

    
        
          Within the Crystal Mountain

        

        
        
          J. L. Putney

        

        
          Published by J. L. Putney, 2021.

        

    

COPYRIGHT
WITHIN THE CRYSTAL MOUNTAIN

First edition. June 28, 2021.

Copyright © 2021 J. L. Putney.

ISBN: 979-8201515713

Written by J. L. Putney.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

The Lands Around The Plains

1.   A Fine Day

2.   Dimplin’s Tale

3.   The Sisters’ Story

4.   A Curious Youth

5.   A Strange Encounter

6.   Sagins’ Pursuit

7.   Tupin’s Courage

8.   Trestun and Tupin

9.   A Gen’s Best Friend

10.   Tupin at the Mountain

11.   Tupin’s Undertaking

12.   Second Parting

13.   Sagins’ Frustration

14.   The Eastern Mountains

15.   Trestun’s Failure

16.   The Company Becomes Five

17.   Sagins at Kargon

18.   Sagins Before Hazdon

19.   Sagins’ Rewards

20.   Escort to Kargon

21.   Trestun’s Plan

22.   The Pursuit

23.   Sagins’ Plan

24.   The Artful Ruse

25.   Hazdon’s Campaign

26.   Across the Moonlit Plains

27.   Conferences on The Plains

28.   Trestun in Arinton

29.   Reunion

30.   A Dilemma

31.   An Unpleasant Morning

32.   On to Wiston

33.   Sagins’ Humiliations

34.   Recovery at Wiston

35.   A Bargain on The Plains

36.   Return to the Mountain

37.   Endings



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my grandchildren ~ 
Ian, Lewis, Tessa, Micah and Chloe
 
With special thanks to my wife, Susan, for her continuous love and encouragement; my daughter, Hannah, for her beautiful cover art and chapter illustrations; my daughter, Rachel, for her many editorial revisits; and my son, Kyam, for his invaluable suggestions on story cohesion.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Lands Around The Plains

[image: ]


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1.   A Fine Day
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Elisse hung the pot of soup in the fireplace and turned to look out the open window of her kitchen. How long had it been since she’d seen weather this fine?
Oh yes...

She remembered now. It was the day she and her sister Lenore had turned eighteen. That too was a beautiful day and she recalled, on that day, the sisters still had their parents with them. She tried to ignore the uneasiness she felt at this remembrance and looked down at the pot of soup. It would need to simmer for a few hours. A comforting notion came to her that she could spend these hours down by the stream that ran near their cottage. Glancing again through the window, she could see the late afternoon sunlight glistening on the water. That convinced her. She removed her apron, hung it by the cupboard and, in a single motion, was out the door. Walking the narrow path that led to the water, she savored the warm spring air.

The stream had always been her sanctuary. As a child, she would often fall asleep listening to the water. On windy days, she would imagine the stream having hushed conversations with the rustling trees that lined its shores. She went to her favorite place. It was a large, moss-covered stone. When she was little, this was her throne, upholstered in fine green velvet. Her subjects were any creatures that happened by. She had, of course, been a just and wise sovereign.

Elisse sat down and took off her slippers, the ones her sister made for her. Lenore had carefully embroidered a scene on each one. The significance they held for her began to occupy her thoughts. Soon, however, her concentration was broken by the sound of something stirring on the opposite bank. Elisse listened intently, but whatever it was quickly ceased its movement.

“Don’t be afraid, hidden one; I’m harmless,” she said quietly. She assumed it was a rabbit or one of the other small creatures that frequented the stream this time of year. She waited, but as she heard nothing more, she returned to her reveries.

Looking down, she saw a school of tiny red fish swimming in the shallow water at her feet. The sunlight glinted on them as they turned in unison. She saw fish like this every year about this time. The color of the fish delighted her though she knew they would soon be turning an ordinary brown. She wished they wouldn’t change, but of course, they always did.

Why does the exquisiteness of some things often last for so brief a time?

She began to think of the young soldier she hoped to see the next day and wondered if he would offer any insight on her question or if his thoughts would be occupied with battles and strategies. His name was Drance, and he’d sent word that his company would be returning to her village for a brief leave. She sat quietly, recalling the last hours they’d spent together.

Impermanence does amplify our experiences. When you know they are fleeting, you do treasure them more. Still... why is there nothing that abides forever?

