something unusual. Once he was back in the lodgings, Alagur had washed again to ensure he’s as clean as he could be before he dropped on the bed beside the woman, now completely exhausted from two entire days of no sleep and more physical activity even he was used to...

Julena had a clever idea that likely had gained us valuable time before anyone was discovering what had happened there, Alagur thought, smirking for a moment. I guess the upper rooms of the Office of Law are also typically off limits to the city’s guardsmen...

Their hasty actions had secured the safety of all members of Wolf’s Wrath, who’d assisted in the effort. It had been a surprise to discover the elusive group in the most ancient of cities, and he could only guess for how many generations this had been the case.

Longer than Samur realises, Alagur thought, and that might explain, in part, the reason he was visiting Achellon so often, detaining its citizens in South Spires, and being allowed to operate in this behaviour with the liberties that led to his later behaviours...

There were maybe four or five of the organisation still present in Elsana, besides Marrida and himself and Balgair and his family, who all had less than a month left in the city if Alagur could guess how events might play out. Then every single one of them, plus others with their own links, had to leave. Most might have to leave everything behind as they readied themselves for the inevitable departure. They’d all go and never come back until after they’d dealt with Samur. And maybe even later if others needed to be punished. They would go to as many other cities and warn them, and make certain everyone who would listen could also get to safety.

Those who’d travelled from the city did this in small groups. Alagur and Steffon had accompanied the first group to go through the mountain pass to the west. Alagur had showed them how to create markers that the leader of the next group would recognise and replace with a new marking. It was a skill Belduran taught to him while still a boy. Some of them would travel to Ruh’nar and the most vulnerable would remain there, but anyone with any skill as either a Seer or enigma was required to travel to the furthest south-western corner of Keldarra and seek refuge there... or somehow get to the island off the south-western coast...

They were the targets if ever Samur entered Elsana, and Alagur had explained that once, during the days when Darius protected the land, they had begun the effort with safeguarding the western half of Keldarra, and had freed it first. Now the plan was to keep a promise to do the same for eastern Keldarra: to make everywhere safe, and remove all remaining Warlords. Alagur didn’t explain who the Warlords were but reading the emotions on people’s faces betrayed to him they realised that in a roundabout way he’d told them what they needed to know... and Wolf’s Wrath from Achellon confirmed to Alagur, and they had stated that Samur was the most dangerous man in all of Keldarra.

“I guess he considers it is best that he’s in the background, and not directly involving himself,” Steffon had commented one evening, “because to me it’s looking so much like one of the scariest stories the performers could tell us at the festival. Often I wondered why they’d hide the villain of a story to the end, but because of your retellings we all know him better than is good for him. If I saw him right now in the streets and I thought it was safe for me I’d fashion myself the War Ender and, as Marrida put it so eloquently, skewer him as a mountain sheep with one of the smelting rods from the workshop... If only I could...”

The words, spoken so plainly, confirmed something Marrida had said. She’d suggested somewhat innocently that the War Ender wasn’t only a person but also really everyone who was fighting against him. Later, Alagur repeated the words in such a way that made her think them over. 

I guess I can keep checking for the dust cloud to determine how much time we really have left here, Alagur thought. If only there was a way to make all of this go away with a few words—
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CHAPTER TWO
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Alagur convinced himself that the drudgery of sitting on the bed had been the direct cause for him slumping sideways on the bed, and then hours later waking with a startle when the door of the sleeping opened unexpectedly with a loud creaking sound. He glanced up and saw the newcomer jerking to a halt, which made it clear the sound had also startled his unexpected visitor.

Alagur looked up and was expecting Marrida to be standing in the doorway. But rather than her arrival home, he was staring at Loriane, who stared back at him wide-eyed.

He figured out immediately that perhaps Marrida was still at the caves for more learnings. He frowned, annoyed somewhat when Loriane, instead of Marrida, had walked into the sleeping room. That she definitely had arrived in the lodgings by herself, perhaps searching the tavern for her friend...

* * *
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THEY QUICKLY REPLACED the stare with a gasp and then shock on both their faces, though quicker on Loriane’s face. Alagur was certain the girl arrived to the lodgings because she was worried about something. He saw her shake nervously, and it caused her to check behind her for anyone who might hear or see her. She stepped further into the sleeping room to be out of the view of any person walking through the corridor beyond.

Her behaviour caused Alagur to listen for sounds, but he waited until she looked back towards him to let her know he had heard no one. He waited for her to finish her actions of determining these assessments in her own way, noting from her behaviour she was copying some of Marrida’s mannerisms and even showed hints of Marrida having taught the girl some Wolf Rider skills. The latter puzzled Alagur.

Before voicing whatever was on her mind, she walked back to the outer door of the lodgings and glanced outside before shutting and locking the door. This caused a frown to appear on Alagur’s forehead as he waited for the girl to arrive back in the sleeping room. As she walked back, he saw her glance towards the middle of the floor a few times, and it was clear to Alagur that this room made the girl more nervous than whatever she was visiting him for...

