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On the same fateful day, he receives a windfall inheritance from his anonymous estranged father; arrogant underachiever Gavyn Trevelyan suffers a terrible disfigurement in a suicidal tragedy at the hands of his casual girlfriend Rose. Rose perishes due to her injuries. Trevelyan barely survives, suffering terrible disfigurements to his face, upper body, and right hand and arm. Alive but horribly burned, he convalesces in his father's former stately home in the mountains of Snowdonia, North Wales. During this time, Trevelyan keeps to himself, seeing only his nurse, Evelyn, and his father's steward, Beattie. Beattie and Trevelyan form a burgeoning friendship over conversations regarding his father and his life. Following a conversation with Beattie, Trevelyan finds his father's journals hidden in the library. These journals detail his studies and research into mysticism and occult practices to create a unique world on the outer reaches of consciousness, which he calls ‘Hiraeth’. After many months of studying the journals, Trevelyan discovers his father's Sanctum, a hidden room within the mansion where both he and Hiraeth were conceived. Trevelyan’s discoveries reveal he has an estranged twin sister and that his mother is, in truth, his adopted mother, his biological mother, Morgan Llewelyn having died immediately after bearing twins.

Trevelyan ascends to Hiraeth through an act of ritual. There, he finds himself on an untamed and vibrant island in a world not unlike our own in the distant past. Where tribal communities and wild and rugged landscapes merge with myths and legends, forming unique peoples and customs. He also finds that his disfigurements are gone. Trevelyan also encounters ‘Incarnates’, metaphysical personifications created by his parents. These become both strong allies and fearsome enemies. During this short initial expedition into this new world, Trevelyan encounters an eldritch old man named Tyst, one of the many Incarnates that exist in Hiraeth. Tyst is a being created to bear witness to all that transpires within Hiraeth. He can only communicate with responses to direct questions but acts as a guide to Trevelyan and names him The Wayfarer, a man whose presence was prophesied as a dire threat to Hiraeth and its existence by the mysterious prophet Nestor.

Trevelyan visits this new world again, and after being taken by the Wardens, a warrior clan led by the First Warden, he is escorted to the citadel for judgment. During the journey, Trevelyan triggers a trap set for him centuries ago. The trap reveals to the others on the journey his identity after he demonstrates a deadly power in order to save them. This incident starts a chain of events leading to a confrontation with citadel guards, resulting in one of the company members dying and another brutally maimed. At this time, news of a conclave for all the clans at the behest of the Arch Druid causes the First Warden to divide the company. Those remaining with the First Warden plan to leave the island and present Trevelyan to the conclave. During this journey, receives a gift from an Incarnate named Anwedd. Trevelyan extricates himself from the others after another demonstration of his power in order to save some of the company. Acting alone, he confronts the Magister of the Citadel, ultimately agreeing to a bargain that will secure the company's safety and allow him to return home. This is a snare. Trevelyan is deceived into summoning a woman from the real world to replace him in Hiraeth. He tries to save her before he disappears, but in doing so, he kills the Magister and destroys the citadel. He awakes to find himself within the sanctum of his mansion. Wracked by pain, and back in his burned and twisted body, he resolves to return to save the woman, if she is still alive
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Severyn Begins

As he emerged from the western mountains onto the blackened plain of ash that lay before him, Severyn paused to behold the vista. Naught but scorched earth stretched out for leagues toward the distant mountains ahead. Dressed in rags and barefoot, like the great Nestor before him, he began the task that was given to him by his Lord and master. 

His time beneath the mountain was not lost to him, or his time before that, but he had since been reborn. He had no fear, nor desires to call his own, only his given task. There would be no fatigue, no hunger, no thirst, nor sleep. He could feel the heat on his back from the molten lava that coursed from the mountaintop behind him, he could hear the sound of the scorched ash crush beneath his feet as he started upon the path that he must take, but he felt no pain. His destination lay to the east beyond the great sea, and many leagues stood between him and his goal, Ogof Dwyryd, a cave that would take him deep into the bowels of the earth and beneath the great ocean, into the deep, dark subterranean realm of Rhagen.

As he walked, he repeated the message he had to deliver, sometimes to himself, other times aloud. Like a mantra, he repeated the words until he was no longer aware of his surroundings and followed the inborn compass that would lead him to his destination. Severyn imagined the end of his long journey, and he began to drool from his lopsided and twisted grin and reflected on his good fortune.