Two months ago, Drance’s company had been sent to counter an incursion by enemies from the west. Hostilities between the nation of Forsene and her own country of Agan had begun over a year ago. Several nearby towns had already suffered attacks. Even her own village, Wiston, was briefly overrun. The invaders had been driven off by Drance’s unit. That was how they’d met. Now he was off defending a village several miles to the north. She hoped his sword, and the leather armor her sister Lenore had improved, would protect him from injury or capture.

Why the Forsenes had attacked Agan was a mystery to the common folk of both countries. The two had no history of threats toward one another. The frequency of the conflicts had been increasing until about two weeks ago. Then things began to quiet down a bit. This respite seemed to be mirrored now in the mildness of the weather. It wasn’t simply the coming of spring; the war itself seemed to exert its influence over everything and everyone.

I’m going to ignore these concerns for now. It’s too pleasant an afternoon.

Elisse removed the pin that held her hair in the neat bun she always wore while cooking. She tossed back her head with a shake. The golden hair spilled over her shoulders as she lowered a foot to the stream. As her toe touched the water, she noticed the same stirring sound again. This time she caught a glimpse of movement among the ferns that lined the opposite bank. With hardly a thought, she gathered her skirt and stepped down into the water. Had it been a less pleasant day, she may have been apprehensive. As it was, she felt she was simply indulging a mild curiosity.

Then she heard a new sound. It was a squishing sound as if something were resisting being pulled loose from the mud. As she approached, the sound abruptly ceased. She bent down and carefully began to pull aside the gathering of ferns. A fall of her hair gently brushed the water.

She was startled as a hand reached out and took hold of the lock of hair. She tried to pull back but only succeeded in plopping down in the stream, hunched awkwardly forward. The shock of the cold water lasted only a moment. It was replaced with bewilderment as she saw that the hand that held her hair belonged to an exceedingly small man. On the fellow’s face she saw an intense, but childlike, expression of wonder.

He appears to be harmless, she thought.

No longer fearful, she noticed that he stood no more than three and a half feet tall. He was stocky and appeared quite strong. His face was smooth, and his skin was fair, though sunburnt. He had almost no facial hair, except for his eyebrows, which were slightly bushy. His hair was red and tousled. She had an impression that his general unkempt appearance was the result of a long and difficult journey rather than any lack in grooming. His clothing had the earthy colors of farm folk. She imagined his clothes would have been nice-looking, except for the wear they had endured, which gave them a sad, shabby look. His face had a kind, gentle countenance. Elisse found herself unexpectedly moved with compassion for him.

“May I have your name, please?” she asked, then added, “...and if you might release my hair?”

He seemed to not hear her as his gaze remained fixed on her hair. He wore an expression of amazement more impressive than any she’d ever seen. It was clear to her that he meant her no harm but was simply fascinated with her hair. To her, it was not an object of much interest. Although now that she thought of it, Drance had said that he believed her hair to be uncommonly fine.

But no one has ever thought my hair to be quite this captivating...

She waited patiently as the little fellow turned the lock of her hair in his hand slightly causing the light of the late afternoon sun to reflect from it onto his spellbound face.

“Not the like of this before have I seen, no, never like this!” he said.

Elisse recognized something in his speech that reminded her of northern folk. Though she had never seen a northerner like this. They were recognizable by their clothing first, and then by their manner of speech. She had heard of a race of little folk who lived in the far north, deep in secluded valleys she was told, but she had never met any.

“Has your journey here been from the north, or am I mistaken?” she ventured.

“The north, yes! How knew you this, beautiful one?” he said, his eyes widening even more.

Elisse, slightly embarrassed by the compliment, said, “Um, you speak in the manner that I have heard those of the north use. Although, you are unlike any I have met from there. May I ask the name by which your people are known?”

“I am of the people called Genish, and the name of my village is Arinton. It is in one of the valleys of Gen, to the north of the Harbin Mountains, if you know of these. Far from my home I am, much too far...” this he said as his voice trailed off.

His eyes, though not his fingers, released their hold on her hair, and he looked up into her face.

Elisse settled back a bit, realizing that her hair, at least for the moment, would remain captive.

She smiled, extended a hand, and said, “My name is Elisse, and I am pleased to meet you.”