Perhaps she’s here to speak to me about Marrida, he thought.

The Wolf Rider traits in him had taught him long ago never to rush into any situation, so he waited for her to start their conversation.

Something tells me she’s not here to talk about the room, he thought. She’s here because she’s concerned about Marrida doing something. But what might Marrida be doing if she’s alone at the Caves? Did the girl walk home alone because of this...?

“Alagur, can I talk with you?” Loriane hissed. “It’s really urgent...”

“Where is Marrida...?” Alagur countered the girl’s question with his own question as he dropped his feet to the floor, intending to raise himself from the bed. He sat upright on the bed’s end and stared at the still-open door behind Loriane in such a way to make clear to the girl that she had to answer his question before he’d acknowledged hers. Seeing him glancing towards the door behind her caused her to snap her mouth shut, but not from fear or nervousness. She stared back at him defiantly for a moment, then she also glanced at the door momentarily, and then stared back at him, now with glazed over eyes, like she was fighting tears from welling up. But the other parts of her body language betrayed to a man, conditioned to read these emotions with relative ease, that this upset didn’t stem from his question, or how he’d asked it.

It’s something else that worries her...

Alagur studied Loriane’s features unobtrusively, and he realised that, likely, she’d been crying before she’d arrived home. Maybe had rushed through the tavern to the lodgings so not to be seen by her family. He got to his feet and walked to the girl in a few long strides. He squatted down in front of her and gently took hold of Loriane’s arms, asking, “Did you leave the caves to come home alone? Did something happen at the caves to make you do it alone? You know it’s not safe...”

Loriane nodded once, then she whispered, “I was so scared as I walked alone through the city, and it was the first time I’ve done it. Usually you’re there, or Steffon, or it’s Danyssa’s mother or brother...”

“I won’t mention this to your grandfather or brothers, but please tell me what’s going on...” Alagur said firmly. “If you came home alone, then where is Marrida?”

“She stayed there. She said—she said she needed to do something before she could come home today,” Loriane said softly, “and she said she was going to read some books in the... learning houses—errr—I know their names in my language but I don’t know what to call them in the dialect you use when talking to Marrida.”

“To call them a learning house will be fine for now. But the dialect I use with Marrida is actually her hometown’s dialect that they speak in Ruh’nar and a small region around the city,” Alagur explained gently. “My dialect is likely going to be different as I originate from another region—”

“How odd...” Loriane commented, and then she giggled weakly to fight off the upset she was struggling with. “The Seers tell us in the learnings that we used to have one common language everywhere in—errr—errr—he said that you would call it ‘The Old Days’ as outsiders. That isn’t what we call it here, by the way.”

“Oh—so, what do you call it here?” Alagur asked, suddenly feeling a need to satisfy a measure of his curiosity about the city as this was the first time he’d become privy to certain things going on at the caves, other than the few things seen in the public spaces where he could go to wait for Marrida and Loriane, or the few things he’d overheard, all spoken in the ‘language’ of the city. It was obvious now that something was going on with Marrida and the reason for her absence had forced the girl to confide in a man from outside the city, and do it with the things she didn’t or wouldn’t discuss with either her grandfather or brothers.

Alagur stayed silent to allow her the choice of deciding whether to reveal more about the caves. She cocked her head somewhat to think, similar to how Marrida would do, then she answered unexpectedly. “We call it—errr—let me give you the best translation I can think of because I don’t think Marrida’s dialect has the precise words for them,” Loriane said softly. “It’s called—errr—do you know the name given to Keltana after—?”

Again Loriane stopped speaking abruptly, and Alagur raised an eyebrow when she stared purposefully into the corridor, shut the door again completely and locked it again, then walked back to the sleeping room and asked the rest of the question. “... Do you know the name they gave to this land when they made everyone a slave...?”

Loriane asked with the quietest of whispers, like she wanted all certainty that no one outside the lodgings could hear her words, and her behaviour brought a bemused smile to Alagur’s face as he answered her question, “Yes, it was first Qelt’aeara, and then it became—”

“Shh, I don’t want them hearing us talking about this stuff,” Loriane hissed, “as I’m apparently too young for such knowledge...”

“Your secret is safe with me,” Alagur responded conspiratorially, then he smirked teasingly at Loriane before he asked, “But what does all this got to do with Marrida not being here? WHERE is she...?”

“Can I explain this stuff first because then you may understand why I worry about her...?” Loriane said. “I don’t want to get into trouble for this, alright.”

Alagur raised an eyebrow at Loriane’s sudden defiant tone, then he nodded because he realised he was very curious about the topic.

“The name means ‘bound to Queltha,’ but I think you and Marrida already know about it,” Loriane said. “but there’s a name the people here keep secret from outsiders like—errr—”

“Like me,” Alagur said, now grinning broadly at the girl, “and you were going to say that, weren’t you? I’m used to being called an outsider. Wherever I go, I’m an outsider, really. Even when I go home, I’ll be an outsider.”