He had been sent to the western mountains of Lord Diras by the Magister of the Citadel, as a reward for his dedicated service. The journey had taken many days, sailing north from Highlands harbour past the ruined lands of Yr Agendor, then westward across the roof of the world and finally south to the demesne of Dinas Diras. He recalled his trepidation as he approached the western coastline and its fearful black, craggy mountains, eerily lit in the darkness by molten rock and fire from the volcanoes that lay beyond. He almost lost his nerve for a moment, but the moment passed, his fear replaced by his utmost trust in his Magister and his faith. 

The captain and crew of 'Sea salt's Dream' had no such virtues, however, and remained steadfast in their resolve to depart after launching their precious ward aboard a small coracle to row the last remaining distance to shore and before he had made land, the ship and its crew had already disappeared into the darkness. He waded the last several yards to the rocky shore and secured the coracle to a large stalagmite. A moment later, a tall figure approached through the gloom ahead, dressed in dark, sweeping robes, moving silently through the ochre twilight. Rhydian recoiled at the face of the stranger as it neared him. This was no man, maybe once, but no longer. Beneath the hooded cloak was a countenance devoid of any humanity. It had the eyes of a man, but they burned with a sickly green intensity. The bloodless white face had the remains of a nose but no mouth below, only cold stretched flesh in a silent, everlasting scream. A pale hand reached out to him, beckoning him to follow as it turned and led the way. Rhydian, awash with fear and doubt, almost turned and fled back to the coracle, but he knew it was too late to refuse now, besides, the Magister had told him this was the only way to fulfil the legacy of his forefathers. The last son of the blood of Nestor, last in a long line of devout inheritors of prophecy, Rhydian felt his fate at hand and trailed behind the figure as it led across the scorched wasteland toward a large black mausoleum within the shadow of the mountains. From there he was led ever downward through narrow passages that intertwined beneath the volcanoes above, then a staircase that skirted a vast pool of magma. The figure in black moved effortlessly down the steps, never feeling the heat or stopping for breath, unlike Rhydian. Down and down they went until finally they were met with a thick stone platform and a doorway hewn in the wall ahead. Here the figure stopped and stepped aside for Rhydian to enter. He passed through the doorway into a vast Stygian chamber. A river of molten lava provided the only light as it ran along the chamber floor and beneath a shelf of rock raised above, while steps on either side led to the mezzanine. Other than Rhydian, the chamber was unoccupied. He turned to watch the pale creature that escorted him here retreat back up the stairs, leaving Rhydian alone beneath the crushing weight of the chamber roof somewhere high above him. The smell of Sulphur and attar rose from the red moiling river, making his eyes sting and assailing his senses. A voice reached out to him from somewhere within the chamber, a deep, resounding voice devoid of any pity or mercy.

"Rhydian ap Nestor," the disembodied voice boomed, “favoured of Gideon Slay, scion of Nestor the prophet and last blood of his name." The words reverberated inside Rhydian’s head, causing him to lose his balance, casting him down onto the cold stone floor. The voice seemed to have a weight of its own, oppressive enough to prostrate Rhydian in an act of involuntary abeyance, as he cowered at the mention of his name.

"Long have you languished in the service of your forebears, long have you awaited the culmination of your fate. Your destiny is now at hand! Do you accept your doom freely and without fear?"

"I do" Rhydian howled.

As the last echo of his proclamation rang within the chamber, a burning, vertical wreath of quivering green fire erupted on the mezzanine platform to his left.

"Then rise!" The voice demanded. Rhydian was snatched to his feet by the unseen power of the voice. "Ascend and receive the blessings of the Infinite!”

Rhydian climbed the stone stairs that led to the mezzanine and approached the wreath that blazed pale green in stark contrast to the red glow of the chamber. He stood before the wreath and gazed into its black depths, held prisoner by the power of the voice he was helpless but willing.  He saw that the reality of his world began and ended with the green circlet of fire that burned before him, for within its emerald bounds, darkness churned, that was not of Hiraeth, and within that darkness loomed the figure of a man.