She was hoping he might release her hair then, but he merely touched her palm with the fingers of his free hand. Clearly, he did not appear to be acquainted with the custom of handshaking. Elisse gently took his hand.

“I live in the cottage you can see up there among the trees,” she said, releasing his hand and pointing up the path. “May I ask your name, and what has led you so far from your home?”

She surprised herself with the emotion she heard in her voice. He continued his examination of her face, identifying the concern in her expression. This appeared to wake him from the spell her hair had cast on him, and he let loose of the lock.

The look of wonder left his face, being replaced with one of embarrassment.

“Forgive me, kind one,” he said, looking now into her eyes.

“My name is Dimplin, and of my journey, I will tell, if it is your wish. But from the water you must come first and find a dry place,” he said, offering her both his hands.

Smiling thankfully, Elisse rose and wrung out her skirt a moment. Then she sat down on the bank and prepared herself, with some anticipation, to hear the tale of his journey.

Once Dimplin had satisfied himself that she was well situated, he tilted his head slightly. His thoughtful expression led Elisse to understand that he believed the forthcoming was something to be richly appreciated.
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2.   Dimplin’s Tale
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The Genish enjoy a time-honored tradition of dramatic storytelling. This ancient skill was most memorably employed by an elder named Grisbin. It was said that once he told a tale so mesmerizing that the people hearing it could not speak for days. They merely passed by one another exchanging knowing glances and subtle nods. As a result, the Genish bestowed on him the moniker, ‘Grisbin The Loquacious’, and have chronicled his performance, in both tome and song, to this day.
It must be understood that the telling of tales in this Genish manner was not, in any way, designed to exalt the teller. Rather, the only motivation was to provide the listener with the most involving experience possible. It was in this spirit that Dimplin began his oration.

He assumed a noble posture. Truth be told, the affectation appeared slightly comical to Elisse, but she made no sign that it had. Instead, recognizing the significance this held for the speaker, she rested her hands in her lap and focused her eyes intently on him. She noticed a slight acknowledgment in his expression. She had suitably discerned the gravity of the moment.

He began...

“I am Dimplin, the son of Crimplee of Arinton in the Deeper Vale, husband of Saranan, and father of three, Tupin, Bristin, and Dridle.”

Throughout what followed, he spoke with great intensity, the expressions on his face amplifying the events of his narration. Often his hands and arms would highlight the more dramatic parts with sweeping gestures.

Dimplin recounted how he had been working in his field on the outskirts of Arinton, on what had begun as an exceptionally fine day. It was an hour past dawn. He was late harvesting this year’s crop and was making haste to hoe up a row of potatoes. Taking a rest from his labors, he looked up as he wiped the sweat from his brow. He noticed a dark cloud was beginning to form over the village. He thought it best to quickly finish the row he was on as it seemed apparent that a downpour was imminent.

Thankfully, no rain came. As he was finishing, he glanced up again toward the village. Between where he stood on the edge of the field, and the cottage where his family still lay sleeping, he saw the air begin to quiver. It reminded him of the way air wavered over an extremely hot surface. Strangely, he felt no heat coming from that direction, rather, he felt a chillness. He marked that the thick clouds he had seen were directly over the village and nowhere else.

As he approached the shimmering air, he could feel a sense of foreboding begin to lay hold on him. Standing just inches from the transparent, undulating shell, he noticed that it was indeed like a wall. It stretched up, into the low clouds above, and far off to his left and right. He reached out his hand to it, not knowing what to expect. He was startled to find that it was hard, not unlike old glass whose surface had rippled over time.

He felt a host of emotions as he struggled with the question of how he might get to his family. They were still asleep in his cottage which lay only a few hundred paces beyond his reach. Seeing no sign of a break in the wall, he walked along it for some time always feeling the surface with his hand. He tried to suppress a feeling of panic as he hurried along searching for any opening and finding none. Inside, bewildered townsfolk emerged from their cottages and began huddling in groups. He tried to speak with some of them and found that he had to raise his voice considerably before they could make out any of his words. He tried to encourage them that things would soon be all right again, but he doubted his own words. Though he saw many of his neighbors, he felt alone. He looked around and saw no one out in the fields. Except for himself, all the citizens of Arinton were enclosed behind the strange wall.

