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Quite some time ago, in fact ‘twas near the beginning of the birth of Effiloncare, the people had to choose their king.  Since it was near the beginning of the time of this world, there were fewer people. So nearly everyone knew each other. Yes, it is true they all had separate groups and nations, but somehow they crossed the ocean very quickly back then and visited often. A council was held with ambassadors of the different nations, many came to represent their place. They chose to be their King a very wise learned man. He was even ready to learn more, very eager in fact. His name was Eledkiar. Now the reason they had to choose carefully was because there are men, who are mortal, and immarodens, who walk the lands of Effiloncare until Effiloncare is no more. There is very little difference between the two. If they chose an Immeroden, he would rule for a long time, which is why they chose their King carefully. Eledkiar was an Immeroden, but the people of Effiloncare were confidant that he would be an excellent king. 

 But what they did not know was that he was also an Ilkge, one who had particular gifts from the Creator. Eledkiar was the most powerful of them all. After about 276 years of good reign, Eledkiar, as he ruled and through his rule, saw how amazing, how complex Effiloncare was, and he wanted it. He wanted to have power over it all, and create his own things. He began to be envious of the gifts of the other Ilkge and even of the men, but he did not show it. Because of this Eledkiar started to spread lies. But he did it so carefully and so thoroughly that the people started to believe him. Lies that went against the other Ilkge, that even started going against the Creator. As Endel continued on the children were fully absorbed into the story, yet all the while wondering how it connected with the exciting events.  The Creator sees everything and he saw this starting and knew an end must be put to these lies before they spread, that which Eledkiar had brought about.

 No one knows how, but the Creator conveys his will, when needed to be revealed, to the Ilkge. He told the other Ilkge to tell Eledkiar of his faults. The Ilkge had a secret council without Eledkiar and decided to send to him Abresílman. Abresílman went to Eledkiar and told him of what he had done, ‘ Eledkiar, you are placing untruths into the minds of men, and even some Imerodens. You must stop this or you will have to leave the reign of Effiloncare to another instantly.’ Eledkiar was angry, he knew, because he was an Ilkge, that they had held council without him. He injured Abresílman nearly to death, for Eledkiar was the most powerful of the Ilkge. Such pain had not yet come into Effiloncare. But suddenly Eledkiar knew what he had brought upon himself. The Ilkge would know what was happening, for it was one of the particular gifts from the Creator to know some how what is happening in different places. Eledkiar sat down and thought. He would lose favor with the people of Effiloncare. He had learned, especially through this incident that patience was so very important. He thought, he thought and thought, as Abresílman now lay motionless on the floor of Eledkiar’s castle, Kila Vecafop. He decided what to do. He took Abresílman’s form and threw him in a hole he had dug as a grave. He had dug it 39 feet deep. After filling the hole he went to his high tower to think some more. Two things happened at once within 1 second of each other; an envoy came to tell Eledkiar that there was to be a meeting of the Ilkge, which is also what Abresílman told him before he killed him, and Eledkiar had developed an excellent plan. Eledkiar was angered at the envoy but had learned from his previous mistake. He wisely did not show his guilt or his anger. Eledkiar went to the meeting.


When Eledkiar entered into the building of meeting, he knew the others knew what he had done. He had killed Abresílman, the first Ilkge to die. Tarjec, one of the Ilkge spoke plainly and directly, ‘ You have soaked into this land deceit, and you have brought about a most painful act never before even thought of! You have reigned abominably!’ But Eledkiar had a plan, ‘ what would you have me do?’ They wanted him to renounce as king of Effiloncare. Eledkiar would not have it; he would have to put his plan into action much more quickly than he thought. He gave an evil smile and vanished. He went to his castle and quickly and thoroughly did he put his plan into action. Many men who he had absorbed into his lies were so evil they had no hope of turning back. They were servants of Eledkiar. Even some Imerodens, who are more difficult to sway in the ways of evil, had become his servants. He gathered many of them and his plan began. Thousands every month would join Eledkiar. The Ilkge were furious, but not so much so as the Creator. His Creation was being destroyed; His Creation was going against Him. Something happened then that had not yet occurred in Effiloncare; the Creator called the Ilkge to a meeting. No one really knows how it occurred exactly, but He told the Ilkge of one he would send to defeat Eledkiar, a King. Nothing else is known about that meeting except the Ilkge. 

“ I love that part!” Aboritha said quietly. Then her mother continued, “ The Ilkge were enraptured! They were instructed to go about spreading the news of the King to come. They began, and with great difficulty, but their were quite a few who also were in ecstasy about the King to come. Many started writing about it, or going about telling others. 


Eledkiar, even though his army outnumbered those who believed in the King to come and were delighted to hear it, was enraged! Especially that a King would destroy him! He was the most powerful Ilkge, indeed in all Effiloncare he was the most powerful! 


The Ilkge formed an army and went to meet that of Eledkiar’s at his castle. It was the first battle of Effiloncare, and the only battle of Effiloncare. Because of their unity they overthrew Eledkiar and his army, and even some of the evil men saw the good and wonder and fought for their Creator. It was disastrous, many died, but it was also triumphant.  However, Eledkiar was still powerful and he sought the small remainder of those who believed in the King to come. He hated them. He destroyed all that was written of the King to come so that in generations to come they would know nothing of the King. He succeeded in killing all but a few families, as the Ilkge sought Eledkiar out and sought to save them. Eledkiar was just at the point of killing them, they were trapped, when a huge gust of wind took them up and they were heard of no more. And before the Ilkge could get Eledkiar he vanished [and many believe he was destroyed because of his hate.]” Endel concluded.

Chapter 1


Very late into the night an intense pounding at the Vaón door awoke Eleaisa. She quickly got out of bed and ran out into the dark, stone hallway. She turned leftwards toward the end of the hallway. The windows on the upper wall (the ceiling), did not bring forth any light, for there was no moon that night. As she ran, she looked not to the rooms of her siblings’ on either side of her; she was headed for the door at the end of the hallway—her parent's bedroom. On reaching their door she knelt down beside it and whispered alarmingly "Father". No answer came. She tried once more. Still no answer came. " Oh! Why does not he answer," she thought, " he is not such a deep sleeper as Vylt." She suddenly remembered her parents had just left the day before for Pevdath, which lay northwest from Enalia, where they lived.  Distraught, Eleaisa turned around to face the gray tunnel from whence she had just come. And as she turned she saw her eldest brother, Reug, coming out from one of the rooms she had passed just a few moments ago. "Reug what are we going to do?" she asked him anxiously, tears coming to her eyes. His answer was sure, " Go through the hidden tunnel," he said seemingly pointing to a wall, " and get Ezon. I will see who is knocking." Eleaisa did not hesitate to do his bidding, but still feared greatly for her brother. 


