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27th day of Eleint, 1367DR

To the esteemed scholar, Athol of Candlekeep, does Danilo Thann, his erstwhile and
unworthy student, send greetings.

My old friend, it is with enormous satisfaction that | take up quill and parchment to begin
an endeavor that may, in some small measure, begin to justify the care and effort you once
lavished upon my education. | thank you for that, and for your offer of assistance in my new
effort.

It is my desire to gather some of the tales told by sages and bards, warriors and rulers, and
fashion them into something resembling a history of the elven idand of Evermeet. Without your
aid and introduction, I would not presume to approach the mighty, the famous—and the
well-armed. Those who do not know me would surely hes-itate to contribute to so ambitious an
undertaking. As for those who do know me.. . . well, suffice it to say the damage is done. Perhaps
the mantel of your fine reputa-tion will enable me to reap credibility where none was sown.

What, you may ask, possesses me to set my hand to so daunting a task as this, a history of
Evermeet? My reasons are threefold.

| believe that the lessons taught by elven history have not yet been learned. Though the
wondrous idand of Evermeet seems inviolate, is it truly so much different from Illefarn,
Keltormir, or Cormanthyr? Once, these great centers of elven culture seemed eternal; now they
are merely legend. What then may we expect for Evermeet and the elves who have made the
idand their home and their hope? | pray that my views hold more pessimism than prophecy;
nevertheless, change occurs, often when we are least ready for it. In my short career as a bard, |
have observed that facts usually serve only to obscure the truth. Truth, when it can be found at
all, ismore likely to be heard when it is pre-sented in stories and song.

You are also aware of my long fascination with all things elven. You may recall that you
enjoyed a brief respite from my lamentable magical pranks whenever your lessons focused upon
the fey folk. Shortly after you retired from your post as my tutor, having expressed your desre to
regain your peace of mind and regrow your eyebrows and beard—for which loss | heartily
apologize (upon my word, that ink was supposed to glow in the dark, not explode when exposed to
candlelight!) | took upon myself the study of Elvish. In the years since, | have achieved a level of
flu-ency that will allow me to read any histories, lorebooks, and letters you can send me. Rest
assured | will treat them with far greater care than | showed my mother the Lady Cas-sandra's
lorebooks, and that | shall return them to Candlekeep without the bawdy asides and small
charcoal sketches that filled the margins of those books—save of course for those that dealt with
elven legend and lore. Even then, | rec-ognized and respected the unique magic of such tales.

My final reason is the most deeply personal. Through the blessings of the gods (which
gods, precisaly, remains to be ascertained) | am soon to wed an ef woman of royal blood—and
mixed race. Her greatest sorrow, and therefore mine, is that she has been denied her elven
heritage. While this history cannot restore her birthright to her, it is the only such gift within my
power to give. My lady has little use for anything my wealth can purchase. The things she values
cannot be found in the bazaars of Waterdeep, and are, alas, in scant supply elsawhere: honor,
courage, tradi-tion. As | undertake this work, | keep ever before me an image of this true
daughter of Evermeet, whom | love dearly for her elven ways—and despite them.

A contradiction, you think? So would have |, before | came to know Arilyn. My lady is
capable of inspiring admiration and exasperation in great and equal measure. | suspect that the
story of her ancestors may hold true to this pattern. Yet | will follow the story of Evermeet's elves
wheresoever it may lead, as faithfully as lies within my powers. This| swear to you by the Mystery



| hold most dear—that the fairest and bravest of these wondrous, frus-trating beings could love a
man such as|.

| remain respectfully yours in the service of truth, story and song,

Danilo Thann



Prelude

The Edge of Twilight
1371DR

High above the waters of the Trackless Sea, a Slver dragon whedled, soared, and danced upon
the crigp thin air. For many centuries had the dragon lived, and never had she found a pleasure to rivd the
sheer joy of flight—the rush of the wind and the ddightful tingle of ice crystals againg her scales.

As she soared over a narrow gap in the cloud cover, she noted that she was not the only creature
to take flight on this glorious autumn day. Far below, aflock of whitewinged seabirds skimmed over the
waves. Seabirds?

The dragon pulled up, startled. There was no land for many, many miles—how could a flock of
such 9ze sudtain itsdf so far out to sea? Curious, she tucked in her wings and went into a stooping dive.
Down she hurtled, plunging through the mist and damp of the clouds. Out of habit, the dragon stretched
wide her wings just before she broke through the cloud bank, pulling out of the dive and then darding
around in the thin mig to dow her momentum. Staying hidden among the clouds was mog likdy an
unnecessary precaution, for even the sharpest-eyed seabird would see the dragon, if he saw her a dl, as
noth-ing more than a Slver speck. But the dragon was a Guardian; it was her task to see and not be
Seen.

The dragon peered down a the strange flock. At this height she could see that it comprised not
birds after dl, but ships. A vast fleet of ships, saling due west—sailing for Evermest.

"I could attack," the dragon whispered longingly, yet she knew she could not. There were far too
many ships, for one thing, and her duty in such matters was clear. She wheded toward the west, her
glittering wings thumping as she dimbed back up to the cold, dry ar above the clouds. There she could
fly more swiftly.

And fly she mugt, with al the speed that the magic of dragonflight lent her. The dragon had been
Evermeet's guardian for nearly as many years as Queen Amlauil had been its ruler. During her
centurieslong vigl the dragon had seen hundreds of ships attempt the passage to Ever-meet. Most lay
rotting on the ocean floor. But this flock, this fleet, was an invason force of devadating strength. The
dragon could see no other explanation for so many ships—not even during the height of the even Retreat
did so many ships band together a once. If even a tenth of them managed to get past the idand's
safeguards, they might do considerable damage to Evermeet's defenders.

The dragon sped toward the dven idand, her mind reaching out desperately across the miles to
search for the mind of her dven partner, so that she might warn him of the approaching danger.

Slence. Darkness.

There was a moment's disbelief—after al, Shonassr Durothil was a formidable warrior, one of
the finest Wind-riders in dl Evermeet. Many times had the dragon con-tacted him, even from so far a
digance. If the df did not answer, it was because he could not. Shonassir was dead; of that, the dragon
was grimly certain. She did not wish to contemplate the severity of baitle, the manner of foe that could
send awarrior such as Shonassir Durathil to Arvandor before histime of consent.

The dragon muttered the words of a spel that would speed her flight to the dven homdand. In
moments, the cloud mass below her sped by in a white blur. But fast as she was, the dragon had reason
to fear that she might already be too late.

When Shonassir Durothil died, he had been on Evermeet itsdif.

High above the deck of Rightful Place, unmindfu of the dragon sentind passing swiftly
overhead, ayoung salor dung to the rall of the crow's nest and peered out over the endless waves.

Kaymid No-Beard, his mates cdled him, for his visage was indeed as smooth as a newly lad
egg. But young though he was, this was his third voyage, and he was proud of his place on this vessd, the
flagship of a mighty inveson force. Even better, as watchman Kaymid might be the fird to catch a
glimpse of Evermeset's fabled defenses.

Thisthought sent a tingle of excitement racing down the young sailor's spine. He had no thought



of fear, for how could they fal? Kaymid knew a secret, a wonderful and dangerous secret that in his
mind spdlled certain victory. This adventure would dimax in a glorious victory, and then he would dam
his share of treasure and even wenches. The battles that lay ahead would only whet his appetite for both.

"Soon," Kaymid murmured eagerly, remembering the tavern-told legends. According to those
salors who had sur-vived such a voyage—which is to say, those who had turned back—the dven
defenses began in earnest a fortnight's sail west of Nimbra. Thistime was nearly up.

Kaymid intently scanned the sea, his eyes sazing every detall: the long, flickering shadow that the
ship's mast cast over the waves behind them, the legp and splash of a pair of dolphins a play, the salor
adeep on the deck below, hisbald head pillowed on a cail of rope. Kaymid would see everything, miss
nathing.

Asif to mock his proud thoughts, an idand leaped into view, gppearing as suddenly asif it had
been pulled from a wizard's bag. Beyond he saw a second idand, and then another—there was a vast
archipdago of them! And between the idands, jagged rocks thrust out of the sea like the tombstones of a
thousand unwary ships.

"Danger! Danger, sraight ahead!" Kaymid shouted down in a voice made shill by sudden fear.
"Land, rocky shodd"

On the deck below, the captain waved acknowledgment and untied his spyglass from his belt,
dthough more for protocol's sake than from any fath in young Kaymid's enthusasms. Captain Blethis
was the son of a sdlor and grandson of a pirate. The sea sang in his blood; it had been his home for
nearly dl of his forty-odd years. He could read the patternsin the stars and the winds as wel as any man
dive No, by hisreckoning Rightful Place was hard out to sea and days from any shore. Held stake his
share of dven treasure on that.

Blethis raised the glass. He recoiled, blinked, then squinted intertly at the image it revealed. Sure
enough, there was land ahead, a barrier even more dangerous than young Kaymid's warning suggested.
The danting rays of the afternoon sun set the idands aflame The patches of sand were the color of pae
roses, the rocks a deadly garden of sunset reds and oranges.

"A cord reef so far north?' Blethis muttered in disbe-lief. Spinning on his hed, he roared to his
crew to turn hard to the north.

"Bday those orders.”

The words were softly spoken, yet some fey magic car-ried them to every corner of the ship. The
deckhands hes-itated at their work, torn between the danger ahead—now visble to them adl—and their
awe of the speaker.

A lithe, dender figure emerged from the hold, draped in a cloak againg the chill winds and the
ding of the sea spray. "Sall on," he said cdmly, addressing the hdmaman who stood frozen at the whed!.
"Thereis no need to dter our course.”

"No need?" Blethis echoed increduloudy. "Thet cora can shear through ships faster than dwarven
axes could dice cheesa!"

"You yoursdf have pointed out the unlikdihood of such a corad reef in these cold waters” the
cloaked figure replied. "It ismerdy anilluson.”

The captain raised his glass for another look at the formidable barrier. "Looks solid enough.
You're certain it's not?'

"Entirdy certain. We sall on. Have the bosun relay the message to the other ships.”

Captain Blethis balked, then shrugged and did as he was told. In doing so he risked dl that he
had—his position, his share of the plunder, his very life—but he suspected his imperious passenger hed
asmuch at stake and more.

Although captain of the vessd, Blethis was little more than a hired hand. The ship he commanded
belonged to the df—in fact, as far as Blethis could figure, all the shipsin the fleet belonged to him.

The df. It dill amazed Blethis that an df would lead an invason force againg his own kin.
Although, come to think of it, men were quick enough to fight anongs them-selves. It shouldn't surprise
him to learn that dves weren't much different, but it did. There were severd eves on this ship, for that
maiter, and more on severd of the others. As far as Blethis could tel, they were dl dead set upon



over-throwing the ruling queen and taking over the idand themsdves. Which was fine with Blethis, since
these par-ticular eves were willing to share the spails of war—and the glory of conquest—with thar
humen dlies

Provided, of course, that any of them survived the voyage. The cgptain strode to the bow and
watched in dlence as the ship closed in on the cora reef. Some of the crew, trugt-ing the evidence of
their own eyes over the assurances of the myderious df lord, leaped over the ral to take ther chances
snvimming ashore,

"Leave them," the df commanded. "They will under-stand their folly soon enough, and the other
shipswill pick them up as they pass through."

Blethis nodded absently, his eyes fixed on the swiftly approaching rocks. Indinctively he braced
himsdf for the fird grating jolt of contact with the unseen cord shdf, but it did not come. Scarcely
breething, he stood tense and watchful as the hdmaman steered the ship in aweaving course between the
blood-colored rocks, touching none. Touching nothing. It was a feat of seamanship that Blethis would not
have believed possble had he not witnessed it.

It was dso effort wasted. In moments the firgt of the idands lay directly before them, a hopelesdy
rocky shore above which loomed a thick tangle of foliage. They were close enough to smel the thick,
earthy scent of the loamy soil and the deep, complex perfume of growing things. A large insect flew
soundlesdy by. Blethisindinctively swatted and missed.

Suddenly aweird, undulaing hoot pierced the tense sllence, ralling out of the dense forest toward
them in chill-ing waves. The cdl was quickly echoed by other crea-tures—large creatures, judging from
the sound—whose trumpeting roars seemed thick with hungry anticipation.

Blethis shuddered. Hed heard such cries before, long ago, when his ship saled too near the
shores of Chult'sjungles. If the df was wrong, if the ship went aground on this brutal coastline, dl of them
were deader than day-old mackerd.

To the captain’'s agonishment and utter rdief the ship passed through the cove and the rocks,
flowing right into the "forest” beyond as eadly as it might dice through mis. The colors of the cord
formations and the lush green faliage played over the ship and the stunned sailors as they glided through
theilluson.

Blethis held up one hand and regarded the shifting pat-terns upon it. He remembered a long-ago
moment when as a child he had stood in the base of a rainbow and watched the colors splash over his
bare feet. This barrier reef, for dl its formidable appearance, was no more substantia than that rainbow.

"So much for Evermeet's defenses,” he murmured.

The df's only response was athin amile.

"Sorm ahead!" sang down the young watchman. "Coming this way, and coming fast!"

Thistime Blethis had no need to raise his glass. The storm swept toward them with preternatural
speed. Scant moments after Kaymid sounded the darm, angry purple clouds filled the sky and hurled
lightning bolts a sudden-ly skittish waves.

A whirling cone descended from the clouds. More fol-lowed, urtil a score of them had touched
down upon the sea. The water churned wildy as hungry clouds plundered the waves, and the funnds
swiftly became darker and more powerful with the force of the swirling waters within. Like a pack of
hunting wolves, the waterspouts began to circle the fleet.

"Tdl me this is another illuson, df," Blethis implored. "The storm is dl too red," the df sad,
pulling the folds of his cloak tighter about him. "Sall on.”

The ship's mate, a burly pirate whose face had taken on a pae, greenish hue that belied his
Cdighite heritage, lurched over to dutch the captain's am. "Weve had enough, Blethis. All of us. Give
the order to turn about!”

Blethis read certain mutiny in the pirate's eyes. "Remem-ber the treasure!™ he exhorted. The mate,
he knew, gambled at cards, dice, gaming cocks, and the gods only knew what ese. His luck with dl of
them was monumentally bad; he owed ruinous amounts to people who spared no means to collect debts
owed them. This voyage, Blethis knew, was nothing less than the man's last chance at survivd.

"Treasure's of little use to a dead man,” the mate replied flaly, his words not only an admisson of



hisown predicament, but a deadly threat. He released the captain's am, drew a curved knife from his
sash, and raised it high.

As the blade dashed toward the captain's throat, the df spoke a strange syllable and moved one
golden hand in a flickering gesture. Ingtantly the knife glowed from tip to hilt with fierce red heat. The
mate jerked back, his am spoiled. Then, howling with pain, he dropped the ensorcelled wespon and
shook his snged fingers.

Blethis drove hisfig into the traitorous sailor's face, and was rewarded with a satifying crunch of
bone. He hit im again, lower thistime, with a sweeping upward hook that drove the broken bones of the
mate's nose deep into his skull.

Ingantly dead, the man dropped to the deck. Blethis was tempted to kick him a couple of times
for good measure, but the ship was garting to pitch and roll, and he wasn't certain he could do so without
fdling on his backside.

"The storm will not ham us" the df said, as cdmly as if the mutinous confrontation had not
occurred. "This is the hand of a goddess, a manifestaion of Aerdrie Faenya, Lady of Air and Wind.
Blven ships may pass through unharmed.”

Asif to bdie these assurances, lightning seared the sky, and a booming crash rumbled over the
roar of the gather-ing winds. Blethis raised his glass in time to see the mast of a distant ship splinter and
fdl. The ailed sals, which had been dropped at fird d9gn of the gpproaching storm, were dready
smoldering. In moments the ship would be a torch. Blethis shot an inquiring glare a the ship's owner.

The df lifted one shoulder in a careless shrug. "The human-made vessd's were ussful in bringing
usthis fa—not even the most voracious of Nimbrd's pirates would attack a fleet of such sze. Some of
the humans have fed the hungry creatures of the sea; some ships were given as Umberlegs tall. But we
near our god; it istime to cull the fleet. Mogt of the human ships will be destroyed long before we reach
Evermest.”

Blethisdung to the rail and struggled to absorb this calous pronouncement, and the fact that the
vad flest would be cut nearly in hdf. "But nearly threescore dven ships will reman,” the captain
perssted, rasing his voice to be heard over the gathering tempest. "That's an inva-son force! Whether
the ships are dven or not, Evermeet's dveswill figure out your intent. Suddenly, our chances look about
hdf as good as they did when | sgned on!"

The df's oddly cold amile returned. "You are more cun-ning than you appear, Captain Blethis
But do not concern yoursdf. Not dl ships sl to one port; Rightful Place will be one of three ships
docking a Leuthilspar. And | assure you, Queen Amlaruil will receive us”

"This fool was not far wrong," Blethis said hatly, nudging the downed firs mate with his boot.
"And he won't be the last to take up ams to end this trip. If you've got some good news, this is the time
to speak.”

"Liden, then, so you can cdm your crew's fears and set your own mind fully to the task aheed,”
the df conceded. "One of the eves aboard this ship is Lamruil, youngest son of Queen Amlaruil and the
late King Zaor. The only sur-viving roya offspring, if al has gone as our dlies planned, and therefore
sole her to the throne of Evermeet.” The df paused, and a flicker of distaste crossed his golden face.
"Though Prince Lamruil himsdf is not paticularly impressve, his presence on this ship gives us
tremendous power.

"And s0," the df concluded with grim satisfaction, "the queen has little choice but to recelve us.
Evermest's future, one way or another, isin the hands of her worthless brat."

"Your advisors have assembled in the throne room, Your Mgesty.”

Queen Amlaruil nodded, not lifting her gaze from the too-Htill face of her firsborn daughter. "I
shdl be dong directly,” she said in a voice that bore no hint of her weari-ness or her grief.

The courtier bowed deeply and left the queen done with the fdlen princess.

llyrana—that was the name Amlaruil had given her daughter those many years ago, a name taken
from the High Elven word meaning "an opd of rare beauty.” llyrana had been so lovdy as a babe, o like
the precious stone for which she was named: milky white hair highlighted with the palest of greens,



luminous skin so white that it blushed blue tints, and large grave eyes that could change with light and
mood from the color of garing leaves to the deep blue of a summer sea. Ilyrana was lovdy 4ill, Amlaruil
noted wigfully, even in the desthlike dumber that had claimed her since the battle two nights past.

Like most of the Sddarin€'s dlerics, llyrana had gone to do battle againg the feaful creature
unleashed upon the even idand by the evil god Mdar, the Beastlord. By battle's end, many priests and
priestesses had fdlen: Ilyrana was Smply gone, dthough her body remained behind. Amlaruil had not
been surprised by this, for there had dways been something otherworldly about her oldest child.
Knowing llyranas utter dedication to Angharradh, the goddess she served, Amlaruil suspected that her
daughter had followed the fight to its ultimate source and was even now danding firm at Angharradh's
gde. If that were so, then the goddess was wel served indeed.

And if it were so, then Ilyrana was unlikdy to return. Few eves who glimpsed the wonders of
Arvandor, even in such dire circumstances, could ever reconcile themsdves to the mortal world.

Amlauil whispered a prayer—and a farewell—and then rose from her daughter's bedside. All of
Evermeet awaited her. There wasl little time to spare for her own per-sond tragedies.

The queen swiftly made her way to the throne room. A large assembly awaited her: the surviving
members of the Council of Matrons, representatives from each of the noble clans, leaders from among
the dven warriors, even afew of the other fey creatures who made Evermeet their home and who fought
adongsde the dves. As one, they kndt in the presence of the even queen.

Aswas her custom, Amlaruil bowed deeply to the People she served, then bade them dl rise to
tend to the matter & hand. She took the throne and cdled upon Keryth Blackhem, the Moon-elven
warrior who com-manded the idand's defenses, to give his report.

But Keryth was not fated to speak this day.

The explosion was sudden, slent—and utterly devas-tating. There was no thrumming crash, no
vibration to set the crysd towers of the dty keening in sympathy, not even a tremor to shake the
gemdone mosaic floor benegath their feet. Y et there was not an df in that chamber—not an df upon dl of
Evermest—who did not fed it or who falled to understand what it meant.

The Circles had been shattered. Evermest's unique megic was gone.

For nearly five days the battle for the dven homeand had raged. Armies of mongters had arisen
from the sea and descended from the skies, human wizards of unspeskable power had chalenged the
Weave of dven magic, ships bear-ing mounted warriors had swept in upon the idand from every sde.
Worse, creatures from Beow had found a path to the idand, had aullied the haven that was Evermet,
and had dan many of the idand's best defenders. Although the besieged People were unspeskably
weary, they had not grown dispirited.

But this blow was surdy more than they could bear.

Moving as if in a dream, Queen Amlaruil rose from her throne and made her way over to the
open window. Below her was lad out a strange tableau: The teeming Streets of Leuthilspar, which
moments before had been dive with dven warriors rdlying in response to yet another threat from the
coast, were utterly Slent. The eves stood motion-less, frozen in a paroxysm of anguish.

Amlauil lifted her eyes toward the north. Far away, in the deepest and most ancient forests of
Evermedt, the twin spires of the Towers of the Sun and the Moon had reached to the sky. Now they
were gone, and the High Magi of Ever-meet with them. Amlaruil dlowed hersdf a moment's grief for the
loss of friends she had cherished for centuries.

The queen turned to her advisors, who for once were beyond speech. All of them knew what this
meant. The only thing that could possibly destroy the Towers was another powerful circle of High Magi.
And in these days of diminished power and fading magic, only on Evermeet could such magic be cast.
Best on dl sdes by invaders, they had neverthdess stood firm. The devadtating blow, the only one for
which they had not prepared, was this betrayd from within.

Fndly Zdtarish, the queen's ancient scribe, gave words to the tragedy.

"Evermeet islog, your Mgesty," he whispered. "The twilight of the eves has come.”



Book One
The Fabric of Legend

"If ye ask my advice—and ye have—I'd say to give over this task to thine Uncle Khelben.

Of the two of ye, he's the more deserving of it. But since ye don't seem the vengeful sort, ye might

aswell start this tale at the beginning. It seems to me ye can not tell the story of the elven People

without speaking of the gods. Indeed, I've known many the elf who'd have ye believe ther€'s little
difference between him and them.”

—excerpt from aletter from Elminster of Shadowdale

1
The Godswars

Before time began, before the fabled relm known as Faerie began its descent toward twilight,
there was Olympus.

Home of the gods, Olympus was a vast and wondrous place. Here were limpid seas from whose
depths sprang new life—beings who would in time find homes upon the infant worlds awakening beneath
athousand suns. Here lay verdant meadows as whimscdly fertile as the minds of the gods who walked
upon them, and gardens like vast and glorious sunsets. Here was Arvandor, the forest home of the ven
gods.

It was to Arvandor that he fled now, wounded and heart-sick, and as near to death as ever an
dven god had come.

He was Cordlon Larethian, the leeder of the dven pantheon. Lithe and golden was he, and
beautiful despite the ravages of battle. Though gravdy wounded, he ran with a grace and speed that a
mountain cat might envy. But the df lord's face was taut with frugtration, and one hand was clenched
around the empty scabbard on his hip.

Corellon was a warrior—the father of dl even war-riors—and he wanted nothing more than to
gtand and see the battle through to its concluson. But his wegpon was shattered, and he was bound by
honor not to use his godly magic agang his foe. There was no choice but retreat, for if Corelon
fdl—Cordlon, the essence of dven srength and magic and beauty—then the destruction of the even
People seemed assured.

He took some comfort from the knowledge that for each drop of blood he spilled an dven child
would be born. Thus had it been many times before: This was not his fird baitle with Gruumsh. He
suspected that it would not be hislast.

Since dawn had the battle raged, and now dusk was drawing near. All but deafened by the
pounding of his own heart, the df lord fdtered to a stop and looked about for a place where he might
take a moment's rest and shelter. Such places were scarce on the Moor, a place of endlesdy ralling hills,
shallow seas of pest, and afew stubborn trees. One tree huddled nearby—a low, gnarled cypress whose
twigted and thinly leaved branches swept down to touch the ground.

Cordlon ducked into the meager shade and sank down to rest. Even as he did so, his eyes swept
the hills and he mapped out plans for a battle that might yet overtake him. He acknowledged that the
Moor was not without a certain austere beauty; even so, it was hardly the place for an even god.
Cordlon was outside his dement, and wdl he knew it.

Olympus knew no finite boundaries, and within it were lands that defined paradise for many,
may peoples. This place had been chosen as a courtesy to another god, one with whom Corellon had
sought parlay: Gruumsh, the First Power of the orcish gods.

Gruumsh was at home in the wild moors, hills, and mountains of a hundred worlds. Although the
orc lord could never have defeated his even counterpart amid the trees of Arvandor, here the advantage
was his The famil-iar setting had apparently emboldened him. From hisfirg strike, Gruumsh had seemed



more confident, more grimly determined, than ever before. He came on dill in swift and dogged pursuit of
the even god.

Cordlon's sharp eyes caught aglimpse of his foe cresting a digtant hill. Taler by haf than any of
the Moor's gnarled trees, Gruumsh was corded with muscle and armored with a gray hide nearly as
tough as dven mall. His bearlike snout twitched as he scented the air for the passing of the df lord, and
hisiron spear bounced on his shoulder as he strode aong. The bestid god bled nearly as profusdy as did
Corelon, for the battle between them had been long and fierce. The difference between them was that
the orc lord il held his weapons, while Corellon's sword lay in scat-tered shards among the heather.

As he watched the orcish god's approach, Cordlon understood for the firg time the depth of his
own faly. He had asked Gruumsh to come to Olympus so that they might discuss an end to the
destructive war between Gruumsh's orcs and the even children of Corellon—a war that was threstening
to shred the very fabric of the ancient redm of Faerie. Cordllon had invited, and Gruumsh had accepted.

Accepted, and then betrayed.

The df lord blamed himsdf. Although he would have liked to dam that he'd trested Gruumsh as
an honorable foe, offering good faith and expecting it in return, he had not been particularly surprised
when the orc lord broke truce. In truth, Corellon had been willing to surrender nearly every advantage
because it had never occurred to him that he might lose a fight.

He was proud, perhaps too proud, as were his even chil-dren. Cordlon had reason to know the
aunning and battle fury of his orcish adversary, but he had trusted in his superior aglity and in
Sahandrian, his marvelous sword. Even now he could not fathom how the orcish god had managed to
shear through Sahandrian's magic and metal with naught but a rusty, one-handed axe.

Treachery, Cordlon concluded grimly. There was no other explanation, for Sahandrian was far
more than a common sword. It was Cordlon's own work—he had lav-ished untold centuries upon the
creting and enchanting of it. Nor was he the only god who'd had a hand in its cregtion. Sehanine
Moonbow, the even goddess of moonlight and mysteries, had bound moon magic into the shining blade.
Since beauty has a power of its own, Handi Cdanil had made of the sword's hilt a work of art replete
with gems and intricate carvings. Upon the blade she had etched runes that portrayed—and perhaps
captured—the enduring strength of dven love. His beloved Araushnee, the patron goddess of artisans
and the goddess of dven degtiny, had woven with her own hands the intricately designed slken sheath
thet padded Corellon's scabbard and warded him with a web of magic.

All of these goddesses had worshipers among the People; it was possible that a high deric had
caught aglimpse of his Mistresss magical essence, and had somehow turned this knowledge againg the
df lord.

But why? For wha purpose would any df turn agang his own gods? This question, a question
thet Corellon had never before thought or needed to ask, haunted him as he watched twilight purple the
sky and Gruumsh draw ever closer.

The dngle moon of Olympus crested the distant hills an amber orb that paled to siver as it rose.
Itslight sent a hulking, moon-cast shadow gretching out before the orc lord. Noting this, Gruumsh bared
his fangs in a savage grin. The bright moonlight was as much his dly as the open terrain, for it made
tracking dl the easier.

A dight movement on the horizon caught the orc lord's eye. It was little more than a shimmer,
rather like the col-ored lights that danced in the cold northern skies on one of Gruumsh's favorite worlds.
But he recognized its source, and grimaced.

Sehanine.

Gruumsh hated dl the dven daties and loathed their not-quite-mortal children, but he reserved a
gpecid enmity for thiswench. A wisp of afemae, pale as moorHight and indpid as a bloodless med, the
goddess Sehanine was nonetheless a potent adversary. This offended Gruumsh. Femade orcs were
generdly smdler and wesker than mdes, and as a result, they held consderably less power. Orcish
young learned the precept: "If Gruumsh had intended femaes to lead, he would have given them bigger
musdes”" He certainly wouldn't have equipped them with Sehanine's fey magic, or that subtle mind whose
depths no orcish warrior could fathom. Cordlon was bad enough, but a leest Gruumsh knew whéat to



expect from the dven god: battle—straightforward, bloody, and invigorating. That he could understand
and respect.

The orc watched with gpprehension as the dancing lights coalesced into a dender, feminine form.
Like a luminous cloud, Sehanine walked toward him, rgpidly taking on sub-stance as she came. Night
was her time, and she seemed to draw sustenance and power from the moonlight. In her hands was a
shining sword, held point-up before her.

Gruumsh knew at once that this was no common weapon, even as gods reckon such things. No,
this sword was aliving thing. It was as dive—and as troublesome—as any dven world and dl the beings
that walked upon it, as vast in power as the sun that warmed that world and the skies that cradled it. The
sunned orc noted the thou-sands of tiny stars that swirled within the wondrous blade and sensed the
meagic that pulsed through it like an ocean's tides.

It was Sahandrian, the sword of Corellon, made whole and new!

Surprise turned swiftly to rage, and Gruumsh let out a furious below that rumbled like thunder
over the Moor. The proudest moment of the orc lord's godhood had been shat-tering that sword,
watching the glowing fragments fade and disappear. Somehow, this great triumph had been undone by a
scrawny even wench. The orc's hatred of the moon goddess increased a thousandfold, and he howled
out a fearsome oath of vengeance upon her and dl creatures even.

But Sehanine waked on, not sparing the furious Gruumsh so much as a glance. She crested the
hill on which he stood and began to pass down into the valey, moving within easy range of a spear's toss.

The orc lord's brow beetled at this tacit insult. He whipped his spear from his shoulder and
heuled it back for the throw.

The faint sound must have aerted his target, for Seha-nine turned to him at last, an expression of
fant disdain on her face. Too fasd—impossbly fast—she leveled the dven sword a the orc lord as if it
were a wizard's gaff. A dngle pulse of Slver lignt burst from the weapon and enguifed him in a
shimmering sphere. Blinded and snarling with rage, Gruumsh fisted his free hand and dug furioudy at his
eyesin an atempt to banish the stars that swam and spun behind his eydlids.

By the time the orc lord's vison returned, the goddess had moved far beyond the range of his
spear. She stood beside a gnarled cypress that dung to the top of the hill beyond. To the orc's dismay,
Sehanine was not aone—a familiar, golden warrior came eagerly toward her. She kndt to him,
Sahandrian held out before her. The lights that whirled within the ven weapon flared and legped as the
rightful owner reclaimed his sword.

Gruumsh shook his now-useless spear and fairly danced with rage. "Knavel Coward!" he howled
a Cordlon Larethian. "Bested in Sngle combat, you hide behind a femaes skirtsd And what of your
oah? You swore that no even magic would be brought againg me, yet you suffer this witch to undo my
victory!"

"Not s0," Sehanine said firmly, her Slvery voice floating out over the valey that lay between them.
She rose and faced down the angry god. "You have broken the truce, Gruumsh of the Orcs, and thus it
will be remembered for dl time. Cordllon holds to the contract he has made with you and to al the tenets
of honorable battle. He was never bested. Destroying his sword was no victory of yours. By an df was
Sahandrian undone, and thusit fdls to the Seldarine to restore their own.”

With these cryptic words, the goddess turned back to Cordlon. Her slver eyes swept over him;
tears sorang into them as she took note of his many wounds. Sehanine wiped the tears from her cheek
and reached out with gentle fingers to touch the god's bleeding face. Indantly the mingled droplets on her
hand took on amystic glow.

"Children of the moon and the sun," she whispered. "Behold, my lord, the souls of eves yet
unborn. Even baitle with a dishonorable foe cannot diminish the magic we share.™

She dtarted to say more, but the bright moonlight that sustained her suddenly dimmed, and the
riang wind chased a welter of black clouds across the moon. Sehanine cast a glance over her shoulder.
The orc, as she expected, had kicked into a running charge, seizing what mus have seemed to him a
moment of even weakness.

The goddess's face hardened. "Kill him, my lord,” she whispered fiercely, and touched her fingers



to Cordlon's scabbard asif in grim benediction. When the dark clouds parted, she was gone.

Cordlon bit back the words of thanks and tamped down the questions burning within him. Later,
he vowed, he would seek out the moon goddess and have from her an explanation concerning the magic
she had done, and the dven treachery to which she'd dluded.

But for now it was enough just to hold Sahandrian again. The dven god raised his sword high,
exulting in the fed of the wondrous wegpon in his hand and the prospect of renewed battle. With a
ringing shout, he raced down the hillsde to meet the orc's charge.

They met in the valey below with a thunderous clash. Sparks flew like shooting stars as the dven
blade struck the iron haft of the orc lord's spear. Cordlon ddiberately alowed his blade to glance off the
spear; he knew he could not equa or even counter the force of the orc's attack. His advantage was
agility. Never once dowing his momentum, the df ducked beneath the crossed wesgpons. Metd
screeched over metd as his sword did up the spear's haft with deadly intent.

Gruumsh twigted his spear shaply to one sde, flinging the oncoming blade wide. He spun,
sepping back to move himsdf beyond the df's reach. As he turned back toward his foe, Gruumsh
brought the blunt end of his spear down, swinging in hard and low at the df lord's booted feet.

Cordlon danced nimbly back—exactly as the orc hoped he would. Gruumsh's primary wespon
was consderably longer than the df's Not even Sahandrian could cut what it could not reach.

With a fierce amile, the orc completed the sweeping arc, swinging his weapon up so that the shaft
was leve, theiron tip amed at the df lord's throat. With dl his strength he lunged forward, thruging as he
went.

Cordlon made no atempt to parry the mighty blow. He ducked under the rushing spear, then
pivoted back to face his foe, usng his speed to lend power to Sahandrian's swing. The sword scored a
ginging blow to the orc lord's hip. Gruumsh whirled at the df, his spear out full length before him. But the
df stepped in close, too close for the sharp tip to find him. His sword darted in and ripped yet another
gach in the orc lord's hide before the shaft of the spear smashed into hisribs.

Thedf ralled with the blow, coming up on his feet and once again lunging in close. But Gruumsh
hed tossed aside his spear. In one massve hand he held a dagger, in the other, the axe that had somehow
destroyed Sahandrian earlier that day.

For many moments the foes stood nearly toe to toe, and the clash and shriek of metd upon meta
rang out over the watchful Moor. In the hands of the dven god, Sahandrian whirled and thrust and
danced, moving so fadt that it |eft ribbons of light in its path. But this time, Coréllon's sword hdd firm,
turning aside the orcish god's axe again and again without taking so much as a pit dong its gleaming edge.

The enjoined shadows of the batling gods grew shorter as the moon rose high in the sky.
Gruumah's breath was coming hard now, and his ears buzzed asif a swarm of angry insects had taken up
resdencein his skull. The orc was the stronger by far, but try as he might, he could not get past the df s
guard to gtrike with hisfull power. Nor was Gruumsh as agile as the df, and though he had two weapons
to Cord-lon's one, the dven blade dipped through his defenses agan and again. His hide was
crisscrossed with garish stripes, and the grip of his axe was dippery with his own blood. It began to
come to Gruumsh that the battle hed thought aready won, the victory held purchased from a traitor's
hand, would once again belong to the even god.

As if he, too, sensed the tun of battle, Corellon surged forward, ducking under the orc's
lumbering swing to leap, sword leading, a the orc lord's throat.

Gruumsh knew at once he had no hope of parrying the df's attack. Indinctively he ducked and
flung his dagger hand up to block the killing thrust. The dven blade bit deep into the orc lord's forearm,
anking between the twin bones—and driving hisarm up into his face.

Too late, the orc redlized that he dill clenched his dagger. His own blade stuck him hard, parting
the hide on his meager forehead. Gruumsh heard the horrid sound of metd diding wetly over bone, fdt
the sudden easng of resstance as the blade dipped down. Then dl other sensation van-ished in a
white-hot explosion of pain.

Cordlon legped back, tugging his sword free of the orc's am before the god's fdl could bring
him down, too. For a long moment he stood and regarded his fdlen adversary. On the battle-sodden



ground, the orc lord rolled and tossed in immortd agony, his hands dutching at his eyes—one of which
was blinded by the copious flow of blood from the gaping head wound, the other blinded for dl time.
Other than the ruined eye, most of Gruumsh's wounds would heel—too quickly for Cordlon's peace of
mind—xbut there would be no more fighting this night.

The df lord did Sahandrian back into its scabbard. His fingers touched legther, and a pang of
sadness filtered through his eation. Though victory was his, the wondrous padded sheath his Araushnee
hed woven for him—which he had carried into bettle as her token—had been logt during the horrendous

fight.

"You are forsworn, blinded, and utterly defeated,” Corel-lon said coldly. "Yet | find these things
litle enough pay-ment for what | have lost this day."

The orc dashed blood from his face and squinted at his foe with his one remaning eye. "You
don't know the hdf of it, df," he growled. "And you can't begin to understand wha you've lost—you
don't even know the names of your foes! Asfor defest, | admit none! Kill me now, if you can, and your
own slver whore will bear witness that you struck down a wounded and unarmed foel™

Corellon glanced moonward, and knew thet, a least in this much, the orc spoke truth. The
goddess of moonlight and mystery would see dl and would be compelled by honor to speak of such
dishonor before the Seldarine Counsdl. Even if Corellon wished to do so, he could not day the downed
orcish god. Nor, by the terms of their agreement, could he banish Gruumsh from Olympus before the orc
chose to go.

"You spoke of others" the df lord said, glancing over the slent hills "but | see no one ready to
take up your fdlen weapons.”

The orc smirked. "Aslong as you're on the open Moor, | need no hep from anyone. It's along
wak to Arvandor, df, and you're swaying on your feet like a sgpling in a strong wind. Go if you can—I'll
not be far behind you. One eye is more than | need to falow a trail through these hills If you're dill
ganding when | find you, we will fight again. If not, | will kill you where you lie"

Cordlon found that he could not scoff at this grim promise. The heat of his béttle fever was fast
dipping away, and the weight of his wounds pressed heavily upon him. It was possible that the orc,
grievoudy wounded though he was, could do exactly as he promised. Without another word, Corelon
turned once more toward Arvandor.

Dense and deep was the forest curtain that surrounded Arvandor. Lost beings could wander in
the woodlands beyond its borders for many days, never once passng over the invisble boundary,
perhaps never even redizing thet their way was barred. Ancient trees shifted to confound the passerby,
paths appeared seemingly at random only to disappear into a forest pool or a bed of ferns, brooks
suddenly widened into vast yawning chasms, thick tangles of vines suddenly sprouted thorns or smply
refusad to part. Arvan-dor was a haven and a fortress.

Hidden among the green shadows that surrounded and protected Arvandor, an dven goddess
dung to the upper-most branches of a tree and peered out over the woodlands. Her dender black fingers
clenched tightly around her hand-hold, and her beautiful face was taut with foreboding.

Three long days had passed since Cordlon Larethian, her lover and her lord, had gone to meet
with the orcish god. Araushnee awaited the outcome with tense anticipa-tion. She had much a stake.
There was no tdling what might happen among the Sddarine if Cordlon did not return. Although none
among the even gods could truly replace Corellon, many would certainly try.

Araushnee's rddionship with the Saldarine's leader was unique. Cordlon Larethian was dl things
dven: war-rior and poet, mage and bard, even mae and femade. But since the coming of Araushneg, the
dety had settled into a Sngle aspect: that of a Gold dven mde. In Araushnee, he had seen his perfect
counterpart: femde to hismae, artist to his warrior, the myseries of midnight to balance the brightness of
day. Though Araushnee was but aminor god-dess, Corellon had been utterly enchanted with her beauty
and had made her his consort. She had borne him chil-dren—twin godlings as darkly beautiful as hersdif.
As the beloved of Cordlon, Araushnee held a place of honor among the Sdldarine, as wel as new
powers that the dven god had bestowed upon her. By Cordlon's decree, the des-tiny of the morta eves
who shared her dark beauty wasin her kegping. She had learned to enjoy that power, and she feared its



loss a least as much as she feared the battle's outcome.

Her sharp ears caught a fant sound—the digant hiss and rusle of underbrush trampled
underfoot. No even god would make such a clamor. Araushnee had her answer, at lagt.

The goddess dipped down from her perch on a thread of magic. Her dippers touched the forest
floor without a sound, but before she could take a sngle step toward the victorious orc, her eyes fdl
upon amost unexpected sght.

Cordlon.

Thedf lord was but afew dozen paces away. His progress was dow, and he looked as battered
as a trod-upon flower, but gill he moved through the woodlands like a breath of wind. Araushnee's gaze
dropped to his hip. The sheath she had woven and enchanted was gone, and the sword Sahandrian was
whole. An invishle aura dung to the sword—the unmistakable touch of Sehanine's moon magic.

Araushnee's crimson eyes flaned at this new evidence of her riva's hand in her persond affairs.
Dizzy with rage, the goddess flung out one hand as if to erase Sehanine's handiwork. Magic burst
unbidden from her ebony finger-tips, pinning out into a vast curtain that blocked the forest in ether
direction, as far as her eyes could discern.

Cordlon stopped, dearly puzzled by the gligening bar-rier that presumed to bar Arvandor to
him.

Chegrin tore through Araushnee. Surdy the god would know whose hand this was. Even as
besotted as he was with her, he would certainly see this act as treachery. And even as weakened as he
obvioudy was, he could easly overshadow the magic of a minor goddess. Then where would she be?
Damned by asngle impulse, dl her work undone.

Thinking quickly, Araushnee began to weave another sort of web. She stepped out of the
shadows into plain sight, her face dight with feigned rdief and welcome.

Pass through, my love, she said dlently, willing her words into Cordllon's mind. The web will
not hinder you but will bar the orc. Go, and find healing.

She fdt the answering surge of Cordlon's gratitude and love—and was buffeted by a nearly
ovewhdming wave of exhaustion. Asif he sensed this, Corellon quickly withdrew his painful touch. The
dven god dipped through Araushnee's net as easily as a facon pierces a cloud. He kissed his fingers to
her in a sAute, then dis-appeared into the forest to seek the trees of Arvandor.

Araushnee stayed where she was. Digagteful though the prospect might be, she had to speak
with Gruumsh, for she had questions that only the orc could answer.

She did not have long to wait. Gruumsh gpparently had caught an dven scent—whether hers or
Corelon's she did not know or care—and he came crashing wildly through the forest toward her.

Toward the web.

The orc blundered right into it. Halling wildly, he roared and cursed and accomplished nothing
but getting himsdf hopelesdy entangled. From the forest beyond, Corellon's laughter floated back toward
him like golden bells—beatiful even in mockery.

The orc lord's sruggles redoubled, but he was wel and truly stopped. Of course, Araushnee
mused with awry amile, the naturd defenses of Arvandor would have accomplished that with or without
her "intervention." Apparently that thought had not occurred to Cordlon. He was too much entangled in
Araushnee's charms to see any tapestry but that of her own weaving.

"Fool," she hissad as she regarded one captive and con-templated the other. And as she spoke
the epithet, Araush-nee wondered whether orc or df deserved it better.

2
M aster of the Hunt

It was no Smple undertaking to dip away from the plane of the gods, to take on avatar form and
to seek agodly dly in the unfamiliar forests of a morta world. Not easy, but then, nothing about the task
to which Araushnee had set her hand would come without price.



The dven goddess dipped dlently through the forest, fallowing unseen threads of meagic to a
place of unusud power. The Weave was srong on thisworld. It was a an-gularly beautiful place, with its
dngle vast expanse of land st like polished jade upon a sea of lapis blue. Dragons roamed the forests
and ruled the skies, but other magica races were drawn to this land as bees to clover. New races were
rigng, as well, increasng their numbers rapidly. Even gods saw promise in the burgeoning world—of late,
there had been a veritable migration of powers both great and minor. Araushnee hoped to find an dly
among these gods, one powerful enough—and malleable enough—to replace the recacitrant Gruumsh.

After his battle with Cordlon Larethian—not to men-tion the adventure's ignominious end as a
orcish fly in the web of an dven goddess—Gruumsh had adamantly refused to have anything more to do
with Araushnee and her ambitions. She was an df and therefore hisimmorta enemy, and there the matter
lay.

So beit. Araushnee was just as happy to rid her nose of the orc god's stench. There were other
beings who could be tricked, cgoled, or seduced into doing her bidding. So she focused on the lines of
meagic, following them into the very heart of the land. In time they converged into a dense net over a
certain ancient wood.

It was a forest as dense and deep as any in Arvandor, and nearly as fey. Enormous treants,
amaog indiginguish-able from the venerable trees around them, observed the goddess's passage with the
apparent disnterest common to long-lived beings who measure such events againg the passage of eons.
Smdl graces of unicorns scattered and fled before her like Sartled, Slvery deer. Darting pinpricks of light
suggested the presence of sprites or faerie dragons—or perhaps the more madevolent but dill intrigu-ing
creatures known aswill owigps. But for dl the forest's wonders, there was ample evidence of danger: the
digant roar of ahunting dragon, a feather fdlen from the wings of amalting griffin, trail Sgns that spoke of
manticores, foot-prints of a pasing orcish war band.

It was the lagt of these that interested Araushnee mogt, for on every world that she knew, orcs
were the bitter ene-mies of dl eves. Surdy this tribe's god, whoever he or she might be, would listen with
interest to her proposal—ypro-vided tha she, an dven goddess, could gain the ear of such agod.

While the morning was dill young, Araushnee's sharp ears caught the sounds of baitle away to
the north, where mountain peaks rose far above the tree line to disappear into gethering clouds. As she
drew near, she made out the sounds of orcish voices raised in war cries. But there was none of the clash
and clamor of wegpons that Sgnaed the usua manner of warfare among Gruumsh's children. Indeed, the
battle seemed to be coming from the moun-tains far above the orcs, and it sounded more like a contest
between two preternaturaly strong bears than any orcish dud. The titanic fighters were logt in the dark
clouds, but ther roars resounded like thunder, and their dashing shook the very ground beneath
Araushnee's feet.

The goddess noticed the orcs gathered at the foot of the mountain, dancing and howling and
hooting in what appeared to be a rdigious frenzy. She wondered if the Supid creatures carried on so
whenever thundersorms gathered over the mountain. Perhaps it was just a coinci-dence that this
particular manifestation truly came from the hands of the gods. From what Araushnee knew of orcs, she
doubted they could tdl the difference between the two phenomena.

The goddess moved swiftly up the mountain, slent and invishle, aided in no smdl part by the
things she had taken from her daughter's chamber. Young Eilistraee, known among the Sddarine as the
Dak Maden, was dready an acclamed huntress. Araushnee favored flowing gowns and delicate
dippers, but these were not suited to her present task or to the wild terrain of this word's heart-land. And
50, clad in leathers of deep brown, shod in boots that seemed to absorb sound, and wrapped in a
dappled green cloak that shifted its colors to match the foliage around it, Araushnee crept up to the
battleground. It is doubtful that the combatants would have noted her approach regardiess of these
precautions, so furious was their battle.

She was too late to see the fighting itsdlf, but she nodded with approva as she gazed upon the
victor.

Malar, the Great Hunter, stood over the rapidly fading body of a creature much like himsdf. Well
over twelve feet tal he was, with fur like that of a black bear covering a powerful, thick-muscled body



shaped roughly like that of an orcish warrior. Mdar lacked prominent fangs to seize and rend his
opponents; in fact, he had no shout at dl, merdy a flesh-draped cavity in the center of his face tha
served as both nose and mouth. He did not seem to suffer from this lack. From his massve head
sprouted a rack of antlers, each point dagger-sharp. The curving claws on his hands were each fuly the
gze of Araushneg's hand. Yet victory had not come eesly to Mdar: His huge chest rose and fdl like
waves on afrenzied sea, and the breath that rasped through his ora cavity was harsh and |abored.

Araushnee took her daughter's bow from her shoulder and fitted to it one of Eilidraegs
enchanted arrows. She sighted down her target and readied the weapon. Although she fully intended to
make a ded with the god, she knew the vaue of negotiating from a position of apparent strength.

"Hall, Beastlord, Master of the Hunt!" Araushnee caled out to him.

Madar whirled toward the musical sound of an dven voice and dropped into beattle stance: knees
bent and muscles bunched in preparation for a quick oring, ams spread in a parody of an embrace,
claws hooked into ter-rible rending weapons. His eyes narrowed into maevo-lent dits as he regarded the
armed goddess.

"What do you here, df?' he growled out in a thunder-ous rumble. "This place is none of yourd™

"No, it is yours by right of conquest,” the goddess agreed, nodding toward the fdlen god. By
now, little remained of the bestid avatar but a dm gray outline. "That was Herne, was it not? | have
caught glimpses of him before, on other worlds. A pae copy of Mdar, to my thinking.”

The Beastlord's arms dropped just a bit. He was obvi-oudy wary of the df but willing to hear
more of her flat-tery. "This orc tribe now follows me" he boasted.

"Asthey should," Araushnee said, carefully hiding her dation. This Mdar was precisdy wha she
needed! An ambitious minor god, dmogt pitifully eager to expand his influence and power. And most
important, a hunter.

She nodded to the shadowy remains of Herne and sighed. "All the same, it is a waste. Not that
Herne should fdl—never that," she added hedtily when agrowl started deep in Maar's throat. "A shame
only that a hunter as mighty as the Beastlord should waste his tdent on easy quarry.”

When the god did not seem to take offense, Araushnee lowered her bow just a bit and took a
cautious step closer. "l have an offer for you, great Mdar, an opportunity such as might never come again
to a hunter.”

"Thereis much gamein these forests,” the Beastlord observed, watching her closdly.

"Ah, but is there any chdlenge that could compare to tracking an dven god through his own
sacred forest? That is a chalenge only the greatest of hunters would dare take up.”

Mdar seemed to ponder this, his red eyes glowing intently. "An dven forest, you say? A wise
hunter does not lay aside his knife and then walk into the embrace of a bear.”

"A wounded bear," she stressed.

"Thet is even worse.”

