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      This novella is part of the Sacred Knight series and is meant to be read between the third and fourth books to fill in a gap there. But don’t panic!

      If you haven’t read the series, this story will hopefully give you an overview but it does have a couple spoilers. Still, reading this then going back to the series with the knowledge gained here might actually enhance your reading experience and bring on the suspense!

      Just be warned that I don’t stop to explain a whole lot; I do expect that readers have read the first three books (series to date: Quest for the Three Books, Manifest the Magic, To Birth a Destiny). But don’t worry if this is your first venture into the Sacred Knight world. Consider it a sample. I hope it will inspire you to read the rest when you’re done here.

      For those familiar with the series, I’ve included a section called The Story Behind the Tale to give you information on why you are getting this interlude as told from Annae’s point of view. It’s not important to read it if you just want to jump to the story, but if you are interested in seeing how an author fashions a story (and some of the “insanity” we go through in telling our stories) then you’ll find it interesting.
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      For two decades now, I’ve been writing about the lives of Steigan and Saint Steigan.

      I have countless drafts of my first attempts at The Three Books. I wrote a lot. I stored a lot on paper, floppy disc, and hard drive space. At times I wanted to give up. I cried on the shoulder of frustration as this story became mammoth and threatened to overwhelm me. But great projects in our life should both scare and inspire us. How would I write this book, this series, so that it retained the complexity of the story but carried the simplicity I wanted in the words?

      The answer to that was just to keep writing. Lots! I hope you get the picture here. I had a jumble of scenes in my head and sometimes they made sense and at other times they didn’t. The story even changed genres a couple of times, which I’ve discussed on my various blogs.

      Somewhere along the way, I discovered that I had several years that St. Steigan never talked about. I’m sure it happened when I was still exploring the story, but I don’t recall when exactly I realized that St. Steigan had shut me out of forty to fifty years of his life. I was so use to him letting me be privy to his innermost thoughts that it took a while for me to realize that something had to have happened during the time that he closed off and would only say, “I raised Annae.” Mind you, when I first saw the child about four years old in my head I really believed Annae to be Steigan’s daughter with Keteria. I was good with that being his answer and I didn’t question it further.

      Then in one draft I had Steigan find St. Steigan’s journal leaving him clues as to the whereabouts of three hidden books Steigan was searching for, I realized these missing years were more important than previously imagined. I had to know why these journals were written. I went to St. Steigan again determined to do an author/character interview to find out. Instead, I ended up begging him for months for information and him responding with so much pain that I could no longer bear it. I now thought of the period Steigan wouldn’t talk about as his missing years. If he didn’t want to tell me, so be it.

      Another aspect of the story I was starting to feel neglected was the celebrations of this world. When I went to Steigan to ask him about holidays and ceremonies, he shrugged and told me it was just another day for him. I honestly had to do an interview with Steigan’s friend, Martias, in order to get details about their daily lives and special days. Steigan had such a limited view of the world; he was in survivor mode and when I was in Steigan’s head I didn’t realize how bleak his life felt. There is very little detail in The Three Books because it is a reflection of how Steigan viewed his every day.

      Now that I had a grip of the story and started to get serious about writing The Three Books, I prepared an outline across the entire series. I realized these journals St. Steigan had written were important and I’d have to know more about the missing years.

      “I’ll tell you,” a little girl’s voice said. “Daddy. The simple word had the power to bring tears to his eyes.”

      I grabbed a notebook and started writing. “Why?” I asked.

      She told me her story. We spent two weeks together, me writing as fast as I could put it on paper. I revised and added to as I entered it all into my computer. Then I put it aside. I had what I needed. The greatest tragedy in St. Steigan’s life had been revealed. While she told me the events St. Steigan wouldn’t talk about, I felt his pain. I now knew why he would never speak about what had happened.

      As I got to writing Manifest the Magic and To Birth a Destiny, my series outline went out the window and I was writing completely fresh material. I took the time to draft them as one long story, which I then split into two. I knew what events had to happen to get St. Steigan where I needed him, since Annae had already told me. I dug out her story once more and it became paramount in me getting the incidents in place.

      The original tale that Annae told me several years before wasn’t perfect. There were a few occurrences out of order. I wanted to polish the story and get it in line with the third book before I could move onto writing the fourth in the series. I’m glad I did. When I did the outline of the series, I hadn’t taken into account the anguish caused by St. Steigan’s missing years. I hadn’t expected my own rollercoaster of emotions with Steigan back in the timeline from The Three Books. How could Steigan live with this knowledge?

      I’m still working on that part and don’t know the answer yet.

      What started off as backstory information I wanted to know has grown into a tale of its own. If you don’t believe me, check out the prologue in the second book, Manifest the Magic. This is the very story that Annae petitioned the Council of Lords to give her funds for. In The Three Books, Aeribela mentions a book written by Annae, one that she believes hers to be the only copy. This novella is the account that Aeribela had read.

      I am now happy to share with you the story of Annae’s life: St. Steigan’s missing years. Enjoy!
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      I sat on my father’s lap in the darkened room, his warm arms around me. His heart pounded and an occasional shudder ripped through him.  I felt like sobbing and I wondered if he did too. Even at ten cycles old, I knew this new situation to be wrong.

      Only moments before, a strange man had stumbled into the house, the door slamming behind him. Dirt splattered the stranger’s green shirt and the lacings hung loose as if he’d been too hung over from the previous night to do them up correctly earlier that morning.

      “Come here, Annae,” I heard my father’s deep voice call softly. It felt like a strong undertow current, safe and familiar, compared to the chaotic, cresting waves on the surface.

      I left my seat at the square, wooden table and dashed for the room which served as my father’s library. As I skirted around the stranger, I half expected him to reach for me, but his dark, glassy eyes never left my mother as she ran her fingers through his disheveled hair. The scent of smoke and ale stirred in the air as they laughed and moved through the kitchen, heading deeper into the house, arms grabbing and tangling each other as if drowning and gasping for life.

      Roused by the commotion, my dad had hobbled to the doorway and stared venomously at the embracing couple. He scooped me up in his arms and took me into the secluded room, closing the door behind us. His walking cane thumped hard against the floor as he went around the room and blew out all the candles as if pretending we weren’t even there. Then he sat down on the floor against the wall with me on his lap.

      A resounding thump followed trilling laughter. I glanced toward the door, wondering if they were coming into the library too. “Da?” I asked fearfully. Dad placed one hand on my head, covering my ear so the only sound I heard was his heartbeat. Was he struggling to keep me from hearing the stranger?

      As the ticks deepened, he began to tap his head against the wall behind him as if he could bang out the frustration he felt. I tried to look up at him, wondering if his expression would give me an explanation for what was going on, but I couldn’t see him in the dark.

      At last, he stood up, awkwardly bracing himself with the cane while holding me and carried me outside to the forge house. I glanced around, awed by the blacksmithing tools and creations he had in here. Normally, I wasn’t allowed inside, but the arrival of the stranger with my mother granted me an exception, though I wasn’t quite sure why. Pliers, hammers, pinchers all arranged neatly on the wall, tables set with different size anvils, nails, horseshoes, chainmail, plate armor, swords, arrow tips.

      Setting his cane against the wall, Dad opened a
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