She went in a well-concealed door and there found the hidden tunnel that she and her siblings had discovered one day, and where they often played. She ran through it with hurried feet until she got to an enormous door. With trembling hands she knocked on the huge wooden door of the Vaón’s neighbors underground book room. It took only two seconds to be answered by a tall looking man, who was holding a large book. On seeing Eleaisa he inquired tranquilly, "Yes?"


"The door is knocking and—and help!" Eleaisa jumbled. Ezon, understanding her tangled words, gently pushed her out of the way and dashed through the secret tunnel, Eleaisa at his heels.


At the same time that Eleaisa ran through the secret tunnel to get Ezon, Reug was running through other tunnels (although not hidden ones) leading to the door which was being pounded on so desperately. As he reached the dark hall, he placed himself nervously in front of the immense door and demanded sharply, "Who is come at this time of the night and what business have you here?" The knocking stopped short and Reug heard a very soft susurrus from the other side of the door, "At last." Then the murmuring turned into a booming yet tired and anxious voice, "I am named Qiweniam and am come to bring a message for-em, ah," he seemed to be debating quickly with himself the name of the person he was to give his message. Reug felt his tongue faulter. What was he going to say, or do?  Then he saw two shadowy figures coming towards him through the tunnels. His heart leaped with joy, Eleaisa had fulfilled her task! When they reached him, Reug quickly whispered to them what he had heard and ended with, " he sounded quite urgent, but not fully sane." Ezon 's mysterious eyes flashed towards the bottom of the door where there was a slight crack (as it is with most doors). He got on the floor and peered through the crack. Despite their trust in him, Reug and Eleaisa found it hard to convince themselves that this was the wise thing to do. When he got back to his feet they saw, or rather sensed, that he was satisfied or had confirmed something. He looked at Reug and Eleaisa reassuringly. Therewith he quietly put his hand on the highly wrought iron door handle and pulled on it. Reug and Eleaisa froze with fear waiting to see what the opening door would reveal.

Before them stood a worn man, whose bloody knuckles looked almost beyond healing, who had wild gray-white hair and was very heavily and shabbily dressed. He gazed at them for a moment, and then collapsed into Ezon who had leaped forward to catch him. As Ezon picked the man up, Reug examined the Vaón property, into the peaceful, pleasantly cloudy night. And as he looked from his home, which they called Delving Hall, into their fields and fields of crops, he realized that there was no horse or rewendle, a creature of Enalia, nor any other means of conveying the messenger there except his sturdy legs. "He must not have come from too far away then," assumed Reug, and then turned to follow Ezon and Eliaesa towards the kitchen. As they got to the kitchen they laid Qiweniam on a wide cushioned bench. 


“ Reug, would you light the fire?” Ezon inquired, indicating a huge stone hearth.

" Who is he?" Eliaesa questioned her eyes fearfully on the messenger. 

" A messenger named Qiweniam." He answered smiling; a smile of an older man’s journeys through his long lived life.
" I already knew that."  Eleaisa retorted.

" Do you assume me to know everything?" Ezon said with a smile denoting great age and much experience. But before Elieasa could comeback any further, Reug brought in a new thought, 

" Ezon, do you think our parents would like this man in our home?" 

"Yes Reug, I believe they would."

"But how do you know he really is a messenger and not some—well, bad person?"

" We should talk this over with Aboritha and Vylt, would not you agree?"

" Oh, I forgot about them!" Eleaisa ejaculated," I will go get them." And with that she sped to get her elder sister, Aboritha and elder brother Vylt.

A few minutes later, Eleaisa came in with her siblings. " What happened to you guys?" Reug inquired.

“ I woke up to the pounding, and Eleaisa’s bed was empty. I hardly knew what to do.” Aboritha said, her strawberry-blonde hair bouncing as she came in. "Now let's discuss this matter, Reug would you make some nice hot Higon?" Ezon suggested and Reug reluctantly began making the Higon. "What matter, is this?" Vylt questioned feeling confused," Eleaisa was in such a hurry, she did not tell us anything." 

" Did you not here the loud knocking?" Eleaisa seemed in awe that such a pounding could not be slept through. 

" Loud knocking? How exciting! What happened? Who was at the door?" Reug and Eleaisa's fingers were pointing straight at the messenger lying unconscious on the bench. "Who is he?" He inquired eagerly. "Well, he SAID his name was Qiweniam and that he had a message, and then he just fell." Reug informed him, " and we were about to discuss it when Ezon said that we should get you guys before doing so. Ezon, I would very much like to know your thoughts on this matter," he said as he finished the Higon, and then handed it out. Everyone was silent for a while drinking the Higon and soaking in its warmth, for it was the season of cold.

 Eleaisa broke the silence exclaiming ecstatically, "What if he is not a messenger at all but a brigand of sorts," 

"Or maybe he is a messenger, but came to the wrong door." Aboritha suggested feeling less scared and more excited by the minute. 

"Do you really think that someone would get bloody knuckles, and travel for a long time and come to the wrong door?" Vylt returned. Abotitha seemed a little hurt by this but she was quite used to it.

 "But," Reug said who had already deduced the man was from near by, "he had no creature to ride on, I checked. Though I wonder who sent him." 

"Maybe someone from Patroney. It is pretty far away but if need be you could walk." Aboritha proposed. 

"He does look very weather beaten. I wonder what it is, the message I mean." Eleaisa said thoughtfully and then continued excitedly, " What if he is from a different Landmass!" 

"That would be magnificent! But as it seems he had no creature to ride on that could not be. But if it were any it would be Noruid for it is the closest Landmass, correct?" Vylt asked and all concurred. 

"I believe he is from Keuva." Said Ezon calmly who had been silent the whole time observing the man. The kids were astonished at this suggestion "Keuva!" they all cried out simultaneously and Reug continued the cry with, "That is the farthest Landmass from here! He could not have walked on the Water, the Guarantee! And if he could it would take at least two years and a quarter."  

" Oh! I am not speaking of the Landmass, but the one named place in Itacol." 

"Very well, but that is still the second farthest Landmass from here!" Reug exclaimed still thunderstruck by the thought.

"But why from there?" Eleaisa questioned

"Well, when I was there…" 

"You have gone across the Gwuratea!" Vylt cried out disbelievingly.