Loriane frowned, and she studied Alagur for a good minute before she continued to speak. Apparently, also ignoring everything he’d just stated, but Alagur saw from her facial contortions that she understood the words and knew their implications.

“The name used in this city—if I translated it from the ancient language of the city—this other name means ‘freed from the Betrayer.’ There’s no equivalent in your—errr—I mean Marrida’s dialect. What’s your dialect, by the way?”

“I’m uncertain as I haven’t been home for a long part of my life for reasons I cannot really go into right now,” Alagur admitted.

“I’m guessing the betrayer took you away from your home,” Loriane responded, looking at Alagur compassionately.

Alagur decided he shouldn’t comment on the girl’s assessment of his childhood, so instead he asked his next question, “So, why is the name linked to wherever Marrida is right now? Where is she—?”

* * *
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BEFORE LORIANE COULD answer the question, there was another person knocking on the door, and she glanced in every direction in a panic. She seemed to be ready to bolt towards the nearest hiding place to hide from the person on the other side of the door, whoever the person may be.

“Loriane!”

Alagur spoke calmly to get the girl’s attention back onto him, then he repeated her name once more when she didn’t immediately respond to him, “... Loriane!”

The girl stared up with fear in her eyes.

“If Marrida has taught me one thing long ago, and it was also taught by other good people I’ve met on this journey, is that it’s always best to be honest,” Alagur stated quietly, and then he looked firmly at the girl for a moment to place an added emphasis on his words. “Honesty can get you a lot more than hiding from the truth—whoever is outside the door... we’ll tell the person why you’re here. Well, almost all of it. I’ll say that Marrida went back to the caves to collect a few books she forgot to bring home with her, alright?”

Loriane nodded once.

“Sit down over there,” Alagur said, nodding at the table in the small cooking room of the lodgings, “and before you do, grab a bowl quickly. Put in some of the soup I was cooking before you arrived...”

Alagur smirked as the girl dashed through the room, diving for the bowl, then scooping soup as hastily as she could manage before she rushed to the table whilst taking care not to spill any of the soup on the floor. She was sitting at the table with the bowl of soup in front of her in the time it took for Alagur’s heart to beat just a few dozen times. His grin broadened when Loriane dashed for a jug filled with water as she obviously had - almost - burnt her tongue on the hot soup in her haste to appear to have been eating it for a while already. A moment later, she sat again. After first drinking some water directly from the jug, she poured some of it into the soup to cool it quickly.

Alagur nodded, turned and walked towards the door - though he paused momentarily when reaching the centre of the room to look once again at the oddity he’d noticed there because of Marrida’s note. And now also because Loriane had stared at the same place...

Alagur glanced once over his shoulder at Loriane, who seemed to behave, or attempting at the least, like she’d been visiting the lodgings for some time.

After giving the girl a few more minutes to compose herself, Alagur opened the door, and he found Steffon standing outside the door, who immediately asked, “Have you seen my sneaky little sister anywhere? She’s supposed to be home already...”

Steffon grinned broadly as he explained the reason he was looking for his sister. “She was going to help me with cutting lengths of cloth for a client.”

“Errr—was she supposed to be helping you? I think I may have occupied her too much in the last hour with stories of my journey after Marrida had left to fetch her belongings.” Alagur nodded towards the cooking room, then he added teasingly, “and she helped herself to some of my soup without asking. You’re welcome to some of it, too.”

Alagur stepped aside, and he waved towards the cooking room with a swing of his arm. Steffon shrugged, then stepped inside the room.

“So, what brought you here?” Steffon directed his question towards Loriane, who did her best to keep her face neutral, and to keep eating from the soup that was still rather hot.

“I came here with Marrida. But she forgot something at the caves she’d said, so Alagur offered to me his stories to keep me entertained while I waited for her to return... then I saw the meal he was making for them,” Loriane answered quickly, then she grinned, then added, “It’s rather delicious... You should try it.”

Steffon walked to the table and sat down opposite Loriane. Behind her brother’s back, Alagur made a point of winking playfully at Loriane a few times, who was now fighting off blushing.

“It’s on the stove still and I’m keeping it heated for when Marrida is back,” Alagur explained. “I’m going to eat now as well. Marrida can eat later when she gets back.”

“She won’t mind it?”

Alagur’s better hearing picked up on the small measure of scepticism in Steffon’s voice so he replied with a neutral tone to his own voice, “Naah, there have been many times during our journey when we couldn’t eat together,” Alagur said. “We’re used to it...”

“Alright then... I’ll have some. But only because my little sister insists on it...” Steffon commented, giving Loriane a mock-stern stare. He walked to the long, narrow table behind Loriane, where they had left several bowls stacked. He grabbed one of the deeper bowls and then glanced at the other man. “I see no plate for you, Alagur.”

“I was about to get mine when you knocked on the door,” Alagur commented plainly. He winked again at Loriane, who now definitely was blushing from his attention directed towards herself. She made herself small to make sure her brother didn’t notice it.