He knew that help from the outside would be long in coming. Arinton was a remote village; secluded in one of the deepest valleys of the Harbin Mountains. Their nearest neighbors were a day’s walk to the north. Weary and fearful, he continued his circuit around the village, returning at last to the field near his home. He sat down and waited hoping to see his wife and children. As he lingered there, the clouds began to clear.

With the sunlight now shining brightly on the village it became clear to him that he had been mistaken. What he thought was a ‘wall’ was actually a kind of ‘dome’ completely enclosing his village.

He sat perplexed for a time. Then a thought struck him, and he quickly ran into the field to fetch his hoe. He returned to the glass-like surface and tried his best to break it with the hoe. It was no use. His most determined blow left no mark at all. Frustrated, he began to dig at the base of the shell. Feverishly, he attacked the soil but, even when he had dug down twice his height below ground level, the barrier continued into the earth. He came to the frightening conclusion that it could not be burrowed under. There was no way in and, more disturbingly, no way out.

Then he saw his wife, Saranan, coming with his three children: Tupin, his firstborn, who was nine, and his twin sisters, Bristin and Dridle who had just turned six. Shortly after he began his circuit around the village, they had begun searching for him. Now Saranan saw him, sitting limply in the field, an expression of fear and anguish on his face. He rose as she approached. He had never seen her look so distraught in all the years he had known her.

Dimplin explained that, from their youth, they had simply understood they were meant to be together in this life. With that knowledge, they had grown together. He waited until he had finished building their tiny cottage before he proposed to her. That was eleven years ago. Now his bride was staring, pleadingly, at him and asking questions that he could not answer. He had never felt such helplessness as he tried to console her.

They were interrupted by the arrival of an elderly woman. Her name was Grendfar, and she was the smallest adult in Arinton owing primarily to the stoop of old age she bore. No one was certain how old she was, but it was thought that her years numbered above one-hundred-thirty.

Dimplin described her as having a wizened face, but he explained, the wrinkles she wore had been the result of decades of cheerfulness resulting in the most pleasant countenance that great age could produce. Then, too, there was a twinkling in her eye that betrayed a mischievous sense of humor. She was known to enjoy an occasional prank, but one that was crafted only to produce in the recipient a well-deserved laugh at one’s own foolishness. She was revered in their village, and outside it as well. Many visitors came to consult her regarding issues of life and family. Her advice and encouragement never failed to bring relief, peace, or reconciliation to those who received it.

Grendfar made clear to all that the wisdom of her words was not the product of any gift or insight she possessed. She always told everyone that the guidance she received was from the One who had created all things, the One who everyone called, from as long ago as any could remember, Evershone.

Continuing, Dimplin told Elisse that Grendfar had motioned to him that he should come closer. She spoke as loudly as her frail voice was able, and he placed an ear on the surface of the wall to better hear her words.

Evershone, she explained, had revealed to her in a dream, just the evening before, that a great evil would befall the village. The source of the evil and its intent was not revealed in the dream. Nevertheless, she said, the people should not be in despair because hope would be found in one of their own citizens. At this point, she paused and looked directly into Dimplin’s eyes. Then she explained that it was he who would be used to bring relief to the village and its people.

In the dream, Grendfar had seen him journeying, with some difficulty, to the southern lands where he would find help through the kindness of a young girl. The girl would be one of the southern folk, a TallOne, as the Genish called them. The name of the girl was not revealed in the dream, but he would know her by her hair which would be as golden as the rays of the sun...

For a moment here, Dimplin paused his narration. He looked up toward the late day sun and then into Elisse’s eyes. Seeing no change in her expression, he continued...

He described how Grendfar had become somber as she warned him that, without the constant help and guidance of Evershone, he would not succeed. And, if he did not, the village and all its people, even his own family, would remain imprisoned within the dome.

Dimplin was confounded and fearful. He never thought of himself in any role that bore resemblance to that of a deliverer. True, he had always taken seriously his responsibilities as husband, father, and citizen of their village, but he considered nothing about those duties remotely heroic.

He did not doubt Grendfar. Nor did he question the sincerity of her conviction that the dream had been given to her by Evershone. He knew that these directions should be followed carefully. He did ask her whether there were any details in the dream that could help him understand how to proceed, but she could offer nothing further, other than that he must simply trust in Evershone to reveal things along the way. He had only to head south and pay close attention to everything.