"Yes," Ezon said in his usual simple manner and then continued as if no interruption had been made, "…and I believe this is the image of a tree there." He pointed to an emblem on the messenger's coat of a beautiful tall woody plant.

"Itacol is VERY far off. How do you suppose he traveled and how long?" Aboritha inquired.

"I think he would most likely have traveled for at least a month and a half." Ezon replied.

"More like a month." Said a strange voice behind them. They were all surprised and jumped at the messenger's statement, all except Ezon. The kids and Ezon turned their heads to see Qiweniam slowly limping towards them. 

"Would you like some warm Higon?" Ezon asked the elderly man.

"Well, just a little but I have an important message to tell."  He said with a slight smile as if he felt a bit guilty doing anything before telling the message. He drank a full mug right down and Ezon gave him a wet towel to wipe off the blood from his hands. Presently the man spoke, "I must now deliver my message, who must I speak with?" Ezon immediately spoke up, "My name is Ezon and would be very obliged if you would step into the bookroom." The messenger agreed in a trice. Before following, Ezon told the children to stay there till he was done. 


"Oh I can not wait to hear the message! I am too filled with curiosity!" Eleaisa groaned.

"But we must wait patiently, we must not eavesdrop." Aboritha said this looking at Eleaisa, knowing what her curiosity did sometimes.


"I was thinking," said Reug, "do you believe the message is from Father and Mother?" The twin girls gasped in alarm 

"You don't suppose they are in grave peril?" Aboritha asked worriedly.

"No I do not think they are in any sort of grave danger." Reug said thoughtfully. 

"What if they are in great peril and we are here calmly drinking Higon!" Vylt exclaimed not paying attention to what his brother had just said. "We can not be sure of anything until Ezon comes." Reug remarked. 

"Let us be sensible, do you all really believe that Father and Mother would send a messenger from a different continent that they are on. For remember that our parents are in Blasset, Nisdewis, and the messenger supposedly from Keuva, Itacol." Aboritha said.

 "I had not thought of that." Reug said. Then Vylt grumbled impatiently, "How long does it take to deliver a message?" For it had been ten minutes. 

Just then there came a loud tapping at the door. The Vaón Children froze. Reug, being the eldest, felt he had to do something, but what? He then remembered Ezon was there and felt some relief even as the loud tapping continued. Since Vylt was the closest to the bookroom, Reug motioned for him to go get Ezon. Vylt ran to the bookroom enraptured that he could be a part of the excitement this time, although it was quite useless getting him for Ezon came quickly from the bookroom. Ezon walked calmly through the dark tunnel that lead to the door on which came the knocking and gestured toward the children to follow.

 As they got nearer Ezon whispered to Vylt, "When we get to the door ask who is there." Vylt nodded enthusiastically. Now he walked with a quicker step. 

He stopped at the door his excitement rising, and then said commandingly, "Cease your knocking and tell who you are." The other children were a bit surprised at the clearness and authority of his voice. They all waited in anticipation for the knocker's answer. A wearied voice came, "Wuds u's bi sa kind as ti lit en uld min and his wife in u's abude?" The children looked at each other then at Ezon who looked quite calm as he always did in danger or in fun. Vylt, his excitement climbing higher and higher, quietly asked Ezon, "Must I ask their names?" Ezon nodded with approval. Vylt now said, "We must know your names first." Again the other children were startled by his clear commanding voice. The man responded, “ Mai nem is Ayich Pey and mee wife’s nem is Viya Pey.” These names were strange in the siblings’ ears. Before they knew what they were going to do next, Aboritha sprang in front of the door and opened it! The couple ran into the house, the man closing the door quickly. Then Aboritha gasped as the woman turned around guiding them to the kitchen as she said, “It is your mother and father. We have to go quickly, quickly!” For it was their mother, and their father followed behind almost running, locking the door. 


All the Vaóns were running now, the father and mother’s sense of urgency emulating to their children. They passed through the kitchen, lonely mugs sitting cold on the table and the fire burning lightly. They turned left as they came out the doorway from the kitchen, Eleaisa feeling a sense of repetition as she ran down the same hall she had run down just a few hours ago when she went to get her parents. 

As they ran, Aboritha came to her father’s side and whispered something to him with frightened eyes. Milvun looked more determined rather than frightened and stopped abruptly in front of the wall near his room. He searched quickly for the concealed knob opening the door to the hidden tunnel. He found it and pulled—the door opened wide. “ Run to Ezon’s, quick, quick!” Milvun stressed in a whisper. Reug jumped through the doorway first, followed by Endel, the girls, Vylt and then Milvun closed the door softly, locked it and began running again. Reug had opened the door entering Ezon’s underground study. The Vaóns rushed in, Milvun locking the door once more. Before going on, Milvun looked around. There were four doors going out. He knew where all of them went, but contemplated shortly which way would be best. Eleaisa looked around noticing the ever-present flux of books and papers; books covering the shelves on every wall, books piled one on top of the other on the desk and everywhere on the floor. 


Turning to his children and wife he asked, “ Which one is closest to the back outside door?” Endel answered, “ The one most left of you, isn’t it?” each of the children answered in some way or another in the affirmative.  “Alright,  let’s head to the back door.” Milvun instructed. They trailed their way through the books swiftly, Milvun opened the door cautiously, then motioned for everyone to go through quickly, Vylt taking the lead. After a few stairways and doorways they reached the back door, but Milvun did not go through right away. He put his ear to the door and put his hand up against a crack in the door. He unlocked and opened the door and put a finger to his lips.  The Vaón family went into the, what had become a windy night. 

"Ah," said the man softly so they could just barely hear. It was half a minute before the man gave his response, " Mai nem is Aitu Sheda ind me wife’s nem is Ayet Sheda." They stood there for a moment wondering what to do. They did not know these people, their names were strange for Nisdewisal, especially Enalial, and his accent was the oddest they had ever heard.   

Then suddenly Aboritha sprang in front of the door and opened it! There before them indeed stood a couple. The others all looked astonished at Aboritha. But before they could they could do anything else, the door was closed and there stood their mother and father. The couple, as they followed Aboritha, did not seem to see the others, for you must understand it was dark. Reug perceived this and motioned to the others to follow silently.       