"Behold Great One!" The unseen voice in the chamber announced. "Here stands Rhydian ap Nestor, a willing vessel. Let him be reborn in service to your will." The voice that reverberated through Rhydian’s mind, spoke to the unseen observer within the circlet of green fire, a vague shadow that reached out toward Rhydian from the void, its dark touch transforming him, enveloping him in its obscure embrace, cremating the man that was Rhydian in a conflagration of black flame that purged him completely. When the transformation was complete, the darkness withdrew back within the green wreath but did not disappear. The creature that now stood where Rhydian had been was barely recognisable as a man, a gangly creature, pale as bone and without hair and wearing a lopsided grin, its emerald eyes glowing with a sickly hue.

"It is done!" The voice within the chamber boomed in victory. The air shimmered, growing denser several feet ahead as a figure materialised, a dark figure full of stars. "I name you Severyn! And you have a message to bear!" Laughter echoed from the void within the circlet of green fire, laughter from another world.

Therefore, he walked, repeating his mantra as he went. The leagues fell away beneath his feet as his relentless march carried him across the ash-strewn waste of the western plains into the vitality of the green mountains that led to the river lands and the sea. 
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Warden’s Escape

A storm was building at sea, bearing horizontal rain born on southern winds, while two solitary figures melted into the deluge as they departed Mid Ward and made for the river crossing. Visibility was poor, but Saeth had traversed this path many times. He had hoped to gain conversation with Caerwyn on their journey, but the wind took any attempt at speech between them, and so they continued wordless with heads bowed, as they endured the storm. They finally reached the river, now swollen and raging. Saeth had hoped to cross the wooden bridge to the trees on the other bank and shelter beneath them for a while, but the torrents of water had completely submerged the bridge, making it impassable. There was another, larger bridge further north near the Warden's Tower, but that would likely add another half a day onto the journey, and Saeth could not help but feel that time was a luxury they could ill afford. He contemplated attempting to cross anyway, but he knew it would be folly. They would have to make for the Tower Bridge and try to make up the lost time when the storm receded. They followed the river north, past the borders of Mid Ward, until the flame atop the Wardens Tower appeared between the sheets of rain, whereupon Saeth wheeled away to the left. The bridge had almost succumbed to the floodwater when they came upon it, and they hastily scrambled across, fighting the oncoming rush of wind and rain. Both of them were drenched to the skin by the time they reached the first of the scattered trees that bordered the riverbank, hurrying onward to the forest that lay beyond. Once beneath the large, interconnected boughs of the mighty oaks that grew amongst the other trees, Saeth finally dropped his pack and removed his hood. They were sheltered from both wind and rain here, and he swiftly built a fire by which the two men huddled for warmth.

They had dried out a little and rested for a short time, before Saeth stamped out the fire, repacked the sack, and, leading the way, continued directly south under the cover of the trees. After a while, the rain abated and the dark clouds faded away, leaving only a few white clouds in an otherwise unspoilt sky.

As night fell, Saeth called a halt to their journey at the southernmost border of the forest, making camp within the trees but leaving a clear line of sight to the shimmering lights of West Ward. With the river on their left and the mountains on the right, they sat beneath the trees between the two.

Saeth had tired of trying to engage Caerwyn in conversation and fell into silence once again. It served nothing to brood as the boy did, but Saeth had other, more pressing concerns. He must leave Caerwyn to his brooding and enter West Ward alone. They had need of a small skiff or rowboat just big enough to carry the two of them across the straights to Ynys Unfed, the first of the small group of islands connected by long floating wooden causeways. From there they would make their way, island to island, causeway by causeway, until they gained the great forest on the mainland, within which lay Old Stones, the ancient monument where the clans would meet. It was Saeth's intention to go directly to the conclave and await the First and the others there.

Having instructed the boy to stay in the camp and remain quiet, a task Saeth believed the boy could accomplish without effort, he slipped away through the trees and out of sight. He would need help if he wished to depart Wayfarers Isle unseen. There were few to be trusted in such times as these and no way to know who may have been touched by the Sentinel's treachery against the people of the lowlands.

Covering the distance between the forest and the boundaries of West Ward swiftly and without incident, Saeth knew of only one man here he trusted with his life. Emhyr ap Iwan. They had grown up in Mid Ward and trained for the Wardens together. After being enrolled, Emhyr was posted to the West Ward while Saeth remained in Mid Ward, but the two men kept in regular contact when one or the other happened to be nearby. It had been more than a year since Saeth had seen his friend, but he knew that Emhyr's loyalty was with the Wardens, not the Sentinels. At least, he hoped that it was still so.