"As to that, look, and then judge for yoursdf,” Araushnee said. With a quick gesture of one
ebony hand, the goddess conjured a shining, multicolored orb and bade the Beastlord look within. Insde
the globe was a tiny image of Cordlon Larethian, looking (but for his Size) as red as if he stood before
them. It was clear that the even god was gravely wounded; the golden light had drained from his skin,
leaving him gray and haggard. His steps wove a dow, unsteady path through the trees.

The Beastlord studied the dven god, estimating his Sze againg a stand of golden ferns. "He is
grdl," Mdar alowed.

"And weak! See his bandages, dready wet and crimson.”

The hunter squinted into the orb. "Strange. So much blood, but he leaves no tral.”

"You expected anything less of an dven god?" Araushnee retorted. "Even so, surdy Maar, the
Magter of the Hunt, can track him down. Think on it—what renown will be yours when you day the head
of the dven pantheon!™

Madar whuffled thoughtfully. "This forest you show me is even. Never have | hunted so close to
Arvandor.”

"What wild place is not your rightful hunting ground?' she wheedled, sensang that the god was



sorely tempted. The goddess gestured at the globe. In response, it grew in Sze until it nearly filled the
battle-trampled clearing. "Thisis a gate to Olympus, greet Mdar. All you need do is step through.”

The Beastlord eyed with great interest the scene within the globe, but he was ill not convinced.
"You are even. What has thisdf lord done that you want him dead?"

Araushnee thought she knew what answer might best please Mdar. "He is week," she sad
Soutly. "That offends me"

"If he is so weak, then kill him yoursdf."

The goddess shrugged. "I would, except that the other gods of the Sddarine love Cordlon. They
would not accept as their ruler anyone who killed him. And | wish to rule”

"Strange, these dven gods" mused Mdar. "It is ever the way of naure that the strongest should
rule. Anyone able to kill this god deserves to supplant him. If eves think otherwise, they are weak
indeed.”

"Not dl think so," Araushnee corrected him.

The hunter's crimson eyes met hers, taking her meas-ure. "Perhaps | should kill Corellon
Larethian, and you, too, and then take my own chances among your pantheon!”

Araushnee laughed scornfully. "One wounded even god you could surdly day, but dl a once?
No, content yoursdf with the trophy you see before you. Corellon isafar greater prize than any you have
won this day."

Mdar nodded toward the foot of the mountain, where the orcs celebration had reached what
sounded like a degth-dedling frenzy. "A god needs worshipers.”

"And s0 you shdl have them,” said Araushnee, certain that she knew at last what bait would lure
Madar into her web. "The orcs vadue drength: That tribe will follow you because you defeated their god.
How many more orcs will join ther ranks when they learn that you have suc-ceeded where Gruumsh
One-Eye could not?'

"That df blinded Gruumsh?' the Beastlord asked, caution cregping into his voice as he regarded
the image of Corelon with new respect. Maar knew dl too wdl that Gruumgh, the Firs Power of the
orcs, was a force with which to reckon.

"Yet another 9gn of Corellon's weakness," Araushnee said hadtily. "He should have dan the orc
when he had the chance. | would have. Or, a the very least, | would have gelded him!"

A low chuckle grated from the hunter. "It is not my way to humiliate my quarry, but to destroy it.
Y our ways are not mine, df, yet | cannot deny the appeal in the pic-ture you paint. A gelded Gruumah! |
am not a subtle god, but there isirony even | can appreciate!”

Araushnee saized upon the moment of grim cama-raderie. "Then go, destroy, and dam your
trophy. And when it is done, you will have what you most desire” she said in avoice that was dl dlk and
temptation.

"Whichis?'

"Quarry—quarry that will tempt the finest hunters of this world and win you many new followers.
BElves” she said, spdling it out at last. "When | rule in Arvandor, | will send tribes of eves to this world.
Orcs will hunt them, and in doing so they will follow Maar, the greatest ef-hunter of dl.”

"Hved" Maa snorted. "There are eves here dready. The Weave is drong: Where there is
meagic, there are dways elves.”

The goddess quickly covered her surprise. She had not sensed the presence of dven people
upon this world, something that any member of the Seldarine could easily do. Perhaps she had been too
absorbed in her quest to be attuned to their presence.

"But the elves here are few and of no red power,” she said, hoping that this was indeed the case.
"I will send entire clans. Elves who will build cities and craft wegpons of magic. Your primitive orcs will
rdly to you in hope of saiz-ing such prizes. Y ou will become a great power—the god of dl those people
who hate and hunt Corellon's children!”

At lagt the Beastlord nodded. "1 go," he said smply, and then he legped into the shining globe,

The vidon that Araushnee had conjured disspated with a fant crackle. When it was gone, so
was the Magter of the Hunt.



A triumphant chuckle started in Araushnee's throat. Her laughter deepened to shake her fla bely
and grew in power asit rolled out in ped after ped over the moun-tains. On and on it went, growing
higher and more uncanny uniil it seemed to meld with the shrieking of the wind.

And in the valey below, the fierce orcs paused their orgy of daughter and celebration to ligen to
the ungodly sound. For the firg time that day, they knew true fear.

The long night of battle was a memory now, and the moming sunlight that filtered through the
forest canopy brought warmth and strength to the wearied df lord. Corellon was dmost home—he could
sense the change inthe air, fed the power in the ground beneath hisfeat. Already he could fed the magic
of Arvandor flowing through him. He picked up his pace; the battle with Gruumsh was over, but it had
raised many questions that demanded resolution.

A low, bestid growl came from a cluster of scarlet sumac bushes behind him. Corellon diffened,
doubly star-tled. HE'd heard no animd's approach, and he knew no animd in the forest as enemy. He
turned cautioudy to the sound, hand on the hilt of his sword, just as the foliage seemed to explode from
the force of arunning charge.

A mongtrous, fur-clad being leaped a him, arms out wide and claws curved into grasping hooks.
Cordlon struck out, dicdng across one of the creature's leathery pams. Before the bestid thing could
react, the df had skipped wel away.

"Mda!" he cdled out gernly, for he knew of the Beastlord—abeit, nothing good. "How do you
dare to hunt in an dven forest?"

"I hunt wherever | want," the god growled, "and whomever | want."

So saying, Mdar lowered his head and came a the df lord like a charging stag. As he came,
antlers sprang from his head, each ingantly branching out into a score of lethd, bladelike tips.

Corelon stood his ground. Holding his sword firmly with both hands, he thrust up into the rack of
antlers. Ingantly he twisted so that his back was to Mdar, then he bent quickly forward, heaving his
entangled sword forward and down with dl his strength.

Theincredible speed of the df's maneuver, combined with the momentum of Maar's charge, sent
the Beastlord hurtling up and over the much smdler df. He landed on his back, hard enough to bounce
and even skid forward a pace or two. Cordlon nimbly leaped forward. With one booted foot he pinned
one of Maar's forearms to the ground, and he pressed the point of his sword tightly to the black-furred
throat.

"Yidd," the df lord demanded. "Do 0, and you will depart this place unharmed.”

Madar let loose a defiant snarl. With his unfettered arm, he took a mighty swipe at the df's legs.
Cordlon's blade flashed forward to parry. He batted the am aside—and sheared off a couple of the
god's claws for good measure. Quickly Corellon reversed the direction of his swing, dashring back a the
Beastlord's throat.

But Mdar had smply disappeared.

The point of Cordlon's sword diced into the flattened grass and carved a deep furrow into the
ground below. For the briefest of moments, Corellon teetered, off-balance. Before he could get his feet
olidly beneath him, a blow struck him from behind and sent him flying. A low, grating chuckled rumbled
through the forest as the nimble df lord tucked and rolled.

Corellon was angry now. It was one thing for Gruumsh to chalenge him on this, his home plane:
Gruumsh was First Power of his pantheon, a mighty god and a worthy, if treach-erous, adversary. Mdar,
on the other hand, was a minor god who scavenged for worshipers among a hundred worlds and as
meany races of predatory beings. That such a god would chdlenge Corellon was beyond insult.

The df rose and whirled, sword in hand. Hanging in the ar before hm was an enormous,
disembodied limb that looked like the fordeg of atitanic panther. The claws were velveted; Mdar had
batted at Cordlon like amdicious kitten playing with a mouse,

Cordlon'sfig tightened around the grip of his sword. The lights within Sahandrian's lights whirled
and sparked in concert with the wrath of the sword's wielder.

With a rush, Corellon advanced upon his strange foe. His sword whirled and darted and spun,
caving deep lines onto the catlike limb and sending tufts of black fur flying. Maar's laughter soon turned



to growls of anger and pain. The pantherlike claws darted and dashed in return, but never once did they
touch the dven god. Corellon danced around the Limb of Mdar, taunting, offering an opening where
there was none, luring the Beastlord into another attack and then yet another—each time deding swift
and terrible reprisals.

Maar's rage, his overwhdming inginct for the kill, drove him to fight on and on, until his panther
fur was dicky with blood, the hide torn to expose snew and even bone. Many long moments passed
before it occurred to the Beastlord that his tactics were driven more by bloodlust than sound strategy.
Again the god changed form. As a shroud of utter blackness, he enveloped his dven foe.

Corelon froze in mid-swing. Not because he was startled by the sudden midnight that had falen
aound him—he knew of Mdar's manifesaions and he had expected this—but because of the
uffocating sense of evil in the miasma that surrounded him. Corellon indinctivdly darted to one sde; the
cloud that was Mdar smply moved with him. Deep, snarling laughter resounded through the blackness,
deepening the smothering pdl of evil.

An egrie red glow fdl upon the df lord. Corellon looked up into the enormous red eyes that
floated near the top of the cloud. Without hestation, the df lord hauled his sword high overhead and
threw it up with dl his strength. Sshandrian flipped end over end, twice, forming a spird of pure light as it
carved through the pervasive evil. Thetip of the sword sank deep between Mdar's crimson eyes.

With aroar of anguish and rage that shook the sur-rounding trees, Mdar disappeared.

Corellon blinked in the sudden brightness and side-stepped the whir that announced Sahandrian's
tri-umphant descent. The sword thudded point-down into the ground before him.

Asthedf lord wiped his sword free of the blood and ichor and dinging sail, his thoughts lingered
on the battles he had won. Gruumsh had been dedlt a grave and lagting injury, Madar utterly vanquished
and banished—at least for atime. These were feats that would be remembered in song, and woven into
the fabric of a thousand legends.

Yet Cordlon found little pride in these victories and nathing of joy. Pressing hard upon him was
the presenti-ment that what he had truly won this day was not glory but new and deadly enemies for his
brother and sister gods and for their ven children.

3
Dark Tapestry

Araushnee made her way swiftly back to the heart of Arvandor, to the forest home she shared
with her children by Corellon Larethian. Though she was returning home, the god-dess was not in good
spirits. She had witnessed the battle between Maar and Cord-lon through another of her magica globes.
In the space of a angle day, two of her chosen agents had falled to do away with the dven god. Once
agan Cordlon had unwittingly blocked her progress toward her rightful place a the head of the dven
pantheon.

Disgruntled as she was, Araushnee fdt somewhat rdieved once she had shed her borrowed
hunter's garb and dressed hersdlf in afilmy gown and dainty dippers, both crafted by her own hands of
finet spider dlk. She entered her daughter's private chamber without knocking and dumped the
borrowed gear onto the floor.

Eilitraee was a home—a rare event—preparing her-sdlf for some woodland reve. She looked
up from the boots she was lacing, dearly startled by the interruption. Her Slver eyes shifted from her
tumbled belongings to her mother's face, then warmed with pleasure and excitement. "Oh, mother! You
have been hunting! Why did you not tdl me you wished to go? We might have gone together, and made
merry sport of it!"

"We might indeed,” Araushnee mused aoud as her mind raced over the possihilities. She needed
dlies and she would be unwise to overlook those closest to hand.

Certanly Eilistraee would not have been her firg choice. The girl was given to quickslver moods,
and she possessed an uncertain temper. One moment she was a carefree child dancing like a moonbeam



or running like a slver walf through the forest; the next moment, she was either as seductive as a Sren or
as serious as a dwarven god. Well, the girl was of an age when such swings were common, Araushnee
noted as she observed her daughter. Eilistraee was no longer a child, and she was far too beauiful to
auit Araushnee, who didn't care for competition from any quarter. The fledgling goddess had inherited her
mother's face, but her hair and eyes were of a dlvery shade that dways brought to Araushneg's mind her
hated riva, Sehanine Moonbow. Eilistraee was dso exceedingly tdl, which further annoyed her dainty
mother, but Araushnee had to admire the strength and grace in her daughter's long limbs. None in the
Sdldarine could outrun the Dark Maiden, and few could match her skill with the bow.

Yes, there were definite possbilities in Eilistraee, con-cluded Araushnee dyly. She doubted the
grl could be induced to drike openly againg Cordlon, for Eilisraee adored her father. But she was
young, and her very naivete could be turned into a potent wegpon againg the df lord. And athough
Araushnee needed dlies, she dso needed scapegoats. One way or another, Eilistraee would serve.

The goddess dipped an am around her daughter's waist. "You are right, my little raven,” she sad
with rare warmth. "It is far past time that we hunted together. | have a plan. Ligen, and tdl me if it
pleases you...."

Days are long in Olympus, longer than the turning of years upon some worlds, but to Araushnee
this one seemed far too short. The moming passed in a blur of activity. Firs came the drudgery of
traipsing through the forest with Eilistraee, learning her daughter's skills and habits—and plotting ways to
turn this knowledge againg the girl.

Her other child, her son Vhaeraun, dso had a part to play, and Araushnee spent no little time
schooling him in his role. This proved to be a difficult task, conddering that the entire Seldarine was
celebrating the dud victo-ries of Cordlon Larethian. Avoiding severd score of cdl-ebrating even daities,
even in a place as vast as Arvandor, proved to be no easy matter. Nor was it easy to hold Vhaeraun's
atention: Many a young goddess—and one or two of the elder powers as well—urged the hand-some
young god to join in the merriment.

At highsun, Araushnee findly left Vhaeraun to his revels. She sought out Cordlon, for he might
wonder if she did not, and spent the brightest hours of the day in con-versation and ddliance. But the
time she passed in the df lord's presence sordy taxed her. Playing the loving consort had never before
been a burden to Araushnee, but there was much yet undone, and it was difficult for her to speak sweet
blandishments and tel witty stories while her mind whirled with the details of her plot. Fndly she was
able to dip away, laughingly daming that she had been greedy in taking so much of his time as her
own—subtly reminding him that others waited to celebrate with him. It was a pow-erful ploy, for dl the
eves save perhaps Araushnee hersdf vaued the community of ther Sster and brother gods above dl
other things. She had places to go, and deeds best done when there were no eyes to witness them.

Sddom did the gods of the Sddarine travel from Arvandor, except to tend the needs and nurture
the arts of ther dven children. But on this long afternoon Araushnee traveled to many strange and dire
places, seeking out warriors for the bettle that would come dl too soon. The eves were an ancient
people, nearly as old as the gods from whom they had sprung, and many creatures envied and hated
them. To the gods of dl these folk—the orcs and ogres, the goblinkin, hobgoblins, bug-bears, the evil
dragons, creatures of the sky and the deepest seas, even bangs from the dementd planes—Araushnee
carried her seeds of war. She did not appear as hersdf, for to traved in even form would be courting
indant death, or, a the very least, dmost ensuring the eventud discovery of her plot by the Sddarine.
For this day's purpose, Araushnee took on a new and lethd form, one suited to her taents, yet one that
dire gods and denizens could appreciate.

The sun was setting upon the dven forest when Araushnee returned to Olympus, well satisfied
with her efforts. Her contentment vanished, however, when she found a vistor awaiting her in her own
home.

The tranducent form of Sehanine Moonbow strode about the entrance hall in grest agitation. She
stopped her pacing when Araushnee entered, and stabbed a ill-hazy finger in the dark goddess's
direction.

"I name you, Araushnee, traitor to the Sdldarine, con-spirator with orcs and worse" she



proclamed in her sl-very voice,

A tendril of worry snaked into Araushnee's mind. What did the moon goddess know? And more
importantly, was Sehanine merdy speaking jealousy-induced suspicions, or did she possess damaging
proof of Araushnee's perfidy?

She folded her arms and regarded the shadowy goddess. "That is a serious accusation,” she sad
coldly. "A danger-ous one, too, conddering that you are, shdl we say, not quite yoursdf?'

The goddess of moon magic ignored the threat. From the folds of her gown she produced a
familiar object—a padded sheeth, made from fines slk and worked with brilliantly colored threads.
Upon it was an intricate tapes-try that depicted the gods a play in ther dven forest. A maichless
example of the weaver's art, the scene was barded about with runes of warding and protection such as
oy an dven goddess might fashion. Araushnee's heart thudded painfully as she recognized the
enchanted sheath.

"Thisisyour work, isit not? No one eseindl of Arvandor could create so wondrous a weave,"
Sehanine said, with no thought of flattery.

Araushnee tossed back her head. "Tha makes me an artigt, not a traitor. If you have something
ese to say, speak quickly and then get you gone”

"When did you weave this tapestry? When were the magic of these runes released?!

The dark goddess brow furrowed as she pondered the strange questions. The runes and
wardings were amilar to those that gave protection from attack. Corellon, of course, had fought Gruumsh
throughout the previous night. And come to think of it, Araushnee did most of the work during the cool
hours after midnight, when the moon was bright...

Her scarlet eyes widened as understanding came. She had worked when the moon was bright
and when Sehanine's power was & its height.

"You sensed the magic in the tapestry was wrong. You knew it—certainly you knew it, for |
swear that the very moonlight carries night-born secrets to you—yet you let your lord go into battle
wearing a token that condemned him to failure. If | am traitor, then so dso are you!"

Sehanine shook her head. "l fdt your animaosty, that much is true, but | thought it was for me
aone. Only when Gruumah's attack unleashed your curse did | understand. Before the moon rose, when
| was too wesk to act, the orc shattered my lord's sword and gravely wounded him."

"And you, meddling bitch that you are, Imply had to pick up the pieces" Araushnee said angrily.
"You took the sheath from him, didn't you?'

"I I had not, would he even now be safein Arvandor?'

Araushnee hissed with rage and frudration. The god-dess of moonlight was aso the goddess of
mysteries. It seemed she was as good at unraveing them as she was at creating them. And Sehanine was
powerful—far more powerful than Araushnee. Or, more precisaly, she would be, when the moon was
high. Even now, with sunset dill gaining the skies over Arvandor, Sehanine's glassy form was swiftly
taking on substance and power. Araushnee had to act now or dl would be logt.

Hinging out both hands, the dark goddess let the full force of her wrath and jeadlousy fud the
megic that poured from her fingertips. Maevolent power spun a the moon goddess in dlky threads.
Ingantly Sehanine was enmeshed in a web far stronger than that which had stopped the charge of mighty
Gruumsh One-Eye.

But this was not enough for Araushnee. Her rage stirred a miniaure tempest, a wind that howled
and raced dong the walls of the hdl until it formed a whirling cloud. The whirlwind caught the struggling
moon goddess and tossed her into the very heart of the tiny maglstrom.

This was precisely what Araushnee needed. Again she lifted her hands, and agan threads of
megic darted toward her rival. Thewind seized them, soun them, wrapped them tightly around Sehanine
until the goddess was as tightly and thoroughly cocooned as an unawakened butterfly.

When she was satidfied, Araushnee dismissed the tem-pest. A gmile curved her lips as she
regarded the captive goddess. Sehanine was dlearly visble through the layers of gossamer magic, but she
could not move or speak. As a pre-caution, Araushnee sent a Slent, gloaing inqult to the god-dess's
mind. It was like spesking to stone—not even the mind-to-mind community shared by members of the



dven pantheon could penetrate that web of magic. Sehanine€s capture was complete. It was aso,
unfortunately, tempo-rary. Moonrise would grant Sehanine power far beyond anything Araushnee could
command.

The dark goddess sent forth another slent summons—one that spoke to Vhaeraun's mind aone
and that told him, in terms that left no room for argument, he was to cease whatever he was doing and
hasten home.

In remarkably short order (for Araushnee had intimat-ed what might occur if he should daly), the
young god burst into the hall. His eyes went wide as he regarded the moon goddess—and contemplated
the price they might pay for an attack upon one of the most powerful dven deities.

"Mother, what have you done?' he said in great congternation.

"It could not be helped. She knows—or at least sus-pects—that the sheeth | wove for Corelon
gale his sword's magic. But being an honorable sgter,” Araushnee sneered, "she came to confront me
with her suspicions before going to the Seldarine Council. The only way shell get there now is to drop to
the ground and dither like a snake. | would dmost welcome the coundil's intrusion into my affairs for the
pleasure of witnessing such athing!”

Vhaeraun peered dosdy at the magica web that bound Sehanine. "Wl it hold, &t least urtil the
battle is done?"

"No," Araushnee admitted. "It would not hold at al if she had not been such a fool as to come to
me—me, her bit-terest rivd—when her power was next to nothing. But the moon will soon rise. You
mugt take her to a place where there is no moonlight and see that she stays there until the bettle is past.”

"And then what?' he countered in a tone that gpproxi-mated his mother's sneer. "How can you
hope to rule, with a goddess of Sehanine's power to oppose you? You should kill her now, when she is
dill helpless.”

Araushnee's hand flashed forward and dedlt a ringing dap to her son's face. "Do not presume to
guestion me" she said in a voice that bubbled with rage. "If you are so igno-rant that you believe one god
can eadly kill another, per-haps | was wrong to make you my confidante and partner!”

"But what of Herne?' pressed Vhaeraun, eager to sd-vage something of his dignity even it that
only meant wirtning some smdl point of argument. "You told me that Mdar killed him. And for that
matter, why would you set Gruumsh and Mdar againg Cordlon, if neither had hope of success?’

"Don't be more of a fool than you mug,” snapped the goddess. "It is one thing to destroy a god
from another place and another pantheon—even among the gods, there are hunters and hunted,
predators and prey. But to kill a member of one's own pantheon is another matter. If it were so easy,
would | not aready rule Arvandor?'

The young god regarded his mother for severd moments, his eyes thoughtful and his fingertips
gingaly stroking his singing cheek. "If it is as you say," he said dowly, "then perhaps you should leave
the Sdldarine”

"Have you not heard aword | have said this day? | wish to rule the Seldaring!”

"Then do so by conquest, rather than intrigue,” Vhaeraun suggested. ™Y ou have been amassing an
amy to do your will. Leave the Sddarine, and lead that army your-sdf! Imagine Araushnee a the head
of amighty force, the leader of the anti-Sddarine!" he concluded, his voice ring-ing with the drama of it
and the pride of one who admires his own visons.

Araushnee stared a him for a moment, then she shook her head in despair. "How did | give birth
to two such idiots? Think, boy! Lig in your mind the great and glorious generals | have enlisted!™

She was dlent for a moment, Idtting the names of the Sdldaring's enemies hang dlent in the air
between them. There was Maglubiyet, leader of the goblinkin's gods. Hruggek, who led bugbears into
the hunt and into battle. Kurtulmak, the head of the kobold pantheon—it dill amazed Araushnee that
kobolds had a pantheon. By any measure of evenkind, these gods were unimpressive foes. Some of the
other gods who'd enlisted in the coming battle were consderably more powerful then these, and the list
went on at length—but the army that resulted was far less than the sum of its parts. Many of them were
enemies, or, a best, hdd each other in contempt. It was a volaile dliance, and far too much of the gods
ire and energy would be spent on each other. If Vhaeraun was too stupid to see that, Araushnee would



do wel to rid hersdf of him at once.

To her rief, alook of uncertainty crept across the young god's face as he contemplated ther
collective dlies "This army—it can win?'

"Of course nat," the goddess stated badly. "But these gods are strong enough and numerous
enough to do consid-erable damage. And most important, it isan army that none in Arvandor will see as
anything other than a codition of dven enemies. The Sddarinewill prevail, but the battle will be long and
there will be losses on both sides. We will seeto it, you and 1, that one of those is Cordllon Larethian.”

"Our grief, of course, will be heartbresking," added Vhaeraun with ady grin.

"Naturdly. And dl the gods of the Sdldarine, sunned by the loss of their beloved Corellon, will
rdly behind his consort and her heroic son. Once we have this ultimate power, doing avay with Sehanine
will be asmdl matter." She shot a Sdelong, measuring look at the young god. "You are ill willing to do
these things?"

When Vhaeraun regarded her blankly, she pointed out, "After dl, he is your father.”

"And heisyour lord hushand. If there is a difference, please explain it to me. Otherwise, we will
sy that | am your son and leave the matter as settled,” Vhaeraun said. His words were blunt and the
implications harsh; indinc-tively he braced himsdf for another display of his mother's ready temper.

To his surprise, she laughed ddightedly. "You are my son indeed. Y our rolein this will be carried
out well, of that | have little doubt. Nor do | doubt your desire to rule with me when this is done. Go
now—xbe rid of Sehanine and then return as quickly as you can. Timeis short. | need you to take this
sheeth to the Moor, so that Eilistraee can find' it this night. The battle begins with the coming of new
light."

She held her amile as Vhaeraun kissed her cheek, kept it firmly in place as he cast the minor
megic that reduced the trapped moon goddess to manageable size and then bore her off through a newly
conjured portal, a magica gate that glistened like black opal.

Perhaps, Araushnee mused, the portal led to some morta world where the sun-bright days lasted
nearly as long as a day on Olympus, perhaps to some deeply buried crypt where Sehanine might lie,
helpless and deprived of moonlight until long after the battle for Arvandor was won. Araushnee did not
know, but she trusted in Vhaeraun to come up with a suitable exile for her rival. After dl, he was her son.

And because Vhaeraun was 0 truly her own, Araushnee's amile faded to a frown of worry the
moment he was no longer there to see. It occurred to her with frightening clarity that he who would so
willingly betray his father was likdly to turn againgt the mother with whom he now plotted.

For the first time, Araushnee redlized how truly aone she was on the path she had chosen. With
this redization came a moment's regret. But the emotion did not linger, and when it passed, something
ese went with it—a part of Araushnee's heart that had dowly been dying, unnoticed and unmourned. The
dender thread of magic that con-nected her to the other gods of the Seldarine and to their dven children
hed findly snapped. Whatever ese Araush-nee had become, she was no longer truly even.

S0 beit, the goddess thought. She would ill be the undisputed queen of Arvandor, for dl that.

And if this could not come to pass, Araushnee redized with suddenly darity, then she would
amply have to seek out a place where she could rule. She was what she was, and there was no other
course for her.

4
The Trees of Arvandor

In the long, slent hour just before dawn, the gods of the Anti-Seldarine codition crept through
the forest that surrounded Arvan-dor. Their passage was unhindered. The play-ful illusons that led
passersby adtray were quiet, the magicd shidds were down. Even the sentinds of the forest had been
dlenced. The treants were deep in an enchanted dumber, the very birds were hushed.

Not far away, in a forest grove where she came each day to welcome the dawn with musc and
dance, the god-dess Eilistraee noted the silence with puzzlement. At this hour, the birds should have been



snging their morning summons to the sun and the deer grazing upon the till-damp grasses.

She put away her flute unplayed and took her bow from her shoulder. Although she had never
met with danger in this forest, she sensed that something was amiss. There was something wrong in the
ar—an intan-gible miasma so drong it was dmogt like a scent. Ingtinc-tively, Eiligtraee lifted her head
into the wind and sniffed like awolf.

There was a scent, one very familiar to the young goddess. Though some of the even gods
abhorred the death of any forest creature, some of them, like Eilistraee, lived in concert with the ways of
Nature. From time to time, she hunted as a hawk hunted, or awalf. She hunted because she was part of
the forest, and because the forest eves of a hundred worlds, whom she saw as her particular charges
among the even children of Corellon, hunted for their food. Many a time her unseen hand had guided an
dven archer'sam, or her footsteps had marked a tral to waiting prey. Eilisraee knew wel the amdl of
blood.

She hurried toward the scent, which grew stronger and ranker and more complex until it
threatened to sted her breath and twist her ssomach. Other odors mingled with the blood and hung heavy
in the moig morning ar: the musty stench of creatures Eilisraee had never seen, and the faint and
lingering scent of terror.

In moments the young goddess stood over the scattered remains of some of the forest's most
gentle creatures. Through eyes bright with unshed tears, she made out the bodies of a doe and her two
newborn fawns. By the look of things dl three deer had died dowly. The tawny hides were marked with
many smdl, mdicious wounds. Most were punctures, such as might be made with sword or spear, but
the work of claws and teeth was dso in evi-dence. But this was not the doing of an animd, of that
Eilisraee was certain. No animd in the forest would kill, except for food. This senseless carnage was
something dse entirdly, something horrible beyond her imagining. Who-ever had done thisthing had killed
for the sheer joy of it.

Suddenly Eilistraee knew what name to cal that miasmatha hungin the forest air like foul mid. It
was something she had never encountered, but she recognized it for what it was Evil walked among the
trees of Arvandor.

The goddess turned away from the grim ste, her Slver eyes scanning the trampled, blood-soaked
foliage. She would track down whoever had done this and then she would bring hm before the
Sddarine Council for judg-ment. The killer's path would be easy to follow; the feet that had made it were
cardess and dumsy. But before she began, she lifted her voice in a raven's haunting call. The deer were
part of Nature's circle, and by summoning the ravens she would at least give some smdl messure of
meaning to their degaths.

Eiligraee had not waked far before she redized that this particular evil walked in more than one
par of boots. One creature had dan the deer, but his path soon con-verged with that of another. And
soon &fter, the pair of footprints was swalowed in a broad swath of bruised and trampled foliage.

The young huntress dropped to one knee to study the trail. Many had passed by, too many for
her to make out the individud marks. Frightened now, she put an ear to the ground. The sound that came
to her was like that of distant thunder.

Thegirl leaped to her feet and dimbed nimbly into the arms of an ancient oak. From this tree she
moved to anoth-er, and then another, tracking the invaders from above. Her eyes were keen, and she
moved nearly as fast among the trees as she could while on the ground. Soon she had the invaders in her
Sgnt.

There were a hundred of them, perhaps more, and dl of them were gods. Eilisraee could not
give names to many of them, but she recognized afew: the hulking red-furred creature was Hruggek, the
god of bugbesars; the goblinoid deity was one whose name she had heard but could not recal. They were
led by a limping, battle-scarred Maar, who was so battered that he seemed to be driven onward by
nothing but sheer mdice. All of them were armed far past the demands of a hunt, and they plodded on
with grim determination on a direct path toward Arvandor.

How this was possible, Eilisraee did not know—the way to Arvandor was known only to the
eves and other forest folk. Nor could she say how it was that this motley army trampled through the



forest, snarling and pushing and jogtling a each other, without sending a breath of sound traveing through
the ar to herdd their coming.

Desperately the young goddess wished for moonlight, for Sehanine had showed her how to travel
the gossamer strands of its magic with no more than a thought. Eilistraee's own magic was no great thing,
and it focused mostly upon smple matters: a knowledge of herbs and heding, a specid communion with
the foret's creatures, a love of musc and dance. None of these things would serve now, except,
perhaps, her ill for the hurt.

The goddess was tempted to send a smdl sorm of arrows down upon the amy. She had a
quiver full of fine arrows, and an am tha was second to none. Surely she could bring down a score or
more of them before they man-aged to pull her from her perch.

But then—what? And what would become of the other dven gods when this amy came upon
them unan-nounced? With difficulty Eilistraee stayed her hand. She was Cordlon Larethian's daughter,
and her firg duty was to the even pantheon.

Sdting her jaw in determination, Eilistraee sped light-ly through the treetops to do as duty bid.
Y e there was in her heart a certain pride that it was she who would sound the darm. And speeding her
on was the hope that Corel-lon, the ultimate dven warrior, would reward her dili-gence by granting her a
place by his sde during the battle to come.

She was certain that he would do so, and not just for her sharp eye and quick report. Eilistraee
hed spent much of the previous night seerching the Moor for her father's lost sheeth. Cordlon treasured it
because Araushnee had made it, and he wore it dways into battle as a token of his beloved. Widfully,
Eilistraee wondered if he might not also love her jugt a bit more when she returned such a treasure to
him.

And so it was that Eilistraegs spirits were bright with hope and excitement, despite the danger
that trod grimly toward her forest home.

The gods of the Seldarine swiftly gathered to meet the gpproaching threat. From a hundred
worlds and from every corner of the sacred dven forest they came, and with them stood the gods of
other fagrie falk: the pixies, the sprites—even the gods of the ancient Fairy Court had donned armor for
battle. The daties of the woodland folk came as wdl: immortd unicorns, centaurs, and wild-eyed fauns
marched dongsde the dves. All the powers of Arvandor rdlied in uncommon unity againgt the threet.
They gathered, secure within Arvandor's shdtering cur-tain of magic, and awaited Cordlon Larethian's
commeand to attack.

Fird to drike was Aerdrie Faenya, goddess of the ar. The Anti-Sddarine forces pulled up
sharply when she appeared; they stared open-mouthed at the apparition before them. From head to
wad, Aerdrie appeared to be a beautiful dven woman with pae blue skin, flowing white hair, and
feethery wings the color of summer clouds. She moved not on legs, but in a cloud of swirling migt, and
with an ethereal grace and speed such as none of them had ever beheld. To the awestruck invaders, it
appeared asif the very sky had suddenly descended and taken on even form.

But Aerdrie was not nearly so ddlicate as she looked. From her outstretched hand came buffeting
winds and fierce lightning strikes that sent the attacking army stag-gering back, grasping franticdly at the
whipping branch-es for handholds. For a brief timeit appeared that the invaders might be swept from the
forest by Aerdrie's wrath aone.

But other gods were eager to test their powers againg the elves. An icy wind swept from the
north like a war char-iot, bearing upon it the goddess Auril. In her wake came winter sorms that made
the worst of Aerdrie's attacks seem like gentle zephyrs. Where Auril passed, the trees shivered, and their
leaves turned hard and curled inward asif seeking the warmth that lingered within the wood.

Desperate to protect the dven forest from Auril's killing frogts, Aerdrie spread her wings and
climbed high above the trees of Arvandor, then tucked and came at the invad-ing goddess like a stooping
facon. The two goddesses of wind and weather met in a clash of lightning and a rumble of thunder that
shook the blasted leaves from the trees below.

Grappling in midair like a pair of she-panthers, the god-desses were borne swiftly avay on the
maelstrom of their own battle. Soon there was nothing to be seen of them but the swirling clouds of dense



purple and livid white in the distant sky, and the flashes of lightning that they hurled a each other like
inults

The Anti-Seldarine horde, suddenly freed from the unseen fetters of Aerdri€'s winds, ralied and
came on. To the utter horror of the even gods, they passed easly through Arvandor's wal of protective
meagic. Tharr pace quickened to a rush as they closed the distance between themsdves and the
astonished dven defenders.

As he witnessed this defilement of the sacred forest, Cordlon Larethian remembered what
Sehanine had said of his sword: Sahandrian had been destroyed through even treachery. It was clear that
the goddess had spoken truth and that this same traitor was even now at work. Only an dven god could
dter the magic that protected Arvandor. This same traitor, Cordlon thought grimly, was most likdy
among the dven host that stood with him.

But who was it? Sehanine knew, or at least suspected, but she was nowhere to be found. There
was no choice but to fight, and this he must do without knowing the name of his most dangerous enemy.
Or was it possble, he thought with sudden horror, that Sehanine hersdlf was the traitor? She had
witnessed his near-defeat at Gruumsh's hand, she had given him the sword so that he would fight on
rather than flee for Arvandor. And, as he had noted before, she was not standing among the forces of
Arvandor.

Cordlon took a long, steadying breath and turned his eyes to the enemy he could see. The df
lord lifted Sahan-drian high. "For Arvandor,” he shouted as he led the charge toward the onrushing
throng.

The ven gods and their cohorts followed Cordlon. But the place of honor a his Sde went to his
awift and beauti-ful daughter. He was proud of Eilidraee for her part in derting the eves and delighted
that she had thought to search the Moor for Araushnee's token. He wore the wondrous sheath now and
took comfort from the knowl-edge that his beloved Araushnee stood back in reaive safety, casting
meagic with other gods whose strengths were more mystic than military.

Corellon stole a glance over his shoulder. Araushnee stood somewhat apart from the other gods
of magic, her hands outstreiched and her crimson eyes intense with gathered power. Ther son,
Vhaeraun, stood guard over his mother as she chanted her incantetions.

Then the invaders were upon the dven gods, and there was no more time for thought. Corellon
dashed and darted and danced, his mighty sword turning aside the axes and pikes of ther foes. Many of
the dven gods took a stand near him, for the invaders dl but fdl over each other in ther efforts to get at
their most powerful foe. Eiligtraee fought at his sde with a slvery sword and with chilling ferocity, but she
was soon swept away by the battle. Corel-lon lost Sght of her in the crush and turmoail.

A piercing, nasd wall that could only be Kurtulmak caught Corellon's atention. He glanced
toward the shriek to see the kobold god pluck a shining black arrow from his backside. Corellon noted
the odd, dmogt vertica angle of the arrow and glanced up—inginctively parrying a dagger's thrust as he
did so. Eiligraee had found a perch in the trees overhead, and she had another black arrow aready
nocked and ready. She sent her father a grin that managed to be both impish and fierce, then she sent her
next arrow hurtling down into the thickest part of battle.

Her target was a minor goblin deity who was attempt-ing to sneak up on Corellon. Dagger
clenched between histeeth, the goblin crawled on hands and knees between the legs of a hobgoblin who
fought near the dven lord, and-ing nearly toe-to-hoof with a centaur and bettling with staves. Eilistraee's
arrow caught the goblin in the rump; he jerked up, and his head struck squardly between the hob-goblin's
legs. The hobgaoblin let out a high-pitched scream of pain and outrage. Incensed, he forgot his centaur foe
entirdy and began to besat his goblin dly with his Saff.

The centaur snorted in disgust and trotted off in search of a more worthy opponent.

Corellon chuckled, but dl thoughts of mirth vanished as a rust-pitted sword thrust toward
him—through the back of the fairy god who fought at hisleft side.

Faster dmost than eyes could fallow, Cordlon seized his fey brother and tore him off the
blade—an action that would bring certain death even to most gods, but which was the fairy's only hope
of survivd. The sword that had impaed him was iron, as deadly to afary as was poison to amortd.



Corelon registered the enraged whinny close behind him, heard the thud and crunch of thick
bones giving way to flaling hooves. He turned and flung his wounded dly over the back of the pegasus
goddess. Without stopping for breath or thought, he sidestepped the fdl of the orcish god whose skull
hed been crushed by the winged horse, spun and ducked, then thrust up under the swing of the ogre's
iron sword. He yanked the wegpon free of the ogre's bely and on the backswing parried the jab of a
hobgoblin's spear. And so it went, on and on, long into the morning.

Beset on dl sides, Cordlon fought on, as did dl who defended the sacred forest. Here and there
aform faded away—qgods did not die easly, but sddom was there fighting such as this among them.
There were losses on both sides, and for many long hours it was not clear who would prevall.

But atime came a last when Corellon swung around, looking for the next attacker, and found
thet there was none to hand. A few stray dangs resonated through the trees, spesking of hand-to-hand
skirmishes. Nearby, an angry faun leaped up and down on a fdlen goblin, no doubt leaving a tattoo of
hoofprints on the defeated god's back-side. An ogre sumbled wildly through the nearby forest, swetting
and dawing at the amdl bright lights that dung to him like a swarm of enraged bees. Sprites, Cordlon
noted, fierce and fearless as usud. Despite their losses—for more than one light flickered and dimmed as
the ogre struck wildly at his tormenters—the sprites kept fighting, their tiny swords darting and thrusting
as they stung the ogre again and again.

The battle was nearly over; Arvandor was secure. Corel-lon nodded in satisfaction and thrugt his
sword back into its scabbard.

An odd, tingling feding Szzled up his hand as his fin-gers brushed the weave of the tapestry
sheath. Suddenly he was struck by an overwheming sense of evil, a maevo-lence more terible than
Maar's cloud of darkness.

Cordlon indinctively tried to shy away, and found tha he could not. He looked down & his
boots. A viscous, Sckly green substance had oozed from the ground, and was hold-ing him fast.

"Ghaunadar,” the df lord murmured in horror. Ghaunadar was an ancient, dementa evil, one that
had never before been seen anywhere on Olympus. Only the presence of true evil could open the door of
Arvandor to such a power. Corellon knew amoment of despair as he redized the extent of the treachery
within the Sdldarine.

At that moment the ogrish god who fled the avenging sprites careened past Cordlon. The ogre's
ydlow eyes widened at the sght of the trapped dven god, then dark-ened with bloodlust and dreams of
glory. Ignoring the ging-ing swords of the sprites, the ogre lifted high hisflail—a length of thick chain that
ended in a spiked bal—and began to swing it in circles as he came at the even god.

Corellon reached for Sahandrian. The sword would not come free; the tapestry sheeth clenched
around it like amaevolent fig.

Startled, Cordlon glanced toward the place where Araushnee stood. The naked triumph on her
face chilled him as even the cloud of Mdar or the cregping horror of Ghaunadar could not do.

Before he could absorb this shock, Eilisraegs dhriek torn his gaze from Araushnee's gloating
face. Corellon glanced up as his daughter loosed an arrow that took the attacking ogre through the
throdt.

The bestid god stopped; his whirling flal did not. The chain wrapped, once, twice, around his
neck before the spiked bals dammed into his chest. His outline began to fade, but not before two more
of Eilistraee's arrows bris-tled from his throat.

A fourth arrow was dready inflight. Corellon fet again the tingle running from the scabbard, saw
the arrow subtly change course. As his daughter's arrow spun toward him, Cordlon redized why his
sword had shattered during the battle with Gruumsh One-Eye.

The pain of Araushnee's treachery swept through him in greet, crushing waves. Corelon did not
even fed his daughter's arrow pierce his breast.

5
End of Battle, Declaration of War



Sunset had faded from the forest, and the moon was just beginning to rise when Aerdrie Faenya,
battered but triumphant, flew back to the battlefidds of Arvandor. The day had been long, but it had seen
Auril Stormbringer sound-ly defeated. The price of this defeat had been Auril's eternd banishment from
Olympus, henceforth, the goddess of ill weather would have to content hersdf with bringing winter to
mortal worlds. This, of course, would add congderably to Aerdri€'s responshbilities—she would have to
enaure that the vanquished goddess did not focus her icy wrath upon the dven People. She suspected
that many of the defeated and banished gods would take ther revenge upon the mortd eves.

As ghe soared over the battle Site, Aerdrie was rdieved to note that her brother and sster deities
had dso tri-umphed. Most of the invaders had been banished, and the battlefied, though much trampled
and bloodied, was nearly quiet. The trees of Arvandor would bear the scars of Auril's sorms for some
time to come, but dl the forest deities would join in heding and deansing the forest. Already the huntress
daughter of Corellon was perched high in one such tree, no doubt saying heding magic over the blasted
limbs

The goddess swooped down toward the soon-to-be-victorious Sdldarine, her thoughts aready
upon the cele-bration ahead. Her gaze fdl upon young Eilisraee just as the grim-faced huntress loosed a
black arrow. With horror, Aerdrie saw the arrow stresk toward Cordlon Larethian. It pierced the
shining mall that covered the df lord's chest and sent him hurtling backward.

A driek like that of a rigng wind tore from Aerdri€'s throat. It did not occur to her that
Eiligraegs act could be anything other than treachery, for dl the Sddarine knew of the Dark Maiden's
ill with the bow.

The goddess of ar flung out both hands. From her fin-gers burst a tempest whose fury would
have shamed Auril. The blast of wind struck the young huntress with a force that hurled her from the tree.
Eiligraee plummeted down, winter-dry branches snapping beneath her as she fdl. She hit the ground
hard and lay 4ill.

Sparing the fdlen goddess not so much as a glance, Aer-drie dighted and hurried over to join the
urviving mem-bers of the Sddarine, who were cdugtering around their falen leader. They dl fdl back,
however, to dlow Araushnee passage, and watched in respectful slence as the god-dess kndt at
Corellon's sde to mourn her fdlen love. "He is not dead,” Handi Cdanil said suddenly. Araushnee lifted
her tear-streaked face from her hands and affixed an accusing gaze upon the goddess of love and beauty.
"How can you, of dl the gods, mock my grief? My beloved is gone!”

"The Dark Maiden's arrows could not day him," said Handli, this time more emphatically.

"I do nat know why Eilistraee would do such athing, but | do know that her am is certain. Never
once has she missed her mark," Araushnee countered.

Without wadting time in further speech, Handi pushed aside the df lord's consort and knelt in her
place. Corellon's protective mal parted ingantly before her touch. "It is as | thought,” she murmured,
sudying the large arrow-head patidly lodged in the df lord's chest. "Eilistraee was hunting ogres—this
arrow is big enough and srong enough to punch through the beasts hides, but it's too large to dip
between Cordlon's ribs. It islodged there. Hlp me™ she said, turning to Aerdrie.

Between the two of them, the goddesses removed the arrow from the even god and tended his
wounds. But Corellon did not revive. There was about him an aura of immohilizing despair, as if the evil
that he/d fought throughout that long day had chilled him deeply, leaving him frozen within himsdf. The
other deties began to chant softly, speeding the df lord's heding with their gathered power. Even
Araushnee rdlied from her grief to produce a shining vid from the folds of her gown.

"Water from Elysum, infused with heding herbs from the heart of Arvandor. It will help restore
him," she said, and lifted the vid to Cordlon's lips.

In truth, Araushnee had prepared for this eventudity. She'd had ample evidence of late of how
tenacioudy her "loveé' dung to his immortd life. The potion in her vid might not be deadly enough to kill
the wounded god, but it would certainly dide him deeper into dumber. With a little luck—and perhaps
some repeated doses—Corellon would never avaken. And if the nature of his deethlike dumber should
ever be discovered, Araushnee would disclose a Smple but devadtating truth: It was Eilisraee who had



gathered the herbs and brewed the potion. The young huntress had prepared the deadly poison not for
her use, but for the war arrows of mortal eves, however, none but she and Araushnee knew this. Since
Eiligtraee was beyond speech and would be for some time to come—if not for dl time—Araushnee fdt
confident that this particular aspect of her plot was beyond discovery. And then, once Corellon's power
was hers to command, she would—

A ray of moonlight, sharp as a diletto, struck with light-ning speed, shattering the goddess's
dream of victory and dashing the vid from her ebony fingas Startled, Araush-nee fdl back from
Corellon and shrieked out a curse, one so vile that it shocked the chanting dven deities into sllence.

The attacking moonlight backed away, softened, and spread into a mis—and then took on a
form that by now was dl too familiar to Araushnee.

"Sehanind" shrieked the dark goddess. She rose and rounded on her son, who'd been standing
a her shoulder like a hovering raven awating a chance to feed. Vhagraun took an indinctive step
backward.

"Youidiot!" she screamed, her face contorted with rage and frudration. "It is too soon, too soon!
Ancther day, and | would have had so much power that Sehanine could have done nothing. But
you—you have destroyed us both!™

She raised one hand to drike the youth, but Handi Cdanil seized her wrig with a strength
adonishing for one so ddicate. "Enough! Your own words raise grave ques-tions, Araushnee, and be
aure that we will find answers. Be mindful that the council that will consider these questions stands here in
witness to what you have said and what you do,” the goddess said sernly.

Araushnee spun away from her son, vidently shaking off the goddesss resraining hand. She
glared up into Handi's exquisite face. "And who will cdl this council?* she sneered. "No dven god is
Cordlon's equd in power—and none but he can convene the council. Wake him if you can—or hold
your accusing tongue!”

In response, Sehanine Moonbow and Aerdrie Faenya came to flank Handi. From them dl rose a
luminous mig, one that codesced into a Ingle goddess of impossble beauty and daunting power.
Araushneg, beholding her, knew with certainty that she beheld her own successor.

"I an Angharradh,” the new goddess said in a voice that was wind, moonlight, and music. "From
the essence of the three greatest dven goddesses am | born. | am three and | an one—three to ensure
that treachery never again enters the heart of a goddess of Arvandor, and one to stand at Corellon's
sde”

Angharradh stooped and touched her hand lightly to Cordllon's forehead, and again to his heart.
The wounds closed, and the dark aura that dung to him seemed to part. The df lord opened his eyes at
lagt. They settled, not on the wondrous Angharradh, but upon Araushnee. His gaze hdd terible
heartbreak and equdly strong resolve.

"A great evil has entered our midg,” he said in a dry whisper. "We must confront it now, for the
sake of the Sddarine and dl our even children. The Coundil is convened. Let any who would, speak
fredy.”

And s0 Sehanine stepped forward and told her story, starting with her suspicions of Araushnee's
enchanted tap-estry. She spoke of witnessing the battle with Gruumsh, and the shaitering of Corellon's
sword. She told of her own foolishnessin gpproaching Araushnee, of her capture by the dark goddess's
web and her imprisonment at Vhaeraun's hands. In a few terse words she confessed to them how she
hed escaped and the power she had given up to do so.

The members of the Sddarine were dlent as they absorbed Sehanines dreadful tale. Findly
Corellon spoke. "You dl have heard the accusations, and you have wit-nessed disurbing things You
mudt decide whet fate Araushnee has earned.”

"Banishment.”" The word came asif from asngle throat.

Corellon looked into Araushneg's maevolent crimson eyes, marveing that he had never truly seen
her before. She stood taut and defiant, her figts baled at her sdes and her entire dender form quivering
from the effort it took her to keep from driking out a him. Where did it come from—this rage, this
terrible ambition?



"What isthis that you have done?' he said softly. "What could you possibly hope to gain by such
actions? If there is anything that you lacked, you had only to speak and | would have given it to you with
Joy.”

"Exactly," snarled Araushnee. ™Y ou would have given. True power isnot given, but seized! Asto
your ‘great gifts’ | hed in my hands the detinies of morta beings—but was my own ever mine to
command? You treated me like some cherished and cosseted possession, while standing in the way of
evaything | desired!”

"Not s0," Corellon told her gently. "Never did | show you such disrespect. | loved you."

"And you will yet live to regret it," she hissed.

Thedf lord shook his head in bewilderment and turned to face his son. "And you, Vhaeraun," he
added sadly, "though you aso have betrayed, you have earned a differ-ent fate. Y ou are young, and you
merdy followed your mother's bidding. It istragic thet this path led you into evil. You mug learn to think
and live on your own. In time, perhaps, you can redeem yoursdf and return to the fd-lowship of
Arvandor. But for now, you mus find a place on amorta world done”

"Not done" Vhaeraun said firmly. "Eiliraee plotted with us. She deserves to share my fae"

"Eiligraee? | cannot believe this of the girl—" began Sehanine.

"You were not herel" Aerdrie broke in fiercdy. "I saw her shoot the arrow that struck down
Cordlon! And as her own mother points out, the girl has never missed her mark!"