“Also, Loriane was about to tell me what she’s learnt at the caves recently just as you arrived,” Alagur commented.

“Oh, really. Now, that sounds like fun,” Steffon teased. “So, little sister, how much did those grumpy old Seers teach you today?”

“They’re not grumpy,” Loriane protested.

“Oh, yes, they are—Alagur, you wouldn’t believe how grumpy they can get,” Steffon continued teasingly, “and all they talk about is all those prophecies and other such boring stuff.”

“Shut up!”

Alagur grinned hesitantly as he listened to the banter between the two siblings, as a thought entered his mind. This reminds me so much of the banter I witnessed between Marrida and her brother Esbara...

“Right, now the two of you remind me of how I’ve seen Marrida and Esbara behave while I was a guest at their house,” Alagur commented, and he grinned broadly again.

“Who is Esbara?” Steffon enquired nonchalantly, pretending not to know.

“That’s Marrida’s brother—my kin brother,” Alagur said.

“Ah, right,” Steffon said, now also grinning, “and you say that us having a go at one another reminds you of them. Now, who would have thought that? Marrida isn’t such a sweetheart after all, is she, Loriane...?”

Alagur laughed loudly.

“You better never let her hear you say that—ever. She has a mean bone in her when she wants to be mean,” Alagur said, smirking, “and I’d think she’d gang up with Loriane against you if she were here.”

Loriane grinned broadly, suddenly, and when Steffon looked at her with an annoyed expression on his face, she stuck out her tongue at him.

“So—Loriane, are you going to tell us what you’ve learnt today at the caves?” Steffon said, now speaking sternly, almost imitating Balgair with his way of speaking. “I think some of it may be useful for Alagur to know, too. He and I have been collecting the information about the betrayer. He wants to find out more about what he did to the city. I think some of your learnings can assist Alagur later. He has an uncanny ability to remember details. Just talk, and don’t worry about whether it’s remembered, because he can do this with ease...”

Loriane now stared at Alagur with amazement on her face, and the man used the moment to show encouragement, and he nodded at her before he said calmly, “Remember, also, what I said earlier about telling stuff, alright?”

Loriane nodded as an answer, but he saw her hesitation return. She glanced from Alagur to Steffon, and back at Alagur for a few moments before she finally whispered. “I think I have to tell you something, Steffon, but please, don’t be angry with me. Alagur is only trying to protect me when he told you I was here all this time. I’ve only just come home...”

Steffon stopped eating, and he frowned and glanced around the room for a moment and it was clear from his facial expression he expected Marrida to turn up from another part of the lodgings but when this didn’t happen he looked directly at Alagur with a mixture of puzzlement and worry on his face, obviously expecting an answer from Alagur about the statement just made...

“It wasn’t her idea to keep this information from you,” Alagur stated firmly. “But she made her choice just now to be honest with you by her own choice. I’ve learnt that honesty is usually the better way to deal with people that you might meet in life...”

Steffon stared again at Loriane who was staring at her bowl with fear on her face, expecting her brother to shout angrily at her, his next words came gently, almost like he was addressing a very young child rather than his sister who’s almost at an age to do her First Rites. “So, you walked home alone, I guess...?” Steffon said. “Actually, if we’re going to be honest here today, so did I half of the time when I was about your age. It was a lot of fun to play tricks on Maldurn and Cirwyn in that way. They still remind me in their own way that the fun part of it was rather one-sided...”

Loriane looked up, gaping, and obviously surprised at the frankness of her brother, “What—?” she blurted out, “what do you mean?”

“I’m not lying. I liked it whenever I could fool Maldurn or Cirwyn when he took over the duty later on, and for me to get home on my own and then they’d turn up home too and tried to chastise me. In the end, both of them admitted to me to have done similarly to our parents,” Steffon said, smirking. “I guess you did the same with Marrida. I bet she’s searching for you right now...”
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CHAPTER THREE
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Loriane looked at each man several times, and at each moment her panic was rising visibly. “She—she isn’t,” Loriane stammered loudly. “She’s there for other reasons, and she doesn’t know that I went home instead of waiting for her. I w—was too—”

Loriane stopped speaking so abruptly that this alerted Alagur of what might go on, but her brother removed any possibility of asking what the reason might be. 

Though she’d said, before and after she’d stuttered the information of Steffon’s arrival to Alagur somewhat incoherently, and it was his combined abilities of having had to deal with boys in the City of Wolves as nervous as she, him being conditioned by Jymar to listen well to people around him, and his increasingly patient nature from his training in the skills from Marrida that allowed him to glean most what she wanted to say without her actually realising she’d said a lot more than was her plan...

Which resulted in Alagur being able to process this information and figuring out sooner what she meant to say. And then he discerned how much she’d revealed and therefore coming to her defence when things had turned awkward in her conversion with her brother.