When Aboritha reached the kitchen her siblings, peeping through the tunnel saw her taking coats and giving each of them a mug of hot Higon. Knowing her so well, Reug, Vylt and Eleaisa noticed that Aboritha was trembling and pale. They hoped that the strangers did not notice this. Then the woman spoke, “ where is the young man who spoke to us, and, and all the other children?” Reug, Vylt and Eleaisa’s hearts sunk. So they had seen them. They waited for Aboritha’a reply, “ Oh, well, they, um, let me go get them, one moment, could you wait one moment?”  the couple assented with a nod and sipped at their Higon. Aboritha walked quickly towards her brothers and sister, and yet she seemed less weak and less pale. 

Reug was all amazement. Aboritha had let this couple in deliberately, and seemed not to even know them, she seemed afraid of them! But then, he noticed something. Aboritha, as she walked towards them now seemed calmer, less pale, she looked as though she could smile a true happy smile. He stood there a moment contemplating. Why would Aboritha let them in their home? There had to be some reason, his sister was too sensible, right? 

And as these things were turning in his mind he suddenly wondered where Ezon was. Where had he gone after Aboritha had let the couple into Delving Hall? 

He turned around and at first was surprised to see a strange man standing behind him, staring at him piercingly. Then very soon realized it was Qiweniam the messenger. Perhaps he knew where Ezon was. Speaking very softly Reug asked the man, "Do you know where the man you gave the message to is?" The man shrugged his shoulders, and whispered back, "May I go find him for you?" And suddenly Reug felt a shudder going up his spine. Why had this man been staring at him so intently? Mistrust overtook him and he replied that it was not urgent. Eleaisa looked at him. Not urgent! Here they were four children alone in the late night peeping into their own kitchen where two strangers sat. Reug understood her glance completely. Oh what were the children to do? Where was Ezon when they needed him! 

As Aboritha turned the corner where her brothers and sister were peeping, Reug questioned her immediately,  “What is going on?” Aboritha looked worried, she answered him so that her siblings could hardly hear her, and “I was threatened to open the door!” Aboritha shuddered, and so did her siblings. “ I can tell you later but we—I mean I already let them in so we should not make the couple believe we are here without our parents or guardian or…Where is Ezon?" she asked suddenly. All the children looked around at the tunnels and doors to see if they could see him. It was then that Reug realized that the messenger was not there any more. He felt very uneasy. Had he gone to fetch Ezon anyway?  Or maybe he left since he had fulfilled his task already. Or had he? 

Eleaisa, after looking around for Ezon asked Aboritha what she suggested they do about the couple. She answered, " I suggest that we act as though we have not done anything which we did not want to do." Eleaisa seemed to have to think a little about that sentence before understanding it. Once she did she said, " How do we do that?"

" I believe, since we cannot find Ezon , we should go in and we can introduce ourselves as if nothing is wrong. We can take it from there. Besides, I think they are safe."  Aboritha was confusing Eleaisa exceedingly. Aboritha said she had been threatened presumably about letting the couple in, for she knew her sister to be sensible. But then she said she thought the couple was safe! She, and Vylt had also noticed what Reug had noticed when aboritha was walking over to them from the kitchen: she was more confidant, less scared. All the children felt iffy about the plan, even Aboritha, but it seemed their only choice, for they could not find Ezon and they did not want to make the couple wait long. So they went into the Kitchen together. But when they walked in what they saw surprised them more than they had ever been surprised in their life.

Chapter 2

When they walked into the lighted kitchen they saw before them in the middle of the room, a man. This man was unknown to the children. His back was to them and all they could perceive of him was his long crimson cloak, and he stood exceptionally erect. No one had ever just popped into their kitchen, or any part of the Vaonal dwelling before. It almost made them start, and Aboritha nearly screamed but Vylt’s hand got to her mouth before her scream. Reug signaled to them all to be silent. They all stood quietly. The man looked as if he were talking to some one, or rather some ones. The man stood right in front of where the couple were sitting, and blocked their view of them. Aboritha could not help but wonder if this was the man that threatened her. Vylt took the situation calmly, as usually, calm but animated. He had been absorbed in thought ever since his sister had let the couple in, and indeed since the couple had mentioned their names. The question that kept nagging him was, what was the message? To him everything revolved around this question. And very suddenly Vylt caught on to something that gave him a much wider perspective on the whole matter. Ezon had disappeared after Aboritha allowed the couple to enter, and there had been another being among their presence, for Aboritha had said she’d been threatened. Had the being gotten Ezon? Or was it that Ezon had heard the threat and stayed back to question the being?  And then another thing came to his mind: Ezon had crossed the Gwurâtea, he had been to where Qiweniam supposedly was from. He suddenly had an idea. Did they know each other before? did Ezon expect the message to come? Where had the man who threatened Aboritha come from? These thoughts surged through his mind rapidly and thoroughly.

Reug on the other hand was intent on trying to listen to what the man in red was saying to the people he spoke to. He heard very little of what he said, but at this moment he seemed to be asking a question. There was a pause in his speech. Reug waited impatiently for an answer to the man’s question. His surprise at this moment, when all was confusing, made his worried face, if only for an instant, brighten and shine with hope. For it was the voice, of his father! He was nearly certain of this fact. His father had a unique gift of copying accents and such, but this voice was his father’s serious voice, not a powerful voice, but a voice that truly made you listen. Unexpectedly the man in red turned towards the children and his gaze was upon them.


The Vaón children could not see his face very well, for he was hooded. His dark red beard was all that they could see of his face. When the man had turned the children could see their father and mother clearly behind the man in red. When their father saw them he shouted with such gladness you knew well that he loved them, “Children, my sons and my daughters!” and their mother leapt up to see her beloved children. Reug , Vylt , Aboritha and Eleaisa ran to them. The children seemed to hug their father and mother simultaneously. After many repeated hugs, the man in red waiting patiently, the father said to his children, “ Well, children, this is an exciting time for us, very exciting indeed!” To see her father so happy, Eleaisa felt no fear, but she felt excitement come all over her! She could not contain her feelings. She jumped up and down saying, “ exciting time, dear father, exciting time? Oh mother , mother, mother what is so exciting?” 


Go? How the children were confused! Aboritha went to her mother’s side and put her arm in hers. Her mother looked at her comfortingly. Reug stood by his father’s side, as did Vylt. The man in red then walked out into the hallway and the Vaón family heard him go out the door. They were all still. Reug was filled with questions, “ why was that man here? Why were you both disguised? We missed you dreadfully!” and he hugged his father and his father took the hug gladly. 


“ Well, children, we are here now. Where is Ezon?”


“ We do not know father. Since we let you in we have not known where he is.” Said Eleaisa. And Aboritha remembered suddenly of the man who threatened her. She whispered softly, “ Father, I was threatened by a man to let you in!”  Her mother and father looked at each other disquietedly. 