Cordlon shook his head. "I cannot believe she would do such athing!”

"Bdieve" hissed Vhaeraun, enraged that Cordlon suf-fered such doubt and anguish at the
thought that his pre-cious Eilistraee might have turned againgt him. He was willing enough to name his son
atraitor! Vhaeraun had dways hated his younger, favored twin. Now he would have his vengeance.

The young god turned to his mother, his eyes burning with an enmity that set even one such as
Araushnee back on her heds.

"You promised me power and honor,” he said in a voice meant only for his mother's ears. "But
ingtead, your ambi-tions have cost me everything. Give me Eilisraee, and | will consder this day's
bargain well made."

Araushnee gazed into Vhagraun's eyes as if into a mirror. After a moment, she gave a bardy
perceptible nod. "What he saysis true” she sad loudly. "My children were loyd to me. Whatever fate
you assign Vhaeraun should rightfully be shared by Eilistraee. Was it not she who returned to you my
enchanted sheath?'

"Whereis Eiligraee?' Cordlon asked suddenly.

Aerdrie colored deeply, a blue flush that swept over the high sharp bones of her face in a wave of
embarrassment and shame. "l was certain she attacked you, my lord, and | struck back. Shefdl from the
tree. She may yet live | do not know."

"Find her! Tend her,” Cordlon inssted.

He watched as severd of the gods hurried to the tangle of trampled underbrush and fdlen limbs
They pulled the girl from the pile and cast heding magic over her limp form.

As soon as her siver eyes opened, they franticaly sought for her father. Weak though she was,
none of the gods could deter her from going to his Side.

Eiligraee sumbled to her knees beside her father. She took the hand he offered her with both of
hers and hdd it to her dark, bloodied cheek. "My arrow—" she choked, unable to say more.

"Thereis no fault in you, my child," the god said softly. "You did not know what was in the heart
of your mother and her son.”

Eiligraegs eyes went wide with shock and horror, and lifted to the dark faces of her family. A
gmdl cry of pain escaped her as she gazed into their hate-filled eyes.

"What will become of them?' she said et last.

"They are banished, each according to the place they have earned.”

The dark goddess nodded and stood. "1 will go with my brother.”

"It isnot needed,” Cordlon began.

"It is needed,” Eilidraee ingsted, though tears spilled from her dSlver eyes. "I am young and my



powers are smdl, but sometimes | can see the shape of things that will come. In some smdl way, | will
provide abdance. Thisisdl | see...." The girl's voice tralled off, and she dumped sensdless to the ground
by Corellon's sde.

For amoment, the god stroked his daughter's bright hair and regarded her ill face with a mixture
of sorrow and pride. Findly he looked to Vhaeraun. "Eilistraee has chosen. Go now, and take her with
you. But know that the day your hand is lifted againgt her will be the last of your life This | swear, by dl
the trees of Arvandor.”

Vheaeraun's face twisted with hatred and rage, but he had little choice but to comply. Corelon
stood slent as the young god shouldered his unconscious twin and disap-peared. Fndly he rose to his
feet and faced his fdlen love. "Araushnee, your sentence has been spoken by the Sddarine. For what
you have done, for what you have become, you are declared tanar'ri. Be what you are, and go where
you mug."

Before the horrified eyes of the even gods, Araushnee began to change shape. Her dender body
grew to mon-strous Sze, and her limbs lengthened, divided, and divid-ed again. Araushnee, the cunning
weaver and treacherous lover, had become a spider-shaped mongter. Most terrible of dl was her face,
for athough her beauty was not dtered, her visage was now stripped of artifice and twisted in hatred.

Shrieking like the damned creature she was, Araush-nee advanced upon her former love. The
dven gods drew swords and moved forward to stand with their lord.

"Hold" Corellon ordered in a voice o terrible that it froze the gods where they stood. Sowly,
regretfully, he stripped the accursed tapestry from his scabbard and then drew Sahandrian. Sword in
hand, he faced Araushnee, done.

The spider df dropped into a menacing crouch and began to circle her intended prey. Corellon
kept his sword up before him, unwilling to make the firg strike. His former consort spoke a few shilant
words, and then spat; a stream of luminous venom streaked toward him. He turned the sword dightly and
caught the stream with the flat of the blade. There was a horrible hiss and crackle as the venom met and
battled the dven blade's magicd defenses. But Sahandrian held, and Cordlon's defensve swing sent a
Soray of scattered droplets back upon Araushnee.

Theformer goddess screamed in agony as the acidlike poison singed har from her spidery form
and ate deep into the flesh beneath. She reared back on her four hind legs and shrieked out another
incantation. Four curved swords appeared, clutched with deadly intent by her four front appendages. The
mongter came a Corellon in a rush, swords crossng and dashing like two gigantic shears.

Cordlon's megica sword flashed and whirled with mes-merizing speed as the df lord held off the
four blades. The face of Araushnee grew hideous with rage as she fought. None of the gods who
watched could tdl the moment when the last traces of her dven beauty vanished and when she became
fuly the spider mongter. But suddenly she legped a Cordlon's throat, mandibles clacking in hungry
anticipation.

Thedf lord thrust his sword between the two rending beaks and twisted hard to one side, forang
the spider's attack away from his throat. He legped back, pulling his sword clear and raisng it high to
deflect the downward sweep of one of those curving swords. He wanted only to parry the blow, but
Sahandrian fdt strangely heavy, asif the sword suddenly bore the weight of its own opinions and resolve.
The magic wegpon dipped closer to hisfoe and diced deanly through the hairy appendage.

With a shriek, Araushnee backed off, sheking the drip-ping sump. Beyond dl reason, she came
on again in utter frenzy, three swords flalling. Again Sahandrian struck, and then again. Twice more the
clatter of fdling swords and the wails of the wounded tanar'ri rang through the watchful forest.

Even now, Araushnee would not concede her defeat. She cast another pdll; a thread of magic
rose from her body, sugpending itsdf from some invishble hook high above. She swung back and then
came a Corellon, dripping ichor as she came, with her remaining sword held out before her like alance.

The df lord eadly sdestepped the attack. But as the spider swooped past, she seized him with
her hind legs and swept him up from the ground. Corellon swvung back with her and hit the trunk of a
massve tree with numbing force.

The storm-blasted leaves rustled down over the dearing as the monster's beaklike mandible again



closed on his throat. But Cordlon dill held fast to his sword. He brought the wegpon up through the
tangle of spidery limbs didng deep into the bulbous body. Araushnee released him suddenly. With a
amdl, pitiful moan, she swung out of reach on her thread of magic.

Corellon did dong the trunk of the tree and stood on the ground, weatching, heartsck, as the
creature who had been hislove rocked dowly back and forth on her sivery thread, holding her mamed
limbs close to her torn body. Despite her horrific form, she looked for dl the world like an dven child
trying to comfort hersdlf. Just when Corellon thought he could bear no more, the creature's appearance
shifted again, and her visage become Araushnee's beautiful, defiant face.

"Kill me" she taunted himin a pain-racked voice. "You will never rid yoursdf of me, e se—even
now, My limbs begin to grow anew. But you cannot do it, can you? Even in this you are weak! Kill me if
you can, and end it!"

Corellon raised his sword high overhead and hurled it with dl his strength. As Sahandrian spun
end over end toward the former goddess, the df lord held his breath and hoped that the sword would
obey his will, rather than its own. If Sahandrian followed its indinations, Araushnee's taunt would surely
become redity.

But the even sword merdly diced through the thread that suspended Araushnee above the forest
floor. She fdl, shrieking with rage.

She never hit the ground.

A dark, whirling porta opened on the forest, a gate to another plane. Araushnee spun into the
portal, her spidery limbs flaling. For many long moments after she disap-peared, the Sddarine listened
until her voice—cursaing them dl and swearing vengeance upon dl things e ven—faded away and was lost
in the howl of the Abyssd wind. When dl was slent, when the dreadful porta had van-ished, the new
goddess Angharradh came to Cordlon's side. "There was nothing more you could do for her," she said
quigtly. "Araushnee became what she truly was. Sheiswhere she belongs. It isover.”

But Corellon shook his head. "Not s0," he sad with deep sorrow. "The bettle for control of
Arvandor is over, and Araushnee and her cohorts have lost. But | fear that for the dven People, the
gruggle has just begun.”



14th day of Nightal, 1367 DR

To Lord Danilo Thann of Waterdeep, Harper and bard, does Lanruil, Prince of Evermeet,
send greetings.

| read your recent missive with great interest. The task you have undertaken, and your
reasons for doing o, are even nearer to my heart than you might suspect.

It might surprise you to learn that you are not entirely unknown to me. | remember you
from the sentencing of Kymil Nimesin—although admittedly more for the compa-ny you kept than
for any other reason. At the time, | was struck by the resemblance between your Harper partner,
Arilyn, and my sister Amnestria. (Do not trouble your memory—you will not recall my face. | was
cloaked and cowled at the time to disguise my identity. My height and size are such that | am not
immediately recognized as elven, and my years among the humans have taught me to move and
even speak as you do.)

| did not then know or even suspect that Arilyn was Amnestria's half-elven daughter, nor
did | sense that my sister's moonblade is now in Arilyn's able hands. Unfortu-nately, the actual
trial of Lord Kymil was private, else | would have learned of my kinswoman's part in bringing this
traitor to justice, and could have made myself known to her, and to you.

My mother the queen recently told me of the great serv-ice Arilyn did for the elven people
of Tethyr. She also spoke of the honor that Arilyn has done me in naming me her blade heir. |
have enclosed with this letter a personal note to her, and ask that you give it to her with my
highest regards and humble thanks. | hope to meet you both in the near future, to welcome you
belatedly to the Moonflower family—although, regrettably, only on my own behalf.

And now, to the business of your letter. You asked me of Kymil Nimesin. There is much |
could tdl you. He pos-sessed many of the virtues and qualities that define elven nobility. an
ancient and honored bloodline, skill in the arts of warcraft and magic, physical beauty and grace,
a wide knowledge of lore and history. Few elves can match him with the sword, and | once
consdered myself fortunate to have studied with him. He was also touted as a far-traveled
adventurer. Years ago, | was flattered when he asked me to accompany him to Faerun for the
great work of seeking and recovering artifacts from lost elven lands. At the time, | could not
begin to guess what he truly sought.

As a bard, you have surely heard some of the stories told of the lost children of Evermeet.
Only two of the thirteen children born to Queen Amnestria and King Zaor are still known to live
—this is one of Evermeet's greatest sorrows. It may be that some are yet alive, but Lord Kymil
sought to remove all doubt by seeking and destroying all heirs to Evermeet's throne.

Why did he spare me, then? You, Lord Thann, may understand this better than most. Like
you, | am the youngest of many children. My reputation among my people is—forgive me—no
better than yours. Unlike you, however, | am no thespian who cloaks his talents behind a mask of
frivolity. (My mother the queen is kept well informed of the Harpers and their methods, and your
work is known to the elves. You, a proven spell-singer, would no doubt find amusing some of the
discussion concerning the utter impossibility of a human mage casting elven musi-cal spdls))
Unlike you, | am precisely what | appear to be restless, frivolous, not sufficiently reverential
toward tradition, too quick to take action, too fond of feminine charms and ill content to restrict
my enjoyment to poten-tial elven princesses, too enamored of the wide world and the many
peoples in it—in short, | am hardly a suitable elven prince. Lord Kymil saw in me a moderately
useful tool, and no more. No doubt he would have disposed of me, too, once he thought my
usefulness had reached an end.

What motivated Kymil Nimesin? This question has preyed upon the minds of elven sages
and philosophers since the death of my father the king. What would cause an elven noble of great
gifts and good family to turn against a royal clan—not to mention a king chosen by the gods
themselves?

Thisis clearer to me than it is to many elves, for | have traveled widely and, like you, |
have loved a woman of mixed blood. My heart has become a harp tuned to play melodies not



known to the minstrels of Evermeet. My eyes see that pride isolates the e ves from the world—and
pits them in endless battle against each other.

As a bard and a scholar of elven lore, you know that the elven races have often been in
conflict with each other. During the terrible centuries in which the Crown Wars swept in killing
waves over the People, Gold elves sought to expand their rule at the expense of Slver and Green
elf settlements, Green elves joined with dark elves to combat this aggression, and finally Gold and
Siver and Green elves banded togeth-er to drive the dark elves Below. The Crown Wars and
other battles like them tell but a part of the tale. A subtle, constant battle has been waged
between the elven races, a battle that is older than the beginning of elven history. If you would
understand Kymil Nimesin and his followers, you must go back as far as lore and legend will take
you and observe the ancient conflict between Slver and Gold. From such threads are woven the
tapestry of Evermeet.

As you follow the story of Slver and Gold, keep in mind that clan Nimesin is a sept—that
is, a minor branch—of the ancient clan Durothil. This fact alone will explain much.

| repeat: Kymil Nimesin represents much of what is valued by elven nobility. By the same
token, he illustrates that which is most basically and grievously wrong with the elven People.

Prelude

The Coming of Darkness
10 day of Alturiak, 1369 DR

Kymil Nimesin gazed out of the window of hiscell into the endless void beyond. Actudly, it was
not precisely a void, for points of light glimmered like stars in a deep sapphire sky. Starlight was as
important to an df as the ar he breathed, and not even Kymil's human captors were so ignorant or so
crud asto deprive im of this.

His other needs had been wdl met as well. His "prison” was in fact a well-gppointed suite of
rooms. Kymil had dl the basic necessties and many comforts, as wel as extras sddom afforded a
captive and a traitor. Lorebooks filled a whole wdl of shelves, and an dven harp stood on a table
dongsde a crydd flute. He had parchment and ink in plenty, and even an degant, golden-eyed cat to
accompany himin his eterna banishment. Y es, the Harpers had been generous.

Once again, as he had so often, Kymil rdived the day sentence had been passed upon him by the
Harper Tri-bund, a detestable court comprisng humans and half-breeds. He had been found guilty of the
murder of twenty-seven Harpers and sentenced to exile to a miniature, magica world on some distant
and mydterious plane of existence far from the world known as Aber-toril. The Harpers had decided this
was the only way Kymil's life would be safe, for many eves of Aber-toril would otherwise make it a life
quest to hunt him down and kill him. His larger crime—treason againg the even crown—was not a
matter Harpers could address. Kymil doubted the dves of Evermeet, given the opportunity to bring him
to trid, would have been as meraful as the Harpers.

But there was no gratitude in the df's heart. The humans who had sent him here were weak,
supid, and shortsighted. He would find away out of his prison, and then he would complete the task to
which he had dedicat-ed hislife—the task to which he had been born, bred, and trained.

Kymil envisoned those who had spoken againg him a his trid, and then dreamed of the
vengeance he would take upon each one. It was an oft-repeated litany, and it had sus-tained him through
his nearly five years of captivity.

Firg was Arilyn, the half-breed and Harper, who for so long had been Kymil’s unwitting tool. A
cagt-off bastard of the roya Moonflower clan and the heir to a moonblade, she had no knowledge of her
royd even heritage, no place at dl in aworld where human and eves were not meant to meet, much less
mix. When her mother, the princess Amnedtria in exile and disguise, was dain at Kymil's indti-gation,
young Arilyn had been left done and adrift. To Kymil's astonishment, the even blade had accepted the
half-breed child as aworthy heir. He recovered from thisinsult quickly, however, swiftly enough to make



Arilyn part of his plans. It had been an easy matter to woo her, train her, give her a sense of place and
purpose—and then to use the powers of her sword to strike againgt the family that had rejected her.
There was a certain judice in this, as wel as an irony, that Kymil had found deeply stisying. Arilyn,
however, had not been of like mind. Even now, it was incomprehensible to Kymil that a mere haf-breed
could have bested him. She had ferreted her way through the layers of his plot, she had scattered his Elite
Guard and destroyed one of his most tdented Circle Singers, she had thwarted his plan to attack the
heart of Evermeet, and—perhaps mos ginging of al—she had defeated him in Sngle combat.

For dl these things, Arilyn would die painfully and dowly. But not, Kymil vowed darkly, before
she had been dtripped of dl her pretensions of dfishness. He would force her into battle againg noble
eves and see her moonblade turn againgt her. He would see her utterly outcast by humans and eves
dike. He would see the devotion in the eyes of the human mage who so dearly loved her replaced by
loathing and rejection. He would see her the plaything of orcs and ogres. And then, he would get nasty.

Once Arilyn was satisfectorily destroyed, Kymil would turn his attention to Elaith Craulnober.
Thiswas not merdy a matter of vengeance, but principle, for Elath was not only a Gray df, but a rogue
a tha. Lord of a vagt bus-ness empire that ran the gamut from the shockingly crim-ind to the merdy
questionable, Elath was a power with which to reckon in the great dty of Waterdeep. Kymil had
employed Elaith's services many times, usudly when he needed a task done with which he would not
ally hisown hand. Y et Elath had taken Arilyn's Sde, sanding togeth-er as Gray eves were wont to do,
and had given tesiimony againgt Kymiil. It was so unusud for one df to speak againgt another that Elaith's
words had held tremendous weight at Kymil's trid. And there was dso the matter of the papers that
Hlath had produced—papers that linked Kymil with the evil Zhentarim. The Sddarine be praised, Eath
hed not scented the mest of Kymil's dedlings with this powerful group!

Then would come Lamruil, prince of Evermeet. Oh, Kymil had seen him at the sentencing, though
the fool had taken some care to disguise himsdlf. Even with a cloak muting his even grace and a cowl
covering his tdltde ears, there was no migaking Lamruil for any other. The young prince was grikingly
handsome, even as beauty was reck-oned among the eves. He had the Moonflower eyes—deep, bright
blue eyes flecked with golden lights and he pos-sessed his father's great height and muscular form. Few
eves topped sx feet, but Lamruil did so with a handspan to spare. His height done would foal the less
observant, but not only had Kymil made a study of the even "royd family," he knew Lamruil well. Too
wdl, in fact.

Lamruil had traveled with him for years, unwittingly aiding Kymil in his search for the "log"
Moonflower chil-dren. In the process, the prince had fought at Kymil's sde, learned from him the art of
swordcraft, and uncovered the lost wedth of Kymil's ancestors. It often seemed, however, that the Gray
df pup was more interested in drinking and wenching than he was in ther shared adventures. Lamruil
catanly showed far too much interest in humans and their affars, and his gaety and light-hearted
persondity was as annoying to Kymil as one of those trite tavern bal-lads that so ddighted humans—and,
truth be told, Lam-ruil as well. It gdled Kymil now to think that this spoiled and ingpid princeing might
try to recover some of the treasure that they'd Ieft in hidden caches throughout the wilds of Faerun. That
treasure Kymil had meant to fund his ambitions againg Evermest.

And yet, perhaps that would be for the best. A amile pulled at the corners of Kymil's tightly set
lips He had warded his troves wel, and he doubted that Lamruil, who had scant interest in the art of
meagic, would be able to survive any attempt to plunder the treasure.

In away, Kymil would be sorry to see Lamruil die. The young prince had been a ussful tool and
might again be of some use. Devoted to his Sster Amnestria, Lamruil had been blindly determined to find
the runaway princess. He was dso anxious to see and experience the wide world and eager to link his
fortunes with an adven-turer of Kymil's renown. The lad had been a fountain of information about the
royd family, and a pawn in Kymil's own deadly search for the princess Amnedtria and the sword she
carried. Lamruil's search for his sster had faled: Kymil's had not.

And held gotten away with it for a long time, long enough to give him a confidence that spurred
him toward his most cherished gods. After dl, Amnestria had been dead for more than twenty-five years,
her father for more than forty. This Kymil consdered his crowning achievement. All his life—All his



lifel—he had searched for a means to breach Evermeet's defenses and destroy the Gray df pretenders to
the throne. Hisfamily's secret exile from the idand had made his task more difficult. Kymil could not set
foot upon Evermest, for fear of dert-ing the powerful Siver df who knew his secrets. Y et he had found a
way, for the discovery of Princess Amnedtrias dfgate had enabled him to send an assassin into the royd
cty. The dfgate had been his triumph—and his downfdl.

Yea Kymil was nothing if not persstent. For five years, he had contemplated a way to turn this
falure around. The dfgate had been moved, the slver threads of magic's Weave rearranged in a way that
Kymil would have thought impossible. But even that could be turned againg the royd elves.

Since the death of Evermeet's king, Kymil had made a specid study of megicd travel. He
understood it as few eves did. In time, he would put this knowledge to work.

Nor was that his only expertise. One of the Hlite Guard dan by the half-breed was Filauria
Ni'Tessne, Kymil'slover and a Circle Singer of greet power. Most dves thought that this ancient gift—a
rare type of spdl song that could bind disparate magics together—was extinct. But Kymil had sought out
Circdle Singers, had trained them to weave magic in a manner Smilar to tha done by a Center—a
powerful mage who directed a Circle of High Magi. Over the years, the Nimesins and ther secret dlies
hed built a Tower of ther own upon Evermest. A cirdle powerful enough to chalenge Evermeet's own
and shut the idand off from the world—leaving it stranded, impris-oned by its own powerful Weave of
megic.

"The dves of Evermeat wished to be isolated from the world. They will get what they wished
for—and what they deserve,”" Kymil murmured.

All that lacked to bring this to fruition was Kymil him-sdlf. If only he could free himsdf from this
prison, he could set in motion plans he and his dan had spent centuries putting into place.

If only.

The df's near-ddirium faded, and the redlity of his imprisonment closed around his heart like the
taons of ahunting hawk. A cry of rage and despair escaped his lips—a fearful howl so full of rage that it
sent ashimmer of dread down his own spine.

The echoes of his scream lingered long in the chamber, dowly diminishing in a manner than
reminded Kymil of the spreading rings sent forth when a pebble is cast into a cadm sea.

When dl was dlent, the incomprehensble happened: Someone—something—responded to his
inchoate call.

A foul scent drifted into the chamber, and the pattern on the fine woolen carpet began to blur as a
dark, gddi-nous substance oozed up from some myderious depth beow it. Kymil watched,
horror-struck, as the entity Ghaunadar took shape before him.

He knew the lore. He knew as wel as any df dive that Ghaunadar was summoned by great and
audacious evil. Until this moment, Kymil had never perceived his ambi-tions as anything but right and
proper. The arriva of Ghaunadar was a glimpse into a dark mirror, and the shock of confronting his own
image was greater than his dread of the terrible Power before him.

It was not as great, however, as the second gunning surprise dedt Kymil. A large, dark bubble
formed on the seething surface of the Elementd God's form, somehow seeming to take on evil power as
it grew in Sze. When the thing burst, Kymil fdt that his heart would aso shatter, for sanding before him
was the thing that above dl others was anathema to the Gold eves Lloth, the dark goddess of the drow.
His horror seemed to amuse the goddess, and the smile on her beautiful face was even more chilling than
Ghaunadar's lurking presence.

"Greeting, Lord Kymil," she said in musica, mocking tones. "Your summons has been heard,
your methods approved. If you are willing to join hands with those who dso plot agangt Evermest, we
will see you freed from this prison.”

Kymil tried to speak and found that he could not. He licked his parchment-dry lips and tried
agan. The words that emerged, however, were not quite what held expected to say.

"You could do this?" he whispered.

Crimson fire flared hot in Lloth's eyes. "Do not doubt my power,” she hissed a him. "It would
amuse me to see a golden drider—the firs! Would you aso rdish this trans-formation, Kymil Nimesin?"



Horror clutched at Kymil's heart as he contemplated this threat. Elven sages daimed that Lloth
could trans-form her dark-elven followersinto horrific beings that were hdf-even, hdf spider. He did not
know, however, which was the more gppaling prospect: the transforma-tion itsdf, or the posshility that
he could somehow have fdlen within the sphere of Lloth's influence. Never had he contemplated this
posshility; nor, apparently, had those who had imprisoned him here. Despite dl he had done, there was
nathing in Kymil Nimesin'slife that so much as suggested the possibility that he might seek any gods but
those of the Sddarine. Yet here was Lloth, beautiful beyond tdling and filling his room with dark,
compelling power.

" do nat doubt you," he managed.

"Good," the goddess purred. "Then ligen wel. We will set you free of this prison, on the
condition thet you go where we cannot. The gods of the Seldarine will not suffer us to attack Evermeet
directly, but you can gather dves who can and will."

"But how?' Kymil demanded. "There are few dves in dl the world who would not kill me on
sght.”

"There are other worlds, and many are the eves who inhabit them," the goddess said. She
laughed at the stunned expression that fdl over Kymil's face.

"You faerie dves are so enamored with yourselves, so determined to think you are the only
People dive, that you have forgotten your own higory,” she sneered. "You came to Toril as invaders,
more than willing to displace those who came before. Do you think that you are the only eves so
minded?'

Kymil struggled with the task of wrapping hismind around this possbility. "Gold eves?' he asked
tentatively. Lloth laughed again, ddightedly and derisively. "Ah, but you are priceless—and predictable.
Y es, there are Gold dves upon other worlds. | have prepared some for you. Come and see.”

Almog againg his will, Kymil walked toward the god-dess. The seething mass that was
Ghaunadar parted to dlow him to pass. Kymil gingerly walked through, then peered into the globe that
Lloth had conjured from the empty air. The scene within stole his breath.

In a sky whose utter darkness rivaled the obsidian skin of the drow goddess, two Strange vessels
were locked in morta combat. One, a graceful winged vessd that looked like a titanic butterfly, was
crewed by eves who could have passed as Kymil's near kin. The other was a massive armored ship
teaming with well-armed crea-tures that looked like orcs, but fought with an intdligence and discipline
thet no orc on Toril could maich.

"Scro," Lloth said by way of explanation. "They are a race of clever, powerful orcs from another
world, and they fight againg the Elven Imperid Navy. As you can see, they will soon preval agang this
ship.

"Would you like to know the nature of this butterfly ship, and the eves upon it?" she continued in
her faintly mocking tone. "These are survivors of aworld in flanes. The scro overran their homdand and
utterly destroyed it. These ves are desperate for a homeland. They would follow an dven noble who
offered them one, and not fret overmuch if they needed to overthrow a kingdom in order to possess it.
Thus did your own ancestors, when they fled from a dying world. Thus would you do aso, if you were
thrust into a new world. Elves such as you believe that rulership isa divine right.”

Kymil's thoughts whirled as he stared intently a the life-and-death struggle playing out within the
globe. The scope and complexity of the picture the goddess painted, however strange it might seem a
fird glimpse, fit within the frame-work of hismind. It was not so very hard to accept.

"What would you have me do?'

Lloth smiled and made a quick, complex gesture with one hand. A burst of fetid smoke filled the
room, and from it stepped a second fearsome deity.

Kymil was no coward, but he shrank back before the evil power that was Maar, the Beastlord.

The avatar was enormous—more then twice Kymil's height, and armed with terrible talons and
antlers whose prongs looked long and as sharp as even swords. Madar was armored with a black-furred
hide, and he regarded the df with a derisve expresson in his crimson eyes. Although bearlike in generd
shape, the god lacked a snout or a visble mount. The furred flesh that draped his Sngle ord cavity



fluttered as Mdar let out awhuffle of obvious scorn.

But the bestid god, unlike his dark-elven dly, wasted no time ether gredting or taunting the df.
Towering over the delicate Lloth, Mdar bent down and tapped the floa-ing globe with one taloned
finger.

"Look here, df," the god said in a harsh, grating voice. "A second df ship, taken from Arborianna
before it was set aflame. The ship is crewed by a few of my followers—gob-lins, base born orcs—and
powered by a sngle dven mage. The ship is not big enough or well armed enough to turn the battle, but it
hes aboard a living weapon that can destroy the scro vessd. A monger that will kill and kill until none
remain. Y ou will feed my followersto it, then unleash it upon the scro ship. The dveswill hal you as their
savior. But be sure to kill the df magefirg, lest he betray you to the others.”

Kymil stared at the god. "Y ou would betray those who follow you, and bid me betray one of my
own people?’

As soon as held spoken the rash words, Kymil feared held written his own death order. To his
adtonishment, both gods broke into long and genuine laughter. Even Ghaunadar joined in after a fashion,
for the gdatinous mass bubbled and popped in a grim parody of laughter. Findly the horrible chorus
ended, and Lloth wiped her sreaming eyes and turned to the bemused €f.

"A few goblins and orcs are asmdl price to pay for what you will give us. Say the word, and we
will set you upon this ship. The rest isyours to do.”

"l am to lead an invason of Evermest,” Kymil said dazedly.

"Was that not your intent? Is that not your dream? With the added strength of the Gold eves of
Arborianna, you should have an easy task of supplanting the Moonflower dan and ruling Evermest.”

"If such aplanis to succeed, | will need to contact those few of my followers who remain, both
on Evermeet and upon Faerun,” Kymil said hesitantly. "Would this be possible?!

In response, Lloth produced a handful of gems from some hidden pocket in the folds of her
dlken, ebony gown. These she gave to Kymil. "You will recognize these—these are gems of
communication much like those you yoursdf have used to good effect. Tdl me dl those whom you wish
to contact, and | will see that gems get into their hands.”

Kymil nodded thoughtfully. It was a good plan, and it could work. He would gather support from
many quarters, then dip down to Toril to lead the sea forces upon Ever-meet himsdf. One question
remained, however—an enor-mous question.

"Why do you support my ambitions?' he asked bluntly. "It seems to me that one df is much like
another in the eyes of Lloth and Mdar.”

The goddess shrugged. "Evermeet has been denied to me and my children; its queen is Corellon's
gpecid pet. Thejoy of seeing Amlaruil of Evermeet destroyed will be pay-ment enough for the ignominy
of any dliance | might have to make. | mean no offense, great Mdar.”

The bestid god whuffled; Kymil got the impresson that Maar was of like mind on the matter.

"Thet is part, but not dl, of my concern,” the df said cautioudy. "Once you have begun to destroy
Evermet, will you be content to stop?'

"You are dever," Lloth said gpprovingly. "The answer, as you suspect, is no. | would love to see
the wretched idand swallowed by the seal But that, | fear, must be a pleasure deferred. | do not yet have
the power to destroy Evermeet; nonethdess, | will take what pleasure | can.”

The grim, naked ambition in the goddesss voice horri-fied Kymil. He did not know what
ambitions the goddess harbored within her dark heart—he did not truly want to know—but somehow he
believed that she would do dl she offered. He himsdf had made severa improbable dliances in order to
reach the gods he had accomplished thus far, and he had honored them insomuch as they advanced his
purposes. He saw his own resolve reflected back from the mirror of LIoth's crimson eyes.

"What you say, | will do," he said Smply.



Book Two
Silver and Gold

"No one, not even the wisest and most venerable elven sage, can say with assurance when
and from whence the first elves came to Toril. But tales are told of a time long past, when elves
fled by the thousands from war-torn Faerie, that magical land that exists in the unseen shadows
of a thousand worlds.

The songs and stories that tell of those times are as numerous as the stars. No one now
living could give a history that would sate those sages who search the ancient lore as a lover
studies his beloved's face, or as dreamers who gaze up into the night sky and wonder.

But sometimes a pattern emerges from the telling of small tales, much as the individual
bits of tile or stone become a mosaic, or a thousand bright threads interweave to form a
tapestry.”

—Excerpt from aletter from Kriios Hdambar,
Magter Luthier of New Olamn Barding College, Waterdeep

6
Weaving the Web (Time of Dragons)

In victory, they were defested.

The dves of Tintageer—at least, those few who had survived the long sege, the battle that
followed, and the horrendous mag-ical cataclysm that ended it—dung to each other and watched as the
last few invading ships were torn to driftwood by the raging sea. Not a sngle enemy remained on their
idand. All had been shaken into the angry waters by the magicd attack whose power went far beyond
the expectations of those who'd unleashed it. Even now, violent convulsons shuddered through the even
idand, asif the land itsdf fdt alingering horror—or a pre-monition of doom.

"The treed" one of the femdes cried suddenly, pointing to the line of limber padms that swayed
wildy aong the shore.

Her fdlow survivors looked, and amurmur of congter-nation rippled through the battered group.
Before the battle, those trees had lined the broad street that swept past Angharradh's Temple—a street
that once had been hundreds of paces from the ocean. Even as the eves watched, horrified, the crashing
aurf climbed higher and higher dong the diamond-shaped patterns that scored the tree trunks.

"To the dancing hill. Now!" ordered an even youth. His voice—a fledgling baritone—cracked on
the find word and rose into dhrill, childlike soprano.

But the eves obeyed him a once. They would have done so even if the wisdom in the young df's
reasoning was not so paently obvious. Although Durathil was little more than a child, he was the
youngest brother of the king—and dl that remained of Tintageer's royd family. More, there was
something about the young prince that commanded respect, despite his extreme youth and the uncertain
timbre of hisvoice.

The dves turned away from the ruined city and hur-riedly picked ther way through the
rubble-strewn groves that led to the dancing hill. The highest point of the idand, it offered the best hope
of ahaven until the unnaturdly high waters receded.

As they neared the crest of the hill, the elves footsteps grew lighter and ther ravaged
countenances eased. This sacred Ste harbored ther brightest memories and their most powerful magic.
Here they gathered to celebrate the turning of the seasons, to Sng the old songs and dance for the sheer
joy of existence, to gather darlight and weave it into wondrous spells that blessed and strengthened the
People or lent magic to ther artworks.

But the eves remembered joy was short-lived. The ground beneath ther feet began to shiver,
then convulsed brigfly and violently asif in anguish.



An eerie slence followed the quake, broken by a faint murmur coming from the distant, watery
horizon. The elves looked out to sea and understood that the idand's tremors had been its desth throes.
A vagt wal of water swept in from the west.

The dves stood watching, stunned and slent, as death raced toward them.

"We mug dance," Durothil urged, sheking the df near-est him as if to waken her. Bonndurie, the
idand's only surviving priestess of Angharradh, gazed at him for amoment before his meaning pierced her
grief-befogged mind. Her eyes brightened, then flamed with determination. Together they rdlied the
eves and explained their desperate plan.

Under the priestesss guidance, the dven survivors formed a cirdle and began to follow her
through the steps of one of the most powerful of dven spdlls. All joined in the dance, even the younglings
and the wounded, though they knew not the High Magic that it cast, dthough the risks to themselves and
their priestess were enormous.

When her charges had merged fully with the rhythm of the dance, Bonndurie began to sng. Her
slvery soprano voice rang out over the idand, cdling upon the power of her goddess, gathering the
threads of magic that emanat-ed from each df and weaving them into a sngle purpose. The magic she
shaped was a Seeking, one powerful enough to move beyond the vells separating the worlds, to find a
place of power such as the one upon which the eves now danced—and to open a pathway to this new
world. Under normd circumstances, only the most powerful €ven mages would dare to cast such a spel,
and then, only with the support of a Circle. Though she was no mage, Bonndurie knew more of the Art
then did mogt clergy. She understood the enormity of the task she had undertaken and the price it would
demand of her. And not from her done: Only afew of the elves who danced to her song would travel the
dlver pathway in safety. As for the others—well, Bonndurie needed every bresth and pulse of megic she
could muster in order to shape this spdl. If she failed, dl would perish.

Caught up in the magic, the dves danced on in near ecstacy, not knowing what they did but
somehow finding a place within the emerging pattern of the dance. One after another, they began to sng,
taking up the thread of Bonnduries song and adding to it the magic of their own life essence. Some of the
dves grew pde, wraith-like, as they were consumed by the magic they cast. But not one foot fatered,
and their collective song rang out in defiance of death's approach. They danced and sang long after they
could no longer hear their own voices over the roar of the surging tide.

A shadow fdl over the dancers as the wal of water blot-ted out the setting sun. Then the sea
dammed into the idand, sending the dves spinning off into the Slver path their magic had woven. Even
there the sea seemed to follow, for the explosion of power that swept them away buffeted them like dark
and merciless waves.

After what seemed an eternity, Durothil landed upon an unknown shore with a force that sent
agony jolting through every fiber of his body. Ignoring the pain as best he could, the young df rolled onto
his back and came up in a crouch, hand on the hilt of his dagger. His green eyes swept the area for
danger. When he perceived none, he forced himsdf to take measure of those eves who had com-pleted
the magicd journey.

Durothil did not see Bonndurie among the dazed sur-vivors. He had not expected to. Although
megic was as nat-urd to them as the air they breathed, few eves could survive in the eye of a sorm so
enormous. Gathering and channding so much magic required great strength, exten-sive training, and
enormous discipline. A circle of High Magi, working together, could shape and direct these forces
without ill effect. But Bonndurie had acted aone and had channeled the magica tempest through her own
being. It had swept her away.

Later, Durothil vowed dlently, the survivors of Tintageer would mourn the priestess's passing and
ang of her courage and her sacrifice for the People. But not now, nor for many days to come. Durothil's
throat fdt tight with too many unsung songs of mourning.

Orf dl the eves of Tintageer, an idand that boasted one of the most wondrous and populous
avilizationsin dl of Faerie, fewer than one hundred had lived through the battle to dance upon the sacred
hill. Of these, not more than hdf remained. It was not an auspicious beginning;, even so, they had
survived, and they would rebuild.



Durothil drew in along bresth and turned his gaze out over his new redm. There was no doubt in
his mind that he would rule—the right and the respongbility were his by birth. The wel-being of these
People, for good or ill, was in his hands. Y oung though he was, he would ensure that they prospered in
this new land.

It was a far land, he noted, as wild and rugged as the fabled northlands of Faerie. From where
he stood—a smdl, fla plateau atop a soaring mountain—the view was one that sole the breath and
quickened the imagination. A hogt of enormous mountains, so tal that ther summits were logt in thick
banks of sunset clouds, stood like watch-ful sentings as far to the north and west as Durothil's eyes could
reech.

The young df's gaze swept down the rocky dope before him, over the thick pine forest that
blanketed most of the mountain. In the valey below, a river wandered through verdant meadow, its
placid waters reflecting the brilliant tints of rose and gold cast by the setting sun.

Nodding thoughtfully, Durothil took a deep breath and squared his shoulders for the task ahead.
He noted that the air was thin and crisp, quite unlike the sultry, flower-scented winds that caressed his
logt idand home. Y et the bracing winds fdt dive, Snging with magic that was not so different from that to
which he had been reared. The Weave was strong upon this new world, and aready the young df could
glimpse his own place within the magicd fabric. Where there was magic, eves could thrive. In time, this
land would become a true home.

"Feerun,” Durothil murmured, adding the rigng inflec-tion that changed the dven word for his
homdand into something new, yet familiar. He turned to face his people, and took heart a seeing his own
sense of wonder—and recognition—reflected upon severa dven faces.

Under Durothil's direction, the survivors set to work. Several minor priests had survived, as well
as a few mages. These began tending the wounded with the salves and spdlls that remained to them.
Those whose store of magic had been depleted offered prayers or smply gave comfort to those who had
been shattered by the loss of their homeland, and those who were dazed by the new and unfamiliar world
inwhich they found themsdves.

And drange it was, Durothil slently agreed, despite the reassuring tug of the magicd Weave.
Even the stone beneeth their feet was odd. The plateau was remarkably flat, dmog as levd as a floor,
and gpparently made of a angle rock. The floor was dick and smooth, shiny as pol-ished marble. Yet for
dl that, there were odd lumps here and there. Ever curious, the young df wandered to the edge of the
flat, then took his dagger from his belt and began to chip a one of these lumps. The stone was as brittle
asglass, and it fdl away eadlly to reved an odd, charred shape. Durcthil quickly dug free a dender meta
tube from the stone.

He picked it up, nating the dlent hum of magic that flowed through it. As soon as he lifted the
tube, he caught the glint of a brighter metd beneasth—a sword, mogt likdy. A few more blows with his
dagger confirmed the nature of this second find. Frowning in puzzlement, Durothil lifted the magicd tube
to the fading light and turned it thisway and that, trying to make sense of it.

"A wrig bracer,” announced a mde voice in the odd accents of Faerie's far northlands. The
speaker—a tdl, flane-haired ef—stooped and took the metd tube from Durothil's hand without
bothering to ask permisson. After a moment's scrutiny, he announced, "Elven make, 1'd say. The sword,
too."

Durathil shrugged, though he suspected the older df was right. Sharlario Moonflower was a
merchant—a pirate, more likdy—who'd had the misfortune to make port a Tintageer days before the
invading forces struck. The northerner's appearance was quite different from the golden, degant beauty
of Tintageer's folk. Sharlario's skin was pae as parchment, a stark contrast with his bright red hair and
sky-colored eyes. Odd though his appearance was, his ways were stranger ill. Blunt to the point of
rudeness, Sharlario had little use for the elaborate tradi-tions and protocols of court life. At the moment,
however, he seemed to share in ful measure the young prince's curiodity about the objects buried in the
sone.

"A metd armband, a sword. Now, how did they get there?' mused Sharlario. His blue eyes
suddenly went wide, as if the answer had struck him like a blow. With one quick, flud movement, he



rose and whirled to face the others.

"You, priestess—gather those children together,” he snapped, his voice crigp with urgency. "All
of you, head down the mountain as fast as you dare. Find sheter—smadl caves if you can, thick trees if
there's nothing else. Help the wounded. Hurry!"

Durothil caught the f's arm. "By what authority do you command here?" he asked indignantly.

Sheking off Durothil's restraining hand, the pae df brandished the charred meta band. "Think,
boy! An df wore this bracer, held that sword. She died in a blast of heat that turned her into dust and
melted rock and soil into soup. What do you know of that can do that?"

Despite the speed of Sharlario's words and the urgency of his tone, Durothil regarded him slently
for amoment. Elven kings did not speak or act in haste, and the young prince desired to comport himsdf
with appropriate digni-ty. He aso found himsdf wondering, incongruoudy, how Sharlario had decided
thet the bracer's former owner had been femde.

"Are you utterly ignorant of magic?' Durothil retorted in due time. "In a el battle between
meges of sufficient power, itis—"

Sharlario cut him off with a curt, exasperated oath. "Stop dithering, boy—there's a dragon about.
Y ou give the command to fleg, then, but do it while your people yet livel"

Durothil's eyes widened as the truth came to him. "Dragonfire," he murmured, eyeing the glasdike
stone and understanding at last the danger into which they had ssumbled.

"Do as the pirate said, and hurry!" he shouted to the watchful eves, ignoring Sharlario's insulted
gae

As the dves rushed to do his bidding, Durcothil shield-ed his eyes with one hand and squinted into
the west.

There lay the most rugged mountains. Dragons made their lars in the mountains, or so the old
tdes said. There were no dragons upon the idand that had been Durothil's only home, but legends were
plentiful. By dl accounts, dragons were creatures of enormous power and magic. It was likdy that the
creature who had razed this ste could sense the spell that had brought the dves to this place. Even now,
it might be coming to investigate the intrusion.

Sure enough, a tiny spot againg the fading gold of the sky quickly took ominous shape. A
dragon, red scaes flaning in the dying light, svept toward them.

Durathil thrust aside sudden, pardyzing fear and tried to assess how long it would be before the
dragon was upon them. Too soon, he concluded grimly. Before the fleeing eves could descend down
past the tree line, the dragon would come, and it would essily pick them off.

The young prince drew his blade. Planting his feet wide, he brandished the sword and shouted a
chdlengeinto the rigng wind.

No quick burst of flame could mdt rock, Durcthil rea-soned. The blast of dragonfire that hed
transformed this mountaintop must have lasted a long time. It was his task to ensure that the next blast
lasted long enough to drain the dragon's strength and dlow the eves time to escape. He would purchase
thistime for the elves by drawing the dragon's fire upon himsdlf.

It did not occur to the young prince to do otherwise. To die for his People was the find duty of
any dven king.

To his surprise, Sharlario Moonflower stood with him, his own sword at the ready. But the older
df's cold blue eyes were fixed not upon the gpproaching dragon, but on a more immediate threet.

Saven dflike beings flew toward the scarred mountain, borne on wings like those of gigantic
eagles. Two of them held a net stretched between them, and they swooped down toward the pair of
dven defenders with grim intent.

Before Durathil could react to this second attack, Sharlario shouldered him roughly out of harm's
way. The younger df went reding and ssumbled over the edge of the precipice. He rolled down the steep
indine, hands flaling wildy as he sought a hold. But the dope was dick and smooth from the molten
gtone that had spilled down the mountain after the dragon's last attack.

Down he tumbled, as swiftly asif he were diding down one of Tintageer's waterfdls. But no soft
Soray and warm water awaited him at the bottom. When at last the smooth stone gave way, Durathil



bounced and rolled over the bruisngly rough terrain. He saw the pile of boulders gpproaching him in a
spinning gray blur, but could not veer avay intime.

There was no sensation of stopping, but pain exploded through him like a sudden blinding light.
Gradudly the brightness dimmed into the gray void of oblivion. The last image Durcthil's dazed eyes
gathered before he dipped into the haze was that of Sharlario, entangled in nets and druggling like a
hooked fish as he was carried away by the winged dves.

The whed of the seasons turned many times before the young prince was at lagt restored to his
people.

A band of Gold df hunters came upon Durcthil in the deep forest, found him studying the plants
that grew in hidden places with a concentration that suggested he had no other thought or care. Though
the hunters pressed him with many questions, Durathil could not tdl them where he had been those many
years. He amply did not remem-ber; the years tha had dipped away from him were meaningless to
Durathil, who in his heart and mind was the same young prince who had led his people away from dying
Tintageer.

Although he was happy to be among the dves once again, Durathil did not like the changes that
hed taken place in his absence, nor was he entirdly comfortable with the new place the People had found
for themsdves.

The magic that his people had cast on distant Tintageer had been a true Seeking. It had found a
place of power, adancing hill Smilar to the sacred ste on their homeand. For many hundreds of years, a
dan of fores-dwelling elves had gathered garlight and magic on the mountaintop plateau. Many of these
fey People had per-ished one midsummer in the fiery breath of the red dragon who cdled himsdf Master
of the Mountains. Those that remained welcomed the newcomers to their forest home. And the eves of
Tintageer, the proud, golden people from the ancient southlands of Faerie, had min-gled with these wild
folk.

To Durothil's relief, not dl took to native ways. Some of the eves kept proudly to themselves and
grove to plant the seeds of their magic, arts, and culture in the forest soil. Amazingly enough, one of these
dves was Sharlario Moonflower.

The red-headed warrior had survived and had wed a Faerie woman—a devout priestess of
Sehanine Moonbow. Between them they had produced a roisterous brood of young elves, most of
whom had inherited their father's pale skin and flaming hair. Almost without exception, members of the
burgeoning new dan followed their mother in the veneration of the Goddess of Moonlight. Alreedy the
others were referring to them as "Moon eves.”

As for Sharlario, he often spoke of the avarid, the winged eves who had rescued him, and the
wonders of the Aerie, the magica, hidden mountaintop redm to which they had spirited him. He told of
the sarvice he had lent the avarid in fighting the red dragon and banishing him from the northern
mountains. The avarid were but one of many races of dves in this new land, Sharlario daimed, and they
hed told him of other clans that peopled the land. There were many eves, scattered throughout the forest,
or living in the hot southlands, and even abiding in the depths of the distant sea.

This experience had shaped Sharlario's destiny—or, perhaps, confirmed it. On his naive Faerie
he had been a merchant who saled the seas, gathering news and bring-ing goods to distant even lands.
He was a wanderer dill, for the tales told him by the avarid had set his imagination aflame. Nothing
would satisfy him until he could see with his own eyes dl of Faerun. He and his children often Ieft to
explore tharr new world, searching for adventure, and seeking out others of their kind. The stories they
brought back with them were wondrous tales of the sort that would be passed down from parent to child
liketitles or treasure.

The eves enjoyed Sharlario's stories, but few believed his account of the avarid. None of the
forest folk had ever encountered such beings, and the concept of winged dves seemed too fandful to
credit. Not even Sharlario ever again caught sght of one, except in the remembered dreams of his revery.
Thisdid not keep him from daming thet the avarid continued to watch over him.

Of dl the dves, only Durothil did not tease the Moon df adventurer about his fancies. He, too,
hed seen the winged elves. But by unspoken agreement, he and Sharlario never spoke of that day—or of



litle else, for that matter.

When Durathil returned after his long and unexplaned absence, he found that his people had
absorbed the ways of the land and no longer needed or wanted a king to rule them. There was no crown
for which to contend; neverthe-less, Durathil could never rid himsdf of the feding that of dl the eves of
the forest, Sharlario could have been his mogt formidable chdlenger for kingship. This he could never
forget.

There was dso the matter of his own logt years. Durothil understood the Moon df's fancies far
better than he liked. He never saw Sharlario's guardian avarid, but throughout the seasons that followed,
Durothil often caught flegting glimpses of slvery wolves, unnaurdly large in sze, folowing him through
the forest like dusive shadows. And for dl the years of his life, his revery was haunted by the night song
of wolves, and vague memories of the kindliness of the shepeshifting elves who cdled themselves the
lytheri. Those flegting dreams, and the deep scar that, dthough hidden by his thick golden hair, stretched
across the crown of his skull, were the only things that remained to him from his early years upon Faerun.

Asthe years went by, Durothil schooled himsdf to put the shadows of his past behind him. Since
he was not caled upon to reign, the df turned his efforts to the pur-suit of Art. Despite fierce headaches
that continued to plague him, he excelled in magic. The Weave that he sensed that first day in Faerun
came eesly to his cdl, and he grew swiftly in kill and power. He dso had a vast, and seemingly
indinctua, knowledge of herbs and potions—perhaps a legacy of his lost years—that served him wdl in
this pursuit. Within a few decades, Durothil was account-ed the most powerful mage in the northland
forests.

Sharlario Moonflower continued to wander, and he often returned to the forest with word of
other dves he had encountered. Some of them were refugees from Faerie or from other worlds. Others
were strange, primordia beings who inhabited the trees and the waters and who seemed to have sprung
from the land itsdlf. But though many of these wild clans were wary of newcomers, they offered no threst.

That was well, for war of a different kind was brewing in Faerun.

Inthisland of rich magic and vast wild spaces, dragons ruled the skies and contended with each
other for owner-ship of the forests and mountains. Some of these regarded eves as caitle or vermin, to
be eaten or destroyed a whim. Many an dven settlement had been logt to their appetites, destroyed as
completdy as that long-ago midsummer cele-bration on the dancing hill. The dragon known to the Green
dvesonly as Magter of the Mountain was among the most rgpacious. Other dragons were more benign
lords, though few gave much thought to the smdler creatures who dwet upon ther hard-won lands.
They had other, graver concerns. battle with their own kind.

Fierce and bitter were these wars of conquest, and each soring fewer dragons made the flight to
the cool northlands. Determined to achieve supremacy—or perhaps des-perate for survivd—some of
these dragons began to consider the wisdom of seeking new ways.