Loriane was so silent that it was almost certain she was also holding her breath. Alagur waited for a short time longer for her to continue speaking, but then switched to observing Steffon. His friend seemed to pay attention mostly to the food he’d served out for himself. As he glanced back at Loriane, Alagur saw her face contort in so many emotions that it was clear something was terribly wrong.

* * *
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AFTER LORIANE WAS GOING to remain silent for the rest of their intended conversation, Steffon looked again from person to person questioningly. He noticed the grim expression on Alagur’s face, so he immediately questioned his friend. “You seem to know what she’s up to, or where she might be right now. She could get in serious trouble if she—Loriane—did you tell her about the caves?”

In response to Steffon’s sudden need to question his sister, Alagur also gave Loriane a stern stare for his own reasons.

Alagur guessed now it was what Loriane had wanted to tell him about before her brother’s arrival; about what might have happened with Marrida, and only while they were still alone that she’d wanted to tell him this information before Steffon’s arrival interrupted her attempt.

The girl looked down again, and she nodded ever so slightly. And only Alagur’s enhanced skill in reading body language had noticed the answer. Steffon’s next words showed he hadn’t noticed it and he said sternly, “Loriane, TELL me—”

“She GAVE an answer,” Alagur answered in the girl’s place. “I just saw her NOD, her answer to us both...”

* * *
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LORIANE LOOKED UP, a flicker of gratefulness flashed in her eyes, but then immediately she looked down again. Alagur noted the girl momentarily seemed to have lost most of the determination she’d gained in recent months.

Once again, she seemed to appear as shy as the first day when he’d met her for the first time...

“I guess I’m right if I assume there’s more going on with you right now than either of you’ve mentioned so far,” Steffon commented, then he put his spoon into the bowl, still half-filled with the soup, and folded his arms in front of his chest.

Steffon motioned from person to person with a finger before he glanced towards the sleeping room and then stared back towards Alagur, then placed his arms back over his chest and leaned back. He examines each person. Alagur met his gaze without flinching, but Loriane, who was already shy by nature - and now even shyer with all the attention focused on her right now - had a much harder time looking at her brother.

“Loriane, please listen carefully... and YOU too, Alagur, as some of these details concerns YOU just as much because, well, because of—well, you know why already. I’m not telling Grandfather any of this information. Not yet, at least. But you said that—Alagur, you mentioned Loriane is involved too, and until now I hadn’t realised how right you are about her being involved,” Steffon said under his breath, “and this is the proof you needed, and you told me you wanted to be included BUT everything has its time, Loriane.”

Then Steffon held up a hand to stop Loriane and Alagur both from speaking, and Alagur nodded to show he understood his friend’s reasoning so far.

“What you don’t know yet, Loriane, and it cannot go past the walls of this room right now, is that Alagur and I have been working together on finding out the truth out about what the traitor has done in this city. I won’t go into the details of what we did exactly. What I—What I’ve discovered, because of my involvement, is that both the history and the future of this land are dangerous. More dangerous than your young mind can imagine, and it’s dangerous for this city... I’m right in this assessment so far, right?”

Alagur gave a single nod, then he repeated the nod when he noticed Loriane glanced up to look at him quizzically.

Immediately, she frowned with worry when she saw Alagur nodding affirmatively at her, and then there was an awkward silence which none of them wanted to break for a good five minutes...

* * *
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AFTER A FEW MORE MINUTES of contemplating what else to tell his sister and his friend, Steffon nodded resolutely, and then, after another pause, he continued with his explanation. “We’ve been looking at the history from the outside, Loriane. That’s why we’ve been so busy, and why we may have appeared like we were avoiding both you and Marrida. I’m saying all this mostly for your benefit, so you know you don’t need to feel guilty... about... errr...”

Steffon was pensive for a few minutes before he spoke once more, “I wondered why Marrida asked my brothers and myself so many questions about the betrayer, and then she’d say to us we couldn’t talk about it with either of you... well, she’d only say this whenever Variel wasn’t also around, if I think about it more closely. But, I’ve figured from how you two were conspiring about whatever you’re doing that it drove her ultimately to go there—”

Steffon glanced at Loriane, who squirmed in her chair for a moment, and then tried to make herself as small as she can in front of her brother and his friend.

Alagur folded his arms over his chest, and he now smirked at the bemused beginning of a wholehearted grin, because of his realisation - now - that all this time he’d been thinking that Marrida had just been avoiding him; to let him do stuff ‘like a Wolf Rider.’

As Steffon continued on with his explanation, it became increasingly clearer that she’d played him like a fool, just as she’d done with every other person in the household... including Alagur, and from the surprised, gaping expression it was clear this was also what Loriane concluded as she’d listened to her brother.

Maybe Marrida hasn’t made me look foolish, but she has definitely used everything that I’d taught her about scouting as a Wolf Rider for a result that I never saw coming, Alagur thought, or that I’d considered up to now...

As this oddly amusing theory settled in his mind, Alagur’s smirk grew even more pronounced. It was rare that something could make Alagur feel so delightful, especially something involving the things he’d witnessed or experienced...