“ Children,” their father said quietly, “ Gather a few things and wait in the bedroom hallway.” Then “ Be careful, there is a lurker, you must all go together.” 


 Reug was now nervous. Vylt took the news calmly, though he too was nervous.


The children went the opposite direction of Rdakhis, out of the kitchen into the hallway where, a few hours ago, Eleaisa had been running to get her parents. They took a candle, and went to the closest bedroom first; the girls’ bedroom. They were all thinking the same thing,” were they going to leave forever?” Eleaisa had the mentality that they would, just so that she would get only what was necessary. Aboritha clung to her oldest brother, Reug, and could hardly think of what to bring. But Eleaisa, not as shaken as Aboritha because she had not been threatened, knew her sister well enough so as to get her what she thought she needed.  


Eleaisa took her quilt, her box of saved up dense candy, her little bit of money, two changes of clothes, and her durable boots. For Aboritha she basically got the same. 


 Then the children went to the boys’ room. Reug had to get his things while Aboritha still clung to him, and Eleaisa stayed close by her brothers. The two boys took their knives, cloaks, water pouches, and boots. The children walked out into the hallway just in time, for their parents came out from the kitchen. 

“ Children, come with this way,” said their mother, as she and motioned for them to come to the wall, the hidden tunnel; the one that led to Ezon’s bookroom. They went through and into Ezon’s home. The children noticed that their father locked the hidden door, and then also Ezon’s door. 

Ezon’s bookroom had books everywhere on his desks. He also had many maps. But they had no time to squander about his room. The children’s parent’s lead them up the stairs and through hallways, and finally to the back door. All the while Aboritha and Eleaisa embracing their mother, and their mother consoling them in silence. But before they went out, Milvun turned around and spoke to his children faintly, “ We do not know Reug, Vylt, Aboritha, and Eleaisa how long we shall be gone. We are going where Rdakhis has—“ and then his wife interrupted him with, “ Milvun, they do not know what Rdakhis said or is.”

“ Oh, yes, very true. We are going with Rdakhis, to Alslafute.” he paused, then, “ Do not be frightened children, Rdakhis is quite safe, yes quite safe. We must go with him indeed, and I truly believe it is the correct thing to do.” And with that he opened the door out into the, what had become, a windy night. Though the night was still clear and starry, the peaceful night had turned unnaturally windy. As they went out, the four siblings saw Rdahkis standing in the midst of the wind awaiting them, his crimson cloak thrashing. As the Vans reached him he asked, “ Are you ready?”

The father looked at his family, but not back at his home, and then at his wife, who looked at him  “ I suppose we are, Rdahkis.” And with that said, Rdahkis put his hands to his lips and made a sharp melodious breathy sound that blended with the wind. He waited. Eleaisa was confused, as were her siblings. She expected a couple of horses or rewendles to come galloping to take them to where Rdahkis was to take them. But none came. In the space of a minute the wind gradually died down to a strong and, at least to Eleaisa, delightful breeze. Then Rdahkis looked in the direction of nowhere and nodded. All of a sudden Eleaisa and Aboritha “screamed” in dismay and awe as they clung tighter to their mother. For before them stood a humongous furry creature. It was heavy, massive; its long wings nearly dragged to the ground. The twin girls and their mother looked horrified, as Reug looked bravely so. And while Vylt and his father appeared frightened , they were noticeably excited too.  


“ There is no need to be frightened, especially you Vaóns. Liteod and La’creags are willing to take us to Qwonth(Paesh?).” As soon as these words left Rdahkis’s mouth the wind died nearly completely and another creature appeared before them. Aboritha cringed then saw that no one else had and felt embarrassed.  “ Aboritha and Eleaisa should come with us. Reug and Vylt may go with Rdahkis, you think dear?” Endel asked her husband; he nodded in assent. 

It was quite simple to get on the creature, Eleaisa found. She walked over with her father, her mother and sister, towards the creature called Liteod, while her brothers and the man in red went to La’creags. The girls were the first to get on Liteod’s back. Eleaisa looked shyly into its sharp eye, but its eye looked so comfortingly at her she almost felt as if it knew her; she liked him. Its furry feathers felt so soft and warm in the chill air, as her father got in front of her and her mother in back of her sister behind her. When they were all on, the creatures jumped towards the sky. It was not noisy as Eleaisa expected, as when you run in the wind. No one but her father could she down  (because Liteod’s wings, tail and neck were circumambient),for he sat in front. “ It is fascinating,” noticed Milvun, “ how the Draft glides just above the trees?”

 “ Draft? Is that what these creatures are called?” Eleaisa asked thoughtfully. “ Yes. They are majestic creatures.” Then Endel asked, “ What else do you see?” 

“ I can see our gardens; they look splendid! I see the forest bordering—Ezon!”  

“ Ezon?” all three girls echoed. “ Where is he? What is he doing?” Endel questioned.

“ Well, he—the Draft is too fast I cannot see him anymore.” Milvun said. “ Milvun, do you think that Ezon will be alright? Where did you see him?” Endel repeated.  

“ Yes, I hope he is alright. Did he look worried?” Aboritha added. 

“ Ezon never looks worried.” Her father answered in his kingly (kind?) rumbling voice, “ I got only a quick glimpse. He appeared as though he had something on his mind, but not hurt in any way. He was going into the forest bordering Enalia. I wouldn’t be anxious about him. No, he knows where we are going, I am positive.” Her father encouraged turning his head and then looking back down at the land below, he himself with something on his mind. Then finally he said, “ You said you could not find Ezon after you let us in?”  he asked his daughters behind him, then a sudden thought occurred to him, “ Why were you all up when we came. You came awfully quickly, and how did Ezon get there so quickly? I knocked but once.” 

“ Oh father!” Eleaisa said in remembrance, “ Before you came we were awakened by loud poundings on our door! I went to get you, I had forgotten you were gone to Blasset. Reug told me to get Ezon and he went to see who was at the door. I was so scared!” Eleaisa said tears finally coming down her cheek remembering the night’s events. “ A messenger? What did he say,” her mother said soothingly. “ Reug said the messenger sounded a little crazy. He looked a kind of old, sort of, but not really, I do not know how would you describe him Aboritha?” 

“ Well,” Aboritha said slowly, “ he looked very strong, and about as tall as you daddy. He had dark colored skin and his hair was thick, and brown-gray. His eyes were not that impressive. Rather dull.” Aboritha said imagining when they were in the kitchen.