In his mind, he questioned if his prayers and obedience to Evershone over the years had been adequate to prepare him for this task. He confessed to Grendfar his feelings of inadequacy. She agreed and laughed.

She tried to explain to Dimplin the deeper ways of Evershone, which, he now told Elisse, were considerably different than how he had sized things up. As he understood her, he was left with only one solution: he must simply trust in Evershone and rely on His guidance and not in any skill or virtue he may have thought he had, or did not have, within himself.

Dimplin then told Elisse how he had called his young son over and encouraged him to take on the duty of protector of the family until his return. It was a heavy responsibility, but Tupin did not hesitate to accept it. Dimplin said that his son’s response had filled him with both pride and sadness.

After much weeping and more attempts to console Saranan and the children, he stuffed as many vegetables as he could reasonably carry into his harvesting sack and set his face toward the south. He walked several paces and then glanced back for one last look at his family, home, and village. He so wished he could have given the vegetables to his family, but he trusted the good people of the village would share what they had with his wife and children. Then he realized that most of the town’s farmers had already stored this year’s harvest in the community barn. His heart sank. The harvest barn was outside the cursed dome. There would be little food for anyone soon. He decided to not mention this to Saranan. She would realize their situation soon enough; there was no need to add to her distress now. With tears and a shrug, he continued south determined to do whatever he must for his family and his village. At this point in his tale, Dimplin noticed that Elisse’s eyes had welled with tears. He took a moment to resist the temptation to weep himself and continued.

Many times, he despaired of finding the help Grendfar’s dream had promised. His journey was sometimes difficult and even dangerous. The Harbin Mountains had posed no problem, but crossing south, through the plains, there were battles he needed to avoid. Once, he narrowly escaped injury when a mounted soldier nearly trampled him. Often, he would meet refugees and injured soldiers who lacked food. He always shared his vegetables with them. At this point, Dimplin noticed a look of approval on Elisse’s face.

Dimplin quickly added that it was not that he was a selfless person that he had shared his food. Rather, it was because he reasoned that Evershone was not going to allow him to starve before completing his task. Nevertheless, he admitted, it did give him pleasure to see the vegetables he had planted and tended restore some light in the eyes of these strangers.

He went on to explain that he would typically camp near water, if possible. This was because, though Genish were a strong folk, they had one serious weakness. Dehydration would cause them to become quite delirious. This could prove fatal were they in any circumstance that was not entirely safe to begin with. He told her this as he was preparing to end his tale.

After nearly a fortnight of travel, Dimplin concluded, he had stopped by this very creek to rest and refresh himself and, being surprised by the arrival of a beautiful lady, had hid himself.

“Discovered was I, by you, Elisse, of the golden hair. And so ends my tale,” he said with satisfaction. Dimplin smiled and looked steadily at Elisse.

Oblivious to the compliment, Elisse remained silent for a moment as she wiped away a tear.

Finally, feeling a bit uncomfortable under his gaze, she said, “Dimplin, may you find the guidance you seek from... Evershone, is it? Your family must be in despair for your safety. I wish I had the wisdom to help you find what you are seeking. I’m afraid all I can offer you is some rest and refreshment in my home,” she said, again gesturing to the path that led up the hill to her cottage.

Dimplin, however, continued to stare at her curiously. He reached out and again took a lock of her hair.

Holding it up he said simply, “Do you not understand, fair one?”

Elisse was genuinely confused. It took a few seconds for her to comprehend his meaning.

No! she thought.

How absurd that he might be thinking she was the object of the old woman’s dream. She was a simple farm girl; she possessed no skills beyond those common to such a life.

“No, I... I don’t see how...,” she stammered, “...it would be an honor to help, but I can offer only refreshment and encouragement. I have neither wisdom nor talents that would be helpful,” she ended pleadingly.

Dimplin’s expression remained constant, except for a slight extension of his smile before he said, “These thoughts you express are familiar to me, like my own.”

Elisse took a few moments to reflect on the meaning of his words and remained silent.

Dimplin continued, “Never have I thought, a deliverer I could be. If not for Grendfar’s dream and knowing of the wisdom of Evershone, I would have remained as you.”

Elisse could see that Dimplin was firm in his conviction that it was she he was supposed to meet. His confidence did not assist her in her own, however. She knew nothing of his village, or his people, or this Evershone he trusted.