As he came to understand this conflict, Durothil glimpsed a path by which he himsdf might regain
the power that was hislog birthright. He began to spend more and more time on the mountaintop where
he and Sharlario had encountered the dreaded Master of the Mountains in that distant past. The red
dragon had been vanquished and exiled, that was true—but his time would come again. He would rule
these mountains as he had once before, and the combined efforts of the eves and Sharlario's avarid
would not prevent his return.

And when that day came, he, Durathil, would dimb to power on the wings of a dragonlord.

7
Brother Against Brother

There were some things, Sharlario Moonflower mused, of which one could never tire. The
many-colored flames of a driftwood campfire, the pleasure of hearing his firsborn son sng balads that
hed been ancient when his ancestors walked upon Faerie, the lure of places not yet seen—such things as
these Sharlario counted as blessngs from the gods. But though the night was warm and bright with dl



these blessings, the Moon df was hard-pressed to keep his mind upon the song that spilled from his son's
glver lyre.

Nearly three centuries had passed snce Sharlario had been torn from Faerie and cast upon this
digant shore. This was a long time, even as eves reckon such things, and yet the years had passed far
too swiftly. Sharlario 9ghed and tossed another twisted gray stick of driftwood onto the fire. His son,
Cornaith, glanced up a the sound. The expres-son on Sharlario's face stole the song from the young df s
throat. His fingers indinctivdly muted the grings of his lyre. "You seem weary, father," Cornaith said.
"Shdl | stop, that you may seek revery?'

The Moon df managed a amile. "Weary enough, lad, but | doubt that revery would bring me
resful dreams this night. Time grows short—there is too much left undone."

"Yet we have accomplished much this trip,” the young df said earnestly. "We have been gone
from the mountains not quite two years, yet we have established diplométic ties with no fewer than ten
Green dven settlements. This is remarkable, even by your standards. Surely we have dlies enough to
meset any chdlenge that lies ahead.”

"You have never fought a dragon,” Sharlario said smply. "I would pray that you never need do
S0, but that would be &kin to praying that winter might not come. Time follows its own course, and the
years of the dragon’s ban-ishment are nearly spent. The creature will return, of thet | have little doubt.”

"And we will turn it back, as you did before,”" his son said confidently.

Sharlario did not answer. He seldom spoke of that long-ago battle, other than to assure the other
evesthat the red dragon had been ousted and would not soon return. Few of them credited his story of
the avarid, so there was little reason to speak in depth and detall of his service to the winged eves. Nor
would he, for any reason. The price for that victory had been enormous, and the debt was coming due.

"What credence do you give the taes told of the Ilythiiri?" Cornaith asked as he idly plucked a
tune on his lyre. "For my part, | cannot believe that the southern dves are quite as powerful or as
ambitious as weve heard tel. Nor can | believe the stories of their supposed atrocities.”

"Believe," proclamed afemde voice from the shadows beyond the campfire.

Both dvesjolted at the sound. Sharlario's hand went indinctively to the dagger a his belt. As he
rose cautious-ly to hisfeet, he noted the rapt expression in his son's eyes, and understood it well.

There was nothing that Cornaith loved so well as music, and there was more melody in that angle
spoken word than in many an air or balad. Like dl dves, Sharlario had a keen love for beauty, and he
himsdf was indinctively drawn to the unseen speaker. Even so, he caled to mind a spdll that would turn
adde megica attack, and he kept his hand at the hilt of his dagger.

“If you comein peace, you are welcome at our fire" he said.

The shadows gtirred, and an dven femde stepped into the cirde of firdight. Despite his
centuries-long career as a diplomat, Sharlario fdt his jaw go dack with astonishment.

Their vigtor was without doubt the most beautiful crea-ture he had ever beheld. Her face was
even, with its sharp angles and delicately molded features, but her skin was the color of a starless night.
She stood tdler than any df he knew—well over Sx feet—and her long limbs were bare benesth the
short, filmy black tunic that, other than a hooded black cloak, was her sole garment. But for the large,
slvay eyes that regarded him solemnly, she was midnight in even form. Sharlario had the oddest feding
thet he beheld shadow made substance.

"I thank you for your welcome, Sharlario Moonflower," the femde said in her low, musicd voice.
Before the Moon df recovered from the shock of hearing himsdf addressed by name, the stranger
shrugged back her cloak. Hair the color of garlight spilled over her naked black shoulders in gleaming
waves. A dlvery aura dung to her har, a won-drous, magicd light that could not be explained soldy as
reflected firdight.

Cornaith, who had risen with his father to greet their vidtor, sank to one knee. His face was
suffused with awe, and he gazed at the ebony goddess—for that she certainly was—as if she was the
answer to that question which every soul fet, but no words could frame.

"My lady," he said in deeply reverent tones. "What great thing have we done to be so blessed?
How may we serve you? May we know your name?'



The goddess turned her gaze to the younger df, and her somber expression softened. ™Y our song
was lovdy, Cor-naith Moonflower. It drew me here and gladdened my exile. | will answer dl your
questions, but firgt, seat yoursdf." An impish grin flashed onto her face. "That rock you are kned-ing on
cannot be comfortable.”

When Cornaith hesitated, the goddess sank to the ground and arranged her long limbs in the sort
of cross-legged posture that a child might take. She patted the ground beside her in cozy invitation, then
quirked a brow at the gtill-watchful Sharlario.

"l am known as Eiligraee, the Dark Maiden. | require from you neither reverence nor vigilance”
she sad softly. "I come as a friend, and in need of friends. Put asde both your weapons and your
wonder, and let us tak. There are things that you must know if you intend to confront the llythiiri."

The sadness in her voice smote Sharlario's heart, and he did as she bid. "You spoke of exile,
lady," he commented. "Forgive me, but | have never heard of such a thing. From whence are you exiled,
and, if | might ask, why?'

"Mog recently, from the southlands” the goddess said. "Many of the eves there worship
Vhaeraun. Y ou may not have heard of him—he fdl from the Seldarine when Faerie was sill young, and
few of the People know his name. His followers are like hm: proud enough to beieve themsdves
destined for power, and ruthless enough to saize it any way they can. As they grow in number, Vhaeraun
grows in might. With each tribe the llythiiri endave, with each city they destroy, Vhaeraun's influence
spreads like a bloodstain upon the land. Findly, he became strong enough to achieve that which he most
desired.”

The goddess was dlent for a long moment, aring into the dying campfire. "Vhagraun hates me.
He bids his wor-shipers harry and destroy al who follow me. He would see me destroyed, if such were
inhis power. It is not—quite. Yet | must leave."

"If it is followers you require, be assured that | do not fear this Vhaeraun,” Cornaith began.

"You should." Eilisraee cast a qudling look at the earnest young df. "Though he is but a young
god, Vhaer-aun isvain and maicious, quick to attack those who do not give him homage. And that, you
mud not do.”

"I 'had no thought to,” the Moon df said emphaticaly. "Until this night, 1 wished nothing more than
to follow my mother in her dedication to Sehanine Moonbow."

Eilistraee shook her head sadly, turning away the wor-ship in the young df's eyes. "I an honored
that you think of me, Cornaith Moonflower, but do not forsake your devo-tion to Sehanine. No, ligen,"
ghe said, cutting off his protestations. "The gods experience time in ways you cannot understand. There
are some of us who hear echoes of things that have not yet happened in mortd experience. | have
foreseen that most of those who fallow me will, like me, be exiles, wanderers who will never find their
way to the dven homdand.”

"Elves, barred from Arvandor?' Sharlario demanded. "Surdy not!”

The goddess's slver eyes grew migty, as if they turned away from time and place to gaze upon
vigons no morta could see. "No, not Arvandor. There will be another home-land. There must be
another homdand,” she said, her voice becoming more intense. "The storm is coming, Sharlario
Moonflower, when the children of one father will become bitter enemies. Thus it was, and thus it will be,
agan and again. The actions of the gods ripple down through time to touch their People. Soon, morta
dveswill know the pain and turmail that tore the Sddarine asunder.”

"This Vhaeraun must be powerful indeed, to inspire his followers to such conflict,” Sharlario said
inatroubled voice.

Eiligraegs dlver eyes snapped back into focus. "Not Vhaeraun,” she whispered, her beautiful
face deeply trou-bled. "Other dark godswill come, and soon.”

Nether Moonflower df could think of words to respond to this pronouncement. For a long time
thetrio sat, their slence colored only by the occasiona crackle of the fading embers, the soft chirruping
of night creatures, and the murmur of the nearby sea.

"There is one thing more that you must know and fear," the goddess sad a last. "High Magic,
which brought you to this place, can be a wondrous thing. It can dso be used for greet evil. You will find



this to be true, if you vist Atorrnash. You who have never had reason to fear magic must learn to be
wary of it and those who widd it."

"Atorrnash?* ventured Cornaith.

"It is a great city, not quite three days travel to the south. There you will find great riches,
powerful magic, and those who offer dliance in your battle agang the dragons. Consider such gifts
carefully—some carry a hidden price.”

The goddess rose abruptly, and lifted her eyes to the sky. Overhead the moon shone full, and
beams of its light fil-tered through the canopy of trees that sheltered the elves camp. Eilistraee reached
out and touched a finger to a shaft of light, and her face took on the intense concentra-tion of one who
ligensto digtant voices.

"l have overstayed mysdf. There is more you should know, but | cannot linger. Beware" With
this, she leaped onto the shaft of moonlight and was gone. A faint radiance lingered in the ar for a
moment and then disappeared like a snuffed candle.

It seemed to Sharlario that never had a darkness seemed so oppressive as the one Eilisraeg's
departure |eft behind. Despite the bright moon and the glow of the dying campfire, despite the company
of hiswell-beloved son, the df felt a desolation more poignant than anything he had ever known.

He glanced a Cornaith, and read in his son's eyes a pain that was like bereavement. All of which
explained, he supposed, why the gods seldom appear to their People—they knew the void their absence
left behind.

Sharlario rose abruptly and kicked the fading embersinto ash. "Come," he said. "We have nearly
three days travel to Atorrnash.”

The younger df looked at him in astonishment. "Did you not hear what the goddess Eilistraee
sad? She warned us of the evil of this place.”

"She d 0 told us of the power. And she did not actudly bid us stay away,” Sharlario pointed ouit.

Since he was an honest df, he knew these words were meant as much to slence his own unease
as his son's protest.

Before sunset on the third day after their encounter with the Dark Maiden, the Moonflower eves
reached the gates of Atorrnash. Cornaith, who had never seen a dity of such sze and splendor, gazed a
everything with such wide-eyed astonishment that his father had to remind him more than once to mind
his misson—and his dignity.

But Sharlario's reproaches were not as sharp as they might have been, for he himsdf was
awestruck by the llythiirian city. He had seen on Faerie the wondrous dwellings that even magic could
coax from crystd, or cord, or living trees, the mighty castles that were fash-ioned of marble and
moonstone. Never had he seen any-thing quite like Atorrnash.

The dity was perched a the very edge of the sea, on dl three Sdes of a long, narrow bay that
thrust deep into the land. Many of the buildings were fashioned of dark stone—not carved into the rock,
as were the cities of the dwarven folk, or made from piles of masonry such as the hdflings favored, but
stone that had been drawn up from the depths of the ground in the form of finished buildings. Gemstones
glittered in precise patterns againg the smooth stone, sometimes forming elaborate mosaics that covered
entire walls or even paved the walkways. Most wondrous of al, however, was a vast cadlle of stark
black stone whose tur-rets soared into the sunset clouds. A high wal surrounded the keep, endosng a
vad estate. A dmilar, lower wall of black granite encircled the entire city, awall without seam or crack to
ma its surface. By dl appearances, it was a Sngle expanse of solid rock. This was a mysery to
Sharlario, and the wal seemed powerfully evocative of the mys-teries that awaited them within.

In the days that followed thar ariva to Atorrnash, Sharlario began to suspect how the strange
stone walls and dwelings might have come into being.

The firg thing Sharlario noticed was that there was something very wrong with the bay. The
waters were too turbulent for such a sheltered place, troubled even at low tides and on the cadmest of
days. When night fel, and when the winds blew hot and dry from the south, the sea shrieked like a log,
demented soul. The Bay of the Ban-shee, the llythiiri cdled it, and probably for good reason. It was
whispered that many elves had died from the force of the magic that ripped apart the land to fashion the



cty, and many more had perished when the sea rushed in to fill the void. Sharlario fdt the uneasy
presence of these restless soulsin the voice of the sea.

But there was nathing about the Moonflowers twilight arrival to suggest anything of this grim
higtory. The keep-ers of the gates asked their business and listened with cour-tesy as Sharlario requested
the opportunity to speak with the leaders of Atorrnash on behdf of the Tintageer eves of the northern
mountains. The guardians sent runners at once to KaNarlist Kegp—the black castle that dominated the
city—and before the sunset colors had faded away, the Moonflowers were settled in the lavish guest
quarters of the city's archmage.

They did not actudly see KaNarlist for severa days. The archmage sent his gpologies, dong
with assurances that he would attend them as soon as his work permitted. In the meanwhile, his servants
informed them, they were to enjoy the guest house and gardens, and explore the dty as KaNarlist's
guedts. The latter honor, as Sharlario soon learned, meant that they were given immense deference and
unlimHited credit wherever they went. In the markets, they quick-ly learned not to handle any goods, or
even linger too long a a booth—anything and everything they admired was quickly pressed upon them as
agft. In Sharlario's experi-ence, dven cultures shared the ancient cusom of exchang-ing gifts, and in
many places the splendor of the gift was viewed as a measure of the giver. But this generosity went
beyond anything Sharlario had ever seen. Stranger ill, never once would an llythiirian df accept a return
token.

The Moon df's curiosty grew as the days passed. Many of the eves of Atorrnash were as
dark-skinned as the god-dess Eilistraee. These dark eves, he noted, seem to hold most of the positions
of influence in the city, while the fairer races were gatekeepers, shop owners, and servants. Never had
Sharlario seen such starkly drawn divisons among the various even folk, and it troubled him. So did the
plethora of peculiar-looking beings that crowded the markets and the streets. Sharlario had encountered
many strange and wondrous creatures in histravels, and he was condantly astonished by the diversity of
life upon Faerun, but this was beyond dl his experience. His naturd seng-tivity to magic led him to
suspect that Art had had a hand in shgping these creatures. He dso noted the fear that legped into the
eyes of the llythiiri when he tried to speak of such matters.

Also odd was the isolation in which KaNarlist kept his guests. The guest dwelling was spacious
and grand, and the gardens were filled with lush flowers and playing foun-tains such as Sharlario had not
seen gnce his days on the logt idand of Tintageer. A smdl amy of servants was on hand to tend
promptly to any request, and luxuries and diversons of dl sorts were offered. In no way could the
archmage's hospitality be faulted, yet the guest quarters were set well outside of the wals that surrounded
Ka-Narlist Keep. Even the grounds, outbuildings, and pad-docks that surrounded the cagtle were
separated from the guests domain by high black wdls.

It did not surprise Sharlario, therefore, that when at last word came that KaNarlist would receive
his guests, the audience was to be hdd not in the keep itsdlf, but in the viditors gardens.

In preparation, Sharlario and Cornaith dressed them-selves according to loca custom in some of
the fine doth-ing and gems with which the too-generous merchants had gifted them. Cornaith dso
brought with im a amd| golden harp—a nearly priceess magicd ingrument that he had admired before
he learned the inevitable result of such courtesy. He would never forget the stricken expresson on the
owner's face as she ingsted with gracious phrases that he take her harp.

When the sundid's shadow fdl upon the rune that marked the appointed hour, KaNarlist
appeared before them without warning or fanfare. At his 9de stood a weatchful mae wemic—a
centaurlike being with a power-ful human torso atop a body like that of an enormous lion. With his tawvny
kin, catlike nose, and thick flowing mane of black hair, the wemic was a most unusud and impres-sSive
gght. But after the first startled glance, the Moonflowers turned their attention fully upon the archmeage.

KaNarlig was adark df. Like mogt of the city's dite class, he had crimson eyes and stark white
hair. Unlike mogt of them, he did not flaunt his wedth and status. He wore a smple white tunic over
trousers and boots such as an adventurer might wear. There were no rings on his hands, and his har was
plaited back in asngle braid and bound with a leather thong. Much smdler and dighter than Sharlario, he
nonetheless projected an aura of tremendous power.



The archmage greeted them gracioudy and asked a number of questions about the eves to the
north. Nating the harp that Cornaith carried, he asked for a song and seemed genuindy pleased by the
young df's performance. More, he ligened gravely to Cornaith's request that the harp be returned to its
owner and ingtructed his wemic ser-vant to see that this was done that very day.

Yet despite dl these courteses, Sharlario fdt wary. The answers he gave his host were more
guarded than was his custom, and he indinctively found himsdf ligening for hidden layers of meaning in
the archmage's words. He thought he probably would have done so even without Eilistraegs warning.
There was something about the dark df that ingpired caution.

"That is a very fine dagger you cary,” KaNarlis commented, nodding toward the long knife
tucked into Sharlario's boot. "l don't believe I've seen one quite like it."

Remembering loca custom, the Moon df dipped the knife from his boot and handed it, hilt firs,
to the wizard. "It is yours, if you will do me the honor of accepting so smdl a token.”

"With pleasure,” the dark df said. He shifted aside afold of histunic to reved a wegpon belt from
which hung a jew-eled dagger and two amdl slk bags. He removed a dagger from its sheath to make
room for Sharlario's gift, then he offered histo his guest as an exchange.

The weapon was a marvelous thing, with a bright satin sheen to the blade and alarge ruby setina
richly engraved hilt.

Sharlario bowed and accepted the fine dagger, wondering as he did why the archmage had
pointedly admired a lesser weapon. The dagger in the Moon df's belt was dearly visble, and nearly as
fine as the one KaNarlist had just given him. It would have been a nearer exchange. He wondered what
the inequity sgnified.

"In our land, an exchange of wegponsis a 9gn of trug,” the archmage said with a faint amile. “In
some circum-stances, it is o a pledge of service or assigtance.”

Thiswas something Sharlario had not anticipated, but it made a certain sense. "What service do
you require of me?"

KaNarlig's crimson eyes lit with amusement. "That was not my intent, | assure you. To the
contrary. Y ou have trav-eled far, no doubt with some purpose in mind to speed your steps. Speak fredly,
and | will ad you if | can. At the very leadt, | can answer some of your questions. | suspect you have
many," he added shrewdly.

The Moon df nodded thoughtfully. As a diplomét, he had learned the vaue of news from far
places. What he had just given KaNarlist might well be many times the worth of the ruby-hilted dagger.
He was dso tempted by the offer of information in exchange, and eager to hear what explanations the
archmage might give for some of the customs of Atorrnash.

"I have heard that many of the People in this land worship Vhaeraun. Of this god | know little,
and would like to learn whatever you can teach.”

"Vhagraun!" The corner of KaNarlist's lip lifted in an expresson of contempt. "A minor godling,
an upstart. His followers are modlly thieves, raiders, rogues of dl kinds. | mysdf have nothing to do with
thisgod.”

"Mogt reassuring,” Sharlario murmured.

"For those who seek to understand the source of power, to tap the force of lifeitsdf, thereisonly
Ghaunadar, the Ancient One," KaNarlist continued. He shot a wry look at the wemic, as if exchanging
an unvoiced secret. "You and your son may yet have an opportunity to observe a service to the
Elementa God."

Sharlario did not find that reassuring in the dightest, though he had no knowledge of Ghaunadar.
"Another thing puzzles me," he said. "I cannot help but notice the divison between the dark elves and the
far. In other places, | have seen dlass disinctions of roya, noble, and common, but these are matters of
birth and breeding.”

"And the divison of Atorrnash isnot?' the wizard retorted. "It is a Smple matter, redly. Nature is
governed by certain immutable rules. By virtue of daw and fang, the lion will aways triumph over the
goat. Given time, the pounding of the seawill wear away the stone. And when dark eves mingle with the
lighter races, the offoring invarigbly take after the dark parent. It is dl much the same—that which is



greater will prevall. Our numbers increase steadily, both through birth and conquest. The dark eves are
the dominant race, so ordained by the gods" KaNarlist concluded in a matter-of-fact tone. "By this, |
meen no offense.”

The gpology was so obvioudy specious that Shar-lario declined comment. "Nature is indeed full
of won-ders," he continued. "The sheer variety of Atorrnash's inhabitants leads the observer to marvd a
nature's prodigiousness.”

KaNarligt's crimson eyes glinted with amusement. "Dd-icaidy put. As you surmised, nature has
hed little enough to do with most of those ridiculous creatures that crowd the sStreets,” the archmage said
with a touch of asperity. "What, then?'

"There are many wizards in this city who experiment with powerful magic, and in the process
create twisted beings of dl descriptions. There is an art and a science to such things, but most of the
wizards go about it as if they were scullery servants tossing bits of herbs and mest into a stew pot. The
result is the gppaling hodgepodge you witnessed.”

"And you do such things, as wdl?' Cornaith demanded.

"I do such things, my dear young df, but not ‘as well.' Better. Far better. | do them as they should
be done. My sudies are thorough, my results remarkable.”

KaNarligt dlowed a moment's sSllence to give weght to this pronouncement. ™Y ou might think me
prideful in these dams" he continued in a disngenuous voice, "But | men-tion my work only because
rumor hasit you are merchants aswel as diplomats. | thought you might be interested in acquiring some
unusud daves. There are severd intrigu-ing breeds that are unique to my stables.”

Sharlario caught his son's eye with a dlent warning, commanding the visbly enraged youth to hold
his tongue. In truth, he was as gppalled by this as was Cornaith, but he understood that spesking of it
would do little good and could cause considerable harm. One thing his centuries of travel had taught him
was to observe well, ponder long, and speak only after much thought. But even as Sharlario reminded
himsdf to reserve judgment on a culture he understood bt little, he began to see how the Dark Maiden's
prophecy might well come to pass.

"Despite the class divisons, surdly dl the People of Atorrnash would stand together agangt a
common threat,” Sharlario commented. It was, in his opinion, wel past time to turn the conversation to
safer matters.

The mage lifted one snowy brow. "Such as?'

"Dragons, for example. Is Atorrnash threatened by ther wars?'

"Not redly. The use of magic isintensein the city, and most dragons find this uncomfortable and
give Ator-rnash a wide berth. They do bedevil trade routes from time to time, but except in the
savannahs and the forest to the north, dragons are a minor inconvenience at worst. Except, perhaps, for
that one," the mage amended, grimacing dightly as he nodded toward afant red dot in the sky.

Sharlario looked up, and his heart plummeted. "The Master of the Mountains™ he murmured in a
voice raw with dread.

"You mean Mahatnartorian, | take it. Yes, heisahbit of anuisance. | have logt considerable cattle
to his gppetite—my herdsmen's magicd defenses are pitifully inadequate againg a great wyrm. | will
congtruct better wards when my work permits me the time. But surely, Mahatnartorian is no threat to
your homedand, digant asit is”

"The dragon isflying north, and | know where he is bound,” the Moon df sad grimly. "We must
leave at once."

"Ah" KaNarlist nodded in understanding. "Y ou have had dedlings with him, | take it?'

"He was conquered and banished by a dan of avarid. | fought with them, as | owed them an
honor bond.”

"Avaid?'

"Winged dves" Sharlario said grudgingly, wishing for some reason he had not spoken of them.

But KaNarlist seemed to take the comment in stride—no doubt he was jaded by exotic beings
brought into exis-tence by his own work. "And now the dragon is returning to settle the score. Of course
you mugt go. But if you can tarry an hour's time, my wemic will see that you have a warrior band to take



with you. A vengeful dragon is no easy thing to vanquish.”

For amoment, Sharlario was tempted. He could not dis-miss, however, the casud way that the
archmage had spoken of the dark-elven dtitude toward conquest and dominance. Ingtinct told him that
accepting KaNarligt's offer would amogt certainly sedl the fate of the forest eves.

"I thank you, but | cannot wait. Not only ismy family endangered, but | am bound by oath..." the
Moon df began.

KaNarligt cut him off with an upraised hand. "I quite understand. Do as you mugt, with dl
possible speed.” The wizard turned to the ever-attentive servants who lingered on the garden's perimeters
and bade them escort the Moon elves to the northern gate without delay. "Or better yet," he amended to
Sharlario, "I will put you wdl on your way mysdf. Did you pass close to the white diffs some severd
days travel to the north? Good. | shall send you there”

The wizard stretched out one hand. He clenched it into afigt, then made a quick sweeping motion
to one sde. There was a brief flagh of light, and the Moon eves were gone.

"Hmph," the wemic grunted, obvioudy unimpressed by this solution to their vigtors problem.
"They're not dressed for the trail.”

"They are now. All ther origind belongings are with them, as wel as mogt of the things they
acquired in the city. Except for this harp,” KaNarlist said, hislip curling as he cast a derisve glance at the
indrument. "Dispose of thistinkling horror at the firgt opportunity.”

"As you wish, master. But the eves—you judt let them go," the wemic said, a question in his
calike eyes. "You had thought to give them in sacrifice to your god.”

KaNarlist shrugged. "Fetch me another pair of white eves from the dave market—Ghaunadar
will not mind the subdtitution. | have a different use for the northerners”

He waited for the wemic to ask, but the dave merdy gazed & him—or past him. KaNarlist
chuckled.

"You are stubborn, Mbugua. | see you wish to know, but | could flay your hide from your bones
before you would ask. Very wdl, then. As you know, the dark eves are not the only People widding
powerful High Magic. Our raiders have been perhaps a bit too zedlous of late, and conflict between the
races of eves escaates. In time, there will be war, and the far races have much to avenge. As things now
gtand, the outcome of such awar isin no way certain. And yet, if our vigtor speaks the truth—"

Here KaNarlist paused and raised an eyebrow in question. The wemic knew wha was
expected. He had been a shaman among his own people, and he was dill wel versed in reading the
hearts and spirits of those around him.

The dave grudgingly nodded an affirmation. "He speaks truth.”

"In that case, | should very much like to acquire some of these winged eves. Sharlario
Moonflower is a merchant. Perhaps he could be persuaded to provide mewith a few."

The wemic did not need to ask what use his master had for such exotic creatures. The cadtle
dungeons and grounds were teeming with the results of KaNarlist's magicd tam-pering. And he knew his
master well enough to suspect what in particular he had in mind.

"You would make winged dark dves" Mbugua stated.

"Night flyers"" the wizard affirmed, his crimson eyes misted with the vison of future glories. "What
an amazing amy they would make! Invisble againg the night sky, armed with dark-elven weaponcraft
and magic”

Thewemic shook his head, not only to express his doubts, but to shake the horrific image from
hismind. "But the red-pelt is an honorable df. He will not bring hiswinged brothers to you as daves”

KaNarlist only amiled in return. "It is a rare merchant who will not be swayed by enough gold
and gems. But say that you are correct about our red-haired friend. Do you forget how you came to this
keep? Have you forgotten the raid that endaved your dan and dl but destroyed your savannah? Have
the scars from my chains faded from your wrists and paws? Has the stench of your dead mate's burn-ing
fur been banished from your dreams?"

The wemic did not respond to the dark df's taunting. He knew better, though his throat ached
with the effort of holding back roars of anguish and fury.



"You have sent raiders to follow the red-pelted eves,” Mbugua murmured as soon as he could
trust himsdf to speak.

"Nothing so crude as that. | have sent a scrying jewe with him. Why else would | trade a prince's
weapon for a peasant's trinket?' the dark df reasoned. "If Sharlario Moonflower's tdes are true, then
Mahatnartorian will try to redam his mountain kingdom and avenge himsdf on these avarid, these
winged eves. | would like to observe these creatures in battle, learn their strength and their customs. If
the winged eves show promise, then | will follow Sharlario to their hidden places. When | have need of
these avarid to serveinmy own war, | will send raiders to harvest them.”

"Thiswar—it is coming soon?"

Try as he might, the wemic could not keep a note of hope from his voice. In such a conflict there
was a chance of defeat for his master—and freedom for himsdlf and hiskin.

The dark df's amile mocked these dreams. "Not for many thousands of years, my loya servant,”
he said softly. "But do not trouble yoursdf on my account—I will sill be dive and in power, and my
people will win the battle hand-ily. And you, my dear wemic, will dill be around to witness this
victory—in one form or another. This, | promise you!"

As sunrise broke over the eastern hills, Durathil crouched on the blasted plateau that had once
been a sacred dancing hill. The dven mage was moationless but for the green eyes that scanned the
southern skies. For years now he had spent hours a a time on this moun-tain, keeping watch and
grengthening both his plans and his resolve.

It had taken him along time to figure out what Shar-lario Moonflower was doing. The Moon df
traveled inces-santly, seeking out even communities and enlising their help for a coming battle. From
what Durothil could gather, the great red dragon who had blasted this mountaintop had been bested and
st into exile by the winged dves, with Sharlario's assstance. Dragons, from dl accounts, followed
certain codes of battle and behav-ior. Red dragons were treacherous creatures who did so only with
great reluctance—and who usudly exacted vengeance later. The time of banishment was dmaost up.

That morning had dawned bright and clear, but the wind was sharp with the promise of coming
winter. Durothil rose and began to move about, swinging his arms to warm himsdf. He walked over to
the edge of the plateau and gazed out over the foothills into the south-ern sky. There was no Sgn yet of
the approaching red dragon.

A breeze swept up from the steep diff below, bearing a strange odor to the watchful df. Puzzled,
Durothil wrin-kled his nose and tried to place it. There was a powerful scent of musk, with an swesetish
note reminiscent of the lemon trees that once had bloomed in the roya gardens of Tintageer.

Suddenly Durathil found himsdf looking directly into an enormous pair of ydlow eyes. The shock
froze his feet to the mountain even as his wdl-trained mind took note of details those eyes were each as
big as his own head, they were dashed with vertica pupils and bright with a maevolent inteligence, and
they were set in atarifying reptilian face armored with platelike scales the color of old blood.

Asthe stunned df stared, something like a amile lifted the corners of the creature's maw. Steam
wafted from wet and gleaming fangs.

"You have much to learn of dragons, little one" the great cresture rumbled, punctuaing his
comment with a puff of sulfur-scented smoke. "We have wings, yes, but we aso have legd People
adways expect to be warned by the crash of underbrush and the danking of scaes, when in truth no
mountain cat walksin grester slence”

Durothil shook his head in dazed denid. Thiswas not at dl how this megting was supposed to go.
All his magic, dl his careful preparations, were locked in some inaccess-ble part of his mind by the
pardyds of dragonfear. The dven mage knew better than to look into a dragon's eyes, of course, and he
would never have done so had the crea-ture not surprised him. Now, he was as hepless as a trapped
mouse avating a raptor's strike.

The dragon's wings unfurled with a sound like a thunderclap and then thumped rhythmicdly as
Mahatnartorian rose into the air. He wheded dowly about, hold-ing Durothil's eyes with his hypnotic
gaze and forcing the df to turn with him as he circled around and lowered him-sdf onto the center of the



plateau. The dragon lifted his horned head and sniffed at the air.

"Thereisinteresting magic about, df. Y ours?'

Durothil nodded, despite dl his attempts to resst the creature's power.

The dragon settled, tucking his front paws under his chest and wrapping his tal around his
scale-covered body. Something about the posture brought to the ef's mind an incongruous picture of a
bored house cat.

"I would like to see what magic you've prepared againg me" Mahatnartorian continued, in much
the same tone as a king might commeand a performance from a jester of scant renown. "Do your best,
litle df. Oh, don't look so surprised—or so hopeful. The best wizards of the south could do nothing to
harm me. My resistance to magic is too powerful,” he said complacently.

"Then how did Sharlario Moonflower subdue you?'

The words were out before Durathil could consider the consequences. As he cursed his
fear-addled tongue, the dragon's eyes narrowed into dits.

"You are fortunate, dfling, than | am in the mood for diverson,” he said in an ominous rumble.
"By dl means, divert me. | rather hope your magicd attack tickles—I have grown unaccustomed to the
coal ar of these northern lands, and a hearty laugh might be plessantly warming.”

Durathil fdt the dragon's hold on hismind dowly dip away. As soon as he could move of hisown
accord, he tore his gaze from those mdice-filled eyes. Then he reached into a moss-lined bag and gently
removed asmdl cube. He took a deep breath and began the chant he had been preparing for years.

The dragon listened, massive head swaying in derisive counterpoint to the rhythm of the dven
chant. As the magicd forces gathered, however, the dragon's horned brow beetled in puzzement and
congternation. The df was focusng his efforts not upon the dragon, but upon some object—and on
some-thing e se that Mahatnartorian could not quite identify.

As Durothil's chant quickened and rose to a swift dimax, he hauled back one hand and hurled a
grdl object at the dragon. A smdl, viscous green glob splatted on the crea-ture's armored Side.

Mahatnartorian regarded the mess, one horned brow lifted increduloudy. "That is the best you
can do? Y ou dis-gppoint me, dfling. At the very least, you could—"

The dragon broke off abruptly as a sudden chill, sharp as a riva's teeth, stabbed through the
protective armor of his scales. He glanced down, and noted that the spot of green was beginning to
spread. The dragon reached out with the tip of histall and tried to ped the strange substance off. His tall
was caught fast in it—try as he might, he could not pull histail free of the agtic substance.

Roaring with rage, Mahatnartorian rose onto his haunches and tore at the swiftly spreading goo
with his front paws. Not even his massve talons could hdt the flow. Frantic now, the dragon beat his
wingsin an indinctive attempt to fly, to seek the safety of his lair. The buffeting winds sent the df hurtling
back, ralling periloudy close to the edge of the flat.

But the effort came too late. The dragon's hind quarters were dready suck firmly to the
mountain. In moments Mahatnartorian was completely encased in an enormous cube that damed nearly
the entire plateau.

Durothil scrambled to his fedt, his chest heaving and his breath coming in ragged gulps. He
walked cautioudy around the dill-sruggling dragon, taking care not to meet its stare. Findly the dragon
settled down in apparent res-ignation, and its massve jav moved dightly as if in speech. There was a
moment's slence as a ripple passed through the cube to the outer edge.

"How did you do that? What magic do you command?’

The dragon's voice was oddly dtered by its passage through the cube—muffled and mutated until
the wobbly cadences sounded more like the mutter of a drunken dwarf than the great, thrumming bass
ingrument that was nearly as tarifying as dragonfright. But to Durothil, those words sounded sweeter
than asren's lullaby.

"I do not command such power—I merdly entreat. Since even magic would not serve agang o
mighty a foe, | sought the power of an ancient god to bring againg the great Mahatnartorian.” The
response was extravagant, but Durathil was in a mood to be generous—and he knew of the legendary
vanity of red dragons.



"A god. Hiran." The dragon seemed somewhat mallified by this information. "Very wdl, then.
Now that I'm sub-dued—adthough I'll have you know that this is hardly the traditiond means of
subdua—what service does your god require from me?'

"Information,” the df began. "I have heard rumors of slver dragons to the north."

"Condder them confirmed.”

"Your part is not so easy as that. | need to know where the creatures lair. And | need an egg.
When | have retrieved and hatched a vigble egg, you will be freeto go." The dragon’s shoulders abruptly
lifted and fdl, sending a shiver through the cube. A moment later, his derisve snort broke through the
gelainous barrier.

The next series of ripples came quickly, herdding the force of the words to come. "In that case,
dfling fool, I will gt in thisridiculous cube forever. Y ou have no hope of suc-cess. Have you ever seen a
brooding she-dragon protect her nursery? No, of course you have not, for you are il dive to stand
before me with that annoying smirk on your face."

There was more truth in the dragon’s words than Durcthil liked to admit. The retrieva of a living
egg was the weakest part of his plan. "Y ou have another suggestion?”

"l will retrieve this egg for you," the dragon offered. "Loose me now, and | will hunt down and
day the slver she-dragon. That | would do, regardless, for | wish to add the slvers hunting lands to my
own territory. You may consder the egg the fulfillment of the terms of subdudl. It is unorthodox, but what
about this encounter is not?'

Durothil considered this. "What assurances do | have that you will ddiver avigble egg? Or even a
dragon's egg—for dl | know of such matters, | might find mysdf saddled with a manticore kitten. And
what isto keep you from turning upon me and my people, once the egg is delivered?”

The laughter that emerged from the cube was tinged with genuine respect. "You are learning,
dfling. Let us make a bargain then, leaving your part undone until you have bonded with your Slver
hetchling. Then you will find some ruse to bring Sharlario Moonflower to this mountaintop. Do that, and |
will consider this a bargain wel made. The rest of the forest eves can livein peace."

" cannot betray one of my own People to you!" the df protested.

"Can you not? Yet you demand that | deliver one of mine into your hands. For dl | know—or
care—you could want the little Slver brat to cut up for use in your spells, or to sacrifice to this god of
yours. Ghaunadar, isnt it?" the dragon said shrewdly. "Now that | consder the matter, you are precisely
the sort of being who would draw the Elder God's attention—ambitious, smarter than most of your kind,
perhaps a bit of a rogue. Willing to try new things, to dretch the limits Strong with the life-force that
Ghau-nadar reveres—and craves.

"You do know about that particular little requirement, don't you?' the dragon continued. From
the corner of one trapped eye, he caught a glimpse of Durothil's puzzled face. A chuckle rumbled through
the viscous dime that was a gift of the ancient, evil god.

"You don't! By Tiamat's Tdons, you are more a fool than you appear! Did you think that one
such as Ghaunadar would grant you such gifts, yet demand nothing in return? Oh, he will demand, upon
that you may stake anything you like. He will demand the sacrifice of a life-force—yours or another's. So
why not persuade Ghaunadar to consider this Sharlario Moonflower the required sacrifice? Thus can you
pay two debts with asngle coin. Are we agreed?”’

Durothil stood dlent, stunned and shamed beyond speech. He had known only that Ghaunadar
was an ancient power, one who had sought him out and offered assistance in his quest to ad and rule his
People. He should have seen Ghaunadar's evil nature; he should have known what sort of service the god
would require of him. He should have, but he did not, so blinded was he by his desire for power. But that
desire, in and of itsdf, was not evil. Surely not.

"I will free you now," Durothil heard himsdf say, "and dl will be as you said, except for one
additiona condition. I will bring Sharlario Moonflower to you when | have trained the dragon to carry me
onits back. Or, if | fal in this endeavor, | will return twenty years from the day of the hatching. And on
that day, Ghaunadar will have his even sacrifice”

"Done" The dragon's voice rumbled with satisfaction.



With a heavy heart, the df chanted the prayer that would reverse the godly spel and free the
dragon from Ghaunadar's grip. At once the dragon legped into the sky, his wings thundering as they
carried him toward the lair of the doomed Slver dragon.

Durothil's eyes were dull as he gazed into the sky, for they regarded not the triumphant and
fleeang Mahatnartorian, but his own lost honor.

When Sharlario and his son returned to their forest home, they found a settlement ringing with
praise for the hero Durathil. The dven mage, it seemed, had entrapped the red dragon in a mighty spell
and had once again ban-ished it. Many of the eves had been derted by the trapped dragon's roars.
Some had witnessed the scene, for the morning was clear and the plateau was dearly vishble from the
foredt.

Sharlario was relieved to hear of his peopl€'s reprieve, but puzzled. Had not KaNarlist, the
archmage of mighty Atorrnash, said that this dragon could not be overcome through even magic? The
Moon df respected Durothil's ability, but he would not have thought the Gold df's magic greater than that
widlded in the southern lands.

Perhaps, Sharlario concluded, Durothil smply used his power with greaster restraint and
responghility. After dl, the mark of the truly greast was not merdy having power, but knowing how and
whento useit.

The Moon df was not particularly surprised when Durothil shunned his people's accolades to
spend more and more of histime done. Sharlario knew dl about that. He himsdf had never been the
same after his encounter with Mahatnartorian. For every night of the three hundred years that had passed
gnce that day, the dragon had fol-lowed him into his dreams. Not a night passed that Shar-lario was not
vigted by visons in which he saw again the beautiful avarid maid who had captured his heart, caught in
the dragonfire meant for him, plummeting to the ground in a tangle of ruined wings. Swept up in a fighting
rage that went beyond anything he had ever known or witnessed, Sharlario had forced two of the avarid
to carry him above the dragon, to drop him onto the creature's back. While the monger flev—eagues
above the mountains below—Sharlario had dimbed to the dragon's head and lashed himsdf to one horn.
Suspended from the horn, he'd svung down into the dragon's face and pressed his sword—and his own
face—agang the glossy surface of the dragon's eye. So great had been his rage that not even the
dragonfright could pierceit.

The memory of that maevolent eye terified Sharlario now. So did the dragon's promise of
vengeance when the term of his banishment ended. All of this haunted his revery, and tainted what
happiness he had found since that day. He had married a woman of Faerie and he loved her well. Thar
life together had been filled with amdl quiet joys and shared laughter. Even so, not a night passed, but
that in revery Sharlario did not wander again among the bodies of the lost avarid, mourning the loss of so
many of these wondrous folk. Even so, not a night passed when he did not see the faces of his own
beloved wife and children superimposed upon those charred and broken bodies. Yes, Shalaio
understood Durathil's need for solitude and hedling.

So he gave the mage a respectful distance for severa moons. After a time, however, he thought
he might better serve by offering the Gold df the opportunity to speak to someone who could
understand.

He took himsdf to the mage's tower, and was a little surprised to find Durathil both friendly and
welcoming. The Gold df served him feywine with his own hands and asked many questions about
Sharlario's recent travels. He was paticularly interested in hearing of the dragon wars, and how such
things impacted the even People.

"You are a diploma—have you ever consdered what might be accomplished by an dliance
between the eves and the goodly dragons?' Durothil asked him.

Sharlario blinked, taken aback by this suggestion. "Too dangerous. Not dl dragons are evil, tha
is true, but why would any dragon have anything to do with the People? What sort of benefit could we
offer to creatures of such power and might?'

"Blven magic is both powerful and subtle™ the mage responded. "Although it is unlike a dragon's



attack, it could compliment and augment the creature's naturd weapons. Working together, a mage and
dragon could be aformidable team. | have long dreamed of darting an army of dragonriders.”

"But think of the possible recriminations againgt eves, should we meddle in the draconian wars!"

"There is that," Durothil admitted. "But if enough eves and goodly dragons are bonded in
purpose, perhaps we can work together for mutud survivad. The number of dragons diminishes—they
cannot afford to fight each other on such a scae for long or they will utterly destroy themselves.”

A terrible image came to Sharlario's mind: the dark df KaNarlist mounted upon the back of a
great black wyrm. "But if noble eves dign with dragons, evil wizards would quickly follow. Where would
we be then?'

Durathil jolted asif the Moon df had struck him. He sat slent for a long moment, searching his
vigtor's face. "Do you know of awizard among the People who has turned to evil?' he asked in a hushed
voice.

"Oh, yes" Sharlario assured him grimly. He told of the Gold df of Atorrnash, and his encounter
with the dark df mage KaNarlist. Durcthil listened in horrified fascination.

"And this dagger he gave you—do you carry it with you now?"

"No. For some reason, | do not like to have it near me, and keep it in a chest in my home. Why?'

The Gold df did not answer, but sat for many moments, gpparently lost in his own thoughts. After
awhile he stood, and invited his vigtor to follow him.

Durothil's home was a tower within the trunk of aliving tree. From the forest dves he had learned
the magic of coaxing trees to grow in certain ways, and the secrets of how to live in harmony with the
needs of his living abode. His was a grand home by the standards of the village, with severd rooms
stacked atop each other within the massve tree, and others hidden among the branches—athough these
rooms were more like dimensond portals than any-thing the forest eves employed. Durcthil led his guest
to one of these magicdly constructed towers.

Sharlario followed his hogt into a vast room that appeared to be an exact duplicate of the
mountaintop platea—with one exception. In an enormous nest, shied-ed from the extremdy redigtic
illuson of sun and wind by arocky alcove, was an enormous, speckled, legthery-shelled egg.

Sharlario walked cautioudy closer. He raised incredu-lous eyes to the Gold df's face. "Thisis a
dragon's egg!”

"A dlver dragon,” agreed Durothil. "It is near to hatching. | will be the first being that the hatchling
sets eyes upon. It will think of me as its parent—at leadt, for a short time. After thet, | will raise the
dragon to know its own kind and their ways, but will also teach it dven arts magic, musc and dance, the
knowledge of the stars, and the art of warfare. Ultimately, | will teach it to carry me on its back, and how
to work with me as ateam.”

The Gold df waked over to the shel and patted it fondly. "You see before you Faerun's firs
dragonrider. There will be others. For this, | need your help.”

Sharlario struggled to take thisin. "How?"

"I have hers, but it seems we have little to say to one another. But you have a way with the young
eves, and severd restless sons and daughters of your own. Help me train this dragon, and then teach the
young ones. Togeth-er, we will gain the knowledge—I as a dragonrider, and you as teacher of those
who will follow. For many years have | worked to this end,” Durothil said earnestly. "It is the best way
my mind can fashion to vanquish the evil dragons, for once and al.”

For amoment, the image of the dain avarid flashed into Sharlario's mind. He nodded dowly, and
then came to stand beside the mage. Asif in pledge, he placed his own hand upon the dragon's egg.

The years passed, and Durcthil's dragon proved to be dl that the mage anticipated—and far
more. In a burst of unorigindity—no doubt caused by the excitement of the dragon's birth—Durothil
named her Siiverywing, and she became so dear to him that at times Sharlario suspected that the mage
loved his slver daughter better than his own golden offspring. Certainly, he seemed to have a better
undergtanding of her ways. They spoke mind to mind, in a manner much like even rapport.

Swiftly the creature grew from an endearing little hatchling to a thoughtful, intdligent being who
learned dl that the even partners had to teach her with a pleasure that surpassed even the innate even



love of learning and beauty—and warfare. Siverywing and Durathil learned to work together to create
godls and attacks that neither df nor dragon done could counter. And as the years dipped by, dl three
of them learned one more thing that elves and dragons gained from such a bond: friendship.

For nearly twenty years, the dragon practiced flight within the confines of Durothil's magicd
dimenson. She viewed the world beyond through scrying globes that she and her human mentor created
together, and she tried to hide her ever-growing restlessness. FHndly the day came when Durcthil
proclaimed her ready to venture into the outside world.

At the Gold df's request, Sharlario went ahead to the mountain top. Durcthil had prepared a spell
which could carry dragon and rider from her magica home to the duplicate world beyond, but firg he
needed information about the winds, for this he could not glean through the scrying globes. Sharlario was
to go ahead, and rday the needed informetion.

The Moon df left the forest village while it was yet night, for Durcthil thought it best that
Siverywing try flight in the early morning hours, while the air was rdatively cdm. Sharlario dimbed to
the top of the mountain, sure-footed as a cat in the darkness. As he waked, he schooled himsdf not to
think of the battle which had begun here three centuries past.

No sooner had Sharlario reached the summit than a familiar roar thrummed through the air.
Nightmare became redity: Mahatnartorian broke free of the sunrise clouds and came a him in a rush of
blood-colored wings

There was no time to flee—aready Sharlario could fed the heat of the grest wyrm's bresath.
Since he could do nothing else, Sharlario pulled his sword and waited to earn a warrior's death.

But the dragon was not content with a quick strike—he pulled out of the dive and tossed a large
object a the df. Sharlario dropped and rolled aside as shards of glass and multi-colored magic exploded
agang the mountain. A round disk rolled toward the df, a piece of fine green marble smdl enough to fit
within the pdm of his hand. Sharlario's eyes widened as he recognized the base of one of the strying
globes that Durathil and Slverywing had created.

The red dragon's mocking laughter rolled out over the mountains as Sharlario knew himsdf to be
betrayed.

Sharlario was not prepared for the intense stab of pain this betraya brought him. Though the
former prince had made no secret of his opinion that Gold eves were innate-ly superior to dl others,
during the years that he and Sharlario had worked together, they had become partners, even friends—or
S0 Sharlario thought.

The Moon df rose and waked to the center of the flat. He unwrapped the globe that Durothil
hed given him so that he could relay the needed information. He placed it there, so that the treacherous
Gold df might see and savor his tri-umph. Then he drew his sword again, and waited for the dragon, and
desth.

Mahatnartorian began to circle. Sharlario had learned enough of dragons to understand what was
coming. The red was gathering his power, soking his internd flames in preparation for a blast of terrible
meagnitude,

The Moon df watched, resigned to his end. He had lived long, and he was near to the time when
Arvandor's cal would summon him home. This was not how he wished to present himsdf before his
gods, but the choice was not histo make.

Suddenly Sharlario started, then squinted at the sl-very streak that was dmog invishle againgt
the clouds. In another heartbeet, there could be no doubt: it was Slverywing diving at his attacker, flying
like an arrow toward the much-larger red.

The Moon df'slips moved in agonized denid as the wondrous cresture he had trained and loved
plummeted toward the red dragon's back. Before she could dash at the red's lesthery wings, the wyrm
rolled in flight and seized the young femde in his taloned embrace. The two dragons soun together, each
grappling for akilling hold.

It was an unequa battle, and over quickly. Slverywing's head fdl back, her graceful neck nearly
sundered by the red wyrm's teeth. Her glittering wings flapped limply as her body began to fdl from the
red dragon's talons.



But Slverywing's descent stopped abruptly, and her body seemed to bounce as if it were
suspended from Mahatnartorian's taons by a flexible cord. A dhriek of rage shook the stone beneath
Sharlario's feet as the red dragon strove vanly to rid himsdlf of hiskill.

Sharlario watched in astonishment as the great dragon's flight grew duggish. Findly the crimson
wings ceased to move, and the enjoined creatures plummeted down toward the mountains.

Toward his mountain.

The Moon df turned and fled, hdf running, haf diding down the dope. When he reached the firg
of the trees, he braced himsdf and hung on for dear life The impact shud-dered through the mountain
and nearly tore the df from his hold.

When dl was dill and dlent, Sharlario made hisway back up to the top to say his farewdls to his
dragon friend. To his astonishment, three beings lay shattered on the mountain-top, joined together by an
odd, viscous green substance.

Mahatnartorian had hit the mountain firdt, and his body was crushed under Slverywing's weight.
Durothil was ill astride her back. He moved dightly, and his swift-ly fading gaze fdl on Sharlario's face.

"Do nat," he cautioned in a hoarse voice as the Moon df made move to hdp him. "The bonds of
Ghaunadar are not for such as you. Wait—they will fade soon.”

It was true—the gticky substance was rgpidly disap-pearing. As soon as the mage was free of its
bonds, Shar-lario went to him to see what might be done. He dashed open the Gold df's torn and
blood-soaked tunic, and knew that anything he might do would be usdless. Every bone in the df's chest
hed been shattered—to move him would only speed his end.

A crimson froth began to gather at the corner of Durothil's lips "Train the others” he muttered.
"Swear it!"