“ What was the message he conveyed?”  Milvun said looking back at Aboritha curiously. She answered “ He gave it to Ezon. Ezon said his own name to him, and they went to the bookroom. We stayed in the kitchen talking. Then you guys came and we got scared frightfully. Why were you disguised?”

“ And where are we going? I am so confused!” Eleaisa added.

“ I am sorry, you have had so much happen this last night, and with no answers!” Endel said. “ We are going to Qwonth. We were disguised because we were, in a way, being followed.” Before the girls could comment on what their mother said, their father asked them if they knew where and what Qwonth was. Then Aboritha perked up, “ Oh! I have heard or read that name. But I cannot remember from what. Oh, Ezon told us one time, remember Eleaisa?”  Eleaisa looked at her sister blankly, “ I do not recall that name, was I there?” 

“ You must have been out side picking some Alta Fruit. Let me think…”

“ Oh dear, that makes me hungry. Do we have anything to eat mother?” Endel plunged her hand into her bag, “ Here, take some and pass it on. It is bread from Blasset.”

“ Oh! Thank you mother!” Eleaisa said enthusiastically, “ I love this bread!” and she bit in to it merrily after passing it up to her father then, “ Where is Qwonth? I know it is not a landmass, we memorized those: Norúid, Qwr, Nisdewis, Itacol, G’nat, and Fendun-Mysterious. Which one is it in?”  Aboritha munched on her bread thinking, then said, “ I think it is in Norúid. It is a city of importance, I think.”

“ Yes, you are correct,” her father said, “ Not many people would know of this place, perhaps in Itacol,” he said doubtfully. Then Eleaisa said, “ Can you tell us Father?”

“ Well,” he said thoughtfully, then several seconds later, “ this city was alive near the beginning of Effiloncare.” Their father gave them a clue.

“ Since the beginning of Effilo—“ Aboritha stopped in the middle of the word, “ you mean Em’lu tar?”

“ That’s it Aboritha!” her father said and Aboritha looked triumphant, as if she had just solved a riddle. Then she and Eleaisa remembered why they were trying to figure it out, “ We are going there?” Eleaisa said, “ there? Are you sure? Aboritha what else do we know about Em’lu tar, why is it also called Qwonth? I remember you and daddy,” Eleaisa said addressing her mother at that moment, “ teaching us about Em’lu tar, Ezon told us it was also called Qwonth, but I cannot remember why. Which is the original name?”

“ There is not an original name, I remember now. They are different languages.” Aboritha said getting as excited as Eleaisa, then Eleaisa said, “ Oh yes! Em’lu tar is how you say it here in Nisdewis, and Qwonth is how you say it in Norúid, I suppose. They both mean “ hidden meeting” I think.”  

“ Yes, I believe you are correct. So why are we going to Qwonth?” Aboritha added. Endel, even though she knew where they were going and wherefore, was as excited as her daughters and began, “ I feel bad not telling the boys now too, but that is alright. All you four children know, you just know not wherefore.” [And she told them all they knew about why they were going, something all the children had known all their lives, but they knew not wherefore.]

Chapter 3

Meanwhile Rdahkis, Reug and Vylt sat quietly on the Draft they were on. Then Vylt ventured to get some answers, “ What is this creature we are riding called? I like it.”

Rdahkis did not, to Reug and Vylt’s relief, seem disturbed as he replied, “ It is called a Draft. They are majestic creatures, but few have contact with people. I would welcome your being silent to others on the subject of Drafts excluding your immediate family.”  Both boys assented. Vylt’s courage kindled Reug’s talkative self. “ May I know where we are going and why?” He asked Rdahkis, and from what Reug knew of Rdahkis he thought he would tell him exactly where and why they were going. “ We are going to Qwonth. I should much prefer your parents to tell you why, for this is a very restricted subject. I believe no one knows of it, but your family.” The brothers’ curiosity was peeked. Reug said, “ Do you mean our whole family? Even the girls and us?”


“Well, yes,” Rdahkis said, “ I believe your parents have told you [indirectly].” This confused Reug and Vylt extremely. They knew why they were going to a place they had never been, and they knew circuitously! “ Qwonth,” Vylt said softly. It sounded vaguely familiar to him. Then he thought he had hit upon it, “ Are we going to Em’lu tar?” 

“ Em’lu tar?” Reug reiterated abruptly in surprise.  

“ Indeed, Em’lu tar, Qwonth, and any other name it may have. We are going to the city in Norúid where many have met in clandestine counsel.” Rdahkis clearly stated, almost as if he were remembering a past time. Then Vylt, who had actually wondered this for a while, spoke out his idea in a question, “ Have you been there before, recently?” 

Rdahkis showed no surprise in the question and neither did Reug, for he had wondered the same thing. Rdahkis was quiet for a while thinking best how to phrase his statement, “ I have been there many years ago, a very long time ago. But I have received word from ones who are there now.” Then he was silent in thought again. Reug and Vylt felt it wise not to disturb him in his thought. The brothers were contemplating on what Rdahkis said. There were others there? Reug had not thought that perhaps there would be others there! Who were they? What did they want? Why were they going? Reug was consequently befuddled!


Vylt had not thought of others being where they were going either, but after thinking about it he thought it quite logical. Before, Vylt had thought that perhaps they were going to some unexplored place to start gardening, but he hardly thought all the urgency and secrecy could account for gardening. Now he knew they were going to Qwonth. How strange it felt to be going to a place he had long heard about. Vylt expressed this to Reug. “ It is,” Reug affirmed, “ I cannot believe it. Can you? I hardly know what it will be like.” Then Reug being of a distracted nature asked, “ Can you see the other Draft?” Rdahkis sat in front, as Milvun was on Liteod, and was the only one who could see down, “ Indubitably, they are about 8 yards to the left of us.” Rdahkis said leaning over on La’creags’s neck to see. “ It is such a strange sensation to know that we are high above where we have probably walked.” Vylt said. Then Rdahkis turned to him with a small smile and said, “ I was not aware that you could walk on water.” Reug and Vylt chuckled, yet they were very surprised that Rdahkis made a joke, he was so serious. This made Reug and Vylt feel more at ease with him. “ So we are over the Gwurâtea?” Vylt asked amazed that it could be true. “ We are indeed.” He answered. All at once Reug remembered Qiweniam, and his staring eyes. “ Do you know Qiweniam?” he asked Rdahkis. He and Vylt noticed that Rdahkis was a bit startled by the name. The brothers felt excited. He answered with a question, “ [I do not.] Why do you ask?” [Then in surprise, “ Do you know him?”] Reug hesitated in answering. Should he tell him? His parents did not yet know of Qiweniam, but he also knew that his parents trusted Rdahkis and so responded, “ He is a messenger. He came to our home, Delving Hall, before either you or our parents. He gave the message to Ezon, and before that, when we had to carry him in from the front door, Ezon said he thought he was from Itacol because of an emblem of a tree on his coat.” Rdahkis was listening intently.“ Ezon is our neighbor.” Vylt clarified. “ What did he look like?” Rdahkis asked. “ He was medium height, brown-gray hair, and he was rather muscular.” Vylt described. Reug and Vylt looked expectantly at the man in red. He was in deep thought. Rdahkis muttered, “ This is very interesting, extremely interesting, so strange.” How Reug and Vylt longed to know what was so interesting and strange. Reug could not sit silent, “ What do you find so interesting? Do you know Qiweniam?” Rdahkis looked up from his thoughts. He answered truthfully, “ I think not. I believe I know his father though.” 