Saeth slipped between the buildings, keeping to the shadows, maneuvering unseen throughout the Ward until he reached the abode of Emhyr ap Iwan. There, a lantern burned outside the door, casting silhouettes that flickered and danced with the passing breeze. Saeth remained in the shadows, awaiting confirmation that Emhyr was home. He waited longer than he had wished without any sign of his friend before he forced himself into the light and rapped sharply on the door and disappeared back into the shadows before the door swung open, revealing a tall, well-built man with shaggy red hair and a beard dressed only in his undergarments, peering into the darkness with a countenance of confusion.

“Who goes?” He bellowed angrily. "I am in no mood for japes." He reached for the large axe that he kept next to the door and brandished it to the darkness. "Show yourself, or it will be the worst for you!"

Saeth held his tongue for a moment longer, watching his naked friend threaten the night before he spoke. "And what could be worse than Emhyr ap Iwan's arse?" Stepping out of the shadows, Saeth emerged before Emhyr with a look of mock horror on his face as he covered his eyes in jest.

"By my beard... is that Saeth Wledig?" Emhyr exclaimed. He dropped the axe and swept Saeth up in his massive arms before swinging him around in full circle and returning him to his feet, dizzy and smiling. "What brings you here in the dead of night?" his smile faded as he realised the gravity of the inappropriate timing.

"I would speak to you of it inside if your woman will allow Emhyr, my friend," Saeth said as the two men gripped each other’s right forearm in greeting.

"I have worn her out with my superior lovemaking," boasted Emhyr in jest, "Nestor's ghost could not rouse her! Please...be welcome" Emhyr opened the door and the two men entered, and although modest, the cabin was warm and homely. Emhyr poured some wine and the two men sat by the fire and spoke in whispers. Saeth recounted the events that surrounded the Wayfarer Gafyn Trevelyan and their journey to Dryweryn Township, and of his rescue of Aderyn with Caerwyn and their subsequent quest to join with the First Warden and the remaining company at the gathering. After he had finished his telling, Saeth let his words fall on Emhyr in silence.

"So, Nestor's prophecy was indeed sooth!" exclaimed Emhyr, more to himself than to Saeth.

"In part," Saeth replied thoughtfully before continuing, "but I don’t believe him to be the doom that Nestor foresaw. He has great power, but I sense that it is both a mystery and a burden to him. Although his arrival coincides with the rising threat from the west, I see no threat in him himself, besides, the First has put his trust in him, and so I shall do the same," he said as if in conclusion.

"Then how can I help, friend?" asked Emhyr without further questions.

“Emhyr, I need a small vessel to get Caerwyn and me off this island. We are fugitives now, and if we are captured, it would mean our death.”

"That explains the dozen Sentinel Guards that arrived several days ago. My guess is that they are watching the harbour for any that may attempt to leave," replied Emhyr.

"I thought as much. They will have arrived in Mid Ward by now, I’d wager," groaned Saeth. His thoughts strayed to his wife and child. He prayed they were safe under the protection of the Arch Warden, having had no part to play on behalf of Trevelyan. He looked up at Emhyr. "Time is my enemy, old friend, what say you?"

"If it is as you have said, then I cannot let you bear these troubles alone," said Emhyr, dressing. Within minutes, he was armed and ready to leave. "I shall accompany you at least as far as Old Stones. If there were to be a gathering, then I would be there to witness it. Mayhap one day I can tell the tale of Emhyr and Saeth's adventures in the saving of Hiraeth," he laughed. Then he kissed the sleeping maiden lovingly on her forehead and ushered Saeth out into the night.

Emhyr's dwelling lay on the boundary of the harbour and the woods. Using the tree line as cover, the two men picked their way toward the shore, avoiding the lanterns of the patrolling Sentinels. They waited silently until the guard had passed them by and edged their way down to the harborside.

Large seafaring ships lay moored between the wooden walkways. Cargo was loaded and unloaded using these wide walkways, but a handful of small skiffs were tied alongside for use during small repairs that could be made above the waterline of the floating ship.