He stared at Steffon with this smirk, now even more pronounced than before his friend’s explanation. As he stared at his friend, the realisation of what he’d just stated seemed to dampen his friend’s demeanour to sullen.

Alagur’s usual demeanour of measured emotions had all but evaporated now on seeing his friend’s expression going sour.

The usually determined frown on his face—gone!

The perpetual frown on his forehead—gone!

His chiselled jaw line—gone!

An effortless ability to mask all his emotions—gone!

Alagur’s posture relaxed, and his attitude changed from stern to that of someone who might have been experiencing this sort of merriment during a drinking game. He stared directly at Steffon with this new contortion of emotions - which the other man had never seen before - and it caused him to give Alagur an annoyed frown.

But when he spoke, Alagur’s voice was as measured and stern as it had been for most of the afternoon. It was now clear to Steffon that whatever thought had entered Alagur’s mind wasn’t being shared with him—not yet; it seemed! But it was clear though that this thought now guided the rest of his participation in the conversation with the two siblings. “What did she ask each of you?” Alagur asked once more.

“She’d asked me about the festival. She was telling us she was interested in the festival because of both of you arriving when one was in progress, even though there have been four of them since you’ve been here. Frankly, now I think about the conversation in more detail. I’m realising that her questions for us were rather odd,” Steffon answered, “and one specific question involved Loriane...”

“What were her specific questions about Loriane?” Alagur asked, glancing again at the girl, who quickly looked down now that the focus was once again on her. This had been her behaviour for most of the afternoon. She wanted to be involved, but every time her name came up, she’d shy away from participating...

“She asked us - that would be Cirwyn and me - if Loriane had ever been to the festival. We told her she’d visited it a few times,” Steffon continued. “Marrida insisted fervently we should only ever take her there if we, Cirwyn and I both, were going to. She was rather specific. It had to be Cirwyn and I... To be honest, what she was saying made little sense to either of us, really. Actually, none of anything she’d been saying made sense to any of us at all. She insisted on us promising to take Loriane to the festival to see the proper stuff—I presume she meant the work involved in participating in the event as a vendor...”

“Knowing Marrida, I’d doubt that we can interpret anything she’d said with a meaning unless she explained it further...” Alagur said, “—to any of us. She may have been hiding the true meaning of anything she has said to us. She might never have told the truth about the knowledge she sought, or what the true meaning of why she sought it.”

“So, we’re not at fault for her behaviour then?” Steffon asked, “but are you?”

“You’re innocent in the matter, because I know she has behaved previously like this,” Alagur said. “—I think I taught her too well... or... maybe she’s borrowing from her heritage to solve part of the mystery that we ended up with on the day when I’d ended up lying wounded in front of her house. She knows she’s the Daughter of Darius Kayrsan, and she might borrow from what she knows of him or about him to set in motion things we cannot even foresee yet. She may have listened to your explanations about the caves too well without you noticing it, Steffon, or behaved too much like a model student around you, Loriane...”

Steffon nodded curtly.

For now, he remained silent to keep his opinion of what he thought of Alagur’s assessment to himself.

Alagur observed Loriane for a time for any likely reactions from her towards her unusual friend, currently discussed what was from outside the city. He spotted a frown plastered on her face that was an imitation of one he’d seen often enough on Steffon’s face in recent months.

But she isn’t frowning at feeling anger. It’s something else is causing her odd behaviour...

Alagur’s enhanced vision, as well as his apt skill to pick up cues that tell him a person’s mood based on their body language, told him she was concentrating - and hard - on remembering ‘something’ that seemed to be important to her. He waited for Loriane to finish sorting through her thoughts; which was definitely slower than his own ability, or that of Marrida - because, unlike both of them, she hadn’t trained in a skill that he and Marrida each possess.

Alagur let the girl reveal where her mindset was going on her own terms, as he would have done with Marrida. He already knew that each next action or conversation now decided their next decision, or guided their next action...

Loriane’s mouth motions gave away a crucial clue that this was exactly happening right now.

That Loriane, of the three of them, was the one who’d be guiding their remaining decisions rather than anything that either Alagur or Steffon were thinking about was the best course of action, and the body language shown by Steffon showed Alagur that even he realised this was the situation.

Sometimes, it’s a decision made at the last moment that sets in motion our next actions, Alagur thought as he observed Loriane. I learnt this in a field outside Ruh’nar when I thought I was simply helping a boy to go home. Whatever she’ll decide next will have implications for all of us...

After about five minutes, Loriane seemed to work out what she was trying to remember.

Then, a moment later, her eyes darted across the room for several seconds. After another moment of hesitation, she hastily blurted out, “I think Marrida was prying every piece of knowledge she needed for whatever she’s doing right now from all of us—she hid the true purpose of why she wanted to know this information among the many questions that she was asking us about the festival. She did the same thing with me while we were studying at the caves—I think...”

* * *
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THEIR DISCUSSIONS OF why Marrida had been so deceptive towards everyone around her continued for most of the rest of the afternoon.