“ His father?” Reug said, “ But he looked quite old, but then again I do not know your age.” Right when he said this Reug realized it was an uncouth thing to say. Vylt was surprised that his brother would say something like that, but then again his brother was very talkative. Rdahkis did not show signs of anger, in fact, though they did not see him, he smiled amusedly. “ It is quite alright,” Rdahkis said sensing their awkward sentiments.


 For a time they were all silent again, but all were thinking resonantly as the Draft glided just above the trees. It was getting rather cold. “ It smells like snow,” Reug commented. “I love that smell! If it does snow it will be wonderful for the winter squash.” Vylt added taking in a deep breath of air. Suddenly Vylt felt hungry and so did Reug, but they said nothing of it.     

“How long will it take to get to Qwonth?” Reug questioned. “ Until dawn.” Rdahkis answered leaning forward a bit to see down. Suddenly Vylt saw that the day was quite brighter than before, “ It is dawn.” Vylt said uncertainly.

“ Exactly.” He replied. 


The Drafts glided gently down onto the grassy ground. Milvun, as Endel finished telling her daughters wherefore they had to come, turned in his seat and said with a tone of excitement, “ We are here.”  Eleaisa looked up and saw a colossal building. She would not think of the name “ hidden meeting” for such a building. It looked rather like a broad, short tower. It was simple, not ornate, but the architecture was magnificent. Aboritha observed that they were in a valley, huge lush mountains all about them, and it was cold out.


They all jumped off the Drafts, for Drafts are not short. Once she got off, Eleaisa looked back at Liteod. He was not there, and neither was La’creags. Suddenly the wind picked up, but none of the travelers had been there long enough to notice the wind.


Milvun, Endel, Aboritha and Eleaisa walked over to where Rdahkis, Reug and Vylt were. As they joined each other Milvun said, “ Did you tell them why they are here?”

“ I did not.” Rdahkis answered. “ Good, I was hoping we could tell them.” Milvun said. Reug and Vylt looked at each other enthusiastically. “ Do we have time?” Milvun addressed Rdahkis again. “ Yes.” He answered, “ But I must go. You may stay out here, I will be back. A fire might be useful.” 


Very soon the Vaón family was seated on the grass a fire going in the dawning light. Milvun began, “ Did Rdahkis tell you where we are?” both boys answered in the affirmative. “ You know the story we tell you at night, now and then? About the Ilkge Eledkiar who was defeated by the other Ilkges who were doing the will of the Creator?” Milvun asked.

“ Yes.” The wheels in the children’s heads were turning. What did that have to do with anything? But they trusted that their father and mother knew what they were talking about. Milvun continued, “ There are several things that I have discovered as I have gone over the story and read through it again and again. In the beginning of Effiloncare when they were to decide who would be their king, it was Eledkiar’s idea to have a king. It was so difficult to uncover this because of how stealthily and cleverly Eldedkiar concerned the land to have a king.” The Vaón children very much liked this story and agreed emphatically. Milvun began, but at this moment Rdahkis came swiftly as though something he had not expected had come about. As he approached he asked Milvun to come with him. So Endel picked up the story as they walked off


Reug, Vylt, Aboritha and Eleaisa sat silently as their mother finished the narrative they had often heard and always enjoyed. Endel suddenly got excited, “ This tale is only partially known throughout the lands and only as a legend, and it is fully known only by our family and of course those who were swept away by the wind. King Josihan of Effiloncare’s son is missing. And King Josihan is so severely ill that he cannot speak. But Sir Nothering has done all he can to find him and help run Effiloncare since the King’s son is missing and King Josihan is so ill.”

“ So why are we here?” Eleaisa asked confusedly, and added excitedly, “ Are we suppose to find the King’s son?”

“ I am not finished yet.” Her mother responded her excitement rose emphatically, “We are to find the wind people, we must gather together with them, for it has just been revealed to the Ilkge that the time for the King to come is near!” Reug, Vylt, Aboritha and Eleaisa wondered if it could be true, that after countless years it was time for the King, who would rid Effiloncare fully of the evil Eledkiar had stirred into Effiloncare, was to come so soon! Then their mother started again, “ Oh, children this is an extremely excited time as your father said, it is so hard to believe, but you must, because it is true!”

“ I—I do believe he is coming, mother, though difficult, I do believe it.” Vylt said, then a sudden sweep of joy came over him, “ He is coming, He is coming!” Then Vylt and Reug started jumping up and down, then the girls following, all of them making up a song as they did so. They often liked to make up songs spontaneously. Just then Rdahkis came swiftly over to them and said, “ It is time. Let us go in. Have you told them?”

“ Yes, I have. At least all that I know.” Endel answered. The four children and Endel followed Rdahkis to the building after putting out the fire quickly. 


When they entered into the building, Aboritha noticed how simple it was inside; it was beautiful, but simple. She saw three men sitting around a table low to the ground where Rdahkis was leading them too. There was a small fire in the middle of the table which seemed to warm up the entire building. Aboritha and Eleaisa felt afraid, but then they saw their father sitting with them. As they got closer Rdahkis pointed to some spots where they could sit. Aboritha and Eleaisa moved as one towards seats near their father, Eleaisa clinging to her elder sister both to comfort her sister and herself. The sisters sat on either side of their father, while Vylt sat boldly in between the two men he did not know. Endel came in last making sure all her children were well. They all waited in anticipation as to what was to happen next. Endel could see in her husband’s eyes a hint of worry.

