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Chapter 1 - The storm
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This was the worst storm Ben Hanad has seen in ten years. Even though it is all over the dark clouds are still brooding and the wind is still strong. 

Ben takes his dog, Azul, for a walk to the nearby seashore. On the way there are torn off branches strewn by the wind. They scramble down the cliffs on to the beach. It is early dawn, and the sun is only just rising. The cliffs reflect the red light. Suddenly Azul pulls uncharacteristically. Ben decides it must be of interest so allows Azul free reign.

Azul leads him straight to an unconscious youth. Ben Hanad is a Carpenter and a muscular man. He puts the youth over one shoulder and carries him back to his home.

Atherin, his wife, is shocked. "Whatever is the matter?" She asks, stroking one of the braids of her flax-like, blond hair.

"Found him on the beach," Ben says, taking in her blue eyes and pretty face.

Ben takes the unconscious youth to the spare room and lays him on the bed.

Just then Ben's son, Yoakin, appears, smiling. He is always smiling.

"Ah, Yo, just the person. Go fetch the Shaman. Say it's urgent."

Presently Rohl Mattas, the Shaman, arrives with Yoakin at his heels.

"Shaman, welcome," Ben Hanad says, bowing slightly.

"Blessings," the Shaman says.

Ben conveys him to the spare room.

"Is this how you found him?" The Shaman asks.

"I found him on the beach after the storm. He has a bad gash to his right temple."

The Shaman looks closer. "How unusual."

"Yes," Ben agrees, looking at the gills in his neck and the webbed hands and feet.

"Did you see that? They are disappearing as he dries out," the Shaman says.

"So, the legends are true?"

"The fabled land of Analutia? Possibly."

The Shaman cleans the youth's wound and puts on a poultice. By the time the youth wakes up the following day the poultice smells strongly. Yoakin, who has been watching the youth, runs for his father.

"Dad! Dad! Come quick!" He says.

Ben Hanad arrives just in time to see the youth struggling to sit up. 

"How are you doing?" Ben Hanad asks.

"Head hurts, feel...dizzy. Thirsty."

"Quickly Yo go get him some berry juice."

"Where am I?" The youth asks.

"You are in my house. In the village of Thinsk."

The village comprises some thirty homes plus seven Artisans’ Workshops. At the centre is a monument to a fallen warrior.

Near to the monument is the mansion of Lord Aidlon. Lord Aidlon's mansion is a very grand affair. Three stories high, it is made of grey stone, which has been quarried miles away. It also has windows with glass in them. The front door is a brown oak with copper studs. The roof is a grey slate. The remaining houses and business premises encompass the mansion in three concentric circles. In the first circle, to the north, is the Blacksmith's. Ben Hanad, the Carpenter, is next to that. The Shaman lives a short way up the adjacent hill. Five minutes walk from the outskirts of the village is the Adeanic Sea. Looking from the beach towards the village the cliffs are twenty-five feet high and composed of compacted sand, soil, and rock. Various shrubs, flowers and grasses grow on them.

"What happened to me?" The youth asks.

"You don't know?" Ben asks.

"I don't remember anything."
"I found you on the beach, that's all I can tell you," Ben says.
"He needs somewhere to stay while he gets better. Can he stay with us?" Atherin asks.

"Certainly, and we need to give you a name young man."

"How about Arren?" Atherin asks.

"I think it's a great name," Yoachin says.

"What about you, son?" Ben asks.

"Alright by me."

"It's settled then," Ben says.

Within a couple of days Arren is fully recovered, apart from his memory, and joins Ben in the Carpenter's shop.

"We'll start you off with place mats and bread boards. Feel the wood. Respect the grain."

Arren learns that quickly after he planes a breadboard against the grain. This takes out a big chunk of wood at the corner and must be made smaller.

Life at the Carpenter's falls into a pleasant routine for Arren. Up early, washed, breakfasted and in the shop. Then lunch, and later the evening meal with the family. Every afternoon from two to three is blade work with wooden swords shaped like scimitars. Arren amasses welts and bruises at first but soon is holding his own.

One morning, after breakfast, Arren finds himself alone with Yoachin.

"How's it going Yo?"

"Okay...but..."

"You're not too happy to have me around?"

"No. I've always wanted a brother. You're like the big brother I never had. It's this girl, in my class."