She simply said, “Come along with me to our cottage, Dimplin. You can rest and have something to eat and drink and when you are refreshed, we can talk of this again.”

“Honored I am and grateful to you!” said Dimplin.

Elisse picked up her slippers and crossed the stream, her new friend following. When she reached the bank, she put on the slippers and waited. The little stream was more like a river for Dimplin. He was waist-deep at its center and his trousers were quite soaked by the time he scrambled up the bank next to her.

Their walk to the cottage was leisurely and pleasant. The sun was nearly setting now, and the light gave an amber hue to the trees. Dimplin’s expectations were high. The hope he had almost abandoned returned with blessed strength. He thanked Evershone who had again proven faithful.

As he entered the cottage, Dimplin was filled with longings. Except for its scale, the warmth and coziness of Elisse’s cottage reminded him of his own home. The aroma of the simmering soup enhanced the sensation. He could almost imagine Saranan and the children running up to shower him with hugs.

“This is so like my home...” sighed Dimplin.

Elisse noticed his wet clothes and suggested he sit down on the hearth while she checked on the soup. When he was warm and dry, she smiled and invited him to sit at a table which had already been set for two. She explained that her sister, Lenore, would be returning from her shopping in the town and would be joining them soon.

Dimplin prepared to hoist himself up onto the chair. Elisse, scolding herself, quickly found an unusually thick book and a pillow. She placed the book on the floor and the pillow on the seat. Dimplin smiled and made good use of these. He felt most comfortable at the simple, yet beautifully set, table. The tablecloth and napkins were the work of her sister. They were embroidered with scenes of the stream and their cottage. Elisse had fashioned the napkin rings and candlesticks which featured simple, yet artful, carvings of animals familiar to them.

She set a place for Dimplin and brought him a mug of hot tea with honey. He could not recall a time when he had enjoyed a cup of tea more. What a relief it was to be here, enjoying the warmth and comfort of their cottage.

Elisse continued preparing their supper until she heard her sister coming up the trail. Lenore was singing a tune from their childhood. It was the one that told of lovers who were far apart. It was a favorite of their mother’s and the sisters loved it. Lenore stopped singing as she entered the cottage. Seeing this uncommon-looking guest startled her.

Before she could speak a word, Elisse stood and said, “Dimplin, may I introduce my sister, Lenore. Lenore, meet my new friend Dimplin of Arinton of the north.”

Hopping down from his chair and bowing with his head nearly touching the floor, Dimplin said, “A very great pleasure I have to meet you, Lenore, sister of Elisse.”

Lenore hesitated a moment, then smiled broadly and, with an exaggerated curtsy said, “And honored am I to meet you as well, Dimplin, friend of Elisse, visitor of the northern climes.”

There was no mockery in her words. Lenore was thoroughly pleased with this unexpected meeting. Still holding her shopping in one arm, she reached down and took Dimplin’s hand and shook it enthusiastically. He was beginning to understand the concept of the handshake now.

Lenore set her purchases down and took her seat at the table. After she was comfortable, Dimplin mounted his chair and smiled with pleasure. Lenore returned his smile with one of her own and added a wink. He could not have felt more at home.

As the last light of day faded, Elisse lit the candles on the table as well as the lamp that hung from the sturdy beam above them. She set a plate mounded with appetizing-looking breads on the table. Then she began filling three bowls with the hearty soup that had been cooking in the fireplace all afternoon.

She set the bowls of soup before them and seated herself. She offered the plate of bread to Dimplin and was surprised when he did not reach for any. She had assumed his hunger would be extraordinary.

“I’m sorry, Dimplin. Is there something else I could offer you?” she said.

Elisse was disappointed, not in his reaction but in her presumption about his tastes. She knew nothing of Genish cuisine.

“By no means! A meal worthy of a king is this!” said Dimplin.

Dimplin explained that to be offered such a meal prepared by the hands of his new friend without telling Evershone how thankful he was would have felt most ungrateful.

Setting the bread down Elisse said, “By all means, tell Evershone what is in your heart,” then she added, “and might you thank him, for me, for our new friendship?”

“A great pleasure it would be!” said Dimplin.

He expressed his gratitude for the hospitality of Elisse and Lenore and added many more words of thanks as well as entreaties for the safety of his family and his village. He concluded with the words of thanks Elisse had requested.