After an hour, the communications between them even included a more extensive, in-depth discussion of everything that had been happening in the last few weeks and months. They compared these events with more recent actions by Marrida. In the end, Alagur decided that he might have discussed things with her that might have contributed to their predicament.

“So, while you were in Damrachia she just walked out your lodgings, and she went into—what did you call that building just now...?” Steffon asked, leaning forward and rubbing over his hair with both hands as he searched for clues in his mind to answer their current question.

“She just walked to the False Temple, and then she queued up to go inside, and I discovered only later what she’d done. I was initially angry about it, but later I realised it was a fixed event and she had to go inside to learn,” Alagur answered matter of fact. “She realised during a discussion about the week before we arrived here what had happened there, and said that she needed to take all her experiences into consideration before deciding on... Well, to be precise she was probably asking all these questions to add to her existing knowledge of this city, and of the Caves of Elgorra. Something I said was probably a factor in the decision-making process though, but right now I’m unable to figure out what it was...”

After another long pause, Steffon nodded at Loriane, then he commented with his conclusions. “Marrida was setting us all up... She was asking all the right questions to give her all the details for going into the caves...”

“What did she ask you?” Alagur interjected abruptly.

“Maybe it was the few words she said...” Loriane interjected quietly. “It was that what started the questions with me.”

“Perhaps...” Alagur answered after a few minutes of contemplating. “She must have used something I said, or that she heard, or saw, as a trigger to decide something privately that she then never disclosed to me, or anyone else. I was stupid enough to dismiss some of her behaviour as her processing women’s matters,” Alagur admitted, smiling wryly. “It’s what caused her defiance though - whenever something isn’t quite agreeable to her mindset of how things should be - and this made her ultimately defy the rules of conduct at the caves...”

Alagur stared ahead for a time, looking grim, and after a time, he voiced an additional concern. “Maybe not intentionally, but her mind must have reached a certain conclusion about what she needs to do next.”

“I may not know everything about women’s matters,” Loriane said softly, looking down shyly, “but nothing of what I saw of her behaviour matches anything that I know about the subject. It makes little sense to me why she behaved so differently over the last week or so...”

Steffon nodded, agreeing with both other individuals, then he added his own assessment of the situation, “I guess it means for definite that I’m now involved even more than before in whatever you’re doing to stop the betrayer, and so IS Loriane for certain,” he said sternly. “Alright, Loriane, it’s up to you to get Alagur back to the caves today. No one can see either of you. I’ll make sure that I keep Grandfather occupied enough, so he doesn’t even notice that either of you is missing...”

“But what if Marrida returns while we’re gone?” Loriane asked, again glancing around like she was expecting Marrida to jump out from somewhere in the room in a game of revelation. Her attention shifted back to the man sitting beside her when Alagur spoke again.

“As it stands, Steffon will tell her immediately where we are, and then he should also tell Balgair where we are, but only when Marrida has returned here. He’ll tell him you had to fetch more ingredients for tonight’s meal,” Alagur suggested gently, glancing sidelong towards Steffon for approval of the plan, then he added softly, “and because Steffon is too busy, I had volunteered to go with you in his place...”

Steffon nodded curtly. He agreed to Alagur’s plan without questioning it, but the two men glanced at one another with equally grim expressions of worry. They both now felt uncommonly worried over whatever might go on with Marrida, or where she might be. They both tried to shake off the feelings of worry for Loriane’s sake.

While Loriane fetched her coat, they whispered their concerns, which had now stacked even more because of Marrida’s actions. “Is there anything they taught you in the learnings that shows if it’s dangerous for outsiders to go into the caves for any reason?” Alagur asked.

Before Steffon could answer verbally, Loriane was back, but he signalled an answer towards Alagur behind his sister’s back, and it caused a deep frown to form on Alagur’s face...

* * *
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AFTER ANOTHER MINUTE of them all silently staring at each other, with Loriane mostly staring at the floor and definitely now feeling visibly uncomfortable with their current situation, she got a soft nudge from Alagur and she glanced up at him.

Without her seeing the signal, Steffon had motioned at the door a moment earlier, and Alagur understood the gesture immediately when it had come. They had to find Marrida before there was further trouble. None of them wanted a repeat of the month long marching of guardsmen through the city as they’d endured so recently...
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Alagur got onto his feet, and after a few minutes, he prodded Loriane gently towards the door, hissing in her ear, “Let’s go, Loriane, we need to be away from here as soon as we can... as quickly as we can...”

Loriane jerked momentarily from this action before she said softly, “We’ll need to leave using the back entrance, so there’s less chance for our departure to be noticed by anyone...”

She glanced up after speaking the words, and Alagur noted recognition from her expression that came from a memory that had obviously stirred in her mind. But then she looked puzzled at the man beside her when he laughed out loud while also shaking his head at whatever thought had now entered his mind.

“What’s so funny with what I just said?” Loriane asked, looking perplexed at the man.