They all sat down, and once this was done one of the men spoke, “ I do welcome you Vaónal. I am [Gyrad O’maths Crealdwe]. We are the Ilkge. The wind people have been in hiding for these long 800 years; even we do not know where they are. You are on a quest to find them and tell them of our King who will come so very soon.” 

“ We have reason to believe that they are in Fendun-Mysterious,” said another of the Ilkge, who sat next to Aboritha, “ seeing that it is a mountain-surrounded country where few people have gone—so few. There are also several, not many, but several who are scattered about Effiloncare that utter a strange language. Perhaps they are from Fendun and can lead you there.”  Then Endel spoke, “ How are we to do that?”

“ There is quite a bit more to be said, Endel.” Said Tarjec. Endel nodded apologetically—yet eagerly she awaited the knowledge not yet conveyed by the Ilkge, of whom she was in awe. The Ilkge sitting next to Aboritha, Tarjec, continued, “ We thought that the wind people were there. But when we searched for them there, we did not find a trace of them, not a trace.” Aboritha was pumping with a question, but felt so awkward in the presence of such noble company. She wondered all the same how they would be able to trace them, what signs or characteristics would they look for to find the people who were swept away by the wind many a year ago. She could hardly believe it all. But Milvun, having the same thought and having more confidence, put the question, “ What traces, how would you know after so many years?”  Another Ilkge spoke whose seat was near the door on his left and Vylt listening intently on his right, “ Traces of the wind people—they would be different, ones with a look of one who hopes in the King to come.” The Ilkge said this not looking at anyone, but his eyes were wide and filled with imagination—a genuine longing. All the Vaóns wondered if they had that look of hope, for they believed and had hope in the King to come.


Then, as Aboritha thought about these things she noticed that the Ilkge who just spoke suddenly absorbed in the deepest of thoughts. His eyes were bent down toward the floor as seemed the rest of his body. Just then, as Aboritha looked upon him, he jumped as if a sudden thought surprised him. Aboritha’s eyes were the only upon him. He raised his eyes slowly and looked at Endel and Milvun. Then the astonishing question flowed from his mouth, “ You know where the wind people are?” The four children looked at their parents. They knew where they were? They knew not where the wind people were, did they? For they had known of the wind people so long, but they knew where they were? It would be inconceivable—incredulous! 

Endel and Milvun looked at each other across the table and over the fire. They read each other’s eyes and nodded indicating they did. Then Milvun said, “ We do know where some of them are. I suppose we might find others through them. I don’t know.” The three Ilkge, Rdahkis, Tarjec and Gyrad looked at them with inquiring eyes. Reug was longing to know how their parents knew all these things. Had his parents told him and his siblings as well, perhaps without them knowing? Was there a riddle or clue in the story they had always heard? Or perhaps it was such a secret that their parents could not tell them.

“ This, then, will make your search for them easier. But, as startling as this news is, we have a more important concern to discuss. Why is it beneficial to tell the wind people? Though we do not know where they are, we have sensed a slowly formed forgetfulness on the part of the wind people not hoping in the King to come. This has made our search for them difficult. They had been strong until now. We are not sure what has caused this weakening of their hopes. They must be revived! The King is coming, we must prepare for him!” Tarjec of high stature pointed out. 

There was silence. Eleaisa was feeling uncomfortable sitting in between two Ilkge. She wanted to jump beside her mother and ask her what was happening. Aboritha, though also feeling uncomfortable felt it for another reason. It kept nagging at her. Did the man who threatened her tie into all that was happening? She did not want to think about it, but the more she did, the more she felt she ought to remember all she could of it. The voice of the man had been soft and menacing. But it was not harsh, no, not harsh. She ran it through in her head. All she could remember was the voice! But then there was the hand; the hand that had clasped her mouth so that she could not gasp. It was a large hand, larger even than her father’s, covering her mouth and nose. She shuddered thinking about it, but she had to remember because she felt it was important. Yes, the hand was…how was it? She searched through her mind; it was large, yes, firm, but not tough, like those of a gardeners. Aboritha, so engrossed in her thoughts did not notice the conversation around her, until she was suddenly aroused by a thundering voice. 

“ Ezon!” Rdahkis announced/boomed/welcomed in surprise (?). Ezon came through the doors and closed it quietly behind him. He looked weary and quite dirty with soil and sweat. The children, however, were in such shock to see Ezon here that they just sat and stared in wonder. Ezon walked over to them with a weary smile, though the thud of his shoes against the stone floor was evidence of his strong step. As Ezon approached, Rdahkis greeted him with a hug. Then he said animatedly, “ Vaons, I am well pleased to see you, what a long journey to have made on such short notice.”

“ By way of the Draft” answered Rdahkis. Then in turn Tarjec asked, “ By what way did you come? We have been waiting for you”  Ezon sat down in between Reug and Gyrad, patting Reug on the shoulder in greeting and said, “ by what way I came is of no consequence at the present moment. I have encountered the king’s son without realizing it. Of course it was only after he had gone that I realized it was he.” he paused, “ I encountered him on my way here and he has told me something incredible.” The words came out in a calm manner, but by no means unconcernedly. Gyrad spoke up, “ Incredible? Amidst all this, something incredible? Do tell us Ezon.” Gyrad grinned, seemingly at a thought that pounced into his head, for he jerked slightly. “ As he told me I did not know it was Josihan’s son. He said that his father—addressing him as King Josihan, I assume in order to disguise himself—has come to find out that Eledkiar is amongst us, meaning he is in the king’s court.” 

“ Eledkiar?” Tarjec boomed, “ how has he appeared? What do you mean?”

“ he has slowly crept in, according to Josihan’s son.  Eledkiar has slipped passed our fingers. He is Sir Nothering.” Ezon ended with emphasis.

“ Sir Nothering?” Gyrad inquired astoundedly with curiousity in his voice, “ how can the king see that Sir Nothering is Eledkiar? How can we trust to this? “ 

“ It seems to me that, even if Sir Nothering is not Eledkiar, Sir Nothering must be servant, for how else would dear king Josihan, as he is mortally ill, send his son to tell me?” Ezon said in a very logical manner. 

“ Are you certain it was Josihan’s son?” asked Gyrad. “ Well,” began Ezon,” there was a strange urgency in his manner. It was a kind of strange that could be authentic, but it is difficult to tell.”  Then Tarjec proposed, “ But why did he come to you, Ezon? All the king’s know where the Ilkge are. Have you any ideas?” 

“ I think that he had more than one journey to make.” Ezon said hintfully, though quietly. 
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Rdahkis- (rid-AH-kis)

Vylt- (VI-lt)




Ezon- (e-ZON)
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