Emhyr and Saeth entered the cold, choppy water and clung to the footings of the walkways, using the stanchions to pull themselves unseen beneath. Before long, they were within reach of the nearest skiff. The patrolling guards could be heard above, and the light from their lanterns gave indication to where they were, allowing the two men to await the best possible occasion to slip out from under the walkway and swim to the skiff. Once alongside the small vessel, Emhyr slipped his knife from his belt and cut the mooring rope, allowing the skiff to free float away from the ship alongside. The two men remained in the water, guiding the skiff away from the harbour and out of sight of the guards. They moved against the tide, causing small waves to slap at the front of the skiff. If anyone had noticed, it would have been obvious what was occurring. The harbour slowly disappeared out of sight as they rounded the small cliffs, where the men allowed themselves to board the vessel and row half a league northward before landing the craft on the shore. They scrambled out of the skiff and dragged it up the gravel beach and into the trees. They covered the skiff with branches and leaves from the nearby trees before they readied themselves to return to camp and Caerwyn. Just as they were about to enter the woods, a voice called to them from the darkness.

"Drop your weapons and step back three paces, or I will put an arrow through your hearts."

Emhyr and Saeth froze. The voice came from somewhere ahead of them, hidden in the darkness of the forest. A thrum of a bowstring accompanied by a whoosh of air, and an arrow landed in the earth, not an inch from Saeth's foot.

"The next one will be your last," the unseen voice declared.

The men did as they were instructed, looking at each other and then the darkness from whence the voice came. When they had stepped the three paces backward, the silhouetted figure of a man emerged from beneath the tree line and into the clearing along the shore. His bow was drawn and pointed at the two men.

"On your knees," The voice commanded.

He was too far away for either Emhyr or Saeth to rush him with an attack. They had no weapons, and he would have time to take his shot and rearm his bow before either of them could hope to reach him. They dropped to their knees in compliance. The man stepped out of the shadows and into the early morning daylight. A Sentinel Guard. He must have spotted them and followed them along the shore before hiding amongst the trees to await them. It was unclear if he was alone. He approached the two kneeling figures but stopped at a safe distance, wary of any attempted attack. Saeth concluded that he must be alone, or he would not be so wary. Also, that the man intended to kill them both before alerting his comrades, perhaps to claim any glory or reward for himself. Saeth saw him grin savagely and turn his bow on Emhyr, about to release his arrow, when suddenly, in a burst of crimson and steel, a sword thrust its way out of his grinning mouth before disappearing again. Both Saeth and Emhyr watched speechless as the archer fell in a crumpled heap on the floor, revealing Caerwyn behind him with his bloody sword.
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Trevelyan Awakes

Trevelyan’s vision cleared enough for him to make out the details of the Sanctum, where he now lay prostrate on the ground. How long had he been gone from Bryngaer? He had no sense of the time, only the pain that began to wrack his body, as it had before he ascended to Hiraeth. He reached out with his right arm, only to find the blackened, twisted stump that hung lifeless from his torso. Trevelyan tried to move his legs into a sitting position, but they would not yet obey his mind. It took several minutes before he could finally exert any control over the burned and broken body he currently occupied. Sitting upright, he gathered his thoughts for a moment. Slay, the Citadel, the woman! Did I really see her, was any of it real? He slapped his face with his left hand hard enough to cause his lip to bleed a little. A moment later, his senses returned. Once again, he proved himself a coward, tricked into making a bargain that suited him. He had made the choice to abandon all of his comrades to their fate. Trevelyan tried to convince himself that he did it to save their lives, but he knew it was not true. The hard truth was he did it because he wanted to; he wanted to be released from the responsibility. He had learned nothing since Rose, he was still the selfish child he had always been when it counted, when he was needed. "What have I done?" he moaned. 

It took him several minutes to stand and regain his balance. Incredibly thirsty and wondering how long he had been laying on the Sanctum floor, he noticed that the candles had not burned down entirely.  He still had no idea how long he had been gone. Hiraeth was as real as this world when he was there, but now? The longer he took to gather his wits, the more dreamlike it seemed. Coward, He accused himself. That's not true either! It only suits you to believe it was a dream because that absolves you. He slapped himself across the face again, this time not to sharpen his wits, but to humiliate himself.