"I swear,” the Moon df said, his heart heavy with guilt over his suspicions. "My friend—I am
sorry. | thought—"

"I know." Durathil's amile was fant and sdf-mocking. "Do not concern yoursdf. All is wdl, my
friend. You see, Ghaunadar has had his sacrifice.”

Many more years were to pass before Sharlario came to understand the full meening of Durothil's
find words. He never spoke to the other dves of the mage's involvement with the evil god Ghaunadar, or
of his own suspicions con-cerning how near Durathil had come to bringing the matter to a very different
concluson.

But there was no need to tarnish their hero's lugter, or to dim the enthusasm of the young eves
who saw that even a fledgling dragon, df-trained, could bring down a great and evil wyrm. In the end,
Sharlario surmised, what mattered was not only the honorable choices that a person made, but the
temptations they overcame to come to that place of decison.

By that measure, Prince Durothil was a hero indeed.

8
From the Abyss

The gray dudge that covered the Abyss sud-denly bulged into a large bubble, which popped and
sent sulphurous steam and globs of foul-samdling muck spewing into the dank air. The being who had
once been the goddess Araushnee dodged the splatter indinctively, not giving the eruption so much as a
thought. She was accustomed to such things by now, for the Abyss had been her home for a very long
time

Like mogt tanar'ri, she had taken anew name. She was now Llath, Demon Queen of the Abyss.
Or, to be more pre-cise, she had conquered a considerable portion of the Abyss, and was considered to
be one of the most powerful tanar'ri in that gray world. Entire leagues of the fearful creatures trembled
before her and hastened to do her bidding.

Lloth's dominion encompassed not only the denizens of the Abyss, but dso some of the gods
who had come to this place either by choice or exile Her struggle with Ghau-nadar had been long and



bitter.

The Elementa Evil was not one of the gods whom she had recruited in her attempt to oust
Corellon; he had come to Olympus unbidden, drawn by Araushnee's ambitions and her vaulting pride,
granted entrance by the seething evil within her heart. Her fdl from Arvandor had delight-ed Ghaunadar,
for he desired the restless energy that was Araushnee, and wished to assmilate her into himsdf.

The ancient god had followed her from Olympus into the Abyss, and he had tried to woo and
then to conquer—and he had failed at both. In his rage, Ghaunadar had dain many of his most powerful
worshipers, and robbed others of their sentience. Entire species of beings were no more, others were
reduced to duglike creatures without thought or will. And in doing so, Ghaunadar destroyed much of his
own power, aswdl.

Thishe blamed on Lloth. He was her enemy now, and arivd indl things. Yet even such as he, an
ancient god, had to acknowledge Lloth's greater power. Nor was he the only deity to do so—even tha
wretched Kiaranselee gave homage to the Demon Queen.

Lloth cast a disgusted glance toward the corner of the Abyss where the goddess of the undeed
hdd sway. Kiaransdee was a dark df, like hersdf, though she cdled hersdf "drow.” Her followers were
pitiful shadows of the creatures they once had been, evil eves from an ancient world whom Kiaranselee
had dain and made into unthinking minions. When she was not on distant worlds bedeviling her drow
children, Kiaransdee was content to rule in her frigid corner of the Abyss. She demurred to Lloth
because she had no choicein the matter. In this place, the former goddess of dark-elven degtiny ruled.

And 0 it was that she who had been Araushnee had come to possess everything that she once
thought she wanted: power beyond imagining, a kingdom of her own, gods kneding before her, mighty
crestures trembling a her whims

Lloth gtifled a yawn.

It was dl s0 predictable, the Abyss. She had conquered, and she reigned, and she was so bored
that she had once or twice been tempted to try to strike up a conversation with some of Kiaranseee's
undead minions. She had power, but found it did not satiy her cravings.

"l curse you, Corellon, you and yours™ Lloth murmured, as she had so often over the many
centuries that had passed since her banishment.

The darkly beautiful tanar'ri sank onto a throne which her minions had carved from a giant,
desiccated mush-room. Propping her chinin her hands, she once again pon-dered her fate,

None of the power that Lloth had gained in the Abyss could amend for her logt Satus. She was
no longer even a goddess, but a tanar'ri. Her form was more comely and her power was greater than
most of the creatures that inhab-ited this place, but she was not what she had been. No amount of power
inthis gray, mushroom-infested plane would erase Coredllon's unpaid debt.

Suddenly Lloth sat upright, her crimson eyes blazing with inspiration. Of course! Now that power
was hers, she would redam her godhood. The way to this god had been blazed by Ghaunadar himsdf;
the Ancient One was seek-ing new worshippers so that he might rebuild his power. Why could she not
do the same?

Asatanar'ri, Lloth could never return to Olympus. Even as a goddess, she might never amass the
power or find the opportunity to enter Arvandor as a conqueror. But she would gtrike at the Sddarine
where she could.

She would destroy their mortd children.

Centuries had passed snce the death of the great mage Durothil, and the passing of master
dragonrider Sharlario Moonflower into Arvandor. Their descendants no longer spoke of Faerie, except
as aplace of legend. Faerun was truly their home, and they had built a wondrous culture that owed to dl
the worlds from which their ancestors had fled.

Some of the forest folk lived as they had for centuries untold, but many dves drew away from the
ways of the forest to build themsdves dities that rivaled even fabled Atorrnash for splendor. Hidden
among the trees and ding-ing to the mountains were marvelous dwelings of crysta and moonstone,
Sreets paved with precious stones, and communities of artisans, scholars, mugicians, mages and warriors.
These dves produced marvelous works of beauty, magicd weapons, and dazzling ills in the fighting



ats.

In these centers of learning, the art of High Magic thrived. The Circles were established—smdl
bands of powerful High Magi who together could cast spells beyond the imagining of any solitary df.
Each Circle was based in a tower, which quickly became the foca point of any even community. One of
the more immediady ussful functions of the towers was the ability to send communications swiftly from
one dven enclave to another, preventing the communities from becoming isolated. Despite the growing
problems with the Ilythiiri in the south, it appeared as if the People of Faerun would achieve remarkable
unity.

But this very wedth and power drew many new dan-gers upon the elves. Dark-elven raiders
from the south for-aged northward, attacking trade routes and faming villages Some of these raiders
settled in the far north, hiding in caves by day, and coming out to Strike under the cover of darkness.

Dragon attacks continued, though between High Magic and the dragonriders, the dves were
showing promise of supplanting the dragons as Faerun's dominant race. But it was not the powerful
megic of the south or the might of dragons that the eves had mogt to fear: Their most dan-gerous enemy
hed become the orcs.

For many years, orcs attacked like the rogue wolves that from time to time stole a goat from a
remote pasture. The orcs sruck at the eves whenever they happened upon them. Most dven
communities, even tiny fam settlements, were more than equipped with arms and magic—and the ills
in both—to turn back these occasiond attacks.

But orcs were nothing if not prolific. From time to time, their numbers grew so great that ther
cans spilled out of ther highland lars to form a horde that swept like locusts over the land, devoured
everything before them.

In the autumn of the Year of Snging Sirens, the orcs marched in numbers greater than the dves
had ever seen. They overran the northland plains and plunged deep into the forests. The dty of
Occidian—that great center of dven music and dance—was conquered and the orcs pressed on to the
vay gates of the ancient city Sharlarion.

At that time, Durathil's Keep was held by the archmage Kethryllia This warrior-mage was dso
known as Amaillis the high dven word for "Hame-Flower"—partly for her red-haired beauty, and
partly for the searing anger she loosed in battle.

Like many of the eves, Kethryllia studied many arts during her long life, but concentrated her
ills upon a angle great work. For decades, this work had been the forging and enchanting of a great
sword. Just two nights past, in a rite that gathered garlight and magic upon the mountaintop plateau
known as Dragonriders Leap, she had completed her task. For years, the mystics had been predicting
that this sword, Dharasha—"degtiny"—would play an important rolein the history of the People.

What better task then this, the protection of their city?

In her tower, Kethryllia heard the desperate murmurs of her people, and their frantic preparation
for war. Thar kill a ams was thar last defense, for the Tower of Magi stood empty and slent. The
Circdle had bonded with their distant brother and sster magi of Occidian's Tower to aid and support their
defense of that city. But the orcs and their unknown dlies had inexplicably broken through the magicd
wards, and the Occidian Tower had been shat-tered. The magicd backlash had dain the High Magi of
Sharlarion, as wdl. Thusit was that the ves were Ieft to depend on their weapons and battle-magic, and
upon those whose Kills in such matters were proven and renown. Kethryllia Amarillis was chief among
these—songs and legends of her exploits followed her like shadows.

In her centuries of life, the Moon df warrior had helped turn back orc hordes, had battled bands
of dark-elven raiders, and helped her people track and day a green dragon that bedeviled travelers to
their forest city. She had even stood againgt dark sorcery—that which could raise the dead into mindless,
nearly unstoppable warriors. Kethryllia had logt her sigter, and very nearly her own life to the tirdess
swords of azombie host. Her response to dl these evils was the power of the enchantments she placed
upon Dharasha. It wastime to put the weapon's powers to the test.

But it had been many years snce Kethryllia had been in battle. Of late she had been thinking that
perhaps it was time to settle down, to raise a dan before the cdl to Arvandor grew too strong for her to



ignore.

Kethryllids lips curved in a amile as she thought of Anardlath, the light-hearted cleric of Labeas
Enoreth with whom she shared a bond stronger then friendship or passion, though certainly there were
those things between them as wdl. It was time that they were wed. She was no longer young, even as
eves congder matters of youth, though she was dill as lithe and flame-haired as she had been as a
maiden. It was time and past time that they formdized ther love.

As Kethryllia prepared for bettle, she gave no thought to the possibility that their bonds of love
might be broken this day, and that the clan she hoped to found might die unborn.

The df woman quickly dressed hersdf in padded leather armor, over which she placed a long
vest fash-ioned of tiny bronze and dlver plates, a wondrous armor that was nearly as flexible as mail, and
that paid homage to the bronze and slver dragons who served as guardians of the city. But the
dragonriders, Sharlarion's second-strongest defense, were far to the south, where a pair of mated black
dragons ravaged the countryside to create new territory for their maturing brood.

The High Magi were dead, the dragonriders gone. This fight belonged to Kethryllia, and she
found that she was eager for it. She thrust her sword into its new scabbard and tucked knives into
shesthes set into her boots and strapped to her forearms. On impulse, she picked up an ancient
dagger—a wonderful jeweled weapon that she had recently discovered wrapped and warded and stored
in a chest in afar corner of Durothil Keep. Legend suggested that it was once owned by one of thar
city's founders. She would carry it now, in defense of the city and the legecy that Sharlario Moonflower
hed |eft behind. Thus prepared, she tucked her flaming braids under a winged helmet and strode out into
the courtyard.

The aty was srangdly slent, though nearly every df who lived within it was ready for beattle and
in position. They stood in disciplined formetion. First, a vast shield-wdl of dves formed a barrier beyond
the perimeters of the city—Sharlarion had no wals of stone or timber, for it melded with the forest.
Behind the firg defense stood the archers. The ground before them bristled with ready arrows, and ther
quivers were as large and full as a famer's basket a harvestide. Immediatdy behind the archers were
eves armed with swords and spears. This group would quickly dispatch any orcs who managed to break
through. The next ring of defenders were wielders of magic—not High Magi, but formidable nonethel ess.
Clerics stood ready to tend the wounded, and even the children moved with quiet effidency: bringing
buckets of water, crushing herbs for poultices, ralling bandages.

Kethryllia nodded as she surveyed the battle-ready eves. She took her place among the fighters,
and with them listened to the rumbling, ominous crescendo of the orc horde's approach.

When the fird of the orcs came into sight, a murmur of congternation rippled through the elves.
The orcs marched boldly down the trade route in precise and orderly fashion. Keeping pace dongsde
them were other squadrons, who kept as tight a formation as the thick foliage alowed.

This was unusud behavior for orcs. It was apparent to Kethryllia, who knew firghand of horde
tactics, that some greater intelligence was directing their movements. And since orcs respected brute
grength far more than they did intdligence, it was likdy that ther unknown commanders possessed a
formidable amount of both.

For the firg time, Kethryllids confidence in the battle's outcome began to waver.

The orcs came to a sudden stop. There was aflurry of movement back in their ranks, but none of
the eves could discern its cause. Suddenly a harsh thud resounded through the trees. With a whine and
hiss an enormous flaming arrow soared up over the heads of the orcs and descended in an arc toward
the city.

"A bdlisa" Kethryllia muttered in disbelief. The orcs were bardly beginning to manage the ample
long bows they copied from their dven foe. Where did they learn of such weapons?

Fortunatdly, the dven wizards had expected fire arrows—abeit, a considerably smdler version.
A pde-hared femde pointed her crystd g&ff at the oncoming blaze and shrieked a sngle word. White
fire flashed from the gaff and leaped up to meet red. The balliga's flane was frozen ingantly; the weapon
hung in the air for a moment, glowing like a giant magicd torch fashioned of amber and ruby. It fdl to
shatter harmlesdy againg the paved courtyard of an dven dwdling.



More flaming arrows followed, with the same result. When it became apparent to the attackers
that this tactic was avaling them nothing, a horrid, rumbling command rolled out over the orc horde.
Scores of the bestid crea-tures broke into a screaming charge.

The dves shidd-wadl dipped, and archers sent a sorm of arrows into the oncoming ranks.
Deadly accurate were thar arrows, and the orcs were cut down like grain before a scythe.

Wave after wave of orcs came on, only to be feled by the even archers. Soon the attackers
were dimbing over athick carpet of the dain, only to fdl themsdves. So vast were the numbers of dead
orcs that soon the eves who formed the shield wall were forced to fdl back toward the city.

Kethryllia frowned as she watched the continuing daughter. Despite the number of orcs who lay
on the forest floor, many remained to carry on the attack. It occurred to her that the eves might wel be
defeated by their own success.

The piles of corpses were hemming them in, pushing the even defenders back into the dty itsdf.
It would not be long before the outer buildings were within the reach of the orcs. Once the invaders
captured the outer buildings, they could eeslly overrun the city, for most of the buildings were connected
by intricate walkways that wove a nearly invisble web through the trees.

Moreover, the gridy wall was impeding the archers effectiveness. The eves could no longer see
their targets, but were shooting blind up over the hegps of dain orcs in hope that the fdling arrows might
find amark. The clank of arrows againg unseen wood and leather shidds suggested that this tactic was
not meeting with much success.

Suddenly Kethryllia understood the horde's strategy. The orcs were ddiberately udng their
brothers bodies as a bridge to victory. Soon, they would swvarm over the top of the pile in numbers that
the dven archers smply could not decimate.

Well, the eves would smply have to beat them to it.

Kethryllialifted her sword high. "To me" she shouted. "To me, dl who would take the fight into
orcish rankg"

There was a moment of stunned slence as the fighters regarded the apparently suicide-bound
warrior. Then Anardlath shouldered hisway through the dlerics and came to stand at her side.

She gave her love an incredulous look—he was no coward, but neither was he trained for such
fighting. Anardlath amiled and shrugged.

"Perhgps | grow homesick for Arvandor,” he said with forced lightness Then his face grew
deadly serious, and he lifted his voice to carry out over the ranks of the dven war-riors. "If we do not
fight, al of us, then Arvandor will be the only home remaining to our People!”

Anardlath's words gadvanized the fighters, and they came as one to stand with the Silver df
warrior. If an unarmed cleric had the courage to charge an orc horde, they could do no less. Which,
Kethryllia suspected, was precisaly what Anardlath intended.

The dven priest cast a amug grin at his love as he accepted a short sword from one of the
fighters "Well, Flame-F ower, will you lead this charge, or shdl 17"

"We go together," she said with deep gratitude. Then, because she could not resst teesng himin
kind, she added, "But do try to keep up.”

Anadlah's laughter was logt in Kethryllids ringing battle cry. The Moon df warrior scrambled
up the wal of falen orcs and flung hersdlf into the next wave of attackers.

This development gartled the orcs and hdted their headlong charge. But it was only for a
moment—the crea-tures fangs bared in fierce grins as they came at the dven warriors with renewed
vigor. Orcs enjoyed killing eves in any number of ways, but few things were as saidfying to them as
hand-to-hand combat.

The nimble dves darted and spun amid the churning melee, making severd hits for every one the
much-dower orcs managed to land. Kethryllia seemed to be everywhere, her great sword flashing as it
turned asde the battle-axes of her foe. And where she went, so did Anardlath. He was not as skilled a
fighter as she, but the mind-and-soul rap-port the lovers shared enabled them to work together as
amoathly asif they were Tower-trained magi melded together in the casting of a angle spdll.

But as the battle raged on and on, Kethryllia began to wonder if this had been a wise drategy,



after dl. The dven warriors were pinned between the dead orcs and the host of attackers. Fortunately,
the orcs own vast numbers seemed to work againg them. So eager were they to engage their dven foes
that they al but clambered over the orcsin front of them to get at their preferred oppo-nents. As often as
not, thelr axes and swords hit into orcish flesh—either by accident, or in sheer impatience.

At long lagt, the battle was over. Most of the even defenders had fdlen, and only a few score of
orcs remained of the hundreds who had marched upon Sharlarion. These survivors fled noisly into the
forest.

"May you be greeted by the teeth of the lythari,” Kethryllia muttered as she sheathed her sword.

It was then that she saw the orcs commander. A dark-ness that she had taken to be a forest
shadow broke free of the thick foliage and rose to a height twice that of an df. The creature's horned
head had a face that reminded Kethryllia of a davering, battle-mad wild boar. Its mas-Sve body was
shaped like that of an orc, but an extra pair of muscled arms erupted from its hairless torso. Wings like
those of a gigantic bat sprung from its shoul-ders. Except for apar of burning crimson eyes, the crea-ture
was the dull and lifdess color of desiccated wood.

A roar more terrible than that of a dragon broke from the Abyssal creature, and it lifted its two
pairs of taloned hands in preparation for a magicd attack. "You have not yet defeated Haeshkarr!" the
cresture rumbled.

This Kethryllia had not anticipated. As the warrior stood in stunned indecison, Anardlath
shouted for his brother and sster derics to join him. He darted forward, brandishing his holy symbol of
Labdas Enoreth and chanting the most powerful spdll of banishment known to the priests of Sharlarion.

One by one, the priests took up the chant. Under their combined assault, the forest behind the
tanar'ri seemed to dissolve into a swirling maglsrom of gray mist. The massve figure of the cresture
began to waver, then faded into a trand ucent haze that was sucked inexorably toward the swirling mig.

The tanar'ri Haeshkarr shrieked with fury as it was pulled back into the gate. With a sudden
surge, dmogt too fast even for dven eyes to follow, it lunged forward and seized the priest who had
defeated him. Then just as quickly, both fiend and Anardlath were gone.

Without thought or hesitation, Kethryllia exploded into action. She ran like a deer for the fading
gate and dived headlong into the Abyss.

The warrior found hersdf done in a world of swirling gray migs Didant cries and groans
resounded through the dank ar, but there was no dgn of life except for the giant mushrooms that
squatted in the dudge.

Suddenly the mist parted, reveding the tanar'ri Haeshkarr. With two of its hands, Haeshkarr held
the srug-gling Anardlath dung over its shoulders, as a hunter might carry a dain deer. The creature lifted
one of its free hands and pointed at Kethryllia

"Kill her, then attend me" it snarled to no one that Kethryllia could see. Knowledge of her foe
wouldn't have mattered, for the df was dready sorinting toward the tanar'ri. But the dense gray fog
snapped shut around the demon and the captive df like a cloak.

A hallow, hooting cry echoed directly over Kethryllids head. The warrior ducked as an
eagle-szed creature burst from the shdtering mig in aflurry of wings

She darted asde and squinted up into the fou migt. Sx leering, winged creatures flapped
overhead, arding her like ravens assessing the repast offered by a recent battlefidd. Kethryllia drew her
sword, dashing out as another of the imps dived at her. But the creature was agile enough to veer avay
before she could touch it. They continued like this, har-rying her from dl sides. It soon became clear to
the df that she could not overcome these creatures while they flew.

Kethryllia ddiberatdly dowed her sword, missng parries and accepting a few hits from the
creatures teeth and talons. As soon as she thought she could convince them she was bested, she
crumbled and fdl face forward onto the seething ground, her sword lying beside her limply curled fingers.

The imps landed and began drding her cautioudy. One of them legped forward and took an
experimentd rake at her hand with its talons. Kethryllia forced hersdf to stay absolutdy ill. Cackling
with evil glee, the imps closed in to feed.

Kethryllia snatched up Dharasha and siwung it around hard and low, usng the momentum to pulll



hersdf into a gtting position. As the mighty sword circled, it cut through two of the startled creatures. The
other imps squawked and started to flap away. But the df continued her spin, coming to her feet as she
went. By the time sheld circled three times, spirding up with her sword as she went, five of the imps lay
dead.

She legped at the sole imp who had succeeded in taking flight, and just bardly managed to seize
its ankle. The thing was stronger than sheld anticipated and it pulled her sharply forward. They fell
together, both of them landing face fird in the dudge. But the imp was up in an ingtant, hobbling dong at
agonishing speed—and dragging the df behind.

Thewarrior tried to bring her sword arm up and to bear, but the heavy dudge through which the
imp dragged her kept it pinned to her sde. She hooked her boots around a mushroom stem, hoping to
dow the imp's headlong flight. The fragile plant gave way immediady, sending a spray of singing,
foul-amdling spores into the air. Kethryllids eyes burned as panfully asif she'd caught a skunk's blast full
inthe face.

Blinded, aching in every muscle, the Moon df refused to let go. There was a chance she could
subdue this imp and force it to bring her to its magter. At the very least, she could destroy the tanar'ri's
minions and hope to draw its wrath upon hersdf. She was not sure how ese she might find the tanar'i
and her loveinthis vast gray place.

Suddenly her am jerked upright with a force that pulled it panfully loose from her shoulder. The
imp had despaired of shaking her loose, and had once again taken flight.

Kethryllia dill couldn't see, but she knew where to swing. She scrambled to her feet,
haf-dragged upright by the desperately flapping imp, and swung Dharasha in a sweeping arc. There was
abrief, terrible scream and then aflood of scalding ichor.

The dven warrior tossed aside the portion of the imp she il clutched and then staggered out of
the steaming, foul-smeling puddle. She sheathed her sword rather than plungeit into the ground—for she
did not trust the churning dudge beneeth her feet not to snatch it from her—and began to tend her hurts.

Fra she clutched the shoulder with her good hand and forced the bone back into its proper
place. The pan was intense, and the shoulder would be very sore for many days to come, but she
needed whatever use of that arm she could muster for the battle ahead. That done, she groped in her bag
for the hedling potion that every dven warrior of Sharlarion carried. She pulled the stopper with her teeth
and poured asmdl amount into one hand, then massaged it over the lids of her burning eyes.

She was aided by the terrible, numbing cold of the Abyss, which oddly seemed to ease the pain
and speed the return of her vison. Or perhaps she was just naticing the cold now that her pan was
receding. Whatever the case, the dank, vagudy chill ar had suddenly taken on a wintry blast—and
carried on the cold winds was a stench beyond anything Kethryllia had imegined possible,

Through the haze of her dill-aching eyes, the warrior saw standing before her a beautiful,
black-skinned df, taler and more terrible than any morta being and quiv-ering with barely suppressed
rage. Despite the cold, the dflike creature was dressed only infilmy black scarfs and a veritable dragon's
hoard of Slver jewdry.

Sanding in neat formation on ether Sde of the goddess was a squadron of vacant-eyed dves,
some of whom were badly rotted. Though dl had once been black of skin, mogt of the creatures faces
hed faded to dry and dull gray. Green flesh, even bone, showed through where the dead skin had peeled
away.

Kethryllids throat tightened with horror and dread as she considered these unnaturd crestures.
All of these undead dves were wel armed, and though they would fight without passion, they would fight
with dl the ill they had known in life. Kethryllia had faced living dark eves before, and she knew just
how formidable these skills could be.

The Moon df turned to the tal dark df and talked fast. "Great goddess, | have no quarrd with
you or your warriors. | will leave your redms a once, if that is your wish—only firgt tdl me where | might
find the tanar'ri Haeshkarr."

"Haeshkarr?' the dflike being echoed in a dill, sulky voice. "He is a minion of Lloth. What
business do you have with him?'



"Revenge” Kethryllia said grimly, and was surprised to see the goddess's scarlet eyes light up
with insane glee.

Jugt as quickly, the light snapped out. "A mortd,” the dark df sneered. "What use could you be
to the great god-dess Kiaransdee? Many desire vengeance, but few have the means or the will to
achieveit!"

"Then let me prove mysdf," the df said camly, for a plan was quickly formulaing in her mind.
"Send any three—any five—of your undead warriors againg me. If | preval agang such as these,
perhaps | might be of some vaue to you in your own vengeance againg Lloth."

It was a guess, but gpparently a good one. The goddess clapped her hands in ddight, then swept
apointing finger a severd of her dark-elven daves. "Kill her, kill her, kill her!" she dhrilled at them.

Fve of the zombies lifted their weapons and advanced on Kethryllia. The Moon df drew her
enchanted sword and lunged at the nearest undead. The creature blocked the drike with a jerky, yet
precise parry. Kethryllia flung the enjoined blades high, then pivoted to the sde and kicked out hard a
the creature's knees. The desiccated bone crum-bled, and the undead cresture went down. The df
brought Dharasha down in a sweeping backhand. The moment that the enchanted sword touched the
undead dark df, the crea-ture dissolved into dust.

The goddess Kiaransdee shrieked, whether from rage or excitement Kethryllia could not say.
Nor did she have time to ponder the matter. The Moon df warrior blocked the high sweeping cut of
another zombi€'s sword, then spun back to parry the lunge from the undead who crept up behind her.
She dropped low to the ground in a crouch, then brought down both of them with a deft leg-sweep. She
stabbed firgt one, then the other creature, before either had the chance to rise.

The remaning pair of zombies rushed Kethryllia while she was down. She rolled aside, then
rolled back, bringing the flat of her sword swinging over to smack the nearest undead. This one crumbled
indantly, as well. The Moon df leaped to her feet and faced off againg the remaining dark-elven dave. In
moments, it too lay at rest—if a drifting pile of foul-amdling dust could be considered eternd peace.

Breathing hard, Kethryllia faced down the dark-elven goddess. She knew tha even a her
best—rested and unhurt—she could never overcome five dark-elven fighters. But Dharasha had been
enchanted to destroy undead crea-tures with a mere touch. It hed no such power over the denizens of
the Abyss. Kethryllia figured that the goddess didn't need to know any of this.

The goddess of vengeance and the undead applauded. "Oh, wdl done, morta! Not even the
tanar'ri can overcome the best of my servants with such ease!™

Kethryllia lifted her sword to her forehead in a gesture of respect. "Then command me, and tell
me how | might serve both your vengeance and my own."

With a lightning change of mood, the goddess drew hersdf up into a regd pose. "Swear
dlegiance to me, fird," she demanded. "Follow me in life and beyond, and you will ever be fird among
my servants.”

The Moon df hestated—after dl, Anardlath's life was at stake. Though her fird inginct was to
agree to anything the obvioudy insane and undoubtedly evil goddess demanded, Kethrylliafound that she
could not.

"I an sworn to Cordlon Larethian, the master of both magic and the fighting arts" she said
goutly. "I will serve you as best | can in this matter alone, but | can swear dlegiance to no other god.”

Amazingly enough, the flicker of temper in the goddess's eyes did not erupt into full-scae wrath.
"Cordlon Larethian," she repeated dyly. "Oh, how that will sing! Very wel, mortd, | will tdl you where
Haeshkarr might be found. All that you need do in payment is this with each tanar'ri you day, pro-clam
that you do so in the name of your god!"

Lloth clutched a the armrests of her mushroom throne and gazed down into a scrying pool she
hed fashioned from black dime. She watched in rage and dishdlief as a mortd df cut her way through a
horde of powerful tanar'ri. With each creature that fel, the df woman proclamed a victory for Corellon
Larethian. And each victory was a dagger-thrust at Lloth's pride.

Without noticing what she did, the beautiful tanar'ri dipped down from her throne to kned at the



edge of the pool, watching in disbdief as the flame-haired df brought a sngle sword againg the four
matched weapons widded by the mighty Haeshkarr—a tanar'ri that even Lioth her-sdf did not command
without a certain degree of diploma-cy. Her nails dug deep into the muck as she watched the powerful
creature fal—and the victorious df womean fdl into the arms of a morta being whose golden beauty was
far too reminiscent of Cordlon himsdf.

Lloth's first impulse was to seek out and day the mor-tals who presumed to enter her reim. The
desire to destroy thisknight of Corellon was like a fever in her soul—the fird true heat she had fdt in this
world of hdf-light and eternd despair for many, many years. But enough remained of the wily Araushnee
to stay the tanar'ri's hand—at least until she could ascertain how best to serve her own purposes.

Thoughtfully, Lloth watched as the dven lovers struck out in the direction from which the femde
hed come. In time, they would find a gate back to their mortd home. If she did not hinder them, they
would probably escape the Abyss. But, Lloth reasoned, they need not escape her.

The tanar'ri's heart quickened as she conddered the posshilities She would follow this
formidable champion of Cordlon Larethian, and the male cleric whose purity of heart was an offending
blot of light on the Abyssal land-scape. If these dves were representative of the People they |eft behind,
what better place to begin her vengeance againgt Cordlon and his precious children?

Lloth'slips curved in a smile. And where there were elves, there were potentid worshipers. She
hed little hope of corrupting such eves as these she had seen this day, but did not even the evil and insane
Kiaransdee have her fol-lowers? Lloth would follow the dven lovers to whatever world they caled
home, and seeif she might stake out adam there.

The goddess once again consulted the scrying pool. In it she conjured the image of the red-haired
warrior and the golden mde she had rescued. Lloth watched as the pair emerged triumphant into a
ravaged forest, as they waded through the carnage Ieft in the wake of the tanar'ri Haeshkarr. Lloth was
intrigued—she had not known that her minion demon had such interesting toys a his dispos-d as
rampaging orc hordes. The dedtruction they had visited upon the dves was mog gratifying. Lloth
remembered Mdar, and the Great Hunter's desire to gather to him orcish worshipers. She wondered
how held fared, and whether it might not be time to vist him once again.

As she viewed the world, Lloth fdt the tug of a familiar presence. Dimly, she recognized it as the
one dven god from whom she was not entirdy estranged by her new nature as tanar'ri—her son,
Vhaeraun. Curious now, she commanded the scrying globe to seek out the young god's territory.

The scene changed from the trampled dven forest to a dity that surrounded a long, narrow bay.
Here aso was war, but war & its beginning rather than its grim conclu-son. The goddess watched with
intense interest as hordes of dark-skinned dves readied for battle. A delicious tang of evil was in the air,
aweave of dark magic that centered on asngle dven mde.

Lloth gazed with interest upon the leader of the reedy army, a dark df cdled KaNarlist. Though
he looked young and vitd, Lloth sensed that he was an ancient being, sustained long past the normd
years of an df by the force of his magic. The source of this incredible power fascinat-ed Lloth: The
wizard wore a cunningly woven vest fashrioned of chain mal and dark pearls—each of which contained
the essence and magic of adan Sea df. Ddight-ful, this df!

The goddess eased her way into his thoughts, and found that hismind was not barricaded against
such as she. What she read there was grim enough: KaNarlist was utterly rapacious and powerful
enough to fed himsdf able to indulge his desires without qualm or restraint. What he wanted now was
power—meagica power, and the power that came with conquering and subjugating the far races of
elves—but his ultimate god required nearly the power of a god. He was van enough to beieve it within
his grasp.

Lloth rather liked him.

She amiled as she beheld the ancient, resourceful wizard. She approved of his ambitions, and she
eyed with interest the things he offered: a powerful amy ready and eager to crush the far eves, magic
that fdl just short of godhood, followers that might well become hers. That she would snatch him from his
current devotion to Ghaunadar added hugdy to his apped.

A shimmer of anger passed through the dark goddess at the thought of the Elementa Evil, but this



time her ire was directed at hersdf rather than some other being. While she had busied hersdf carving a
vagt domain from the Abyss, her conquered subjects had found more inter-esting things to do el sawhere.

No more. Before her, Lloth saw possihilities far more to her liking than tormenting the creatures
of the Abyss. The dark df KaNarlist was a being she could truly enjoy. Perhaps it was time that she take
anew consort. She had no doubt that he would accept her joyfully—they were as like each other as two
dark pearls. She might even bear children to him, and why not? She would not be the firg god to be
tempted by a mortd, nor was she likdy to be the last. And the children they might spawvn—ah, the
possbilities of breeding such dedicious evil into a race of dved Such eves would trample Cordlon's
children, con-quering the world and breeding worshipers for Lloth, fol-lowers she could dam with pride!

KaNarlig's dark and vaulting ambitions set new flame to her own. Lloth would be a goddess
once again. She who once had spun the thread of the dark elves destiny fdt that her hands were set once
agan to the loom of fate.

The scenein her strying globe changed again, returning to the forest and the pair of dven lovers,
With a cynicd amile, Lloth observed as the survivors of the dven settle-ment lauded the warrior and her
lover as heroes.

There was little that Lloth enjoyed more than dark irony. More stiSfying than hatred, more subtle
than vengeance, here it was before her, and in plenty! What would these eves think, she wondered, if
they knew what eyes had followed their beloved Kethryllia to tharr forest home? If they knew what evil
the flame-haired warrior's courage and devotion had unleashed among them?

Even as the thought formed, Lloth fdt a familiar pulse of evil emanate from the scrying pool. She
reached out for it, seeking the source. An ancient dagger in Kethryllias weapon belt pulsed with subtle,
maevolent energy.

After a gartled moment, the goddess recognized the source of that evil: the dagger had been sent
north by KaNarlist himsdf, severd centuries past. He had waited with rare patience until someone had
found the hidden dagger, and had worn it in respect for the honorable df who once owned it. And
KaNarlist, senang the energy, prepared his warriors to march in conquest. Irony upon irony!

Lloth threw back her head and laughed with dark ddight. Ah, but she had chosen her new
consort wel! For once, she did not begrudge Sehanine Moonbow or Angharradh their place a Cordlon
Larethian's Sde. She, Lloth, had found a mate much more to her liking!

9
The Sundering

Centuries passed, centuries during which the children of Lloth preyed with increasing strength and
ferocity upon the children of Cordlon. Such was the force of their enmity that the fair races of eves, Gold
and Silver and Green, st asde thelr congtant rivaries to seek a combined ddiverance from therr dark
even foes,

They gathered in the very heartland of Faerun by the hundreds, the High Magi of the dven
people. All the fair races of elves—except for the sea folk, whose magic had long ago dwindled dmost
to nothing—sent the best and most powerful of their mages to the Gath-ering Place.

Upon a broad plain, a place set aside long ago for this use, the dven mages met to prepare for
the greatest spdlcadting any of them had ever known. On the land surrounding this place, farm villages
and a trading com-munity had grown with the sole purpose of preparing for and supporting this event.
The dves of Gathering Place—for o it had been known since the childhood of the most ancient eves ill
waking in morta form—had made this day ther lifeés work. Though there were hun-dreds of magi, each
found a carefully-prepared welcome that would do honor to a Seldarine avatar.

For centuries the dves who made Gathering Place their home had labored to build a Tower
greater than any ther world had seen before. Fashioned from white granite that reflected the dusve
colors of the sky, it stood taler than the most venerable oak. A large, curv-ing stairway wound its way
up the entire inner wal of the Tower, and onto each dtair was carved a stone seat, and the name of the



meage who would occupy it. Togeth-er, these mages would cast a sngle spdll.

Never before had so many High Magi gathered in one place. Together they had the power to
destroy worlds—or to creste one.

From the fabric of magic, from the very Weave itsdf, the ves had planned to fashion a new and
wondrous home-land, a place that was theirs done.

Not every df on Faerun applauded this vison. Tensons between the Ilythiiri and the fair eves of
the north were increesing with each season that passed. The decison to exclude the dark-elven mages
from this great spell-tapestry only served to increase the animogity between the races. Yet the Gold
elves, in particular, were adamant. They would create an idand kingdom. This place, which the ora-cles
had named Evermeet, was to be a place where no dark df might follow, a haven for the children of
Corellon Larethian. The dark-elven followers of the goddess Eilistraee found in this a particularly
poignant irony, but their voices were drowned by the indgtent chorus of Gold eves seeking a return to
the glories of Fagerie.

There were dso protests from those who studied the ancient lore, for they were made unessy by
the taes their ancestors had passed down through the centuries. The story of lost Tintageer, destroyed by
a sodl so powerful that its wake could swalow a mighty idand, was told as a cautionary tade in every
village. But mogt of the dves thought of this as little more than a legend. And even if it were true, what
hed that to do with them? They had complete confi-dence in their magic, and in the visons of the elders
who saw an idand homeand as the Peopl€e's true destiny.

Fndly the day came for the spdl to be cast. In the quiet hours before dawn, the magi came in
glence to the tower and took their gppointed places to await the arriva of the df who would channd and
shape the cading.

Long ago, lots had been cast under the prayerful guid-ance of a smilar gathering of dven priests.
They had chosen an df to act as Center—the mage who would gather the threads of magic from al parts
of the cirdle and focus it into a Sngle purpose.

Oddly enough, the person chosen for this task was not at the time a mage a dl, but adip of a
girl, awild df maiden known only as Starleaf. She accepted her destiny willingly enough, and though it
saddened her to leave the forest behind, she was a diligent student and she took well to her training by
the Magi. There was not an df among the gathering who would not admit, however grudgingly, that
Starleaf was the best and most powerful Center they had ever known.

The forest df took her place in the middle of the tower floor and began the long, dow meditation
that enabled her to reach out to and find the place on the Weave that belonged to each of the magi in the
Tower. Eyes closed, she turned dowly as she gathered each thread of magic and let it flow through her
into a Ingle place of power. In her mind's vison, she could see the shimmering weave as dearly asif it
were etched in the night sky. When dl the eves were fully attuned, Starleaf began the greet chant.

Like the wave of a mighty ocean, the cadence of the chant rose and fdl as the eves gathered in
the power of the Weave and shaped it to their will. On and on they chanted, throughout that day and into
the long night. As the Day of Birthing dawned, the spell began to approach its apex. The very Tower
shuddered as the force of the magic drawn from the Weave itdf flowed through the gathered magi.
Utterly caught up in the cagting, the magi did not at first notice that the flow of power was taking on a
momentum of its own.

Starlesf fdt it fird. The eves did not merdy use the Weave, they were part of it—and she fdt the
souls of the High Magi begin to rip periloudy free of the fabric of life

At that moment, the casting was completed. Y et the flood of magic power went on and on, and
the elves could not come free of it.

The Tower shook asif it were being tossed like a toy between two titanic gods, and the roar and
shriek of the unleashed spdl melded with the cacophony outside the Tower. With her heightened senses,
Starledf fdt the agony of the land as tremor after tremor ripped through it. She saw the one land of
Faerun sundered, and vagt portions of it swept away, tearing agan and agan as they went to leave
scatterings of idands upon the once-pristine ocean. She saw the destruction of great cities, the collgpse of
mountain ranges into the sea, the flooding tides that swept away terrified People and crea-tures on a



hundred newborn shores. All this she saw, for a this moment Starleaf was utterly one with the Weave.

And yet, she stood done. The mortd forms of the magi had been consumed by the magic, and
their life essence was caught up in it, lending fud to the cataclysm they had unleashed.

But Starleaf could 4ill envison the faint, glowing lines of the web of magic they had fashioned.
She cupped her hands before her, summoning the power that once had been the High Magi of Faerun.
She cdled to them, plead-ed, entreated, and demanded, usng dl the Art to which she had devoted her
life. She dung to them as they faded inexorably away.

But as the find glimmer of their collective light faded from her mind, as darkness blotted out even
the bright pattern of the Weave, Starleaf's lagt thought was of the ancient forest, the homeand that she
hed left behind in her duty to create another.

When Starleaf awoke, she was lying on the cold floor of the dark and slent Tower. She dragged
hersdf up, trying vainly to push through the haze of pain and utter exhaus-tion that gripped her. The firg
thought that came to her was that the Gathering had failed.

As the dull roar faded from her head, she caught a sound that no ear could hear—a dlent hum
beside her.

Starleaf blinked away the spinning lights that whirled before her eyes and focused on the object.

In a shdlow bowl that looked asif it had been carved from a sngle blue-green gem was planted
a gndl tree—a tiny mature oak, perfect in minigure and glimmering with tiny green and gold leaves.
Wonderingly, Starleaf touched afinger to the slvery bark, and fdt a nearly over-wheming surge of love
and recognition. She indinctively knew that within the tree dwelt the souls of the High Magi, and they
were content.

"But how can that be?' she murmured. "Contentment, when we have faled?'

"Not s0," said agentle voice behind her. "At leadt, not utterly.”

Starleaf turned, and her eyes widened in awe and terror. Standing before her were two
golden-haired elves, too beautiful to be mortd beings. The mae was dressed in armor, and lights swirled
like dizzy stars within the won-drous sword that hung a his Sde. His femde counterpart, glorioudy
gowned and shining with gems the color of garlight, stepped forward and lifted the stunned forest df to
her feet.

Starleaf knew without doubt that she beheld the most powerful of the even gods, and she sank
into a deep reverence.

"Rise, and ligen to what we have come to say. You were chosen for this task under our
guidance" the goddess Angharradh told her. "Once, in a land devoted to my worship, the priest and
meges cast a el that nearly destroyed them dl. There are some things the gods cannot prevent, for to
do so would be to take dl choice from the hands of their morta children. Yet this time, we did what we
could. With your hep."

Thedf looked to thetiny tree. "What isthis?

"The Tree of Souls'" Corellon Larethian told her sober-ly. "Guard it wdl, for it will play an
important part in ensuring thet the People have a home upon this world. Keep it safe on Evermest, in a
hidden place.

Hope brightened Starlesf's eyes. "Evermeet? It exists? Where isit?"

Corellon touched a finger to the df's forehead. Indant-ly she saw in her mind's eye a Sinning
world, upon which she recognized the torn and scattered remnants of what had been Faerun, the one
land. Glowing like an emerdd in the sea was a smdl idand, separated from land masses on ether Sde by
vadt expanses of water. And even as she watched, the tattered Weave began to repair itsdf—dimmer
over much of the world, true, but bright and fair upon the idand.

Then Starlesf was on the idand itsdf. Its beauty brought tears to her eyes, for here was
evaything an df could desre deep and ancient forests, rich glades, laugh-ing rivers, prigine white
shores, the company of both forest creatures and meagica beings, and ajoyful, vibrant magic that filled the
ar like sunlight.

Starleaf touched the Tree of Souls, wishing to share this vison with the elves who died to bring it
into being.



"We succeeded, after dl," she murmured joyfully.

"As to that, | am not so certain," Angharradh sad stern-ly. "When you go from this tower, you
will quickly see what | mean. Have you any concept how many of the People lie dead? How utterly
changed is the world?

"Itis true that Evermeet isin part the result of the magic you and yours tore from the Weave of
Life But that aone would have not availed—too much of the power of the casting was drawn off by the
degtruction that resulted. For lack of a better explanation, you might say that Evermeet is a piece of
Arvandor, a bridge between the worlds—and the combined work of mortal elves and their gods. Do not
take too much of the credit upon yoursdf—and neither should you take dl the blame" the goddess
added in a softer tone. "What was done, was destined. It is your part to see that the People find thar
way to this hard-won homeland.”

Starleaf nodded. "1 will plant the Tree of Souls on Ever-meet with my own hands," she vowed.

"Not s0," Corellon cautioned her. "Guard it and protect it, yes. But the Tree of Souls has another
purpose. A time may come when dves wish to return to the mainland, or perhaps, they may have no
choice but to return. Within this tree lies the power of High Magic, a power that even now is fading from
the land. In time, only on Evermeet will such magic be cast. The souls within this tree, and those of the
eves yet unborn who will yet chose to enter it rather than return to Arvandor, will grant the People a
second chance upon Faerun. Once this treeis planted it will never be moved again. The power within will
enable the dves to cast High Magic within the shadow of the tree, which will grow in Sze and power with
each year that passes.

"Remember what | have told you, and pass on my words to he who takes the guardianship of the
tree from your hands™ Corellon told her sternly. "The Tree of Souls must not be taken lightly, or planted
onawhim."

"I will remember," the df promised. And as she did, she dlently prayed that the need to plant the
Tree of Souls would never come a al. Her heart and soul sang with the vison that was Evermest, and
the sure knowledge that nothing this Side of Arvandor could take its place in the hearts of the People.

10
Returning Home

Despite the ravages that occurred during the Sundering, the ven People dowly rebuilt. In time,
they once agan thrived upon the many and varied lands of what had once been Faerun. The old name
remained, but it came to describe only one expanse of land.

Hundreds of dven communities were log in the chaos and destruction of the Sundering; others
were changed for-ever. The forest community of Sharlarion, however, was one of the few that survived
nealy complete. These fortu-nate elves increased their number and spread into the surrounding forests
and hills and lowlands, in time creating a kingdom which was known as Aryvandaar.

It was an age of powerful magic, and throughout Ary-vandaar the towers of the High Magi
dotted the land like buttercups upon a summer meadow. Many were the great works of magic that these
mighty Circles created: wegpons of war, statues of the gods that sang to greet the dawn or that danced in
the darlight, gems that stored mighty spdlls. Perhaps the most powerful of dl these works were the
meagica gates that linked the mainland communities to Evermest.

Although most of the elves were content with their homes, Evermeet was dways on their minds
The idand homeand formed an enormous part of ther dven identity, as wel as each df's persona
dedtiny. "May you see Ever-medt," was an oft-spoken blessing, for it wished the recipi-ent a long morta
lifewhich would end at atime and place of that df's choice. Indeed, many dves made a pilgrimege to the
dven idand before answering the cal to Arvandor.

Despite the importance of Evermeet in the hearts and minds of the People, the Council of Elders
decreed that the time for actua settlement of the idand had not yet come. There were other concerns that
kept the dvesfully occu-pied on the mainland.



At this time, the Gold eves widlded most of the power in Aryvandaar, though seats on the
Coundil of Elders were held by worthy members of dl the far races of dves. These Gold rulers were
proud of their kingdom's accomplish-ments, and eager to expand their territory so that the wonders of
Aryvandaar could be increased and shared. What began as a grand vison, however, dowly degenerated
into waves of brutal and bitter warfare,

For centuries, the Crown Wars ravaged the land from the northernmost forests to the sun-baked
southlands. So vast and widespread was the destruction that Aryvandaar's continued glory—indeed, her
veary existence—began to seem less than certain.

Compounding the elves woes, a new and powerful god-dess had risen to power in the south, a
dark goddess who seemed intent upon the utter destruction of the fair races of eves. On her command,
the llythiin began to press north in large numbers, cregping through tunnes and fissures that the
Sundering had created in the depths beneath the surface world.

Asthe llythiin moved into the heart of the hills and mountains, they were met with resistance by
many of the dwarven clans who for untold centuries had [abored to create order out of the chaos of their
underground world. Long and bitter were the battles between these races, and many of the dwarves
were dain. Some of the stout folk fled north, and sought a new homein the hills of Aryvandaar. These the
elves welcomed, dbeit cautioudy. Aryvandaar had been badly weakened, and even dwarven dlies were
preferred to the fate that many of the Elders feared—the utter destruction of the ancient kingdom.

The time was ripe for Evermeet to become a redim, one to which the eves could escape if need
be, a haven that they could readily defend. And so the Council chose severd noble dans to begin the
Settlement of their dven homeland.

As dl anticipated, House Durothil was the firg to be sdlected. The lot fdl dso to two other
powerful Gold df clans, Evanara and Alenuath. Of the Moon df houses, Amaillis, Moonflower, and
LeQuedle were chosen. It was the task of each individud house so honored to select those members
who would go to Evermeet and those who would remain behind. Nor were these nobles the only eves
s0 chosen: Each family brought servants from among the common folk, warriors taken for the most part
from less-powerful clans who owed fedty to the great noble families and a number of eves who
possessed killsin various nec-essary crafts. Cobblers, coopers, gem amiths and hawk masters were as
important to the idand kingdom as the nobles who would govern and protect them.

After much debate, it was decided that Evermeet would be governed by its own Coundil of
Elders. Each of the noble dans would have two seats. The head of the councll was to be Keishara
Amaillis aHigh Mage who was accounted a worthy descendant of the famous Silver df hero. Although
many of the Gold df families were disappointed that this honor did not fdl to their house, most agreed
that Kelshara was the mogt suitable choice for the role of High Counselor—and the one mogt likely to be
accepted by Gold and Silver dves dike.

On the appointed day, a large band of settlers—some two hundred elves—headed westward.
They traveled lightly, taking necessities for the journey, as wel as a number of unique, inherited items
such as lore books, magicd weapons, and fine musicd ingruments. The resources of Evermeet would
provide that which they needed, and the dves were confident that they would soon build a city to riva
any in Aryvandaar. Indeed, the idand was not utterly devoid of even presence. Wild dves had lived on
Evermeet since the day of its creation, many centuries past. According to the priests of the Sddarine, the
gods had ordained that it should be so. The forest eves would live in harmony with the land—and dso
atune the Weave to a uniqudy even cadence. The idand required the presence of Gold and Siver dves
to refine and structure that magic.

From one new moon to the next, the chosen dves trav-eled westward. Findly they heard the
murmur of the sea, and they made ther way south dong a high and rock-strewn coast until a sngle
enormous mountain loomed before them.

Inthis place, a plain nestled between two forests, was a fine deep water harbor. Sea-going dves
often put in to land here, mooring their ships to undersea piers with the hep of the mefolk and the Sea
eves that lived dong the coast.

The Aryvandaar eves looked with great interest upon the seagport. Unlike the cities of



Aryvandaar, there was little to diginguish this place from the wilderness sur-rounding it. Indeed, for a
wanderer who happened upon this place, there was nathing to see at dl. But among the ves there were
some who had traveled to the spring faire, and who knew how quickly a teeming marketplace could
spring up in the shadow of the mountain. An ancient dwarven kingdom honeycombed the mountain, and
halflings lived in the hills and forests beyond. Even a few humean traders from the primitive tribes to the far
north ventured down to the harbor marketplace when the worst of the ice flows mdted from the sea. But
it was high summer now, and even the ships that would carry them to Evermeet were hidden away in the
Sea caves to the south.

The dves didn't have to wait long for the firg vessel to break the endless blue of sea and sky.
Rdim Durothil watched with awe as the dven ship swept into the harbor. It was a graceful vessH
fashioned of light wood, with a prow shaped like the head of a gigantic swan. The twin sals rose like
wings over the curve of the rall; indeed the entire ship seemed poised asif to take flight.