"You like her, but she doesn't even notice you?"

"Yes..."

"Yo, trust me there will be other girls, but if you really like this one be a friend to her. Ask her how she is. Ask her about her family, you know."

"Be a friend? Yeah, I'll give it a whirl."

Ben is amazed at Arren's capacity for learning, and he seems to have a natural disposition for working with wood. Soon he graduates onto boxes, then onto cabinets, tables, and chairs. Ben teaches him all he knows about the woods, where they come from, how they are harvested and seasoned, how they are cut and how they are used. Still Arren has no memory of his past. "Where do you think I came from?" Arren asks.

"I really don't know," Ben says.

"Why do I get the feeling you're not telling me everything?"

"It will be for the best," Ben says.

"Best for who?" Arren asks. "I don't know who I am or where I am from."

"You're happy here with us are you not?"
"Yes."
"Then that's all that matters," Ben says.

Is there something terrible he is not telling me? Arren thinks.

Next morning, at breakfast, Ben has a small announcement. "Arren, I have a treat for you. Jans Laman, the Blacksmith, is going to teach you ironwork."

Arren starts by working the bellows.

"Just give regular, firm puffs," Jans says.

Pretty soon he is planishing copper spoons with a hammer to give them a multi-faceted finish. Then it is nails. He then graduates on to horseshoes. In time he makes agricultural implements, decorative and religious items, cooking utensils, and swords.

Arren's blade practice goes up a notch. He no longer spars with Ben Hanad. He is pitted against Emile Kefka the village champion. More bruises and welts ensue, but Arren is a quick learner. Soon Emile is hard pressed and even receives a few bruises himself.

On one occasion Yoachin is fooling around with his chair at table. He overbalances and is on his way to crack his head against the hearth.

"No!" Arren shouts. An amazing thing happens. The chair stops moving. The family are awed. "That’s...magic..." Ben says.

"I don't know what it is," Arren says. "I didn't want it and it didn't happen, that's all." He feels unsettled.

The people of Thinsk are mostly farmers. Even so they are a learned, refined people. Arren is encouraged to read. To his surprise he finds he can read easily. Presently he is reading a history book:

‘... the Morda came from the east and settled in a fertile valley in the villages of Mins, Thinsk, Feelsah, Gromn and Pelen.'

It suddenly occurs to Arren that he has not ventured outside of Thinsk, and he determines to. He still has nagging thoughts about where he is from, but no one seems able or willing to help him find out more. He decides there is no point pursuing this at present, so for the time being he may as well immerse himself in his studies and in village life. 

Village life is pleasant. Everyone is friendly. He especially likes the festivals. Every new moon there is a feast. There is food and wine, although Arren prefers berry juice, dance, and song. Lord Aidlon, though he is proud and haughty, even holds a festival at his mansion. The cuts of meat and the vegetables are exquisite. So, Arren begins to forget all thoughts of his former life and settles into village life at Thinsk.
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Chapter 2 – Catarina
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"Catarina, you really must conform," her father says.

"Why? I'm as good with a sword as any boy. Better than most."

" We're supposed to be home makers. In our society a girl's beauty is in her submissiveness," her mother says.

"Her a home maker. That's a joke," her brother says.

"I'm going for a walk," Catarina says.

As she walks she reflects on how unfair life is in Pachina village. Her father is second tan, which is above farmers and traders. Just because she is female that puts her much lower at fourth tan, below farmers and traders. She notices herself getting hotter as she clenches her fists.

"Hey Catarina!" Ponden shouts.

"What?" She shouts back.

"How you goin' tryin' to be a boy?" Dend shouts.

The other six laugh.

"I can be a better boy than you Dend Wechin."

"Prove it!" He draws his wooden sword and advances on Catarina.

Catarina flinches, then draws her own wooden sword courageously.

Swords make contact with a clack.

Dend tries to use his superior strength and force Catarina down to encouraging shouts and taunts.

Thwack! "Ooofff!"

In a second it is all over and Dend lies on the floor.

Fifteen minutes later Dend returns with his father. 

"Who did it?" His father demands.

"I did," Catarina says defiantly.

Dend's father boxes his ears, "I'll teach you to be bested by a girl!" He says.

Years later Catarina has come to be respected by all the young men. She is the exception in
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