He made his way back down the stairs that led to the mirror door and found himself once more in his rooms, hurrying to the bed to check the clock on the bedside cabinet, midnight or as near as damn.  What time had Evelyn left? It all felt so long ago now. His mind felt caught between the differing timelines. At his best guess, he had been gone approximately ten hours, so today must be the early hours of Saturday morning. There was still time before Evelyn's return on Monday. He conjured the image of the frightened woman as she sprawled at the feet of Gideon Slay, and his shame made him wince. He knew he must go back to try and save her, but his mind was still adjusting to his present reality, leaving him feeling dizzy and a little confused. Snatching Seymour’s journals from the table, he made his way down the staircase and into the kitchen to find himself some nourishment. There he helped himself to some cold meat leftovers, a strong cup of tea, and began flicking through the journal, looking for some clue that might explain his part in the mystery that surrounded his parent's otherworldly legacy.

Trevelyan could not shake the feeling that there was something he was missing, something that tied all the missing pieces together, going as far back as Fairbourne and his office. Up until then, life was fairly predictable and stable. Since he had attended that appointment with Fairbourne, his life had become an out of control roller coaster, with him along only for the ride. The inheritance, Rose's immolation, his disfigurement, the discovery of his adoption, the identity of his true parents, and that he had a long-lost twin sister. It was then that the realisation hit him. SISTER! The woman, it must be her, but how? He was momentarily stunned while his reason struggled to catch up with his instinct. When I was stood beneath the archway in the Citadel, the Magister had done something to me, what was it? He urged his mind to recall the image of Gideon Slay's obese face as he stood before him. "He touched my forehead," he said aloud in a revelation. "That was the trap!” Slay used my return to Bryngaer to bring her to Hiraeth! When he touched my forehead, he must have somehow summoned her before returning me to the Sanctum. Trevelyan did not understand what it meant, but it felt right. The image of the Citadel domed roof coming down filled his mind with dread. Have I killed her? Despite the pain that gnawed at his nerves, he knew he must rescue the woman, his sister, if she lives. 

Trevelyan had kept his thoughts on the discovery of his parents and his subsequent twin at bay over the past few months. He already had enough to deal with by trying to keep up with Evelyn's regime and planning his first ascent to Hiraeth, having already decided to use his immense wealth to find his twin after he had investigated their parent’s legacy. Hiraeth was as much an inheritance as Bryngaer and the money. Trevelyan was almost certain she would know nothing of Charles Seymour or Morgan Llewelyn, as he had known nothing. Fairbourne, had he been lying to my face when we met, or did he truly not know of her existence? Either way, the fact left Trevelyan unsettled and surer that he was missing some vital clue as to what was really going on in both this world and Hiraeth. Why had Slay wanted her brought to Hiraeth? Something was eluding him; lurking behind every corner, a feeling of having been manipulated somehow.

The answers may be held within the journals. He had bent all his focus on finding the information he needed to gain access to Hiraeth on the first reading, perhaps now he could find something more that may enlighten him before he returned. Although impatient, he forced himself to reread Seymour’s journal, looking for anything he felt could help him better understand what was at stake. He reached the part where Seymour spoke of the Incarnates. It seems Morgan created many to nurture her work with the ecology and environment. He had already encountered Anwedd, and, of course, Tyst, Seymour's only remaining Incarnate. He thought about what Gideon Slay had said in the Citadel about Tyst wanting Trevelyan to destroy Hiraeth so that he could finally be free. It had a kind of sense to it, but Trevelyan refused to believe that Tyst would betray him. He turned his attention back to the journal. How many other Incarnates were there? Here it mentioned The Tree. Could this be another kind of Incarnate? Seymour did point out that some were neither male nor female, and why did Morgan hide it? Trevelyan began to wonder if Morgan was aware of Seymour’s growing psychosis. Perhaps she did it as some kind of safeguard against Seymour and his unpredictable behaviour. Then there was the question of Seymour’s loss of control and attempt to destroy Hiraeth. Did that have some kind of impact on Morgan, causing her death? 

Trevelyan tidied the mess he made in the kitchen before returning to his quarters.  He had one more order of business that he must attend to before he could ascend once again to Hiraeth. With that done, he lingered for a moment and studied the moon. It seemed at once familiar and strange, hung above the mountains, peering through the clouds. He did not know how long it would be before he saw it again and so he allowed himself a long last look before turning away, opening the mirror door and climbing the stairs to the Sanctum. As he disrobed, Trevelyan considered that there must be many of Morgan’s Incarnates hidden in Hiraeth other than Anwedd. Seymour had freely admitted to disposing of all of his, except for Tyst. If these Incarnates were personified aspects of their creator, then his encounter with Anwedd was a kind of encounter with Morgan, perhaps this could also be a way to connect with the mother he never knew, if he could find her Incarnates. 