Rolim's heart quickened with excitement. This was the adventure, the opportunity, for which he
hed waited his entire life. He was the third son of the Durathil patriarch, and as such did not stand to
inherit pogition and power in Aryvandaar. What he possessed, he had earned for him-sdf with his sword
and by hiswits. As a warrior, a sur-vivor of the terrible Crown Wars, he was not without wedth and
honor of his own. And now he who had fought to expand the kingdom of Aryvandaar was on his way to
caving his own place from the wilderness of Evermeet.

Ever snce the choice for High Councilor had been announced, Ralim had been quigly furious
that this honor had falen to a Slver df. Thistitle should have been his by right of birth and by virtue of his
tdents and accomplish-ments. A Durcthil should rulein Evermeet. In Rolim's mind, it was that Smple.

He cast a sddong glance at Keishara Amarillis, who stood with her hands on her narrow hips
and her eyes fixed on the approaching ship. She was not young—per-haps in her fifth or sxth century of
life—but she was comey enough: dender and tdl, with a direct gray-eyed gaze and the fiery locks
characterigtic of her clan. Hers were cropped short, and they clustered about her findy molded head in a
tight cap of bright curls.

As he appraised the High Councilor, Raim began to con-sider a possible side route to power.
He had enjoyed in his travels the company of an impressve number of far maid-ens, and he prided
himsdf upon his kil in the fine art of wenching. This over-ripe beauty would fdl into his hand dl the
fagter for the time shed spent upon the vine. She would be easy enough to conquer, and then to
influence...

Asif drawn by his musngs, Keishara turned and looked directly into his intense and unguarded
stare. Ralim sus-pected that his thoughts were written dl too clearly upon his face. Wdl, litle harm done,
he thought, brushing aside his momentary touch of embarrassment. Although he had not meant to start his
campaign for Keishara's favor in so blunt a manner, perhaps it was wel to give her something to ponder
during the sea voyage.

But Keishara did not flush or amper, as did the village maids whom Rolim had charmed by the
score. If anything, she looked mildly amused.

Amusd!

At that moment, Rolim Durothil declared war—a pri-vate and hidden war, but none the less
serious. No df of the Amaillis dan would lord it over him with impunity. He had thought to dlow
Keishara to retain her place of honor; that was smply out of the question now. He would rule, by
whatever means came most reedily to hand.

A tentative hand upon his deeve shattered his dark thoughts. Ralim spun and stared down & his
espoused wife, a nondescript, mouse-colored creature from some lesser branch of the Moonflower clan.
She was a High Mage, supposedly, and since Ralim had little megica apti-tude of his own to pass down
to his children, his father had suggested that he take a wife whose strengths compli-mented his own. Even
though she was not of the Gold df people, Rolim had agreed because there was a certain wisdom in
what his father suggested. If the Durothils of Evermeet were to grow in power and influence, they would
need to breed magic into the line. Even <0, if Ralim had seen the wench before he Sgned the papers of
betrothal, he might not have been so quick to reach for the quill.



"My lord Ralim," she began in an gpologetic tone.

"What is it, my lady—" He broke off suddenly, for his future wifeés name nimbly avoided his
tongue, o absorbed was he with his ambitions.

The df woman flushed but did not comment on this lack. "Our escort is ready to ferry us to the
ghip," she said, gesturing to a smdl boat and the two Sea eves who await-ed them &t the oars.

Ralim's future wife amiled at the strange-looking df who helped them aboard. "Our thanks,
brother. You and your kinfalk are kind to see the People of Aryvandaar to our new home. If ever there
comes a time when you require the services of a land-dwelling df, please cdl upon our family. This is
Radlim Durathil, who is to be my lord hus-band. And |," she said with a pointed glance at the Gold df,
"am the mage Ava Moonflower."

A gmile twitched at the corner of Ralim's lips. Perhaps the wife foisted upon him by dan and
councl was not quite the mouse she appeared to be. Certainly she seemed to charm the Sea-elven
servants. And she was not entirely without appeal, with her enormous grave, gray eyes and the abundant
har that was not quite slver, but rather the soft gray hue of a kitten's fur. Nor did she appear quite so
colorless, with that dight flush of pique resting upon her cheeks.

Perhaps, mused Ralim Durathil as he gazed upon his future wife, this sea journey would be more
interesting than he had anticipated.

The voyage to Evermeet was long, but the first handful of days passed by without incident. In
fact, the eves of Aryvandaar had little to do. The ship was ably crewed by a large number of Sea dves
who took turns tending the onboard duties and scouting ahead for danger in the sea below. Only the
ship's captain was aland-dwelling df, a Moon df commoner whose name Rdlim never bothered to learn.

For the mogt part, the future patriarch of Evermeet's Durothil dan spent his time meking subtle
liaisons with the other Gold dven families. These nobles devoted end-less hours to drawing up plans for
the aty that they would build. Since Rolim's dan was the most prominent house among them, the others
seemed willing enough to accept his lead and fdl in line with his suggestions,

What Ava Moonflower did during the day, Rdim did not know or particularly care. At night, she
took her revery belowdecks, in the company of the femae travelers. There was little privacy aboard the
ship, and Durothil knew that thelr time as husband and wife would not begin until they reached the dven
homeland. What he did not expect, how-ever, was the impatience he was beginning to fed whenev-er he
caught a glimpse of his future wifestiny form. Nor did he expect Avas pae, serious face to intrude upon
his revery and sweeten to find itsway into his dreams of ambi-tion and glory.

Late one night, Rolim was pulled from his revery by an unusud break in the lulling rhythm of the
ship's move-ment. He sat upright, noting that athough the ship pitched restlesdy, there were no sounds of
ran or wind.

Curious, he snatched up his cloak and sword belt, then dimbed the ladder to the deck. A few
tense and watchful deckhands stood at the rails, their faces grave and their webbed hands dutching ready
wegpons. A few of the Ary-vandaar dlves, dill heavy-eyed from deep, clustered together. It occurred to
Radlim that these represented dl the High Magi aboard ship. Among them was Ava, her mass of pae har
untied and blowing about her like asmdl storm cloud.

Rdim hurried over to the mages. He took his future wifé's am and drew her away from the
others. "What is happening?' he demanded.

"The ship is under attack,” she murmured, paying him scant heed. Her troubled gaze lingered
upon the grim-faced spellcasters. "We stand ready to form a Circdleif need be. You must let me return to
the others—I am Center."

" o'

The dishdlief in his voice brought a flame to Avas cheeks. Her chin lifted as she met his eyes.
"Yes, |. Thiswould not be my firg battle, though | am certain that dso surprises you." Her ire faded
ingantly and her atention returned to the cluster of mages. "Alas, the magi can attack only if the enemy
breaks though our defenses and dtrikes the ship itsdf! | only wish there was something we could do now
to ad the sea folk who fight for ug"

"They are paid wel for ther efforts” Rolim noted. "And it ssems to me thereislittle you could do



to affect a battle you cannot see. Save your magic to ad those for whom it was intended, Lady Mage,
and don't waste time or thought upon those two-legged fish."

Avass eyes kindled with wrath. Her hand flashed forward and dapped Raim squardly in the face
with a force that snapped his head panfully to one side. Before he could think better of it, Rolim's warrior
indincts took over and he struck back.

He never got close. The tiny femae caught his wris with both hands and spoke a sngle terse
word. The next ingtant, Rolim, a seasoned Gold df warrior, was flat on his back on the hard wood of the
deck and his future wife's knee was pressed hard at his throat.

"The next words you say againg any of the People will be the last you utter,” Avainformed himin
a soft, even tone. "All of those upon this ship were chosen by lot, under the eyes of the gods, and we
each have a purpose and a destiny. But you will not bring the turmoil and destruction of the Crown Wars
to this new land, this| swear before dl the godd! If you try, | will fight you at every turn, my lord.”

And then she was gone. Ralim scrambled to his feet and scanned the deck with furtive eyes. No
one, it seemed, had noticed his humiliation at the hands of his as-yet undamed wife. All were intent upon
dragging aboard the wounded Sea dves who had floated to the moonlit surface.

Near the far rail, Avakndt at the Sde of a dying femae warrior, her pale hands trying in van to
hold together the ggping folds of the sea woman's desth wound. Tears spilled down the mage's cheeks,
but her voice was strong and cdming as she sang the ancient prayers that guided the war-rior's soul to
Arvandor, the home of dl eves, just as Evermeet mus be.

As Rdim watched the Siver df mage a her sdfless, hearfdt labors, he fdt a sudden wrenching
pan, asif some-thing broke free from around his heart. Warmth and light flowed in, bringing a peace tha
he had never known he lacked.

Without hestation, Rolim reached into his bag for the heding potion that every warrior of
Aryvandaar carried, hislagt and persond savation in the event of battle gone awry. He went to Ava and
handed her the priceless vid.

"For our people,” he said softly.

For just an ingtant, her gaze dung to his, but in that brief time Rdim saw in her gray eyes the
measure of what he might become. It was a very different image from that which his ambitions had
fashioned, but he was nonetheless content.

And at that moment, though many days would yet pass before he walked upon its shores, Rolim
Durathil truly came home to Evermeet.

The goddess Lloth wasin a quandary. For centuries she had preyed upon the eves of Aber-toril,
and had found it to be an occupation much to her liking.

Lloth s8dom remembered that she had once cdled the god Vhaeraun her son. Now he was
merdy ariva. Asfor Eilistraee, Lloth never wasted a thought upon the girl one way or another. The Dark
Maiden lived much as she had in long-ago Arvandor: She'd taken to the forest, where by dl accounts she
squandered her scant store of godly magic in aid of logt travelers and dven hunters.

Lloth preferred the burgeoning cities of southern Faerun, where turmoail and intrigue bred like lice.
She was aso growing fond of the dark and twisted tunnds that seemed fashioned for the express
purpose of hoard-ing treasure, $aging ambush, and engaging in other ddightful clandestine activities.
After the dulling same-ness of the Abyss, the sammeing conflict between the llythiiri and Cordlon's
fair-skinned children was a brac-ing tonic. The Crown Wars had been a source of dark joy. All things
considered, Lloth had not been as happy for millennia

She was of mixed mind, however, concerning the matter of the Sundering. The mortd body of
KaNarlist had been swept away by the terrible floods, and the won-drous city of Atorrnash reduced to
legend. Lloth did not mourn the loss of her consort, for she had long ago tired of him. Maes, she
concluded, were not worth the bother. She did not regret the loss of KalNarlist's person, though she rued
the loss of that wondrous vest of Sea ven magic. There was the possibility that KaNarlist had managed
to capture his own essence in one of his dark pearls. Lloth did not like the idea thet the find fate of the
maevolent, ambitious entity was not atogether certain.



Other effects of the Sundering aso brought mixed emo-tions to the goddess. On the one hand, it
had destroyed many of her worshipers. Yet for each of her eves that had tumbled into the sea or been
crushed by fdling stone, at least three of Vhaeraun's followers had perished. Lloth reigned supreme
among the dark eves gods.

Thuswas victory won on any battlefield, as Lloth knew wdl. The lagt few centuries had left her
with considerable expertise in the art and practice of even warfare.

So intriguing was this new hobby that she had aban-doned atogether her ancient craft of weaving
enchanted tapestries. Living beings made more interesting threads for her looms, and the ever changing
webs they wove were infinitdy more gppeding to the dark goddess than the well-ordered degtinies she
had once fashioned and fostered for her dark even charges. Her time in the Abyss had given her a taste
for chaos.

She was not pleased, however, about this matter of an dven homdand. Lloth might be barred
from Arvandor, but there was no place upon this world that she would suffer to remain beyond the
grasping hands of her dark followers.

Ye try as she might, Lloth could devise no way to grike againg the idand. She hersdf was
barred from Evermeet as surdly as she was from Arvandor; the same magicd barriers that protected the
Sacred Forest of Olympus from evil gods aso warded the even idand.

Thisangered Lloth, for it was but one more inault to come from the hands of Corellon Larethian.
The dark goddess vowed thet, in time, she would find a way to destroy Evermeet. This god became a
focus, a receptacle for dl her ancient animogty toward the even god.

There were, however, other matters that absorbed Lloth's immediate atention. The dark eves
had been driven below ground. There was new territory to conquer, new megic to learn. The
descendants of KaNarlist and Lloth were now cdled drow, and they were as evil and fearsome a people
as Lloth could have desired. In time, they would become powerful enough to emerge from tharr dark
world and reclam the whole of Aber-toril. In time, the drow would bring about the utter destruction of
Cordlon's children upon the mainland. When that was accomplished, when the eves of Evermeet stood
utterly done, it would be a amdl matter for her followers to invade and overtake the idand, no matter
how enchant-ed it might be. Yes, Lloth had much to accomplish in the warrens and caverns of the great
Underdark.

In the meanwhile, LIoth needed an agent to work on her behdf on the surface world. The Ilythiiri
raders who had pressed into the far north often brought back taes of bar-barian tribes of
humans—fearful warriors who worshiped totem beasts—and oftentimes of the Beast Lord who
com-manded them. It seemed that Maar, her old acquaintance, was beginning to enjoy a bright turn of
fortune.

Perhaps, LIoth mused, it was time to pay a vigt to the Great Hunter, and to light once again the
fire of vengeance in his heart. Let him spend his drength and his efforts on bedeviling the "dven
homdand" while she occupied hersdf esewhere.

And why not? Provided that she prodded him in the right direction, Maar was resourceful
enough to do justice to the task. Lloth had little fear that the Beast Lord would complete the task and
ged her moment of vengeance, for though he had grown in cunning and strength since his attack upon
Corellon, Maar definitdy lacked the power to chdlenge aone the forces of the Seldarine.

Even 50, a few centuries of torment at the hands ol tne Beast Lord would make the eventud
conquest of Evermeet dl the easier.



3rd day of Ches, 1368 DR

To Danilo Thann, beloved nephew of my beloved Khelben, does Laeral Slverhand
Arunsun send fond greetings.

Dan, my love! Thank you for your letter, and for the wonderfully silly ballad you composed
for me. You will never know how gladly | welcomed every foolish line, for my visit to Evermeet
has not otherwise been filled with mirth.

Do not misunderstand me—I consider myself fortunate to be among the handful of
humans allowed on Evermeet. You know, of course, of my long-standing friendship with
Evermeet's queen. Nor am | the only one of the Seven Ssters who has had dealings with Queen
Amlaruil. My sister Dove's son was fostered here, kept safe from the many who would harm him
to strike at Dove. He was raised in the ways of the elven folk, and is now living in peace and
honor as a ranger in the wilds near Shadowdale. What you do not know is that my own child also
found a haven on the elven idand.

| wish | could have seen your face as you read that last line. You did not know | had a
child, | suppose. Very few people do. | thought it would be better so. What | did not anticipate—
and should have—was that my wild and beau-tiful Maura would find a way to thrust hersalf into
general knowledge. That she did so unwittingly makes the situation all the more difficult.

But | am putting the tail before the teeth. | shall start again, this time at the beginning.

You know my story better than most. For many years | trav-eled with the adventuring
party known as the Nine. We found an artifact, the Crown of Horns, and | in my pride decided
that my powers of will and magic were sufficient to counter the evil | sensed within it. | wore the
Crown, and it claimed me as its own. Years went by, terrible years during which | lost Laeral and
became the Wild Woman, the Witch of the North. | remember little of those years, which in many
ways is a bless-ing. But there were things lost to me that | would give cen-turies of my life to
recall. One of these is Maura.

| do not remember her begetting. | cannot tell you who her father was, nor do | remember
the months that | car-ried her. Of her birth, | can tell you little more. All | recall is a terrible storm
outside my cave, a soothing voice nearby, and the fierce piping cries of a baby whose face |
cannot recall. My sister Dove found me in travail and tended me, and then took the babe to
Evermeet for protec-tion and fosterage. In my terrible madness, | could not care for her, and no
one on Faerun dared to do so. No one knew what influence the Crown of Horns might have had
on this poor babe. Such was the legacy | gave my child.

But Maura thrived on Evermeet. Any taint she might have taken from the evil artifact was
cleansed by the heal-ing magic of that fair land. She grew up fierce and wild as any forest €f, yet
always and entirely her own person. Among the elves, she stands out like a scarlet rose among
snowdrops—vivid and startling in her bright beauty. She did not inherit the silver hair common to
me and my sisters, sheis as dark as | am fair, and even more exotic in appearance. There is no
telling what Maura's sre might have been. Her pale bronze skin and lavish curves suggest
southern blood, her sharp cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes hint at elven ancestry—although
that she might as well have gotten from me. She has, | blush to confess, a bit of my own vanity
and love of drama. Maura is often flamboyant in her ways and her dress. Other than her love of
swordcraft—she is a notable fighter—she has little in common with the elves. In fact, | had
traveled to Evermeet this time with the thought to bring her home at last, now that she is a
woman grown.

To my dismay, | found that my restless and impatient Maura no longer wished to leave.
She has fallen in love with an elf—an elf whose name and rank decree that nothing but grief can
come of their union. You have come to know this ef of late through your letters. Lamruil, Prince
of Evermeet.

| need not tell you how ill content Queen Amlaruil is with this news. You know full well that
she lost her best-loved daughter, Amnestria, to the love of a human. For many years, the queen
refused to acknowledge the exis-tence of Amnestria’s half-elven daughter. Even now, while she



privately speaks well of Arilyn, she does not and cannot acknowledge your wife as her kin, nor
can she allow her upon the elven idand. The elves of Evermeet, particularly the Gold elves, would
see Arilyn's presence as a terrible threat to all they hold dear—all the more so, for her royal
blood. Do not for a moment think that my per-sonal friendship with the queen, or my status as
Elf-friend, or even the fact that | am numbered among the Chosen of Mystra make my daughter
an acceptable mate for a prince of Evermeet. Maura would bear him half-elven children, and that
would be accounted a tragedy.

In your letter, you asked me to give you some insight into why the elves shun those of
mixed blood. This is a dif-ficult question, but the answer says much about the nature and the
minds of Evermeet's elves.

You love a half-elf, so you have seen something of the grief common to these beings who
live between two worlds. So also have I, for my mother was half-elven. So desperate was she for a
place of her own, that she joyful-ly surrendered herself as avatar to Mystra that her chil-dren
might become—Ilike hersalf—something both more and less than human.

| am accepted on Evermeet, but only because my elven heritage is not apparent—Ilost,
perhaps, beneath the mantle of Chosen of Mystra. For love of me, Amlaruil accepted Dove's child
and mine in fosterage, but only with the understanding that their elven blood would be a matter of
deepest secrecy.

Let me tell you the story of how Amlaruil and | first met. It was in revery—that elven state
of wakeful dreamring that is more restful than deep. As a child, | often went into revery. It was
not so much a nap for me as an adven-ture. Even then, the silver fires of Mystra burned bright
within me, and | was able to do things that no fully human mage can accomplish. In revery, |
often dipped into the Weave itself, and | sensed the beings who make up its warp and weft. Most
of these were elven, of course—human mages use the Weave, but elves are a part of it in ways
that no human can fully understand.

On one such journey, | met Amlaruil. Now, understand that Amlaruil's tie to the Seldarine
isas strong as mine to Mystra. She was surprised to meet a child in revery, astonished that one so
young possessed so much power. We met often after that first time, and became closer than sisters
before ever we set eyes upon each other.

| remember my first trip to Evermeet. Amlaruil sent me an elfrune, a ring that would
enable me to travel to Evermeet with a thought. | will never forget the look of utter befuddlement
on her face when she beheld me for the first time.

You know what she saw—a girl taller than most men but dight of form, with silver-green
eyes and an abun-dance of slver hair. | am different from most women, per-haps, but I am
recognizably a human woman. For the first and last time, | saw the future Queen of All Elves
utterly lose her composure.

"You are N'Tel-Quess!" she blurted out, charmingly referring to me asa "Not Person.”

"I am Laeral,” | responded. In my mind, that was all and enough. | am as| am, and cannot
be otherwise.

She nodded as if she heard and dimly followed my unspoken reasoning. "But you travel the
Weave. You speak Elvish!”

"My mother was half-elven," | told her, by way of expla-nation for the latter feat.

Her face immediately arranged itself into a polite mask. "Oh, I'm so sorry,” she said with
great feeling.

| burst out laughing—I could not help it. Her tone was precisaly that used by any well-bred
person when told of some personal tragedy or family disgrace. Thus did Amlaruil regard
half-elves. She ill does, | suppose, and in this sheistypical of Evermeet's elves.

What, then, am| to do with my Maura? Sheis as stub-born and headstrong as | am, which
does not bode well for her—or for that matter, for Evermeet. What will occur if Lamruil should
be called upon to take the throne? None of the elves, especially the Gold ef clans, would accept
Maura as queen. In truth, they would be unlikely to accept Lamruil with or without Maura. Like



his love, heis "too human."

Dan, my friend, | fear greatly for the People of Ever-meet. Their splendid isolation is a
delicate and fragile thing. Like you, | fear that it cannot long endure. Change is inexorable,
inevitable. Given time, the waves will wear away the strongest rock. The elves, for all ther
wisdom and despite their long lives, do not fully understand this. Perhaps a union between
Lanmruil and Maura would force them to see what isall around them.

Or perhaps it will only speed what many elves fear most of all—the end of Evermeet, the
twilight of the elves.

Oh, Dan, I wish | knew. And while I'm in the business of wishing, | wish | could have kept
my baby Maura, | wish | had raised her myself away from this seemingly inviolate but fragile
idand. | wish that | had taken her away sooner, before her wild beauty caught Lamruil's eye. And
| wish you were here, to tell me stories and sing me silly songs and make me laugh as you always
do.

| fear that my letter has done little to answer your questions. But perhaps my story has cast
some light on the character of Evermeet. The elves created Evermeet because they wish to remain
what they are. But their history is a constant struggle between those who cling to ancient
traditions, and those whose bold innovations have shaped Evermeet. Even the monarchy was
once aradical idea. There are 4till those who consider it so, and who secretly long for the return
of the ancient council. Thus it continues—the battle between constancy and change.

You will see this thread running through all of elven history. Nowhere is it more apparent
than on Evermeet. And nowhere is it more flagrantly confronted than in the person of a half-elf.
Start there, then, to understand the nature of this land.

| will return to Waterdeep soon—without Maura, | fear. In the meanwhile, kiss your uncle
Khelben for me. It will irritate him, and thus amuse you. This, | hope, will help put you in the
proper frame of mind to sing me into better humor. Speaking of which, be prepared to do your
best—and your worst. After my time here, | feel in dire need of a rousing rendition of "Sune and
the Satyr.” Indeed, | could emulate the revels described therein, and not fully blunt the edge of my
current despair. Tell me—do you think Khelben might be persuaded to participate? No, | didn't
think so either.

With fondest regards, Laeral

Prelude

The Fall of Twilight
13th day of Mirtul, 1369 DR

Prince Lamruil sauntered into the vast hdl where his mother held court, wel aware of the many
pairs of disgpproving eyes that fol-lowed him.

He had not been long in Evermest—at Queen Amlauil's indstence, he had taken to the
main-land on an adventure for which he had little heart. The time awvay had been more eventful, the task
given im more compdling, than he had anticipated. Y et his mother's hope—that Lamruil's absence might
dm the passon that he shared with Maura—had been unredized. At least the queen had the satisfaction
of knowing that she had kept word of it from spreading. The gods would bear witness that Lamruil had
done enough aready to scanddize the court.

Since his arivd he had managed to further tarnish his reputation. Seemingly a whim, he'd
decided to take up the study of magic. As a sudent at the Towers, he had man-aged to antagonize a
number of powerful Gold df families What none of these nobles redlized was that he did so ddliberately.
In histravels, Lamruil had observed that some Gold eves on the mainland held onto traditiond, extremist
views. He thought it wise to make some effort to ferret out any on Evermeet that might be alied with
these extremigts. Those who seemed most offended by the Moon df prince's antics were likdy suspects
and worthy of closer, more subtle scrutiny.



Queen Amlaruil knew of Lamruil's tactics, and she did not approve. For that matter, she
approved of little that Lamruil had to do or say these days. He knew with grim certainly that she would
not reish the news that he must give her, and that she would forbid him from doing what he had dready
decided must be done.

The prince strode to the dais and went down on one knee before his mother's throne.

"You are seldom in council, my son,” she said in a voice that betrayed no hint of the curiogty that
Lamruil knew she mudt fed. "Have you given up on the sudy of magic, then, to learn something of
governance?'

"Not exactly,” he sad ruefully. "In truth, | must speak to you on a persona matter. A matter of
congderable ddicacy."

He saw the dmogt imperceptible flicker of her eyelids—for the wondroudy controlled Amlaruil,
that was tantamount to a shriek of panic. She dearly thought, as he meant her to, that this had to do with
his forbidden rdationship with Maura.

The queen politely but briskly cleared the council room. When they were aone, she turned a grim
face to her errant son.

"Please do not tdl me that another haf-elven bastard is about to aully the Moonflower ling" she
sad coldly.

"That would be atragedy indeed,” he returned with equa warmth. "May the gods bear witness to
the fortitude with which we endure the disgrace brought upon us by haf-breed bastards—such as my
sder's daughter Arilyn.”

Amlauil sghed. She and Lamruil had sparred over this matter many times. Never had they come
to aresolu-tion. Never would they.

"Amnedtrids daughter has served the People wel," the queen admitted. "That does not give you
license to increase the number of half-eves”

"Content yoursdlf, then, in knowing thet | have not,” Lamruil said grimly. "The news | bear you is
of far more serious nature.”

The queen's expression hinted that she doubted this.

In response, Lamruil handed her a letter. "This is from Arilyn's husband, whom | cdl not only
nephew, but friend. He is human, but he writes the language well."

Amlauil skimmed the degant Elvish script. She looked up sharply. "Kymil Nimesin has dipped
away from his Harper jalerd How istha possble?!

Lamruil grimaced. "Kymil Nimesin has powerful dlies, unexpected ones. The sages say that Lloth
and Maar once made an dliance againg the People, though they hate each other nearly as much as they
hate the children of Corellon. It appears that they might have done so again.”

The queen's face paed to the color of new snow. "He should have been tried on Evermeet. This
would never have happened!”

"On this, we agree.”

"Where is he now?'

"The Harpers do not know."

"Has he dven dlies Hll? Y ou have been looking for them under every bed in Evermest.”

"A few, dthough none on Evermeet—at least, none that | could pinpoint with certainty,” Lamruil
sad. "On the mainland, definitely. There are dso other troubling dliances. In the past, Kymil has done
business with the Zhentarim. He struck a bargain with the wizards of Thay. To what end, we can only
imegine”

"Yes" the queen said softly. Her eyes filled with a sorrow and loss that the passng of decades
hed not dimin-ished. "I know dl too wel the cost of Kymil Nimesin's ambitions”

The young prince fdt suddenly awkward in the presence of such immense grief. But he placed his
hands on her shoulders and met her eyes. "I will find the traitor, this | swear. One way or another, | will
bring him back to Ever-mest to stand trid."

A chill passed through Amlaruil a these words, like a portent of heartache yet to come. "How
will you find him when the Harpers cannot?'



The prince amiled grimly. "I know Kymil Nimesin. | know what he needs, and where he mugt go
to find it. Ambitions like his need the support of vast wedth. He and | took a fortune that rivas a red
dragon's hoard from the even ruins. Kymil has hidden it, and will try to retrieve it. | will go there and
confront him."

"He might expect you to do this"

"Of course hewill,” Lamruil agreed. "And he will set a trap for me. He will not expect that | will
anticipate this trap, and wak into it of my own will."

Amlauil stared at her son. "Why would you do this?'

"Kymil Nimesin haslittle regard for any Silver df, and holds mein utter contempt,” the prince said
candidly. "He expects me to run bumbling into his traps in defense of queen and country. What he does
not expect, however, is a bumbling prince who offers himsdf as an dly.”

A amdl, sartled cry escaped from the queen’'s mouth. ™Y ou cannot!”

Lamruil winced. "Have you so little regard for me? | would not truly dly mysdf with the traitor
who killed my father and my sger.”

"I never thought you would. Yet | cannot dlow this ruse. If you do this thing, you will never rule
Evermeet after me”

"I never expected to," Lamruil retorted. "llyrana is the her to the throne, and wel loved by the
people. Since | am not burdened by ther regard, | am free to take such risks on their behdf. Let me
learn of Kymil's plan, and undo it from within. | mug,” he said earnestly when the queen began to protest.
"Do you think that a Sngle df, however powerful, would dare act done? If he endeavors to com-plete
the task he has started, be assured thet it will be with the backing of powerful dlies. And such dliances
often set complex events in motion—events that might well continue with or without Kymil Nimesin. No,
| think we must know more.”

The queen's eyes searched his face as if she might find there an argument to refute his words.
Findly she Sghed, defeated.

"Thereistruth, even wisdom, in what you say. Yet | wish there was another who could take up
this task!"

"You fear | am not suited?'

"No," she said softly, sadly. "You done on dl of Evermeet are suited for it. No one ese has your
knowledge of our foe. It isaterrible burden, | think."

"But a needed one" he said.

Amlarull was slent for along moment. "Yes" shesad at last. "Yes, itis”

"I may go, then?' he said in surprise.

To his astonishment, a genuineif somewhat wry smile curved his mother's lips. "Would you have
stayed, had | for-bidden you?'

"No," he admitted.

The queen laughed briefly, then her face turned widful. "You are much like your sdter,
Amnedtria | did not trust her to do what was best for hersdlf and her People. Permit me to learn from my
mistekes"

The implication of her words moved Lamruil deeply. "Are you saying thet you trust mein this?'

Amlauil looked surprised. "Of course | do. Did you not know that? | have dways trusted you.
Despite your mis-chief, there is much of your father in you."

The prince dropped to one knee and took both of her hands in his. "Then trust me until the end of
this, | beg you. Trust me when your councilors tel you that you should not, when your own senses ingst
that you mugt not!"

"Bring Kymil Nimesin to me" the queen said softly.

Lamruil nodded softly. The seeming non sequitur told him that his mother understood what he
intended to do. The risk was enormous, and Amlaruil was no doubt right in saying that even if he
succeeded, he would never be accepted as Evermeet's king. In hismind, that was a smdl enough price to
pay.

"By your leave, then, | will begin."



The queen nodded, then reached out and framed her youngest child's face with her hands. She
leaned forward and kissed his forehead. "You are Zaor's son indeed,” she said softly. "What a king you
would have made!"

"With Maura as my queen?' he teased. Amlaruil grimaced. "I suppose you could not resist that;
even so, you should have made an effort. Go then, and make your farewd|s.”

The young prince rose and bowed deeply. He turned and strode from the palace. He damed his
moon-horse from the groom who held its bridle, and then rode swiftly toward Ruith. In the forests just
south of that fortress city he would find hislove.

No other place on Evermeet suited Maura as wel. Maura had been fostered by the forest eves
of Eagle Hills but now that she was a grown woman, she lived done in the forested peninsula north of
Leuthilspar, inasamdl chamber in the heart of a living tree. The rocky coast, the curtain of snow-crested
mountains that framed the forest, echoed the wildness of her own nature. The proximity of Ruith, a
fortress dity that housed the heart of the dven military, provided her with sparring partners when she
wished a match—which was often. Evenin a society of champions, she was seldom defeated.

She looked up expectantly as Lamruil entered her home. "What have you learned? Can you stop
thisfoolish charade among the aity folk yet?!

During histimein Leuthilspar, Lamruil had ingnuated himsdf into the confidences of certain Gold
eves and given them to know that he was impatient to assume the throne. He had implied that he was
eager to see his mother step down, hinted that he might be willing to fadilitate the same end by other
means. Maura knew these things, and had railed againg them in terms that made Amlaruil's dis-approval
seem apaething.

"I learned a few things" he said vagudly. "At the moment, they are of minor importance. | must
leave Evermeet a once."

He showed her the letter, and told her what he planned to do. He steeled himsdf for the girl's
fury. Maura did not disgppoint him.

"Why mugt you take the trouble and risk to bring this Kymil Nimesin back to Evermeet? Kill him
outright, and have done with it. By dl the gods—he killed your father! The right of vengeance is yours."

For a moment, Lamruil was honestly tempted to do as she urged. "But | am not the only one who
has suffered loss. This matter is for the People to judge. | can best serve them by ddivering the traitor to
their judgment. | mugt aso bide my time, and do what | can to uncover other thresats to the throne.”

Thedf maid's glare faded, pushed aside by dawning apprehension. "Y ou're garting to sound like
aking," she said, her tone wavering between jest and worry.

A huge grin split Lamruil's face. "There are severd thousand eves on this idand who would be
happy to dis-pute that with you," he said without rancor.

"Sill, it is possible.”

Lamruil shrugged, puzzled by her uncharacterigtic gravity. "I am a prince. In theory, yes, it is
possible. But Ilyranais much loved, and will probably take the throne. Even if she declines, it is likdy that
an df from another noble house would be chosen over an untried youth.”

"Perhaps to act as regent in your stead,” Maura persist-ed. "The result would be delayed, but it
would be the same for dl that!"

The prince took her hands in his. "What isthis about, redly?’

Her eyes were fierce when they met his; even so, twin tears glisened in their emerdd depths. "A
king will need a queen. A proper queen.”

For amoment, Lamruil was at aloss for words. He knew the truth behind Mauras words; even if
the nobles accepted him as thar king, they would certainly inds that he take one of thelr own to reign
with him. They would not counte-nance a wild thing like Maura on the throne of Evermeet, not even if
she were fully even. Nor, he redized, would she be long content in the moonstone palace of Leuthilspar.

The prince longed to wipe the dlvery tracks from Mauras cheeks, but he knew with the sure
wisdom of love that she would not thank him for acknowledging her tears.

"Wait here" he said suddenly. Turning from her, he ducked out of the tree and sprinted off into
the forest. In moments he found what he sought—wild laurd. A few flowers Hill dung to the plant, filling



the air with a heady fragrance. He cut a few of the woody vines with his knife and hurriedly fashioned
them into a circlet. The result fdl far short of symmetry, but it would serve.

He returned to the girl and placed the crown of leaves and flowers on her head. "You are the
queen of my heart,”" he said softly. "While you live, | will take no other.”

"And why should you? Y ou've dready taken dl the others" she retorted.

Lamruil lifted one brow. "Isit seemly to bring up my youthful exploits on this our wedding day? |
think not—we are long past such discussions.”

She crossed her arms and glared at him. "'l will not wed you."

Lamruil grinned. Placing afinger under her chin, he raised her stubborn face to his. "Too late" he
sad lightly. "You just did.”

"BU—"

Thedf dilled her protests with a kiss. Maura stiffened but did not pull away. After a moment her
ams twined around his neck, and she returned his kiss with an urgency that bordered on desperation.

Fndly the prince eased out of her embrace. "It is past time. | must go.”

Maura nodded. She walked with him to the forest's edge. She watched as he descended the
steep path to the harbor, and kept watching until Lamruil's ship was little more than a golden dot on the
far horizon. She watched with eyes misted with grief born not only of loss, but understanding.

For thefirg time, she redized the truth of her love. Lamruil was meant to be aking—it was arole
he was growing into, though in ways that few of Evermeet's eves might recognize. The day would come
when he would be ready. And on that day, she would lose im to Evermest.

"Long live Queen Amlaruil,” she whispered with a fervor that had nothing to do with her genuine
respect for Evermeet's monarch.

More than two years passed before Lamruil returned to the idand. To the eves, this was no great
time, but every day, every moment of it weighed heavily upon Maura. She had a task to do. She and
Lamruil were one in ther purpose, and she did her part with a determination that bemused her dven
ingructors. She threw hersdf into sword practice with a fervor that rivded that of the most dedicated
bladesinger. She did so, not only because she was a fighter at heart and because she loved the dance of
battle, but because she, unlike the eves, fully expected a war to come.

And s0 she trained for it, watched for it, lived for it. Even so, when it came, she was unprepared.

They were dl unprepared, the proud eves of Evermeet. The threat came from the place they
least expected, from an enemy that dl assumed was too far removed for con-cern. From Below they
came—the unthinkable. The drow.

The attack came on the northernmogt shore of the idand. Throughout the long autumn night, the
tunnds below the ancient ruins of Craulnober Keep echoed with the clash of weagpons and the fant,
inginctive cries that even the bravest of warriors could not hold back when a blade sank home. But the
sounds had faded into grim silence, sure proof thet the firg battle was nearly over.

Was nearly log.

Reinforcements came from Ruith's Lightspear Keep and from the londy strongholds of the Eagle
Hills Maura came with them, to stand beside the elves who had raised and trained her.

The defenders struggled to regain the ancient castle from the dark-elven invaders that poured
forth like seething, deadly lava from the depths of the stone. The approach of dawn brought a turn in the
tide of battle, for as the drow began to fdl back in anticipation of the coming light, the dves managed to
breach the ancient curtain wall of the keep. With renewed ferocity, the eves took the battle to the dark
eveswho hdd the castle. Many dark bodies lay amid the fdlen of Evermeet. With the coming of dawn,
the surviving drow withdrew to the tunnds from whence they had come.

Too soon, the proud eves counted ther victory. Follow-ing the command of Shonassir Durathil,
they pursued. Nearly dl the eves abandoned their postions on the diffs and hills beyond the castle and
came into the abandoned keep, determined to pursue and destroy the invaders.

No sooner had they entered the wals, however, than the doors swvung shut behind them and
seded so completely that gates and walls seemed to have been mdted into a Sngle, unbroken expanse of
stone.



A cloud of darkness settled over the castle, shrouding the even fighters in an impenetrable mist
and achilling aura of pure evil.

Into this darkness the drow returned, slent and invisble, armed with terrible wespons and
confusng magic. Here and there pinpricks of red light darted about like maevolent will’ owisps. Those
eves who took these to be the drow's heat-sengtive eyes found, in giving chase, that they followed an
illuson. Ther reward was invariably an invisble dagger in the spine, and a fant burst of mocking
laughter—music as beauti-ful and terrible as the fagrie bdlls of the Unsedlie courts.

The dves fought on amid the darkness and despair. They fought bravely and well, but they died
dl the same.

A few of the warriors managed to find their way into the tunnels. These pursued the drow back
toward the idand of Tilrith, through tunnds that hundreds of years of dark dven work and magic hed
reopened.

And in the darkness they died, for in the tunnes beyond the keep lurked the only two creatures
thet were perhaps even more feared than the drow. One of these, a beautiful dark even femae, shrieked
with eation each time one of Cordlon Larethian's children perished.

Lloth had come at lagt to Evermeet. Though megic barred her from setting foot upon the idand
itdf, the tunnels below were hers to command.

No such grictures were placed upon the creature with her, aterrible thing that resembled nothing
30 much as a gigantic, three-legged cockroach. The mon-ster surged toward the keep. Its probing snout
swept dong the tunnd walls, and the ironhard maw churned busly as the creature chisded through the
sone to make way for its bulk. Nearly as large as a dragon and covered with impenetrable armor, the
mongter was one that was dl too familiar to many of Evermeet's dves.

Maar's creature, the Ityak-Orthed, had followed Lloth from her home on the Abyss. Findly, the
Beastlord and the Queen of Spiders had found away to unite their strengthsin a Strike againgt Evermest.
The dreaded dlf-eater needed a gate from the Abyss and Lloth had been &ble to provide one.

The df-eater surged upward, exploding from the stone floor of the keep. Scores of tentacles
probed the air, testing for the airborne taste of nearby prey. The crea-ture was reentless, devouring both
living and dead dves until the keep was dlent and empty. With the speed of a gdloping horse, the
creature plunged into the ancient wall. The stone shattered, sending a cloud of dust and rubble hurtling
out of the blackness that encir-cled the castle and threstened to engulf dl of Evermest.

One warrior survived—the only one whose blood was not aufficiently dven to cdl to the
elf-eater. Alone, Maura watched in despair as the ef-eater turned away from the keep, heading south
with a linear intengty that even a crow's flight could not match. Maura could guess dl too wdl its
destination, and its intent.

The mongter was heading for Corellon's grave, the nearest dven settlement—not coincidentally,
one of the seats of Evermeet's power. Many of the most powerful clerics came together to study and
pray, to cast dericd magic to ad the People here and now, and to contem-plate the wonders that
awaited them in the relms of Arvandor. There, amid the temples of Cordlon's Grove, the elf-eater
would once again feed.

This was horror enough, but one more thought added the extra measure of urgency needed to
tear Maura from her exhaudion and despair: The Princess llyrana, a priestess of the goddess
Angharradh, made her home in the Grove.

A drilling cry burg from Maurds lips, a driek that to humen ears would have been
indiginguishable from an eagle's cdl. Maura, who had been raised among the Eagle Hills, knew of the
gant birds and had heard the eves cdl them many times. Never had she summoned them, never had she
ridden one. She wasn't certain she could succeed & ether. It would not be the firg time, however, that
an untried warrior had ridden such a steed into battle.

She had not long to wait. An enormous bird dropped from the sky with unnerving silence, coming
to rest on a pile of rubble that the ef-eater had left behind when it crashed through the keep. The eagle
was as large as a war-horse, and beautiful. The danting rays of the risng sun turned its feathers to gold. It
was aso fearsome, with a hooked beak larger than Mauras head, and talons the Sze of the dagger she



caried.

The bird cocked its head in inquidition. "Who you? What want?" it demanded in a dill voice.

Mauras chin came up proudly. "l am Maura of Evermest, wife to Prince Lamruil and daughter by
marriage to King Zaor. Take me into battle, as your ancestor once took the king. Evermeet's need is
greater now than it was then—greater then ever it was"

"You not df," the eagle observed.

"No. But then, neither are you. Do you fight less fiercdy for your home, because of this?!

Her answer seemed to please the bird. The eagle spread itswings, until the golden feethers nearly
spanned the bloodstained courtyard.

"Up, up,” it urged her impatiently. "Get on back, hold tight. We show how fierce we the not-elves
fight for Evermeset home!”

Book Three
Constancy and Change

"Some legends say that Evermeet is a piece of Arvandor descended to the mortal world.

Some consider it a bridge between the worlds, a place where the line between the mortal and the

divine blurs. To some, it is merely a prize to be won. But this much is clear to all: from the day of

its cre-ation, Evermeet became the ancient homeland of Faerun's People. This is not a simple
matter to understand or explain, but when has truth ever been utterly devoid of par-adox?"

—Excerpt from aletter from Elasha Evanara,

Priestess of Labelas, Keeper of the Queen's Library

11
Inviolate

Madar the Beast Lord considered no wild lands beyond his dam. The deep forests of Evermeet
should have been his to rove, and dl living things upon the idand should have been his rightful prey. If
eves were numbered among this prey, so much the better.

But, the bedtid god was barred from the dven retreat. A net of powerful magic covered the
idand and kept the gods of the anti-Seldarine from meking a direct attack upon Corelon Larethian's
children. And thistime, there was no treacherous even goddess to open the way for him from within.

No, Maar mused, he could not reach the idand. But perhaps there were others who could.
Once, long ago, a codition had come near to defeating the even pantheon in their own sacred forest.
Why could he not gather a amilar group of gods and direct the combined efforts of ther mortd
followers? Once and for dl, he would crush the mortal eves whose very existence reminded him of his
humiligting defeat at the hands of Cordllon.

The sea, Maar reasoned, was his firg barrier to suc-cess, and a formidable one. For the most
part his own followers were orcs, humans who gloried in the hunt, and beings from a score or so of the
other predatory races. These hunters lived upon the manlands and did not have the ships or the ills
needed to cross the vast watery divide. In time, perhaps, he could find godly and mortd dlies who could
remedy this lack. But it seemed clear to him that the firdt, logica step in building such an aliance would
be to enlig the powers and the creatures of the depths.

And s0 the Beast Lord sought out a remote and rocky idand, far to the north of Evermest, and
took on his bestid avatar form. He sent out a summons and then he settled down upon a high and ragged
diff to wait.

The sea winds that swept the idand quickened to gde force as the sky darkened to indigo.
Waves reared up and dashed themselves againg the diff below, growing higher and higher until the Beast
Lord's black fur was drenched by the saty spray. Just as Maar thought the angry waters might engulf the



idand, and his avatar with it, a massve wave rose draght up from the sea and formed itsdf into a
beautiful, wild-eyed woman.

The goddess Umberlee loomed over the idand, quiver-ing in the crest of that greet, dangeroudy
undulaing wave. "What do you want of me, land dwdler?' she demanded in athrumming voice.

Mdar eyed the sea goddess with a touch of gpprehen-sion. Her powers and her watery domain
were far beyond his experience or understanding. Y et it might be that he could find a common ground, or
a least some blandish-ment that would catch her fancy and mold her purposes to his. This would not be
without risks. By dl accounts, the goddess of the waves was dangeroudy capricious.

"I comein peace, Umberlee, and | bring warning. The dves travel your oceans to sdtle the idand
of Evermest,”" he began.

Lightning Szzled forth from Umberleg's eyes, and the gnarled beach plum bushes on Maar's left
exploded into flame. "Y ou presume to summon me, and then speak asif | know not what happens within
my own doman?' she raged. "What does it matter if the eves travel the seas, as long as they pay proper
tribute to me?'

"But they do not merdly travel your seas. They think to rule the ocean, with Evermeet as their
base" Mdar per-sisted. "This| know from a goddess of the eves”

The water goddess retreated a little as if in surprise, and a different sort of wrath kindled in her
eyes. "No one rules the oceans but Umberleg”

"The seagoing elves do you homage, that is true, but they revere only their own gods. Even the
Sea dves do not worship you, but rather Degp Sashaes.”

"Thet isthe way of things" the goddess said in a sullen voice. "Many are the creatures that inhebit
my oceans, and dl worship their own gods. But dl they who live within or venture upon the waves pay
tribute to me, and they say prayers to win my forbearance and stave off my wrath!"

"Do the dves who now live upon Evermeet so entreat you, or are they too content with the
protection of their own gods?' Maar asked dyly. "Aerdrie Faenya has cast about the idand wardings
such tha no ill wind or weath-er can ever destroy the idand. The eves of the Sddarine bdieve tha
Evermeet is beyond the power widded by other gods. And yet, surdly there is something that Umber-lee,
one of the great Gods of Fury, can do to thwart these presumptuous eved"

Maar watched as this shot sank home, as Lloth had predicted it would. He would have preferred
to bring Umberlee into line with brute force and rending talons, but, as the dark goddess had pointed o,
there comes atime in many a hunt when the prey must be herded to a place of the hunter's choice.

"There are many things | could do," the proud goddess boasted. "If there is chaos enough in the
seas surrounding Evermest, the ves will come to know and revere my power!™

The Beast Lord listened as Umberlee began to spin her plans for the Cord Kingdom, a vast and
disparate group of enemies who would trouble the elves whenever they set sail. Some of these creatures
could even venture onto the idand itsdf, for the protection of the dven gods did not— could
not—exclude dl the followers of other gods. For such revenge as Mda had in mind, morta beings
would do what the gods could not.

And as he ligened to the sea goddess boast and plot, Mdar marveed a the cunning of Lloth,
who had so deftly planned how to bring Umberleg's power againg their even foe. He tried not to dwdll
overlong on the end results of the dark goddess's last campaign, or on his dawning suspicion that he
himsdf might have been as handily manip-ulated, both then and now, as was Umberlee.

Such dark thoughts served him best when they were turned into anger—a fine and killing rage
that Maar could focus utterly againgt Corellon's children.

In the years that followed, large communities of strange and evil creatures began to gather in the
warm waters sur-rounding Evermest.

The scrags were the worst of them. These ten-foot, seagoing trolls were nearly impossible to
defest, for they heded themsdves of battle wounds with astonishing speed. They could essly swarm
over an dven ship, regen-erating as fast as the dves could cut them down. Setting them aflame only
ensured the destruction of the ship, and left the even crew at the mercy of those scrags dill in the sea
Few eves survived the swvim through troll-infested waters. Travel between the mainland and Evermeset



grew exceedingly perilous, and more ships were lost than made harbor.

In addition to the marine trolls were the sahuagin, dark and hideous fish-men who were driven by
a soul-deep enmity toward Sea dves. Many were the battles that raged beneath the waves between
these ancient enemies. In a few short decades, the peaceful Sea dves who lived near Evermest, who
guided even ships and scouted ahead for dangers that hid beneath the waves, were nearly destroyed.

It was a dark time for the elves of Evermeet. Cut off from the powerful kingdom of Aryvandaar
except for the Tower-sent messages, bereft of the formidable protective barrier once provided by the
Sea dves, they found to their horror that their sacred homdand was not, as they had fondly hoped,
impervious to attack.

Nearly four hundred years had passed since the firg ships from Aryvandaar had saled past the
mountainous idand outpost known as Sumbrar and into the deep, shel-tering bay on Evermeet's southern
shore. Here, at the mouth of the Ardulith river, they had founded Leuthilspar, "'Forest Home."

From gem and crysd, from living stone and mighty ancient trees, the High Magi of Aryvandaar
brought forth in the forests of Evermeet a dity to rivd any in the king-doms of Faerun. These buildings of
Leuthilsoar grew from the land itsdlf, increasing in Size as the years passed to accommodate the growing
clanswho dwelt within, as well as the settlers who came later. Even in its infancy, Leuthilspar was a dty
of incomparable beauty. Spirding towers legped toward the sky like graceful dancers, and even the
common roadways were fashioned from gems coaxed from the hidden depths.

Although complete harmony among the dven nobility remained an dusve god, Keishara
Amaillis served wdl in bringing the contentious factions together. And when the time came for her to
answer the cdl to Arvandor, Ralim Durathil accepted the duty of High Councilor with a humil-ity and
resolve that would have astonished those who had known him as a proud Gold dven warrior of
Aryvandaar.

Radim and hiswife, the Slver df mage Ava Moonflower, set an example for harmony among the
clans and the races of dves. Thers was an unusudly large family, and their children increased both the
Durothil and the Moonflower clans. Those children who took after their Gold df patri-arch were counted
among the Durothils those who favored ther mother added to the numbers and power of the
Moonflower clan.

It was awise solution and a fine example—on this the eves of Leuthilspar were quick to agree.
Few of them, how-ever, followed in the High Councilor's footsteps. Unions between the various races of
eves had become increasing-ly rare, and athough rdationships among the Gold, Siver and wild dves
remained amicable, the various peoples began to draw off from each other.

As time passed, some of the more adventurous elves left Leuthilspar and spread across the
idand. A few of these travelers mingled with the wild eves that lived in the deep forest, and in doing so
gave themsdlves over fully to alifelived in harmony with the sacred idand. But most settled on the broad,
fertile plainsin the northwest to raise crops or train their fleat and nimble war-horses.

Inthe far north of the idand were rugged, heavily forested hills and mountains. Wresting a living
from this wild northern land was not an easy task, but it was a task wel suited to the energies of the
burgeoning Craulnober clan.