“I’m being reminded right now rather vividly of something that happened to me at the start of my journey. On the day when I left Marrida’s house to go on this journey with her I left her house similarly we’re doing right now,” Alagur explained, then he smiled broadly at Loriane, and after a minute of staring at her, he placed a hand over her shoulder in a fatherly gesture. “We left that day through the back entrance, but it was for entirely other reasons...”

Alagur winked at Loriane once more, and moments later she realised from this gesture that he’d entrusted her with a small measure of secrets, especially after his smile turned into a cheeky smirk. She smirked back similarly.

“So, why did you leave through the back entrance to her house?” she asked hesitantly.

“I guess that’s a secret I can only ever tell you just before I’m leaving from this city finally to go south for more answers,” Alagur whispered, then he leaned in closer and whispered into her ear, “Just remember... there are many reasons the adults keep secrets. Most of the time, it’s protecting young people from being exposed too soon to the stuff that’s happening in our world, and from being exposed to the bad people who do those bad things. Here more so than in any other city...”

* * *
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STANDING AT THE DOOR, before they left the lodgings, Loriane glanced at each man with wide eyes and involuntarily gaped at them both like they’d just teased her about some sort of made-up story about strange creatures when the reality of their situation settled in her mind. But then she noticed how serious and concerned each man appeared as they both stared back at her. She swallowed hard, looked down for a moment, then glanced up when Alagur touched her hand gently.

“We meant what we both just have told you...” he whispered. “There are things that are too dangerous to know about, but at some point you’ll have to know about it. But my skill tells me you’re already aware of the dangers...”

Loriane nodded curtly, then she visibly swallowed hard once more when the realisation of the words became even clearer to her. She sat down on the chair beside the door for a moment and just stared ahead. Both men gave her a few minutes to be caught up in her thoughts without interruption, both staring at one another realising that the ‘situation with Marrida’ had likely reached an impasse where the only way forward would be, as discussed by them earlier, they needed to involve everyone in the household. The only way forward now for Loriane, as it seemed, was for her to find her way forward. After a few minutes Loriane also concluded similarly as she got up from the chair, nodded once resolutely, and then she walked away from the chair silently until she stood ready beside the door. As she did all this, she kept looking down like she’s contemplating a thought...

* * *
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FOR A FEW MINUTES, Loriane walked silently ahead of Alagur, then after a few minutes more she found a reason, apparently, to voice her next thought and glanced back to Alagur and said, “I’ll remember what you told me—I guess I’ve always thought that Grandfather and my brothers were just being mean, or something like that...”

“If I go by how Steffon has behaved towards you today, I wouldn’t say so. His reactions differed from how I had expected him to react,” Alagur said softly, then he stopped walking and he halted Loriane advance too, and after glancing around him a few times, he added, “Sometimes it’s better to stay in the dark about what really goes on in this world unless you KNOW you can handle coping with the knowledge you gain while searching it out for the answers, and I guess that’s why you’re being prepared to go into the cave, and be told to go inside only when totally ready. I learnt this knowledge the hard way. I don’t want you to be exposed to the same things unless you’re absolutely certain of yourself, and that know you can accept this knowledge for the right reasons, and know that you can cope with it...”

Loriane nodded, but a moment later she turned away from Alagur, biting her lip.

Alagur didn’t press the matter. He waited silently for Loriane to settle her mind once more.

After a long pause, standing in one spot, Loriane continued on towards the back door. If she needed to speak about what was going through her mind, she now knew she had an ally in Alagur, and that he’d keep anything she needed to speak about private from others...

Suddenly, Loriane turned around abruptly and she rushed back to the lodgings where Steffon had just finished eating and who glanced up surprised when his sister rushed at him and wrapped her arms around his neck, whispering, “I’m sorry... I’m sorry... I’m sorry...”

Steffon stared up, confused at Alagur, who’d followed the girl back to the lodgings and who stood at the doorway to the cooking room, watching on the interaction between the siblings. When he noticed his friend’s stare, he used some of their signals to let the man know what was going on. Steffon nodded and pulled the girl in a tighter hug for several minutes, then he pushed his sister away from himself and wiped away the tears on her cheeks, then he leaned forward and kissed her forehead.

* * *
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AFTER HOLDING HIS SISTER for a few more minutes, Steffon tapped on the chair beside him and Loriane sat down. Then she glanced at Alagur, who remained standing near the door. A nod came from Alagur, and Loriane’s reaction was simply to stare with increasing fear at her brother. Steffon just plainly smiled encouragingly at her, before he explained, speaking gently and with the obvious love of an older brother towards his youngest sibling. “We—that’s Alagur and I—have been looking at the history of this city and, at first, I thought I was impressing an outsider with my knowledge of the city,” Steffon explained softly. “But the investigations have—errr—maybe you should explain all this, Alagur, as I think you can do it better than I can—After all, you discovered it all—”

I must remember how Steffon spoke just now with Loriane for whenever I meet my sister, Alagur











[image: ]












[image: ]

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