Lenore sat with eyes wide open throughout the prayer, closing them only as it ended.

Who is this little fellow who has, in so brief a time, captured the heart of my sister? And who is this Evershone he spoke to as if he knew him personally?

Their parents had said grace at meals; that was not what she found unique. It was the fervency of Dimplin’s prayer, and her sister’s request, which struck her. The people of Agan believed in a creator. Their understanding, though, was that He took little interest in the affairs of one’s life. He did not care to be ‘known’ by them and simply allowed people to live by their own lights. Some felt unsatisfied with this, as did Elisse and Lenore’s parents. Others were content to have no one to answer to but themselves. These tended to insist on the anonymity of their deity. As a result, their creator had no name, though some simply referred to Him as The Far One.

As they began to eat, Lenore’s curiosity could be contained no longer.

She blurted out, without a hint of anger or envy, “Alright then, can you both tell me what has transpired this afternoon? Something amazing, evidently, and I would like to be in on it!”

Dimplin and Elisse glanced at each other, then turned back to Lenore. Seeing her indignant expression, they both laughed.

Elisse described their meeting at the creek, making sure to describe how awkwardly she sat in the stream while Dimplin held her hair. This was followed by Dimplin’s retelling of his story, though more briefly, right up to the point where they now sat at this very table.

As her sister had, Lenore listened with the same rapt attention and with nearly identical emotions at each juncture. As Dimplin finished, Lenore turned and fixed her eyes on her sister, who returned a sheepish and questioning look.

“Well, it is you, isn’t it? You are the one in the dream, right?” Lenore asked.

Elisse hesitated before responding.

“I can’t be, Lenore,” she said with an exasperated sigh. “You know me. What do I have to offer but a decent meal and some encouraging words?” pleaded Elisse.

“Well, that doesn’t seem to be the point of it if I understand the whole thing correctly,” Lenore retorted.

“Isn’t it up to the one who gave Grendfar the dream? Evershone, I mean. I don’t think you have any choice in the matter!” said Lenore laughing.

Elisse felt irritated with her sister. It was not Lenore who was being tasked to... what? ... she didn’t even know. The burden would be hers to carry, not Lenore’s. Her sister should have understood that.

Truth was, everything about Dimplin and his tale had convinced Lenore that Elisse was the one. Especially what he said about Evershone. There was something that stirred in Lenore whenever Dimplin mentioned this name.

Lenore wanted to encourage Elisse, and so she asked Dimplin something which had been in her heart from his first mention of the name.

“Dimplin, can you tell us what you know of the one you call Evershone? We have never heard this name. We know nothing of him,” Lenore said.

Dimplin told her that, as far back as any could recall, the Genish knew the creator of the world by the name Evershone. It was He who made the earth for their home. He made the seeds for their crops and the sun and rain to make them grow. He explained how, as a child, he tried to listen for Evershone in his heart. He began to understand His ways, which were always wise. He discovered that, because Evershone cared for him, he was free to consider the needs of others before his own. As he grew older, he was surprised to learn that not everyone believed in Evershone. There were times when someone would challenge his trust in Him.

As an example, he told them about something one of his friends said to him a few months ago. This friend tried to convince him that what he imagined was the work of Evershone was simply the way the world worked.

As the friend had put it, ‘If you are optimistic and concentrate on the thing you want, you will find that, in time, you will get it’.

Dimplin did not understand how that would work, but, because his friend was cleverer than he, he thought he would give his theory a try.

One day, he found himself admiring his neighbor Truggle’s new hoe. It was a beautiful thing with a head made of polished brass and a hardwood handle that was smooth, except for a strip of beautiful carvings that ran down its length. He thought how fine it would be to have such a thing to use for his planting. Although he knew his own hoe was perfectly fine, he thought it would be a good thing to have a new one like Truggle’s.

Then one day, he saw a hoe much like Truggle’s, hanging in a shop in the village. He hurried home and found that he had enough money to buy it. Without asking Evershone for guidance, he returned to the shop and bought it.

He had what he wanted and had not asked Evershone for it. Perhaps his friend had been right.

Soon, however, he noticed things begin to go wrong. His new hoe required polishing to keep it shining bright and oil had to be rubbed into the wood to protect the carvings on its handle. Although it looked
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