Theirs was a minor noble family, brought to Evermeet as honor guards in sarvice to ther liege
clan, Moonflower. At the head of the family was Allannia Craulnober, a war-rior who, despite her
dminutive Sze, had survived the bat-tles of the Crown Wars and had fought back the waves of mongters,
orcs and dark dven raiders that threatened Aryvandaar. She knew dl too wel the horrors of battle, and
the need for congtant vigilance.

The growing complacency of Leuthilspar's dves, thar utter certainty that Evermeet was an
inviolae haven, were matters of deep concern to Allannia. She therefore chose aland that would test her
grength, and would demand that she keep both her wits and her sword's edge sharp. Amid the sruggles
of lifein ther wild holdings, Allanniaraised her children to be warriors.

Chief among these was Darthoridan, her eldest son. He was unusudly tal for an df, and more
powerfully built than most of hiskin. When he was yet a boy, dill growing toward his ful height, Allannia
foresaw that no sword in the Craulnober armory would suit his srength. She sent word to the finest



swordamith in Leuthilspar, and had him create a broadsword of a sze and weight sedom seen among the
dves Sea-Riven she cdled it, for reasons that were not entirdly known to her.

As he grew toward adulthood, Darthoridan became increesingly restless. He spent his days in
endless train-ing, drilling with his warrior mother and his brothers and sigters for a battle that never came.
Though he did not complain, he fdt a keen sense of frudration over the sn-gular focus of life in
Craulnober Keep. Yes, he and his kin were becoming fine warriors, even by dven standards. Even <o,
the young df longed to be so much more. He could not rid himsdf of the growing premonition that kill
with the sword was not enough.

One day, when his hours of practice were over, Darthori-dan sheathed Sea-Riven and wandered
down to the shore. He spent many hours there, ignoring the dull aches in his battle-weary musdes as he
chalenged his drength and agility by dimbing the sheer diffs More often, though, he merdy sat and
gazed out to seaq, rdiving the stories brought by travelers from the wondrous cities to the south.

This evening his mood was especidly pensive, for his mother had decreed that the time was
coming soon when he should trave to Leuthilspar and find a wife. This news was not at dl unpleasing to
the young df, but he found that the prospect of trandforming dream into redity was a bit daunting.

After dl, the Craulnober dan holdings were isolated, and their keep was a Smple tower of stone
lifted from the rocky diffs. Darthoridan knew little of the customs or cul-ture of the great city. In her
concern for a strong defense, Allannia Craulnober had focused on nothing else, and had taught her
children nathing but the art of warfare. Darthoridan was hardly prepared for lifein Leuthilspar; he did not
fed confident in his ability to court and win a suitable bride.

If Allannia had her way, he mused with mingled frustration and wry humor, then he would smply
march into the even city, chdlenge a likdy looking battle-maid to a match, defeat her, and carry her off
to the north.

Darthoridan ssghed. Ridiculous though thisimage might be, in truth, this was dl he was equipped
to do.

When he was head of the cdlan it would be otherwise, vowed the young warrior. If he had only his
own will to consult, his chosen wife would be alady of high station and exquisite grace. She would teach
their children what he could not. In addition, dl Craulnober younglings would be sent into fosterage with
noble families in the south, were they could learn the arts and the magicd sciences which flourished in
Leuthilspar. They would learn to master the magic that was their heritage—and the results would far
outgtrip the few experimenta spdlls that Darthoridan managed to fashion in his scant spare time.

Despite the dreams that swirled pleasantly through his thoughts, Darthoridan remained dert to his
sur-roundings. He noted a smdl blotch of darknessin an oncoming wave. He squinted againg the light of
the st-ting sun as he tried to discern its nature. As he watched, the surging waves tossed the unresgting
object back and forth, asif toying with it before cadting it upon the shore.

With a sigh, Darthoridan rose and began the descent down the diff to the water's edge. He had
litle doubt as to what he would find. From time to time, the torn body of a Sea df washed up on the
northern shore, a grim testament to the wars that raged benesth the waves. It would not be the firg time
he had given the morta body of a sea-brother to the deanaing flames, and sung the prayers that sped the
oul to Arvandor. At moments like this, he found that he did not regret his hours of training with sword
and spear.

As he suspected, yet another vicim of the Cord King-dom lay in shdlow waters, rocked gently
by the waves. Darthoridan waded out and lifted the dead df in his arms, bearing her with honor to her
place of find rest. As he stacked the stones and gathered driftwood for the bier, he tried not to dwell
upon the Sea df's garish wounds, long since bled white and washed cdean by the seas, or on how young
the little warrior had been when she died.

"If the battle is not over before the children mug fight, then it is dready logt," Darthoridan
whispered, quoting hiswarrior mother. And as he worked, as he watched the flames lesp up to greet the
setting sun, he prayed that this young warrior's fate would not be shared by his youngest brothers and
sgters, or by the children he himsdf hoped to sire. Yet if cam did not come to the seas, how long could
they avoid agmilar fate?



When at lagt the fire burned low, Darthoridan turned away and began to wak dong the shore,
hoping that the soothing rhythm of the waves would cdm his troubled heart. The receding tide left the
shore strewn with the seals debris. broken shells, bits and pieces of shipslost at sea, long rubbery strands
of kelp. Here and there amdl creatures scuttled for the sea, or busly tucked themsdves in for the night in
thetidd pools that dotted the shore.

As Darthoridan skirted one of these pools, he noted the odd shape of a piece of mossy
driftwood that thrust up from the water. It was shaped rather like an enormous, hideous nose, right down
to the flaring nodtrils. He looked closer, squinting into the tangle of seaweed that floated on the surface of
the poal.

A slent dam sounded in his mind, and his hand went to the hilt of Sea-Riven. But before he
could draw the sword, the tidal pool exploded with a sdt-laden spray and a roar like that of an enraged
sealion bull.

From the waters legped a scrag. Darthoridan stared in horrified awe as the creature rose to itsfull
height. Nearly ten feet tdl, the sea troll was armored by thick, gray-and-green mottled hide as well as an
odd chain mail vest fashioned of shdls The srange armor clanked ominoudy as the scrag lifted its
massve hands for the attack.

Darthoridan inginctively legped back. Tal though he was, his am and sword combined could
never match the scag's reach. The creature's knuckles nearly dragged the ground, and though it held no
wesgpons, its talons were formidable. If the scrag got hold of him, it would shred him as it had no doubt
dan the Sea df girl.

Thedf raised Sea-Riven into a defensve pogtion and waited for the firg attack. Darting forward,
the scrag took a mighty, openhanded swipe at the df. Darthoridan ducked under the blow, sinning away
from the trall. He lifted the sword high overhead and brought it down hard on the trall's spindly,
dill-outstretched arm. The even blade bit hard and deep, and the severed forearm fdl to lie twitching on
the sand.

Darthoridan dashed the spray of ichor from his face and lifted Sea-Riven again. Just in time—the
scrag came on in a frenzy, its massve jaws dicking as it gibbered with pain and rage. Its one remaning
hand lunged for the df's throat. Darthoridan managed to dap the creature's hand out wide, then he dived
between the scrag's legs and rolled up onto his feet.

Marshdling dl his strength, the young df gripped his sword as he might hold an axe, screaming
out an incoher-ent battle cry as he smung at the back of the creature's leg.

Sea-Riven connected hard; the scrag toppled and went down. Now it was Darthoridan's turn a
frenzy—his sword flashed in the dying light as it rose and fdl again and again. As he chopped his foe into
bits, he kicked or flung the gory pieces as far as his strength adlowed. The troll could hed itsdf, but the
task would be longer and more difficult if it had to gather its scattered parts.

A sudden pressure on hisfoot distracted the df from his gridy work. He glanced down jugt asthe
scrag's severed hand clamped around his ankle. As the talons dug through his boot and deep into his
flesh, Darthoridan shouted another battle cry, griving to focus his pain and fear into something he could
use. He thrust the blade of Sea-Riven between himsdf and the disembodied hand. Driving the point deep
into the wet sand, he pushed with dl his strength. His sword cut into the scrag's pam, but the hand
stubbornly refused to let go. Worse, one of the talons began to wriggle its way toward the tendon at the
back of the df's leg.

Desperate now, Darthoridan threw himsdf face forward onto the sand. With his free foot, he
kicked out at the sword to keep it from faling with him. The sword remained upright, and findly pried the
scrag's fingers from his boot.

Immediatdy the disembodied hand skittered away, run-ning sdeways on its fingers like some
ghadlly variety of crab. The hand groped blindly as it sought the limb from which it had been severed.

Breathing hard, the df rolled to his feet and yanked his sword from the sand. He ignored the
burning painin hisleg, and forced aside the impulse to avenge his wounds by chasing down the offending
hand and crushing it under-foot. But it was panfully clear that this action would gain him nathing. Even
now, severa pieces of the scrag had managed to regroup, and gray-green flesh grew rapidly to fill in the



missing parts. Worse, new creatures were sart-ing to form from some of the more widdy scattered
parts. This was an eventudity that Darthoridan had not fore-seen. Soon he would be facing an amy of
scrags.

He cast a quick glance a the distant towers of Craulnober Keep, plainly visble from the shore.
Within the walls, preparing to enjoy the evening med and a quiet hour or two before revery, were dl his
kin. His younger shlings were not helpless, certainly, but they were no more pre-pared for this sort of
battle than he. And though Darthori-dan was no expert on scrags, he suspected that trolls of any kind
would not be sated by the degth of asngle df.

Darthoridan turned and sprinted for the Sea df's bier. He snatched up a dill-glowing piece of
driftwood and raced back to the burgeoning army of scrag. The df skidded to a stop beyond the origind
cresture's reach and snatched aamdl bag from his sword belt. It was time to test both his fledgling magic
and his courage.

The df dumped the contents of the bag into his hand. The discarded shdlls of severd sea sndls
rolled out. Darthoridan had filled the cavity with volatile ail, and then sedled the opening with a thin layer
of waxy ambergris. A thin linen wick poked out of the shell, awaiting the touch of fire. Darthoridan had
played with these amdl, flaning missles as a child, but never once had he tested the effect of the magic
hed placed upon the ail. For dl he knew, he would set himsdf aflame long before he managed to toss
one of the shdlls at the scrags.

So beiit, he decided grimly. If that happened, he would charge the scrags and set them dfire with
hisown hands. Aslong as he kept the creatures from ravaging the Craulnober lands, it would be a degath
wdl earned. He thrust the wick of the firg shel into the driftwood flame.

Theroar of light and heat and power sent Darthoridan hurtling back. He landed on his backside,
hard enough to send a numbing surge of pain through his limbs that amost, but not quite, masked the
searing pain in his hands.

Even s0, he was content, for the explosive weapon had done its work well enough. The young df
watched with grnm satisfaction as flaming trolls parts rolled in dying anguish on the sands. He rose to his
feat, gaking the burning shore in grim determination thet every vestige of his enemy be destroyed. Again
and again the df lit and tossed the flaming shels, until dl that was left of the invading scrag were scattered
spots of grease and soot upon the sands.

Later that night, Allannia Craulnober was oddly slent as she bandaged her son's blistered hands
and poured hed-ing potion into a glass of spiced wine for im to drink. Darthoridan, who was
accustomed to maternd ingructions ddlivered with a relentless vehemence that a harpy might envy, found
his mother's mood disconcerting.

When he was certain that he would soon burst from the grain of waiting for his mother's verbd
assault to begin, the dven matriarch findly spoke her mind.

"They will come again, these sea tralls. All our strength of aamswill avall us nothing.”

Her quiet, thoughtful tone surprised Darthoridan. "Firewill destroy them," he reminded her.

"But if they come in great numbers? Unless we are will-ing to risk burning down the keep and
laying waste the forest and moorlands, we could not raise fire enough to hold back a large assault.”

The dven warrior squared her shoulders and met her son's troubled gaze. "Go to Leuthilspar with
the coming of dawn, and stay long enough to learn dl those things that you long to know, the things that
you try so hard to pre-tend meaen little to you. And when you seek a wife, consd-er the wisdom of
bringing north someone who can teach magic to the Craulnober young,” she said. "It is time we learned
new ways."

Allanniaamiled fantly at the thunderstruck expresson on her son's face. "Close your mouth, my
son. A good war-rior sees much—and knows when the time has come to share the fidd of bettle.”

In the years to come, attacks upon the eves by the scrags and their sshuagin dlies grew more
frequent and vicious. But leaders emerged among the people of Evermest, induding Darthoridan
Craulnober and hiswife Anarzee Moonflower, the daughter of High Counsdor Ralim Durathil.

Although Anarzee was not a High Mage but a priestess of Degp Sashdes, she possessed a
consderable grasp of magic. She dso had a keen knowledge of the ways of the sea, and the creatures



who made their home benegth the waves. The priestess and warrior combined their ills to raise and
train an amy of elves to protect the shores with swords and magic.

But astime passed, Anarzee fdt that this was not enough. If the elves were ever to prevall over
the Cord Kingdom, they mugt take the battle to the seas. This burden fdl to her, for there was no df on
dl of Evermeet who could bear it as well.

All her life, Anarzee had fdt a specid afinity for the sea. She fdt its rhythms as surdy as most
eves respond-ed to the cycles of moonlight. Even her appearance echoed the sea, for her hair was arare
shade of deep blue, and her eyes a changeful blue-green. As a child, her favorite play-ground had been
the white sands of Siiluth, and her play-mates had been the sea hirds, sdkie pups, and the Sea df
children who lived near its shores.

But now mogt of those children were dead. Even Anarzee's mentor, an ancient Sea-elven priest
of Deep Sashdes, had been dan in the endless battles with the sea trolls. The sdkies, too, had
disappeared, seeking the idands to the digtant north where they might raise their young in safety. Thus it
was that Anarzee, though she was born into a large and vibrant clan, and though the wonders of
Leuthilsoar surrounded her, was at a young age left very much done.

The coming of the young warrior Darthoridan Craulnober to Leuthilspar had changed dl that. He
and Anarzee had fdlen in love nearly at firg Sght. She went with him gladly to the northern coast, and
together they fought the creatures who had destroyed her world, and who threatened his. With the birth
of Seanchal, their first-born son, the two worlds became one and the same for Anarzee. She would do
whatever was needed to ensure her child's future,

Anarzee's eyes dung to the towers of Craulnober Keep as her ship Ieft the safety of the docks. It
was bitterly dif-ficult to leave Seanchai, dthough he was weaned now and just garting to toddle. If the
choice was entirdy hers to make, she would spend every moment of his too-brief childhood ddighting in
her babe, anging him the songs he loved and tdling the taes that kindled dreams in his eyes. After dl, in
just afew short decades, he would be a child no more!

The df woman sghed, taking some comfort from the knowledge tha Darthoridan remained
behind in com-mand of the shore's army. Anarzee had indsted that he remain. If this firgt strike should
fal, the clan—and especidly their son—must be protected from the certain retdiation meted out by the
Cora Kingdom.

Evenif her misson were to fall, it would not be the last. The ship upon which Anarzee stood was
the firgt of many. Specidly designed to resst scrag attack, armed with pow-erful even magic and over a
hundred fighters, it would strike a decisive blow againgt the sea trolls and begin the process of redaming
the waves. Anarzee ran her hand dong the thin, tranducent tube that ran the length of the ship's rall. The
scrags might notice that this ship was dif-ferent, but they would never suspect what lay in store for them.
And how could they know? Never before had an dven ship ddiberatdly st itsdf aflame.

The ship was dill within Sght of the coast when thefirg of the scrags struck. The vessd jolted to
a stop, then began to pitch and rock as powerful, unseen hands scram-bled at its underside.

Anarzee knew dl too wel what the creatures were doing. Scrags would board when necessary,
but they pre-ferred to scuttle a ship by tearing holes in its hull, thereby forcing the eves into the water.
But the outsde of this ship was perfectly smooth and very hard—it had been grown from crysa and
provided no handholds for the scrags to grasp. Nor could the creatures break through it with ther teeth
or taons. They would be forced to fight, and on dven terms.

A smdl, grim amile tightened Anarzees lips, and she nodded firg to the smdl Circle of High Magi,
then to the archers who stood waiting by blazing fireboxes. "It won't be long,” she murmured. "Begin
chanting the spdll. Light the arrows... now!”

Even as she spoke, saverd pairs of scay hands clutched at the ral. The archers dipped ther
arrows into the fire and took am. Anarzee lifted one hand, her eyes intent upon the svarming scrags.
Timing was crucid—if the archers fired too soon, the creatures would smply fal back into the water,
where the flames would die and the crea-tures’ arrow-torn flesh regenerate.

The sea tralls moved fast, and they often moved togeth-er like enormous, schoaling fish. In the
gpan of two heart-beats, dl the scrags had swarmed aboard. 1t was a large hunting party—over a score



of full-grown trolls.

Anarzee dropped her hand and shrieked, "Now!"

Haming arrows streaked toward the scrags, sending them staggering back toward the side of the
ship. Some of the creatures began to dimb the rall, indinctively heading for the safety of the waves.

But a that moment the magi's el was unleashed. With a sound that suggested a hundred
goblets shattering againg awal, the crystd vids embedded in the rall exploded and released the fluid that
bubbled within. A wall of flame legpt up dl dong the ship's rail, barring the scrags escape and sdtting
dight many of those that had escaped the archers flaming arrows.

Shrieking and flailing, the burning trolls indinctively darted away from the ddritch flame behind
them. Elven warriors rushed forward to meet them, armed with protec-tive spells agang the heat and
flame. They fought with grim fury, determined that no scrag would break through ther line Sowly,
inexorably, they pressed the dying trolls back into the flames.

It seemed to Anarzee thet the fire and the battle raged for hours, but she knew it could not truly
be so. Tralls burned quickly. Behind the warrior ves, the Circle con-tinued chanting the megic that
sugtained both the fighters and the flame—and that kept the fire from bresking past the wall of dven
warriors. Sooner than Anarzee had dared to hope possible, the battle neared its end.

It was then that the sshuagin came. The firs one to board the ship did so not of its own will or
power. Shrieking and thrashing, a sshuagin tumbled through the wdl of flame—no doubt having been
picked up bodily by its comrades and thrown through the magic fire. Like a living bombard, the sshuagin
hurtled toward the even defenders.

A dartled df managed to bring his sword up in time, impding the creature asiit fel. But the weight
of the fish-man brought the df down, too.

The sahuagin might have been unwilling at firdt, but it knew what to do now. Claws and teeth
scrabbled and tore at the pinned df's face and neck. By the time the eves pulled the creature off their
brother, the sshuagin horde had daimed itsfirg kill.

Other sshuagin followed in like manner, tossed up onto the ship by the unseen creatures beyond
and fdling like hideous hail upon the deck. Some of them survived the fall, and the battle began anew.

Anarzee spun toward the magi. "The flame wal dows them down, but it cannot keep them out!
Wha dse can you do?'

The white-haired mde who served as Center pondered briefly. "We can heat the water right
around the ship itsdf to scalding. What creatures this does not kill, it will drive off."

She frowned. "And the ship?'

"ltwill be a risk," the mage admitted. "The heat will make the crystal hull more brittle and fragile.
But even if the sthuagin were to understand this weakness, they could not stand the heat long enough to
take advantage.”

"Doit," Anarzee sad tersdy, for there wasllittle time to waste in speech. A sahuagin had broken
through the fight-ing. Its black, webbed feet dapped the deck asit raced toward the magi's Circle.

The priestess snatched a harpoon from the weapon rack and braced it againgt her hip. At the last
momert, the crea-ture veered away, dashing out with its claws—not a the armed df woman, but a one
of the chanting magi.

Anarzee legped at the shuagin, thrugting out with dl her strength. The harpoon sank home. She
dropped the weapon at once, sickened by the dying creature's screams, which were echoed by a hdlish
chorus of the scalded sshuagin in the seething sea beyond.

For amomert, it dl threatened to overwhem her—the scent of burning troll flesh, the dick wash
of even blood and vile ichor upon the crystd deck, the pervasve cloud of evil that surrounded the sea
creatures. The priestess closed her eyes and took a deep, shuddering bregth.

In that brief moment, al was logt.

The dying sahuagin seized the nearest wegpon—the gill-smoldering, severed hand of a trall that
lay on the deck nearby. With dl its remaining strength, the sahuagin hurled the hand a the white-haired
mage who acted as Center to the circle of spdllcasters. The sahuagin's am was true, and the scrag hand
clamped around the df's throat in a killing grip. Smoking black taons sought the vessds of life, and



plunged in deep.

When the Center died, the magic of the Circle amply dissolved. The wdl of fire that warded the
ghip flared high, then disappeared. The billowing steam from the magically heated sea wafted off to
become just one more fleecy cloud in a summer sky. In the sudden slence, the dven magi looked about,
dazed and disoriented, as they struggled to emerge from the disrupted spell.

At that moment a dull, dinking thud resounded through the ship, and then another. The sahuagin
aur-vivors had returned to renew the fight. The sea was too vast, too dive with movement, for the heated
water to remain a barrier for long.

The captain of the dven fighters ran to Anarzee's side. "The sahuagin have metd weapons," she
sad urgently. "It is possible that they will break through the weakened hull. If we are thrown into the
water, we can do nathing to fight them.”

"Not as we are," the priestess agreed.

In afew terse words, she told the captain of the des-perate plan that was forming in her mind.
The warrior nodded her agreement without hesitation, and hastened off to prepare her fighters for what
might befdl them. This ship and the elves who sdled it were doomed, but if the gods were willing, they
might yet serve the People of Evermest.

Anarzee fdl to her knees and began the most earnest prayer of her life. She cdled upon Deep
Sashdles, not for ddiverance, but for transformation.

As she prayed, the air around her seemed to change, to become unnaurdly thin and dry. Her
hearing took on new dimensions, as well. She could hear the terrible thuds and crackles that bespoke the
shaitering hull, and the whoops and cackling laughter of the triumphant sshuagin. But mingled with this
arborne cacophony were other, subtler and more distant sounds—sounds from benegth the waves
themsdves

Aswater |apped over the deck and soaked the knedling priestesss robe, Anarzee found that she
did not fear the depths, or the creatures in them. She legped to her feet and ripped off the encumbering
garments of aland-dwdling df. Snatching up a harpoon with a newly webbed hand, the priestess—now
a Sea df—legped from the dying ship and into the waves,

All around her, the new-made Sea dves fdl upon the sahuagin with weagpons and magic. This
wonder cheered the priestess and sped her in battle, for naturdly born Sea eves did not possess magic!
This was what was needed to defeat the Corad Kingdom. Why had she not seen it sooner? As
magic-wieded sea People, what a force they would be for Evermeet's defense!

Only much later, when the sshuagin were defeated and driven away, when the exhilaration of
battle dipped away and the euphoria of victory faded, did the full redization of her sacrifice strike home.

Anarzee did not regret wha she had done, nor did any of the other dves cast recriminations upon
her. All were pledged to protect Evermest, and they were resgned to do o as fate decreed.

But oh, what she had lost!

Tha evening, the Sea-elven priestess dipped from the waves to wak dlently upon the rocky
shores under Craulnober Keep. As she anticipated, her Darthoridan was there, gazing out to sea with
eyes glazed with grief. She stopped severa paces from him, and softly caled his name.

He started and whirled to face her, his hand on the hilt of his mighty sword. For a long moment,
he merdy stared. Puzzlement, then startled redization, then dawning horror came over his face.

Anarzee understood dl these emotions. She was not sur-prised that her love did not recognize
her at fird, for she was much changed. Her body, aways dender, had become streamlined and reed-thin,
and her once-white skin was now mottled with swirls of blue and green. The sides of her neck were
dashed by severd lines of gills and her fingers and toes were longer and connected by ddicate webbing.
Even her megnificent sapphire-colored har was not what it once had been, and she wore the
blue-and-green strands plaited tightly into a Sngle braid. Only her sea green eyes had remained congtant.

"The raidng of lumathiashae has begun,” she sad softly, for it was ther custom to speak of
matters of war-fare and governance before turning to their persona con-cerns. "A great Sea-elven city
will stand between the Cora Kingdom and Evermest, for High Magic has returned to the dves of
Evermeet's seas. We will re-people the seas, and provide a balance for these forces of evil. The shores



of Evermeet will be secure; the seas will again be safe. Tdl the People these things” she concluded in a
whisper.

Darthoridan nodded. He could not speak for the scdding pain in his chest. But he opened his
ams, and Anarzee embraced him.

"I accept my duty and my fate" the Sea df sad in a voice rich with tears. "But by dl the gods,
how | shdl missyou!"

"But surdly you can spend much time ashore,” he managed.

Anarzee drew back from him and shook her head. "I cannot bear the sun, and the nights are
when the evil crea-tures are mogt active, and my duty most urgent. | will do what | can, and what | must.
Thistwilight hour will be our time, brief though it is™

Darthoridan gently lifted her webbed hand and kissed the mottled fingers. "Thus it is ever with
time The only dif-ference between us and any other lovers who draw breath is that we know what
others seek to ignore. Joy is dways measured in moments. For us, that must be enough.”

And 0 it was. Each night when the sunset colors gilded the waves, Anarzee would come to
speak with her love and to play with her babe. When at lagt she had to rdinquish Seanchai to his nurse,
she would linger in the water below the keep and Sng lullabies to her child.

In the years that followed, the lovers found that their times together came less and less often.
Darthoridan was caled often to the councils in the south, and Anarzee roved the seas in defense of her
homeand. But she returned to the wild northland coast as often as she could, and to her son she gave the
one gift she had to give the songs taught to her by the merfolk and the sea Srens and the great whales,
gtories of honor and mystery from a hundred shores.

So it was that this boychild grew to become one of the greatest dven mindrds ever known, and
not merely for his store of tales and songs of heartbreaking beauty. Even his name, Seanchai, came to
denote a dorytdler of rare kill. But there was never another who equaled his particular magic, for the
noble spirit of Anarzee flowed through dl histdes like ar and like water.

12
The Starwing Alliance

The harbor of Leuthilspar was Slvered with the promise of dawn when Rolim Durothil and Ava
Moonflower dipped away from the home they had shared for many years. They left behind them a large
gathering of ther kin—Gold and Siver dves dike—as wdl as a multitude of dves from dl dans and
races who had come to do honor to Evermeet's High Councilor and his consort, the Lady High Mage.

It was difficult for Rolim not to reflect upon what he was leaving behind. He and Ava had been
blessed with an unusudly large family. They had raised seventeen hedthy children, who had in turn given
them grandchil-dren to the third and fourth generation. These offspring had increased both the Durothil
and the Moonflower clans. Some of ther kin had gone on to form aliances with other ancient houses, as
wdl as with newcomers—elves who had come to Evermeet by sea, or through the magica gates that
linked the idand to places hidden within the dven redms. He and Ava had been fortunae in their family,
and in each other. They had logt kinfolk, that was true. Ther daughter Anarzee was dl but logt to the sea,
though she served Evermeet dill as a Sea df, and afew of their grandchildren had perished in the sea
bat-tles that, though less common, were dill a grim redity of life on the dven idand. But the losses had
been some-what easier to bear for Ralim, in that he had such strength ever a hissde.

Radim looked fondly upon hiswife of over seven cen-turies. Her gray eyes were serene, and the
oddly dull, kitten-soft gray of her hair was streaked at lagt with even siver.

But for that, there was littlein her face or form to mark the passage of years. Ava appeared to be
nearly as youthful as the day they married, and in his eyes she was far more beautiful.

Together the aged couple dimbed the easy dope of the mountain that overlooked the river and
the aity beyond. For along time they stood there, looking out over the place that had been their home.

On this her last day upon Evermeet, Avas heart was filled with a poignant mix of joy and



sadness. She had loved thisland and the People in it, but she was prepared to go. Her farewdls had dl
been said in a celebration that had lasted three days. No one had come to the mountain to see them off.
Thistime was theirs alone. She amiled at Rolim, and was surprised to see that furrows lined his brow. He
looked deeply troubled—an odd thing, consder-ing the peace that awaited them.

Ava tucked her am into his. "You have served Ever-meet with honor, my lord,” she reminded
him. "And Tammson Amailliswill be afine High Councilor. Y ou have trained imwdl.”

The Gold df sghed. "l have no fear of Tammson. It is our own brood, and their hot-blooded
young friends, who give me pause.”

It was not the firg time Ralim had spoken of this con-cern to her. There were among their Gold
dven descendants some who were not immune to the growing pride of the sdf proclaimed
Ar-Td'Quessir—the "high dves” It had been a maiter of no little concern to Rolim. Gold dven
sentiments concerning the innate superiority of their kind was growing to the point where the young dves
threastened to mirror the dangerous attitudes of Aryvandaar's ruling dite. Among the youngest two or
three generdions there were many eves who were hitterly unhappy with the decison to return the
Coundl of Eldersto the control of a Moon df. Tammson Amaillis, for dl his talents, would not have an
easy road ahead.

"The burden is no longer yours™ Ava reminded him. "'Y ou have ceded your place to Tammson.”

"I know. But even with Arvandor ahead, it is not an easy thing to leave Evermedt,” he sad
ruefully.

"Bven 0, itistime”

It was time, and Rolim knew it well. He and Ava, bonded together by the soul-deep rapport that
was rare even among the elves, had both fdt the cal of Arvandor for many years. So pressng were ther
duties, so firm was ther sense of respongibility to the People, that they had delayed their departure for far
too long. But the voice of Arvandor, sweet and compelling, had beckoned to them in every waking hour,
and sung them into revery a night. The need for this find homecoming had become too strong for ether
toress.

The dves closed ther eyes and sank deep into medita-tion. As he did, Rolim's awareness began
to sharpen. With ever-increasing acuity, he began to see and hear and fed in ways that far surpassed his
mortal senses. As barriers dipped away, he noted with wonderment that the rapport he had shared with
Avawas preading, reaching out until it encompassed dl of Evermeet. On he went, traveling out to touch
the communities of People upon distant shores.

It was a communion beyond anything Rolim had ever known or imagined, and he was awed and
humbled. In his heightened awareness, he was exquisitdy aware of Avas thoughts and emations. She
was more accustomed to such wonders than he, for she had spent a lifeime as a High Mage in the
communion of her magicd Circles. Yet she dso took her place in the larger dven community with
mingled joy and humility.

Radim understood at last whet the cdl to Arvandor was a summons into the very heart of magic,
into the Weave of Lifeitsdf. Asthe centuries of their morta lives began to press upon them, eves could
no more disregard this cdl than an dven toddler could push aside the driving desire to wak and form
gpeech. One way or another, the cdl to deeper community had to be answered. It was no marve to
Ralim, now that he saw the way of it, that more and more often the High Magi were found only among
the aged—elders who deferred the cdl of Arvandor for centuries to serve the People upon the mortd
world, finding the needed communion in the Circles. In these days, young practition-ers of High
Magic—such as his greet grandson Vhoori, were becoming exceedingly rare.

Vhoori. For amoment, Rolim's thoughts dipped back into the morta world, tugged there by his
concern for the brilliant and ambitious young mege.

Be at peace. The son of your son's son will bring great wonders to the People, and power
such as few who walk as mortals on this world have imagined.

Oddly enough, Ralim was not particularly startled by the voice that sounded in his mind, soothing
as the cadences of the sea. For he was reaching out now beyond the bounds of his mortd world, and
entering communion with the Elders—those eves who had gone before him. Rdlim sensed more of them



now, but not as a cacophony of conflicting voices. It was rather like waking into a vast room, and being
greeted with smiles of welcome by wdl-known friends. In this homecoming was a peace—a unity—thet
filled some unnamed corner of his soul, that place which gave birth to every yearning he had ever known.

Dimly, Ralim fdt Ava take his hand in hers. There was little sensation of warmth or pressure,
though, for their bodies were fading away into tranducent, glowing shad-ows. Yet he knew that Avas
tiny hand was secure in his for they were both truly one with their People.

The morning sun broke through the canopy of leaves overhead, sending glowing shafts danting
down through the trees. The last few motes of Slver and gold swirled together in a brief, giddy flurry, as if
they danced to greet the light.

The Durothil mangon was one of the fines and most whimscd indl of Leuthilspar. At a distance,
it resem-bled nothing so much as a flock of swans gtartled into sudden, graceful flight. One only had to
look at the legp-ing towers to know that many powerful mages dwelt herein, for it took great power to
rase abuilding of any kind from the sail.

The newest addition to the manson was aso one of the talex and mogt imaginative. Two
soirding crysta towers wound around each other in away that suggested, but did not precisdy portray, a
par of entwined dven dancers. From the tower flowed gracefully curving but-tresses, some of which
rooted the structure to the sacred idand, and others that reached seeking hands toward the garlight. The
interior of the tower was lesswhimgcd. It was divided into a number of amdl rooms, each devoted by its
cregtor to a gpecific purpose.

In one of these rooms, the young Gold df warrior Brindarry Nierde paced the floor restlesdy as
he dredged his mind for some way to tak sense into the young wizard who sat cdmly before
him—floating in midair, his legs crossed and his hands resting on his knees. It was difficult for Brindarry
to become too angry with his friend however, for Vhoori Durothil was the epitome of dl that Brindarry
held dear.

For one thing, the wizard was the quintessence of Gold dven beauty, with his pae tawvny skin,
night-black har, and large, dmond-shaped eyes the color of a summer meadow. His hands were
long-fingered and graceful, and his sharp, findy molded features and triangular face called to mind the
ancient, enchanted sculptures of the gods that their ancestors had brought from Aryvandaar. Vhoori
Durothil was tdll, like his illugtrious grandfather Rolim, and as lithe as that famous warrior. But his was a
different tdlent. He had come to magic a an early age, and had dready proven to have exceptiond
potentid. Already he was acting as the Center of a amdl circle, and he received from his peers a
deference that was out of proportion to his age and accomplishments. Most eves assumed that Vhoori
Durothil would in time become the most powerful High Mage on dl of Evermeet, and treated him as
such. Yet in Brindarry's opinion, the young mage was content to settle for far too little.

"It is an outrage,” Brindarry burst out when his patience reached an end. "By Corellon's sacred
blood! The Gray eves rule in Evermeet, and you smply drift dong with events, as unconcerned as the
clouds on a summer breeze."

The mage lifted one brow, and Brindary flushed as he remembered tha his friend's
great-grandmother, the High Mage Ava Moonflower, had been a member of that mdigned race.

"Gray df" was more than amildy derisve term for the People who were usudly caled Moon or
Siver elves. A dight inflection of Elvish transformed the inault to the word for "dross™” that which was
common and low, the waste product left over when objects of precious meta—~by implication, the
"Gold" elves—were created. From the lips of another df, "Gray" was a deadly insult.

But VVhoori seemed indined to let it pass. He gracefully unfolded his limbs and stepped down to
gtand on the floor. "And what would you have me do, my impaient friend? Strike down the new High
Councilor with afirebdl, or per-haps lay him low with a Sngle blow from a phantom sword?”

"It would be better than doing nothing at dl," muttered Brindarry. "You certainly have the power
to take action!"

"No, | do not. At least, not yet."

Thaose cryptic words were as close as Vhoori had ever come to giving voice to the ambitions they
shared. Brindar-ry's eyes glinted with excitement as he regarded his friend.



"It is about time you thought of taking your due!” he exulted. "You have been playing the role of
messenger boy for far too long!™

A wry amile lifted the corners of Vhoori's lips. "A messenger boy. Never have | heard it put quite
that way,” he said mildly. "I suppose | should point out that the send-ing of messages from one tower of
High Magi to another is an important part of the Circles work. It is true that thisis my primary task, but
congdering my youth, the Eldersthink it best thet | learn one thing very well before moving on.”

Brindarry threw up his hands in exasperation. "How do you expect to rule in Evermest if dl you
ever do is chat with the megi of Aryvandaar?'

"Ah, but there is power in information.”

"Power that is shared by every other df inyour Circle" the warrior retorted.

"Bven 0," Vhoori said with a smdl, secretive amile. "But there will come a time when that is no
longer true. Come—there is something | want you to see.”

The mage led the way up atightly spirding gair to the very top of the tower. In the center of the
gmdl, dome-shaped room was an aabaster column, from which rose a scepterlike object. It was about
the length of an df's am and made of some satiny metd that was nether gold nor slver in color, but
some subtle shade for which even the precise esthetics of Elvish had no name. Intricate carvings seemed
to lie beneath the surface, which appeared to be utterly smooth. It was a marvelous work of art and
meagic, justly crowned by alarge, golden gem.

"The Accumulator,” Vhoori said, stroking the smooth metd with a lover's hand. "With this, | can
store power from each spel that | cast. In time, | will have stored so much power that | can act done,
and cast High Magic as a Circle of one."

Brindarry let out a victory whoop. "And then you need no longer answer to the dotards who rule
and regtrict the use of magic! Your power will be tremendous. It will be an easy métter to oust the
Amaillis pretender,” he concluded happily.

"Not so easy as you seem to think,” Vhoori cautioned him. "Tradition, my friend, is a powerful
thing. Tammson Amaillisis armed not only with his own merits, which are considerable, but dso dl those
of his illugrious forebears. Even if every disgruntled Gold df upon this idand were to rdly under my
standard, we would have little hope of staging a successful coup—at least, not by traditiona methods of
warfare. No, itistime to find not only new powers, but new ways. And perhaps,” he mused, "new dlies”

The Nierde snorted. "And where will you find these dlies?'

"By doing what | do best,” Vhoori sad dryly, "by being the very best 'messenger boy' tha
Evermeet has ever known."

The dven ship was dying. Captain Mariona Leafbower knew that even as she gave the order for
areciproca attack.

She fdt its death as a physcd pain. Not in dl her decades of travd among the stars had she
known a ship that was its equa. In appearance it was rather like a titanic butterfly, with its two sets of
slsthat glimmered every shade of green known to her verdant homeworld. So vast were these winglike
sls tha the body of the ship—a sturdy Structure with a ked length of over one hundred feet—was
amog logt from Sght among them. Mariona had inherited the graceful man-o-war from her uncle, who
hed grown and nurtured it himsdf, and she had carried on the Leafbower tradition of exploration, trade,
and trave for the sheer joy of the journey. She knew this ship as wel as any mounted warrior knew her
pegasus, and she fdt its dying agonies as keenly asif it werein fact a beloved steed.

The captain watched stoicdly as her crew cranked the bdligtae into firing position and loaded the
catapult with grape shot. Hers was a wel-armed ship, with two mounted bdlistee that shot enormous
metd bolts with the accura-cy of an dven archer's longbow, and a catapult capable of ddivering a large
load of scattershot missles with devas-tating force. Even o, it would not be enough, and she knew it.
The ship would die, that was certain, and the dven crew, as wdl. But at least they would take a few of
the Q'nidar with them.

Mariona cursed under her breeth as she watched the next approach of the Q'nidar. A flock of
them flapped toward the ship in precise, Sngleline formation. The Q'nidar—hideous, batlike crestures



with a fifteen-foot wingspan and long, barbed tals like those of a wyvern—were as black as the
wildspace in which they hunted, but on their crygtdline wings glittered every color within both the light
and heat spectrums. Q'nidar were heat-eaters who traveled the vast spaces between the stars. They
spoke by breathing intricate patterns of heat and energy that were detected and understood by others of
their kind. Disaster usudly occurred whenever they attempted to "gpesk” with dar-traveling ships
Indeed, they were often drawn to such ships, attract-ed by the heet and light and activity.

These Q'nidar, however, were not merdly curious. Thiswas a hunting party, and they desperately
needed to feed. Mariona could tdl this from the unusudly close-knit formation of the flying monsters.
They flew nearly nose-to-tail, so that each Q'nidar could feed upon the heat emitted by the creature in
front of it.

Thar firg attack on the ship had been unexpected—from a distance they unleashed a blast of
breath so hot that it had ignited the protective bubble that surrounded the ship and kept the life-giving
envelope of ar and warmth in place. The off-duty hdmsman, a wizard of con-Sderable power, had
drained his magic to put out the flames. He had succeeded—but not before their ar supply had been
dangeroudy heated and thinned.

It was dill hot on the ship. Marionas hair dung to her scalp in lank slver strands, and the pain in
her blistered hands and face was intendfied by her keen awareness of the ship'sills. The ship's crysd hull
had been cracked by the sudden burst of heeat, and the wings were seared and brittle. Her ship yet lived,
but barely. It could not survive another hit. And the Q'nidar were doding in, eager to ignite the ship and
feed upon the energy of the flames.

Mariona waited until the lead Q'nidar was within range, and then screamed out the order to fire
The firg bdliga thudded, sending a giant bolt stresking toward the creature. The wegpon caught the
Qnidar squardly in the upper chest, sending it hurtling back into the ranks of its followers. A few of the
Qnidar at the far end of the formartion managed to ped off in time, but for severd moments most of the
creatures struggled and thrashed in atangle of bat wings and barbed talls.

At that moment, the ven fighters fired the catapult. A spray of smdl spiked metd bdls, lengths
of chain, and odds and ends of nails and scrap meta burst toward the tangle of Q'nidar. The shrieks of
wounded and dying mon-sters reverberated through the ship's atmosphere like a chorus from the Abyss.
Some of the lesswounded Q'nidar took off in rapid, desperate flight toward the nearest gtar. A few of
the creatures, torn and dlent, began to drift off into the blackness of wildspace. One of these floated
direct-ly toward the man-o-war.

"Hard agtern!” Mariona shouted into the speaking tube that led from the deck down to the
navigation room. The hdmsman—the wizard whose magic combined with the power of the magicd,
throndlike hdm to give power to the ship—acknowledged her order. Mariona noted with deep concern
thet his voice sounded thin and weary. Passilorris had been at the hdm for much too long. His strength
and hismagic were nearly depleted.

The ship began to trace alesurdy arc toward the right as the hdmsamen urged the aling vessd in
an evadve maneuver. Not fast enough. The Qnidar flopped down onto the ship's envelope, its black
wings spread wide like a pdl over the ship, its body bouncing dightly from the impact with the protective
shidd. So diminished was the ar enve-lope that the creature hung low, bobbing gently between the ship's
paired wings

To Marionds horror, the creature's eyes opened, focused, and then narrowed with maevolence
as they glared directly into hers. The Q'nidar's chest dowly expanded as it prepared to expend its last
breath in akilling blagt.

"Hre" she shrieked, pointing up toward the Q'nidar.

The balista crew threw their weight againg the mas-sive weapon, swivding it around and tilting it
up to am a the new threat. The bolt tore upward and plunged through the creature's heart.

A shimmering glow spread outward from the dead Q'nidar to engulf the protective bubble. The
bubble's sur-face began to seethe and bulge like water just coming to a boil. A blast of hot ar burst
down through the opening, scdding the balista crew before the magica shidd could closein to repair the

gap.



Mariona noted with grim rdief that the baliga bolt had gone clear through the creature, thus
dlowing much of the hot ar from its lungs to escape into wildspace. Had it not, the full force of the blast
might have killed many more elves. Either way, however, they were better off than if the creature had
"screamed.” At such close range the force from such a heat weapon would have reduced the ship to
ah.

But the threat did not die with that Sngle Q'nidar. The creatures who had scattered and fled were
regroup-ing. Mariona could see the digtant flash of reflected garlight on their wings as they hurtled in for
thefind assault.

Thefind assault. Of that, there could be no doubt.

"Captain, we're recaiving a communication!”

The navigator's voice echoed up through the spesking tube, dill with excitement and hope
reborn.

Marionds heart quickened. To the best of ther knowl-edge, there were no spdljamming shipsin
this section of wildspace, and no avilization on the nearest world capable of star travel. It would be
wonderful to be proved wrong!

"Onmy way," she said, taking off at a run for the narrow steps that led down into the hold.

Her eye fdl fird upon the hdmaman, a Siver df of middle years. He was nearly gray with
exhaudtion, and his white-knuckled hands gripped the armrests of the hdm as if to squeeze from it just a
few more drops of power. Mariona rested a hand on his shoulder, briefly, and turned to the navigetor.

Shi'larra was bent over a sorying crystd, her black eyes intensein her tattooed face. She glanced
up a the captain. "The crysta has been pulsng, asif recaiving a message. It is powerful magic—definitely
even—but subtly different from anything we know. According to the latest report from the Imperid
Fleet, there are no dven shipsinthisarea.”

Mariona understood a once the implications of the nav-igator's words. From time to time, an
dven avilization upon some outpost world found its own way to star-flight. The fird contacts between
these fledgling ships and the well-established dven navy tha ruled wildspace was usu-dly jaring in the
extreme to the newcomers. There were drict protocols concerning how these encounters should be
handled. Protocol, however, was aluxury that the desper-ate crew could not afford.

The df woman lay her pdm on the crystd, ldting the powerful maerid absorb her persond
meagic. And power-ful it undoubtedly was—the globe had been fashioned from the crystalized remains of
a Qnidar that had flung itsdf into a star. Such artifacts were rare and powerful, and she'd considered
hersdf fortunate to have happened upon it in the debris that floated dong a common trade route. Now
the crystd offered a chance to stave off the utter destruction of ship and crew. Later, perhaps, she would
ponder the irony of this.

"Captain Mariona Leafbower, of Green Monarch, a man-o-war of Elven Imperid Navy," she
sd crigply. "We are under attack and have sustained heavy damage. We are near the moon of
Aber-toril. The navigator will give you our precise star coordinates. Can you hep?'

There was amoment of slence. "You are flying? You are near Sdune?' demanded a melodious,
disembodied mde voice,

"We are dill star-borne, yes™" Mariona said, puzzled by the incredulous note in the df's voice.
"ldentify yoursdlf and your ship.”

"I am Vhoori Durothil, a High Mage of Evermest,” the unseen df said. "And | am not on a ship at
al, but on land. Sumbrar, to be precise, an outpost idand just beyond Evermeet's bay of Leuthilspar.”

Mariona and Shilara exchanged incredulous glances. Land-to-ship communication was
incredibly difficult, and required magicd technology of an extremdy high leve. They had not known that
the dves of Aber-toril possessed such magic.

"Do you have spdljamming shipsin this area?' she repeated.

"We have no such ships” Vhoori said. "But | can guide yours to a sheltered bay near theidand.”

Anocther blast of Q'nidar breath hit the dwindling shidd, and another thrumming crack shuddered
through the hull. Mariona winced. "Our ship is bresking gpart. We don't have time to make landfal. Even
if we did, we would be pursued by creatures that want the ship.”



"I fear 1 cannot help you in such a battle. Can you leave the ship to your enemies? Have you
lifeboats?'

Shi'larra nodded, her face grim. "It'sthat or nothing, captain.”

Mariona glanced with concern at the faling mage in the hdm. His head jerked upright, suddenly,
asif he were trying to keep himsdf awake by force of will. "Passlorris can't bring us down. Ghilanna is
dead, Llewdlenar isn't feding much better. We don't have another hdmsman.”

"What is a hdmamean, please?' the unseen df inquired.

The captain hissed in exasperation. Her ship was soar-ing toward oblivion, and this land-bound
mege wanted a primer in spdljamming technology? "A wizard," she gritted out. "His spells power the
hdm—amagicd charr of sorts—that powers the ship.”

"Ah. Then perhaps | can hep you. Get your crew to the lifeboat, and place your communication
device upon this ... hdm.”

"You cannot power ahdm from a distance—not even the minor hdm on the lifeboat! 1t has never
been done,” Mari-ona said.

"That does not mean it is not worth trying. And | can sense the thread of magic between my
communication device and yours. | will bring you down in safety,” the df said confidently.

Since she had no better ideas, Mariona turned to the watchful navigetor. "Give the order, get
everyone aboard. I'll follow with Passilorris™

Shi'larra saized the strying globe and darted up the steps. The captain gave her a few minutes to
gather the sur-vivors and get them aboard the lifeboat, a smdl, open craft that looked rather like an
oversized canoe. But it was light and it was fast; provided, that was, that a mage of suffident power sat a
the hdm.

In moments Shi'larras trademark sgna—the high, shrieking cry of a hunting hawk—informed the
cgptain that dl wasin readiness. Teking a deep breath, she dragged the nearly comatose mage from the
hdm and flung him over her shoulder.

Ingantly the air in the hdm room heated to nearly a furnace blast as the magicd connection,
however feeble, between mage and hdm was broken. In a few moments, the ar envelope would
disspate, as wdl. Mariona stag-gered up the gtairs with her burden and made her way over to the ral
where the boat was waiting.

It took dl her power of will to keep her eyes upon the lifeboat rather than on her ship's flaming
sls or the flock of Q'nidar that circled the burning ship, emitting tri-umphant shrieks and cackles as they
drew sugtenance from its funerd pyre.

At least the wretched creatures were distracted, Mari-ona thought grimly as she eased Passilorris
off her shoul-der and into the waiting hands of the survivors.

There were only ten eves aboard the lifeboa—all that remained after the last attack. But as
Mariona took her place, she noted the awe on each face as they stared a the hdm and the crystd
scrying globe that sat in the center of the magicd chair. The crystd glowed with intense inner power. It
appeared that the land-bound mage could do wha he daimed: The ar that encircled the lifeboat was
cool and fresh, which meant that power was indeed flowing to the hem.

"Looks asif we might make it, after dl,” Mariona muttered.

"Of that, Lady Captain, you may have no doubt." Their rescuer's voice sounded different, more
vibrant—magni-fied, perhaps, by the power that flowed through the crystd. "By your leave, | will not
speak again urtil we meet in person, except in necessity. The concentration needed to maintain the thread
of magic is considerable.”

"Of course" Marionareplied. "Let me know if there is anything we can do that might help.”

There was a brief pause. "Actudly, there is one thing,” the unseen df said widfully. "Speak to me
of the gtars, and tdl me what your eyes see on your journey to Evermedt.”

Mariona cut the ropes that bound the lifeboat to the ship, then nodded to Cameron Starsong, a
bard who had purchased passage aboard ship. As the amdl craft floated out into the darkness of
wildspace, she settled back and listened as the df srummed his lyre—which he had adamantly refused
to leave behind—and declamed in rhythmic, musica cadences a spontaneous ode to the won-ders of



daflight.

As the captain listened, it struck her that the life she took for granted would be the fabric of
legend to an df such as VVhoori Durcthil. And the fact thet she hersdf was headed for such a primitive
world was disheartening in the extreme.

Mariona grimly took stock of the Stuation. Her ship was lost. At best, it would be many, many
years before she could grow another. It was entirdy possible that the surviving crew would spend the
rest of their naturd lives upon Aber-toril.

The df woman sghed and turned her head to look back a her burning ship. Her eyes widened
with surprise; Green Monarch was no more than a flicker of red light. She turned to Shi'larra, who was
watching the rgpidly diminishing light with narrowed eyes.

"How fast do you figure we're moving?' she demanded.