For no particular reason he felt very alone in this strange arcane room dressed in sweet smelling robes and his thoughts drifted to Rose. To his great surprise, he found he missed her and wished she were here with him, but of course, in a macabre way she was.

With grim determination, fear of his sister’s demise and the promise of connecting in some way to Morgan, he prepared the Sanctum by inscribing the cardinal pentagrams in the air and invoked the elemental forces. He built the dragon doors in his mind and pushed them open...
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Trevelyan was back on Wayfarers Isle amidst the twilight. Was it growing dark, or light? With no sunrise or sunset, it was difficult to tell. Looking at the sky above, there was no moon to light the way, nor stars to accompany him, just passing clouds and the solitary call of some hunting bird. Trevelyan decided that the sky was beginning to brighten as a burgeoning azure slowly crept into the darkness, and he could feel the chill of the night air dissipating. Although he could not see too far ahead, he knew if he kept walking, he would soon find the monolith and could summon Tyst. For a moment or two, he stood perfectly still, spellbound once again by the serenity that surrounded him. He curled his toes in the damp grass beneath his feet, listened to the slow cacophony of birdsong that greeted the first light of day as it cast its sunless shadows through the shimmering leaves of the nearby trees. Trevelyan took a long, deep breath before making his way toward the monolith and Tyst. He felt at peace as he walked, lost in the wilderness of a miracle. The pain and discomfort of his deformities swept away in an instant, as he was reborn in a world of outstanding natural beauty in his perfect body of light. It was all too easy to forget the peril that awaited him here, or the destruction he brought with him. He allowed himself a moment to imagine what his time here could be without the hazards of his current situation. A paradise, he concluded.

By the time Trevelyan reached the monolith, morning had broken in earnest. All was as it had been the last time he stood here, except, perhaps, himself. After being so recently reminded of the suffering he endures in the real world, he realised that Hiraeth is his sanctuary, his haven, and he would do whatever it took to preserve it, and, what’s more, this time he had a sister to find. He took another deep breath before saying aloud. "Tyst? Are you here?"

"I am here Wayfarer," came the reply from behind him.

Trevelyan turned around to find Tyst leaning, nonchalantly on his staff. His face looked unmoved, but his eyes greeted Trevelyan with a silent smile. In many ways, he reminded Trevelyan of Beattie, with his easy manner and silent wisdom, the father figure he never had, but Trevelyan brushed aside such trivialities, he no longer had time for sentiment. “Tyst, I need to know what has happened since I made my bargain with Slay.” As he spoke, Trevelyan began absent-mindedly walking in small circles. “But first.”  He stopped pacing and snapped himself to attention, facing Tyst squarely, ready for whatever news he would receive. "What happened to the woman when I destroyed the Citadel?  Did I kill her?"

"She lives" Tyst replied.

“Thank God.” Trevelyan gave an audible sigh of relief. It’s not too late. “What happened after the roof came down?"

"By fortitude or fortune, she lay beneath the very arch that you stood beneath before you passed beyond the threshold. This protected her from the collapse. She was saved, however, by a Warden sent to find you after your departure from the company beneath the mountain. Aedan Seathwr removed her from the fallen Citadel and concealed her in the woods nearby," replied Tyst, still leaning on his staff.

Aedan. She will be safe with Aedan. Trevelyan consoled himself. "What happened to the First Warden? Did he manage to leave the island with the rest of the company?" Trevelyan’s first fear was not for the First or Derwyn whom he was sure were capable of almost any task, but the girls they had with them.

“Having eluded Slay's trap aboard the Morrigan the First bartered passage aboard a smaller vessel that has set sail for the port of Garreg Ddu,” replied Tyst.

Satisfied and relieved that everybody was safe and, more importantly, he had no more blood on his hands, Trevelyan sat down hard on the grass beneath the monolith and leaned back against it while he took stock. The old man was still present, but his attention seemed many leagues away, watching some other drama or tragedy unfold. Trevelyan considered there was still hope he could find her and try to explain what was happening to her. Once he had something to explain. "And Saeth, did he complete the task the
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