Shi'larra shrugged. "It's hard to say, without my ingruments and charts. But | can tdl you this
much, we're traveling at least twice as fast as Monarch could at ful power. Look down," she said
suddenly, sazing the cap-tain's am and pointing to the rgpidly gpproaching world. "Theres Aber-toril,
and dready | can see theidand. By the stars, never have | seen a place so green! And from this height!”

"You will be landing soon,” Vhoori Durcthil declared, in a voice made thin by exhaudtion. "We
will have boats ready to bring you in. Heders are preparing spdls and herbs and will tend your
wounded."

"Herbs and heders” Mariona muttered, ralling her eyes in Shi'larras direction. "If we had to
become land-bound, we've drawn ahdl of aworld for it!"

A fey amile lit Shi'larrds tattooed face. "Do not sneer until you have seen this world,” she sad
softly. "It might be such that you will have no desire to leave.”

"Oh yes. That will hgppen,” the captain said caudticdly. "And as for you—your homeworld is
amog unigue in that it has no oceans. You're accustomed to endless forests, watered by a network of
vad rivers. You're tdling me you could be happy on that tiny idand?'

The forest df shrugged, and her eyes were fixed upon the rgpidly approaching blur of green
forest and sapphire sess. "All | can tdl you isthis | have the oddest feding that I'm going home" she
murmured.

Before Mariona could respond to this odd pronouncement, the boat jerked suddenly as the
untried mage who controlled it tried to dow the craft's descent. A second jolt quickly fol-lowed, sending
the boat into adow rall. The captain seized the crystd globe and hed it firmly againgt the hdm, shouting
for the others to hep her keep the magical devicein place.

Agan and again the little craft shuddered and jolted as VVhoori Durcthil inexpertly dowed its
descent into the sea. Even o, the boat hit the water with a force that shattered the wooden hull and
hurled the even crew into the water.

Mariona plunged down deep, her hands flaling about as she indinctively sought to find and save
the hdm. The water that swirled around her was dark with blood, and she knew from the fierce
throbbing in her temples that she had taken a head wound, perhaps a serious one. All she could think of,
however, was the need to find the hdm. If she could not, she would never again trave the stars.

Suddenly she fdt amdl, strong hands close on her wrists, and her frantic eyes looked up into the
face of the strangest df she had ever seen. A blue-haired, green-skinned femde gave her a reassuring
amile, and began to draw her up toward the surface. Mariona glanced a her rescuer's hands. They were
griped in rippling patterns of blue and green, and there was delicate webbing between the unnaturaly
long fingers. Jaded as she was by her years of travel and her encounters with fantagtic creatures from a
dozen worlds, Mariona had never seen a creature that struck her as quite so bizarre as this Sea-elven
cregture.

Her last thought, before the darkness engulfed her, was that she'd picked a hdl of a world to be
Stranded on.

The next thing Captain Mariona Leafbower knew was the oft, lilting sound of even voices lifted
in song. There was a heding power to the musc that seemed to draw the pain from her head and the
aching lethargy from her limbs.



Cautioudy, Mariona opened her eyes. She was warm and dry, clad in a slken robe and tucked
into a bed that, if the one right next to her was any indication, floated above the floor in a subtle,
undulaing maotion.

"Captain Leafbower."

Mariona knew that voice. Panfully she turned her head and looked up into the amiling face of a
young Gold df. She was not in such a bad way that she didn't take note of the fact that he was probably
the handsomest df she had ever seen. Even so, there were more important matters on her mind.

"Thehdm ..." she began.

"Do not concern yoursdf,” Vhoori Durothil said. "The Sea dves have dready found most of the
pieces. In time, we will reconstruct it."

"It can't be done. You don't have the technology,” she said in a voice dulled with despair.

"It seems to me that you said something very much like that before,”" the df replied with a touch of
wry humor. "And yet, here you are.”

Mariona shifted her shoulders in an gpproximation of a shrug. "Il grant that your meagic is
impressve. Maybe we can learn athing or two from each other."

"That is my hope" Vhoori paused, and glanced a the elves who ringed her bedside. They
discretely melted away. When he and Mariona were aone, he said, "You want to leave this world. You
have said as much, repeatedly, in the days you lay in heding revery.”

"Days?' she interjected in dishelief.

"Even s0. Mogt of your crew are up and about. | regret to tdl you that one df perished in the
landing.”"

"Passlorris” she sad immediatdly, without a hint of doubt. "I was not certain that he would
aurvive, regardless of the ease of landfdl.” She cast a fierce look at the mage, as if daring him to accuse
the hdmaman of some weakness. "He was a hero. Without his effort, dl would have died!”

"He has been accorded a hero's passage,” Vhoori assured her, "and a place of honor in the
higory of Evermeet. | regret the loss deeply. There is much that | would like to have learned from him
about the magic of star trave.”

Mariona sniffed. She and Passilorris had been lovers not too very long ago, so she supposed that
she was excused from the need to sympathize with VVhoori Durothil over hisloss of a potentid teacher.

She swallowed the unexpected lump in her throat and swept the room with an inquiring glare. It
was a large, per-fectly circular room with wals that seemed to be made of a sngle sone. Large, arched
windows looked out over a parkling sea.

"Where the hdl am I?* she demanded.

"Thisis the idand known as Sumbrar. This house is mine, and the dves who tended you with
spell-song are part of my Circle. The magic that contacted your ship, however, was entirdy my own." He
paused. "Perhapsit is best that this fact does not leave Sumbrar, at least for the time”

Vhoori drew a scepter from the folds of his robe and showed it to her. "For years now, | have
been gtoring mag-ica power inthis device. | drained much of its power to bring you to Evermest.”

"Gy

The df hestated, his green eyes searching her face as if taking her measure. "My colleagues in
magic do not know of this device. They have no ideathat | can work such powerful magic done. | would
not have them learn of this before | am able to restore the Accumulator to its pre-vious leve."

Marionas chuckle was utterly devoid of humor. "The gods forbid that the Elders should take
away your toy. How old are you, by the way? Ninety? One hundred?'

"I have seen over two hundred springs,” the df said with dignity. "And | assure you, your Slence
isas much to your benefit as mine"

The captain nodded cautioudy. She was not a fool, and knew that any df who could command
the sort of magic this one had widded was a force with which to reckon. If Vhoori Durothil had a
propaosgition for her, she would at least hear him out.

"Bvey df on thisidand saw your craft fal from the sky. They will have questions. Tdl them what



you will, but do not mention my part in the matter. Not yet, at least.”

The dar-traveler's eyes narrowed suspicioudy. "What are you planning to do? You're not
planning some sort of attack on the main idand, are you? Because if you are, you can count me out now.
I've never fought elves, nor will 1."

"And you shdl not."

A fant rustle at the open door captured Vhoori's atten-tion. He hurriedly tucked the Accumulator
out of 9ght and looked with ill-concedled impatience at the young femae who dung to the door's lintd.
"What isit, Ester?’

"There is a communication from Aryvandaar, Lord Durothil,” she said. "You are needed in the
Circle”

Vhoori frowned. "Ygrainne can act as Center in my stead. Bring word to me if the message is
urgent.”

The even woman bowed and hurried from the room.

"Aryvandaar,” Mariona said, a question in her voice.

"A great and ancient kingdom, many days travel by seafrom thisidand,” he explained. "Many of
our ancestors came from thisland.”

"Tdl me" she requested. Her eyelids were beginning to fed heavy, and a the moment she
welcomed the soothing, melodious sound of the young f's voice. She relaxed back againgt her pillows
as Vhoori soun tales of wonder and warfare, and a land as beautiful and dangerous as any she had seen
or imagined. As he spoke, she did comfortably back toward revery, lulled into a state of contentment
that was rare indeed for her restless spirit, and certain that the dreams that awaited her would be
pleasant.

A sudden, terrible blast tore Mariona from her comfort-able state. She sat bolt upright, sunned
by aforce that utter-ly dwarfed the shattering of Green Monarch's hull. Oddly enough, there was no Sgn
of destruction. The room's luxuri-ous furnishings were undisturbed, the birdsong outsde the windows
continued unbroken. There was no sound of battle, no scent of smoke or death. Only upon the face of
Vhoori Durothil was the devastation written; the young mage's face was pale as parchment and twisted in
nameless anguish.

"What the nine bloody hdlls was that?' Mariona demanded.

Before VVhoori could respond, an dven warrior bolted into the room, his flaxen hair flying about
hmin disarray and his black eyes wild. "Vhoori, the Circle is destroyed! Every df who cast the High
Magi is gone—gone! Utterly vanished. | would not have believed it had | not been in the spell chamber
and seen it with my own eyed”

"Did you hear the message from Aryvandaar?' VVhoori asked in a dry whisper.

"l did," the warrior said grimly. "It was a cdl for help from the tower at Sharlarion—they wanted
usto send warriors and magi through the gates a once. Then came a blast that nearly drove me mad, and
then—nothing. Quite literdly nothing. | was the only df Ieft in the chamber. What does it mean?'

Vhoori gbruptly turned away from the dazed and bab-bling df and walked to the window. He
was slent for along moment, staring out over the water toward Evermeet with eyes that for once did not
see the beauty of hishomeand. A beauty that was dl the more poignant now, for the added importance
thet this day's events had given the even idand.

"Brindarry, the day you have longed for may wel be a hand. Evermeet will determine her own
path in away tha she has never done before, and who is to say that this path will not lie dong the road
you yoursdlf have envisoned? And your task, Captain Leafbower, is made dl the easier. All those who
saw your ship fdl from the sky are dead, but for your crew, we three in this room and the sea people,
who know only that your ship was destroyed by a powerful blast. It will be easy enough to fashion an
explanation that will content them. Thus we can work here on Sumbrar in privacy, without fear that our
task will be detected or our effects deterred. All things have changed this day,” he con-cluded softly.

"These are words | have longed to hear,” Brindarry said, his brow furrowed in puzziement. "Why
then, can | not fahom thar meaning?'

Vhoori spun to face hisold friend and his new dly.



"Then | will speak plainly. Brindarry, our timeis near a hand. Your destiny, Captain Leafbower,
isintringcaly bound with my own. There is no other to whom you can turn. You see, the Crown Wars
have taken thar toll, after these many centuries of warfare. The ancient kingdom of Aryvandaar has
fdlen. Evermedt, for good or ill, now stands done."

13
Tidesof Fury

An icy wind whipped the idand, codting the Beast Lord's black fur with salt-scented ici-cles.
Madar hunched his massive shoulders in a futile attempt to ward off the chill, ligening with uncharacteristic
patience as the goddess Umberlee wailed and shrieked out her frustration. The sea goddess smashed a
the waves with her figs again and again, sending sprays of water legping up over the rocky coast with
each blow.

Umberleg's minions, the fearful creatures of the Coral Kingdom who were supposed to bring the
seafaring dvesto hed, had been, if not bested, at least contained. Magic had returned to the Sea dves
of Evermeet. And this, through the intervention of an dven god! Long and bitter had been Umberleg's
jedousy of Deegp Sashales, and terrible was her fury againg this perceived inault.

"There are other creatures in the sea that you can com-mand, are there not?' inquired Maar
when at lagt his rum-bling voice could be heard over the roar and crash of the waves.

Umberlee stopped in mid-wail. She subsided, snking down into the crest of the wave she rode
as she pondered this suggestion. Her countenance softened a little as she considered the possihilities.
"There are many,” she agreed. "There are terrible creatures in the depths which will surdy come to my
bidding. I will send them at oncel™

"And gorms," Mdar added as he broke off a daggerlike icide that hung from his furred chin, and
that gave proof of the icy potency of the goddess's fury. "You cannot over-whelm the idand itsdf, but
surdy you can disrupt sea traffic. Many dveswill flee the troubles on the mainland to sall for Evermeet.”
Hisred eyes glowed with intense, evil light. "I see no reason why they should reach the idand.”

"Nor do |," agreed the sea goddess ddightedly. She surged forward suddenly and flung her arms
around the begtid god, drenching him with frigid sea water. Then she was gone, leaving behind a sea that
was as cam as a wood nymph's pool.

Mdar let out a grating, whuffling chuckle. The sea god-desss chilly embrace was a minor
discomfort, a minor indignity. In his estimation, things were going well.

The centurieslong devastation of the Crown Wars had been degply satidfying to the Grest
Hunter. He was not entirdly disappointed by the defeat of the dark elves—or drow, as they were now
cdled. Despite his ties with the goddess Lloth, Maar was not fond of any elves, far or dark. He was
willing enough to enjoy the drow's warfare againg Corellon's faithful children, but the deaths of dark
raders pleased him equdly as wel as the daughter of peaceful forest eves. In fact, he thought it a
adightful turn of events that brought the elves to be pitted againg each other in this manner. Not only did
such inner drife serve his purpose, but it was a'so most entertaining to observe.

The elves on Faerun had been dedt a series of devastating blows. His followers—orcs and
goblins, for the most part—would continue to harry the settlements that were scattered through the
forests. The time was right to turn his enmity once again upon the even idand. He would let Umberlee do
whet she could, and what she could for him. Also, there were humans who called themsdlves the Wolves
of the Waves, and who showed considerable prom-ise as raiders. They would be afine fall to the sea
goddess's wrath. And though these humans were not grictly follow-ers of Maar, the god fdt certain he
could find ways to entice them into joining the hunt for eves. These actions would suffice for now.

Ye Mdar, the Great Hunter, knew full well that he would not be forever content to concede to
others the cha-lenge of the hunt, or the pleasure of the kill.

Anarzee Sea-elven, once a daughter and a matron of the noble Moon df families of Evermest,



swam south with dl possible speed toward the city of Leuthilspar.

Y ears had passed since the peculiar shipwreck off the eastern coast of Sumbrar. There had not
been a angle day since tha Anarzee had not pondered the srange events of that day. Not that
shipwrecks were rare occurrences—far from it. The storms that raged beyond Evermeet's protec-tive
bounds sent many an even vessd into the depths. The Sea dves of the greet dity lumathiashae were kept
busy rescuing those eves they could, and bearing grim tidings concerning the fate of those they could not
ad. But there had been something very odd about that long-ago wreck. The incredible force with which
the amdl craft had been sundered suggested that some new and powerful force was at work.

It had taken Anarzee along time to piece together an answer to her lingering questions. But when
a lagt she had found her way to this answer, she'd been a aloss to know whét to do.

As she swvam southward, Anarzee batted aside a hit of floating seaweed with a hand that was
long-fingered and ddicatdly webbed. The Sght of her own Sea-elven hands no longer seemed strange to
her. She was now a Sea df in thought and impulse as well asin physicd appear-ance. Even so, her sense
of dlegiance to her land-dwelling dans was dill strong. Right or wrong, Vhoori Durothil was kin to her,
the son's son of her own brother. It ran againg everything that she had once hed dear to speak againgt
him.

And yet, how could she not?

The Sea df's decison was made dl the more difficult in that she had no idea wha use Vhoori
planned to make of his new-found power. Elven magic was nearly endless in variety, and it was no
uncommon thing for eves to use magic to giveflight to common objects. But the sort of magic that could
empower an entire ship to fly, that could surround it with ar so that it could travel benegth the waves or
among the stars, this was more power than any one df should possess.

And what concerned Anarzee most was the secrecy with which the Gold dven wizard had gone
about his work. It was unnaturd for any df—especidly a High Mage—to hold himsdf gpart from his
brothers and ssters as did VVhoori. And it was dangerous for the mages of a powerful Tower to keep so
much of their work secret from the larger community. For dl Anarzee knew, Vhoori Durathil might be
plotting to overtake Evermeet itsdf. But there was only so much she could learn, and very little that she
could do, from her homein the sea.

After much private ddliberation, she decided to lay the matter at Darthoridan's feet. He would
know what mus be done. Though he was no longer her husband, Anarzee ill sought him out when she
could and found that his wisdom had more than kept pace with the passng of years.

In the decades since Anarzee's salf-imposed exile, Darthoridan had become as skilled a diplomat
as he was a warrior. Under his leadership, the Craulnober family had gained in power and honor. They
now merited seats on the Council of Elders; in fact, Darthoridan's was among the names spoken when
the eves of Leuthilspar speculated upon who might succeed Tammson Amaillis as High Councilor.
Accordingly, Darthoridan spent more and more of his time in Leuthilspar, tending to matters of
governance.

He was there now, or so Anarzee's daughte—the second and last child she had borne to
Darthoridan—had curtly informed her. The Sea df had not lingered at Craulnober Keep. She had turned
toward the south a once, and not just for the urgency of the message she carried.

The memory of that meeting stabbed Anarzee's heart anew with pain sharper than a manta's ging.
She had given hirth to a daughter two years after her transfor-mation into a Sea df. But children born of
parents from two different even races did not inherit from both: there was no blending of the moon and
the sea in Darthoridan and Anarzee's daughter. The Sea df had given birth to a perfect Moon df
maden—and had given the babe into the hands of a land-dwelling nurse to love and to raise.

Abandoning yet another child had nearly broken Anarzegs heart. Upon her insstence, her
marriage to Darthoridan had been dissolved, for she could not bear another such loss.

As for Darthoridan, though Anarzee saw him with ever dminishing frequency, her love for him
hed not been atered by her change of form. It had not been dimmed by the pas-sage of time, or by the
grief she carried over the loss of her children. He was her lover only occasiondly—and that, not for quite
ome time—but he would aways be her love. She would trust Darthoridan to make good use of her



knowledge of Vhoori Durathil, as she trusted himin dl things.

The sun rose and set more than once during Anarzee's journey from Craulnober Keep to the
southern city. But she pressed on, scarcely pausing for rest or food. When at lagt the weary Sea df
passed the outpost idand Sumbrar and broke the surface, she beheld a harbor ablaze with lights. Though
it was near to midnight, the docks and streets of Leuthilgpar were bright with festive lanterns, globes of
megicd fire, and the flickering, darting pinpricks of light that bespoke the presence of tiny fey
creatures—sprites, most likely, and perhaps even a faerie dragon or two.

None of these lights were fairer than those that fes-tooned a ship moored just off the docks. An
ever-shifting pattern of colored lights played againg the rippling sals, and the crystd hull glittered like a
dragon's hoard in the reflected light

A widful amile curved the Sea df's lips as she gazed a the wondrous Sght. It occurred to her that
it must be near to midsummer, the time when dves made mary and cele-brated dliances of dl kinds.
Weddings were usudly made at midsummer. It was likdy that this ship was bedecked to carry a newly
wedded couple to the home they would share. It had been so when Darthoridan had firg taken her from
Leuthilspar to his keep upon the wild northern shores they both had loved.

Anarzee's smile faded as another, less joyous memory edged into her mind. There was something
disurbingly familiar about the ship. The Sea df swam into the harbor and circled around the ship to read
the name engraved onto the crystd prow. Her heart thudded panfully as her eyes fdl upon the bold
runes.

The ship's name was Sea-Riven.

Anarzee dove beneath the water and swam quickly toward the city's docks, her thoughts
whirling. Surdly it was a coincidence that this ship should bear the same name as Darthoridan's sword!
Yet she could not deny that the ship was much like the firs vessd they had fashioned together for their
fight againg the sea trolls, the ship that Anarzee had sailed on her lagt day as a Moon df. The ship that
hed nearly been her tomb was reborn and bedecked for a wedding.

Perhaps Seancha had taken a bride. He was nearly of age, Anarzee pondered as she climbed a
ladder that led from the sea up onto the docks. Even as her mind formed the thought, her ears caught the
sound of faint and distant music. It was not so faint that she could not immediady discern the rare beauty
of the anging. This made perfect sense. Her son was dready a noted bard—his wedding would draw the
finest muddansin dl of Evermeet to pay tribute.

But if this were so, why had she not been told? Her land-dwdling daughter shunned her, but
Seancha was truly the child of her heart! He would not marry without some-how sending word to his
mother.

From her perch on the ladder, Anarzee scanned the budling dock for an unfamiliar face. She did
not want to hear of her son's wedding from someone who had known her as the Moon df she once had
been. Anarzed's shoulders had carried many burdens, but pity was a load too heavy for the proud df
woman to bear.

Her searching gaze fdl upon a Gold df youth. He seemed a likdy choice. His smple garb
proclaimed him a commoner. He was barefoot and stripped to the waist, dis-playing the lean strength of
one who made a living through hard labor. His clean-shaven head and the large gold hoops in one
pointed ear gave him a reffish, dmog piraticd air, but nether that affectation nor the large goblet in his
hand could disguise the fact that he was very young—bardly into adulthood. This df had not yet been
born when she was Anarzee Moonflower, daughter of the High Councilor Ralim Durcthil and wife to
Darthoridan Craulnober. Nor would he have frequented her circle, in any case. The lad might had heard
the story of her transformation, but he would have no reason to make any connection between the heroic
priestess extolled in song and story, and the weary, aging Sea df before him.

Anarzee dimbed onto the deck and softly hailed the youth. His eyes lit up when they fdl upon
her, and he made his way toward her with an unsteady gait. To Anarzee's surprise, the dock worker
promptly enfolded her in an exuberant hug.

"Wecome, pretty maid,” he said with great enthus-asm—and exceedingly fuzzy diction. "Come
from the sea to celebrate midsummer with me, are you? Sea and cel-ebrate . . . sea shelebration,” he



improvised, grinning with pride over a jest that apparently struck him as quite cleve—and proclamed
him to be very tipsy indeed.

Anarzee wrinkled her nose againgt the heavy scent of feywine on the lad's bresth. "If you take me
for amaid, you have drunk far more then that sngle goblet could hold," she said dryly as she tried to
wriggle away.

The young df leaned back a bit and endeavored to focus his bleary eyes on her face. "Not
young," he conceded. "But so very pretty. And blue hair," he marveled, easing his hold long enough to
finger one of Anarzee's damp, curling locks.

The Sea df twisted away and then nimbly sidestepped the lad's attempt to redam her. With one
hand, she caught his wrigt, and with the other she snaiched a strand of rosy pearls from her bag and
dangled it before his eyes.

"Enough of this foolishnesss These are yours, in exchange for some informetion. A fine
midsummer gift for a pretty maid,” she suggested, hoping to banish the crest-falen look from the young
df'sface. "And surdy you will have need of such atrinket! The night is yet young."

He brightened consderably at this thought. "Ask any-thing, and | will answer as best | can.”

"Whose wedding procession is that?' she demanded, raising her voice to be heard over the
gpproaching muscians.

"A northern lord. Clan Craulnober. | drink to his hedth!" So saying, the young df raised his
goblet for asp. He looked puzzied for a moment, then made a face when he redlized anew that the cup
was empty.

"Soitis Seancha," she murmured sadly.

"No, not the bard,” the lad corrected her. "The coun-cilor. Darthoridan. Have you not heard of
him? He's a famed warrior. Ran the scrags back into the sea, he did, and gave the sahuagin reason to
fear the People of Evermeet! Some say hell be the next High Councilor,” he con-tinued importantly,
dearly pleased to be imparting such information.

But Anarzee no longer heard him. It seemed to her that a vise had clamped around her heart. Her
fingers clenched in sympathetic agony around the necklace she held. The deli-cate thread broke, sailling
pearlslikefdling petds.

"Hey, now!" protested the lad, seeing his reward dipping away. He dived for the dock and began
to gather up the ralling pearls.

Anarzee whirled and ran for the far sde of the dock. The joyous throng was amog to the dock.
She did not want to look upon the face of the f woman who had taken her place in Darthoridan's heart.

The Sea df dived into the water of the harbor and plunged deep. She swam franticdly, as if she
could outrace the full redization of dl she had log.

When she was certain that her heart would burst from mingled pain and exhaugtion, she stopped
and dung to athick stand of sea grass until she could again draw breath. As soon as she could, she sent
out the dicking, whistling call that would summon any dolphin who might be nearby.

Before long a deek gray form sped toward her. Dolphins were friends to the Sea dves, and this
one was known to her. He circled the Sea df playfully, bumping gently againg her in a manner that
recalled the behavior of the cats she used to keep for companionship and comfort. For once, however,
the creature's permanent, impish grin faled to didt an answering amile from Anarzee.

The dolphin seemed to sense her mood, for he bobbed his head rgpidly then cocked it to one
gdeinan oddly inquis-tive gesture.

Take me far from this place, she pleaded in hislanguage.

In response, the dolphin rolled a bit to present her with his top fin. Anarzee grasped the offered
hold and dung as the dolphin sped off for the open sea.

The stunned and grieving Sea df gave little thought to the passing of time or to the distance they
traveled. But it seemed to her that not much of ether had elapsed before the dolphin drew up short. The
creature looked up toward the distant sky, chattering in surprise and darm.

Anarzee followed the line of his gaze. Through the deep curtain of water, the ful moon was
dearly visble. But as she looked, a huge, circular form passed overhead, edipsing the light so rgpidly that



it appeared asif some massve creature had Smply swalowed the moon. Then, just as suddenly, the light
was back, shimmering through the troubled water in away that brought to Anarze's fear-struck mind the
imege of atrembling child.

The gpparition had passed over with dartling speed, but not so fast that Anarzee didn't get to
catch aglimpse of the four massive, churning legs and the lashing tall that had propelled the creature with
such speed.

Dragon turtle? she asked the dolphin. The creature nodded rapidly, nervoudy. After a
moment's hesitation, he indicated in clicks and squedls that he needed to rise to the surface to bresthe.

Though Anarzee had no such need hersdf, she went with the dolphin. The creature did not ask
thisof her, but she sensed that he had no desire to go anywhere near the place where the dragon turtle
hed passed. Dolphins feared them, and with good reason. Such creatures were sedom seen, but dl who
lived in the sea knew of their power. Dragon turtles possessed a keen, if somewhat unfath-omable,
intelligence. It was not pleasant to ponder what this one might have in mind, what might bring it so close
to Evermeet's shores. Indeed, the dragon turtle had been svimming sraight for the dven idand.

As they neared the surface, Anarzee noticed an unusud turbulence sweeping the surface of the
water—far too much to be explained by the dragon turtlé's passage. She came up into the ar to be
greeted by a chill blast of wind from the north, and buffeted by the surging, restless waves. Yet the sky
was clear and cloudless, and the stars shone dmogt as brightly as Leuthilspar's festivd lights Whatev-er
troubled the sea was no natura storm.

A large wave caught Anarzee and tossed her high. Just before she was dapped back into the sea,
she caught sght of a distant, brightly lit ship, gliding northward on cam waters.

Anarzee's breasth caught in her throat as she recognized Darthoridan's ship. But her pain was
immediatdy over-taken by a surge of rdief. The waters surrounding Evermeet were protected from
gorms by Aerdrie Faenya hersdf. Her beloved was safe in the hands of a powerful dven goddess. His
wedding ship could not be swept awvay by this sorm unless it ddiberately ventured out into the troubled
sea.

Or unlessit was forced.

Suddenly the Sea df suspected what mischief the dragon turtle had in mind. She dived deep and
frantically called the dolphin back to her sde.

| need to see that ship. We must leap above the waves! she urged him.

The dolphin was not easily convinced. For many moments they argued in vehement clicks and
chattering that transformed the waters around them into a dizzying whorl of vibrating sound. At last the
dolphin conceded and alowed Anarzee to take hold of his dorsa fin. Both of the sea folk swam upward
with dl their strength, and then hurtled themselves up into the find soring.

As Anarzee dung to the legping dolphin, she saw her beloved's ship lurch suddenly toward the
eadt. It was as she feared: The dragon turtle was forcibly herding Darthoridan out to sea.

Without pausing for thought, Anarzee left the dolphin behind and sped toward the doomed ship.

The night was nearly spent when Vhoori Durcthil's skiff touched the docks of Sumbrar. On the
man idand, the mid-summer festivd was il in full celebration. All the people of Evermeet, not only the
eves of every race but dl the other fey creatures who made the idand their home, marked the longest
day of summer with music and dance, feedting and revelry. Though Vhoori was not adverse to gaiety, he
was eager to return to hisidand, and his tower, and his dl-consuming work.

Vhoori's accomplishments had outstripped most early predictions of his potentia. His skill at
meagicd communica-tions, in particular, was uncanny. Many times he had fore-seen approaching danger
and given warning, and so effective was he at this task that the entire outpost idand of Sumbrar had been
placed under hisrule. A large con-tingent of warriors were garrisoned there, and a score of fighting ships
were kept on aert. But perhaps Sumbrar's most potent defense was the magic wielded by its Circle,
Vhoori Durcthil's tower had become one of the largest in the dven redm. Many young mages vied for
the honor of training with Sumbrar's High Mage.

Y et there were back on Evermeet many elves who feared VVhoori Durothil's growing power, and
who spoke out againg the dangers of isolating a tower of High Magi, and the dubious wisdom of placing



acongderable fighting force in the hands of a Sngle df Chief among these dis-senting voices was that of
Darthoridan Craulnober.

Vhoori gritted his teeth at the thought of his rivd. At the last council medting, not more than a
fortnight past, Darthoridan had spoken long and eoquently about the dangerous divisons growing
between the various races of eves. He had even had the nerve to point out that only Gold eves were
accepted into Sumbrar Tower, and that only Gold elves fought in the outpost guard.

This was true enough. In Vhoori's eyes, this practice was medy a matter of preference and
convenience, but Darthoridan's words had made it appear a sniser plot. The seeds of suspicion had
been planted in many a fertile Moon-elven mind. This, Vhoori could not dlow. The mage could ill afford
to have atention focused upon his work, and he had no intention in any event of becoming account-able
to a Gray df.

Nor was this the worgt that Darthoridan had done. The Craulnober upstart was gaining ground in
the Council, and was even spoken of as a possible High Councilor. Vhoori Durothil fully intended thet
this honor would be his. He had chosen his wedding gift for Darthoridan accordingly.

Somewhat cheered by this thought, the mage dighted from his skiff and hastened to the
uppermost room of his tower. There he kept the Accumulator, as well as many, many other magica
objects he had collected or created. Even now, in the darkest hour of the night, the room would be bright
with the combined light of a hundred softly glowing spheres.

As Vhoori entered the chamber, he noted that he was not done. Before one such globe sat
Mariona Leafbower, her eyes fixed upon the globe and her pae face twisted in an expression of intense
longing.

Vhoori pulled up short, startled by the captain's pres-ence in this, his inner sanctum. His next
thought was con-cern for what the df woman might have seen. Each magicd globe was a window, and
some of the Sghts they revedled were for his eyes aone.

But predictably enough, the captain gazed into the globe that probed the stars beyond Selune.

The mage cleared his throat. "If you wished to see the stars, Captain Leafbower, you had only to
wak outsde the tower. Thisismy private room. There is no reason for you to be here”

Mariona glanced up. A wry amiled lifted one corner of her mouth as she took note of her hogt's
congternation. "No reason?’ she echoed dryly. "It's midsummer night, Vhoori. Maybe | came here hoping
to celebrate with you."

A dartled moment passed before the mage under-stood this comment for what it was. He could
not imag-ine intimecy of any kind with this tart-tongued df woman, but he had become wel acquainted
with her tendency to say things meant to throw him off stride. That had worked, once. These days he
merdy responded in kind.

"l am surprised you noted the changing of seasons, much less the coming of the solstice,” Vhoori
sad mildly. "Perhaps you have become more attuned to this world than you like to admit.”

Marionas lip curled into a sneer. "Not likdy! The sooner | shake the sand of this wretched place
off my boots, the happier I'll be!" She rose abruptly and stalked over to the mage, her fids planted on her
hips. "And spesking of which, when can | leave?'

"Leave?'

"Dont play the fool!" she snapped. "Thefirg ship is nearly full-grown. The origind hdm has been
rebuilt and tested benegth the waves. The ar envelope held; the ship is fully maneuverable. | can leave
this place, and | want to do so a once.”

Vhoori sighed. "We have had this conversation many times, Captain Leafbower. Yes, there is
one ship ready for garflight. But tdl me, who would crew this ship? Who but you is eager to make this
long trip? Shi'larra?’

Mariona glared at the mage, but she could not refute his words. She had not seen her former
navigator for years. Shi'larra had declared hersdf utterly content with her new home, and had long ago
disappeared into the deep forests of Evermest.

Nor was the forest df the only member of Green Monarch's crew to have gone ndive. One by
one, the elves had dipped ashore, armed with papers of introduction from Lord Durothil himsdlf.



The captain hissed in frudration. The fools had proba-bly spent the night dancing benegth the
gars, never giving a thought to the days when they had traveled among them!

W, to the Abyss with them. Surely there was another way off this rock.

"What about your wizards?' she asked grudgingly.

In the years snce shed made landfdl, Vhoori had learned some of the secrets of dar trave,
modly by exper-imentation, and had taught them to severad young megi of his Circle. Any one of the
Gold dven wizards could get her where she wanted to go. Mariona had seen better hdms-men in her
time, but sheéld cartainly adso seen worse. And Sumbrar's warriors were an dite group, wel trained and
highly skilled in the ways of ships and seas. Surely some of them would be eager to travel the stars. There
was glory and adventure, and even treasure gplenty to be had in the service of the Elven Imperid Navy.

"My people know ther roles, and they are content with them,” Vhoori said. "And truly, why
would any df want to leave Evermest, but for Arvandor itsdf?!

The mage spoke smply, camly, as if Sating a widdy accepted truth. As indeed it was, Mariona
reluctantly acknowledged. At that moment, the captain understood at last the futility of her long-cherished
dream.

Shelet out an oath and backhanded the nearest globe. The priceless, magicd crystd flew across
the amdl room and shattered againgt the wall.

Anger flared in the High Mage's eyes. Mariona lifted her chin and stared him down, dmost daring
hmto strike. At this moment of anger and loss and utter frudiration, she would have welcomed the killing
blow.

But Vhoori's face softened, and he came to her and placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. "You
have not logt the stars. If only you would open your heart, you would experience their wonder again.”

The df woman spun away from him and threw hersdf into a chair. Never had she fdt so utterly
defeated. "All these years on this gods-forsaken rock, and for what? | will never leave—I'll be trapped
on Sumbrar urtil | die!”

"Thisworld is awide place, Captain Leafbower. | have come to know you and your nature, and
have heard from your former crew the reputation of your adventurous clan. You are not content to
remain long in any one place. But the seas of Aber-toril, the scattered lands and ancient cul-tures, are not
these things worth exploring? If you so desire, | will see that you have a ship and crew.”

A tendril of interest worked its way into Marionas benumbed mind. It was not wildspace, but
even s0...

"I don't suppose you have decent maps and star charts,”" she muttered.

Vhoori suppressed a amile "As to that, you may judge for yoursdf. My library is a your
disposa. Star charts we have, but it may wel be that you can greetly improve them. Certainly, you have
an indght that no one on Evermeet can equd. Your work will guide even ships for many centuries to
come" He paused, as if beset by sudden doubt. "That is, if you can cagptain a ship upon the water. It is
eager, | would think, to sal through the endless void than to ded with matters of tides and winds™"

The captain's eyes kindled. "I was walking the deck of sea-going ships when you were ill in
nappies, and furthermore—"

She broke off suddenly, for the mage had dissolved into ringing laughter. Redlizing thet she was
being teased—and more importantly, that he had deliberately reminded her of atime and a work that she
had loved—Mariona gave him a grudging smile.

"Now that you mention it, I wouldn't mind salling these waters mysdf!”

With these words, she caught up one of the many globes that showed a sea-scape and tossed it
playfully to the mage. Vhoori caught it, glanced down. His eyes widened, and he returned his gaze to the
image within.

"Wadl, indeed. It would seem that my gift to Darthoridan Craulnober was fortunately timed,” he
murmured.

Curious, Mariona rose and came to look over Vhoori's shoulder into the globe. Within the
magicd sphere she saw the image of a ship, crystd-grown like an dven man-o-war. The sals, which
glowed with multicolored light, hung dack, flapping heplesdy in the gathering wind despite the efforts of



the dven sailors who labored at the ropes. Another cluster of eves gathered a the stern, firing upon the
enormous creature that nudged and prodded the boat out into an odd, unnaturd band of turbulence. The
cresture, by dl appear-ances a titanic turtle, was odd enough. But stranger ill—at least to Marionas
eyes—was the invisble boundary that abruptly separated the cdm sea from the storm.

"The dragon turtle wishes to destroy the ship,” Vhoori reasoned. He did not sound particularly
displeased.

"Not s0," the captain said. "Judt look at the Sze of that thing! It could shatter a crystd hull with a
few swats of its tal. And I'd be willing to bet my favorite dagger thet this dragon has other weapons
worth usng.”

"Its breeth,” Vhoori admitted. "If the dragon turtle wished to do s, it could send a scdding cloud
of sleam over the ship that would certainly kill most of the crew.”

"And likdy damage the ship, aswdl,” Mariona retorted. "That's not its intent.”

"What, then?' the mage demanded, not liking the direc-tion that her reasoning was taking.

The captain tapped the globe with one finger. "Three ships”" she said, indicating three specks of
heat and color in the digant seas. "My guess is, these people want your ship. The dragon turtle is in
dliance with them—or more likely, they're both answering to whoever sent this wizard westher.”

"Thisisno wizard's work," Vhoori mused as he studied intently the storm raging within the globe.
Alreedy the ships that Marionas sharp eyes had discerned were coming fully into sght. They were long
and low, each bear-ing a angle large, square sail. Vhoori had seen such ships before. They belonged to
pirates from the north, primitive humans who lacked the sort of magic needed to create such a sorm.

There was only one explanation for such a gde It was the work of Umberlee hersdf. For
whatever reason, the capricious goddess had made the raiders purpose her own.

By her power, every hit of speed had been coaxed from the sturdy little ships. The sals were
tightly curved and as full of wind as they could be without rending under the force. Even the madts
seemed to be bent dmogt to the bresking point.

"Raders, Il warrant. They want to capture the dven ship unharmed,” Mariona said, answering
Vhoori's ques-tion before he could put words to it. "It will be easer for them to dip past Evermeet's
defensesin an dven ship, to drike at other ships or even to raid coastdl towns."

"Thiswe cannot dlow,” Vhoori said. He raised his gaze to Mariona Leafbower's eyes, and saw
gim determination reflected back asif from amirror.

"You promised me a ship. | can sal those waters," she said, nodding toward the globe and its
imege of wild sess.

"No doubt,” Vhoori responded. "But we could never reach the dven ship in time to bring aid. At
least, not by sea. Come." He turned and strode quickly from the tower room.

The df woman's brow furrowed with puzzlement. Then Vhoori's meaning came to her, and a
fierce amile sat flame to her eyes. Shefdl into step beside the mage. "You said ‘we." You're coming in to
baitle?"

"Thisnight Evermeet's firg sarwing ship will take its maiden flight," the mage said. "Who better to
take the hdm?'

The cagptain nodded. "Good. You've got more power than any hdmamen I've salled with. But
remember, I'm the cap-tain and this battle ismine. Do you think you remember how to take orders?’

"That isnot my strongest kill," he sad dryly. "But yes, this battle is yours to fight—and mine to
win."

Mariona cast a sharp, sddong glance at the mage. She did not care who got the credit for this
victory. The prospect of waking again upon the deck of an airborne ship was enough for her. But there
was an odd note in Vhoori's voice that she didiked and mistrusted. More was brewing than an eminent
battle againg a dragon turtle, a trio of humen pirate ships, and an angry sea goddess—as if that wasn't
enough!

To steady her nerves, Mariona brought to mind one of her favorite maxims "If it were easy, it
wouldn't be worth doing," she muttered. By that token, or so the dven cap-tain srongly suspected, her
night's work would be worth-while indeed.



As Anarzee svam desperately toward her beloved's ship, a large, moon-cast shadow fdl over
her. Another fol-lowed swiftly. The Sea df paused in her headlong race just long enough to glance up as
the third ship swept past her.

Humen ships. The Sea df had seen such ships before, and knew wdl what manner of human
saled them.

"Piraes" she murmured, sending arift of bubbles float-ing up into the troubled sea.

The dragon turtle's part in this was now apparent. Since no humean ship could pass unbidden
through the magicd barriers surrounding Evermest, the pirates had made a bargain with the sea monger.
Anarzee wondered what the humans had offered the dragon turtle in exchange for ddivery of the dven
ghip. Treasure, mogt likdly, for the promise of eves to devour was a hollow one—if that had been the
dragon turtles only purpose, the creature could surdy have carried it out without the aid of humen
pirates.

Anarzee twigted in the water and svam upward with quick, powerful strokes. Her head broke
the surface and she bobbed there in the turbulent waters as she took stock of the Stuation.

The dven warriors aboard Sea-Riven fought desperately againgt their gigantic foe. Magic was not
aviable solution, not a such close range. Any spells powerful enough to hurt the creature would amost
catanly destroy the ship, as wel. Thar arrows, even the huge bdliga bolts, merdly bounced off the
dragon turtle's armor. Any vulnerable aress the creature possessed were hidden benegth the waves.

Asif his thoughts echoed Anarzee's, Darthoridan vault-ed over the rall of the ship and plunged
down toward the mongtrous turtle. In his hand was a long metd tube, from which protruded the barbed
tip of a spear. A second spear was strapped to his back.

Anarzee caught her breath; Darthoridan's attack was a brave and desperate move. The turtl€s
shdl was amass of ridges and spikes, and Darthoridan might as well have been legping headlong into a
meass of braced and ready weapons.

But Darthoridan came up onto hisfeet and a once began to pick his way dong the spiny center
ridge of the shell, heading for the cresture's head.

A amdl cry of rdief escaped the Sea df. Darthoridan's shoulder was bleeding badly, but at least
he had survived the legp. She began to swim for the dragon turtle, never once taking her eyes from the
brave warrior she loved.

Jugt then the dragon turtle butted the ship again. The impact cost Darthoridan his footing; the df
sumbled and rolled panfully down the bumpy curve of the creature's back. He dammed into one of the
ridges that lined the edge of the shdl. Not bothering to rise, he began to work his away around the
macabre idand, usng the ridges as handholds, toward the opening from which protruded the massive
front leg.

Anarzee nodded grimly. The harpoon Darthoridan carried could fire with considerable force. If
he could get a clear shot through the folds of tough, lesthery skin of the dragon turtle's leg, he could
pierce the cresture's heart.

Even wounded, Darthoridan moved quickly. In moments held reached his target. Hooking his
feat around one bony ridge, he lowered himsaf and his harpoon into the water. The Sea df's keen ears
caught the sharp click of the harpoon's release, carried to her by the water.

A terrible roar slit the night. The dragon turtle reared like an angry ddlion and then wheded
about, swinging its massive head this way and that as it searched for the source of the attack. Its ydlow
eyesfdl upon the df ding-ing to the edge of its shell. The reptilian orbs narrowed with maevolence, and
the turtle's head craned back, jaws sngpping. But Darthoridan had rolled back onto the shell, and was
scrambling to the center where he was wdl out of reach.

The dragon turtle changed tactics and went into aroll. Once, twice, the pae armor of its bdly
glinted in the moon-light asit tried to rid itsdf of the troublesome df. The crea-ture's goin created twin
aurges of water that caught the dven vessd and carried it ever closer to the turbulent sea—and the
rgpidly approaching pirates.

Anarzee walled and swam dl the faster, though she knew there was little she could do. Once



Darthoridan was cast into the water, the sea creature could finish him off with a sngle snap.

But when the turtle righted itsdlf, the dven warrior dung to the center ridge of the shdl, stubborn
as a barnacle. He could not do so for long, however; awash of bright blood min-gled with the water that
flowed down the dope of the crea-ture's shel. No warrior could ignore such wounds forever.

Suddenly the sea around Anarzee went dill. The unnat-urd winds eased off, and the surging,
white-capped waves sank into the sea, sending smdll restless ripples skittering off. Anarzee heard the
gutturd shouts of surprise as pirates trimmed their sails to adjust for the diminishing wind. They no longer
needed such wind, Anarzee noted, for they would soon be upon Darthoridan's ship.

For a moment the Sea df knew despair. As she gazed out over the quieting sea, inspiration
gruck her, as dearly asif the voice of Degp Sashdes whispered in her ear.

Without the marker provided by the restless waves, the humans had no way of tdling where the
dangerous shields lay!

The Sea-elven priestess began to chant a clerica spdll, praying for an illuson that would turn the
serene waters surrounding Evermest into a mirror—a mirror that would reflect the still-choppy waves of
Umberlee's sorm.

Anarzee completed her spel and then dived deep—a heartbeat before one of the pirate ships
blundered into the magicd barrier.

A flare of light transformed the dying night into midday, and turned the ship into a torch. The Sea
df plunged downward to escape the sudden heet, and to avoid the flaling limbs of the pirates who had
survived the firg blast and who had leaped—or been thrown—into the water.

The boom and crackle of the fire, the belowing of the angry dragon turtle, the thrashing of the
wounded humans—these things filled Anarzee's senses like a chorus of triumphant music. Too lae she
caught the vibrations that bespoke a new presence in the waters nearby. Indinc-tively she twisted to one
Sde—jud as adeek gray form brushed past her.

For a moment Anarzee thought the dolphin had returned to join the battle. But the rough hide that
rasped panfully aganst her am could bdong to only one creature. The sharks, drawn by the
commotion of battle and the scent of spilled blood, had come to feed.

Anarzee drew a knife from her belt and dived deeper Hill. She dashed off a length of kelp and
quickly bound the arm that had been abraded by the brush with the shark. There was not much blood,
nor would there be, but even afew dropsin the water around her could mean her death. At the moment,
the sharks were driven to a frenzy by the abundance before them. They would be busy with the pirates
for quite some time. But few sharks ever became so sated that they would forbear to hunt their favorite
food: a wounded Sea df.

She placed the knife between her teeth and swam up to the enormous shapes slhouetted againgt
the burning sky. The dragon turtle had turned its attention back to the dven ship, and was nudging it
relentlesdy toward the open sea—and the two ships that awaited the prize. A thin line of blood streamed
into the water from behind the crea-ture's leg, diminishing even as Anarzee drew near. Darthoridan's shot
hed done little more than nick the turtlé's hide. 1t fdl to her to do better.

The Sea df lunged for the enormous tail. She caught hold of the tip, then pulled hersdf againgt the
tal and wrapped her legs around it as tightly as she could. With one hand, she took her knife from
between her teeth and drove it deep into the tall. She pulled it down with dl her strength, tearing a gash in
the hide.

Agan the dragon turtle roared, a terrible sound thet reverberated through the water and even
created a Il in the sharks grim feadting. Anarzee held on as the tal lashed fiercdy back and forth
through the water. When this method did not avall, the turtle raised the tall above the water and flicked it
upward with one quick, hard mation. The Sea df released her hold, Ietting the momen-tum throw her up
onto the turtl€'s spiked shell.

She was not so fortunate as Darthoridan. Waves of agony swept through her as she dammed
facedown onto the bony ridge. But she tore hersdf upright, off the short spike that grated againgt her hip
bone, and came up onto her hands and knees. Ignoring as best she could the sear-ing, numbing pain, she
forced hersdlf to look at the wound. There was blood, far too much of it. In a shark-infested sea, such a



wound would prove morta—of that she had no doubt. But perhaps she could survive long enough to
com-plete the task before her.

Siill on her knees, the Sea df made her way over to where Darthoridan lay. He was hurt worse
then she had firg thought, and near to losing consciousness. She dapped and shouted and pleaded urtil
a lagt his eyes focused on her.

"Anarzeg" he whispered. "Oh, my poor, lost love. There are so many things| must say ..."

"No time" she told him grimly. With one torn hand, she gestured toward the even ship. It had
passed the barrier, and pirates swarmed up onto its crystd decks. "The humans mugt not have this ship!
You know what usewill be made of it."

A femdes scream, dill with pain and terror, rang out over the sounds of battle. Darthoridan
swore hit-terly as two of the humans dragged a sruggling df woman up from the hold. The df woman's
bright gown, the cirdlet of summer flowers hanging askew in her tangled hair, I€ft little doubt in Anarzeg's
mind as to her identity.

Darthoridan struggled to hisfeet, but he did not imme-diately go to his new wife's aid. He seized
the harpoon and thrugt a second spear into the metd tube. As dearly as if he spoke his thoughts aoud,
Anarzee knew what was in his mind. His firs task was to keep the ship in dven hands. As long as the
dragon turtle lived, the ship was logt. The Sea df looked down into the churning sea, where the sharks
were dill avidly feeding. No land-dwelling df was nimble enough in water to avoid them. If Darthori-dan
tried again to stop the dragon turtle, he would surdly be dead, and his efforts would be for nothing.

Anarzee saized the harpoon with her one good hand. "Go," she demanded, nodding toward the
rope ladder that the pirates had draped down the ship's crystd hulll.

"You are hurt," he protested, nating at last the blood that stained her mottled skin.

"l am dying," she said amply. "Go, and let me die well. You mug save the ship, and the People
upon it."

Before Darthoridan could respond, the Sea df scram-bled down the turtle's shell and dived into
the water. The Moon df took along, shuddering bresth and made his way up to the shdl just behind the
turtle's head. Although the cresture's task was done—the even ship had been herded beyond the megica
shidds—it remained nearby, drding the ship like awaiting shark.

Darthoridan waited until the creature circled back around to the place where the pirates boarding
ladder hung. He leaped, caiching the lower rungs as he fdl. The pain as he dammed into the crysta hul
was nearly overwhelming, as was the dull throb in his torn shoul-der. But he pulled himsdf up and rolled
over theral onto the ship.

Batle, bloody and fierce, raged dl around him. As the eves fought for ther lives But
Darthoridan's comrades were no amy—just a few friends and kindred who had accompanied the newly
wed couple on the northward trip.

The ship lurched suddenly as a ralling wave caught it. Darthoridan seized the ral to Steady
himsdf, and sudden-ly found he was eye-to-eye with the dragon turtle. The creature's eyes were frantic,
and its gigantic mouth was flung wide, held open by the harpoon imbedded in the roof of its mouth. It
could not shut its jaws without driving the weapon up and into its brain.

Even as he took note of this, Darthoridan saw the den-der, webbed hands dutching at the base
of the spear. Anarzee had not gotten off akilling shot, but the deter-mined Sea df would bring down her
quarry even if that meant svimming into its mouth! For a moment he knew hope—Anarzee had wedged
the spear in securely, and perhaps she would consider her task done and escape into the water. Even as
the thought formed, a cloud of steam puffed from the dragon's mouth, tumning crimson as it caught the
light of the risng sun. The dragon turtle let out a garbled roar and tossed its head high. Anarzeg's limp
hands did from the spear, disappeared down into the crimson mig.

Darthoridan dashed a hand across his tear-blinded eyes and turned to face the battle before him.
One of the pirate ships had emptied its human cargo onto the deck of Sea-Riven, and another was
dodng in. The eves would soon be overwhemed.

A dlver stresk shot down from the clouds toward the gpproaching ship. Darthoridan gaped as a
bdliga bolt struck and splintered the ship's Sngle mast. The beam fdl, smashing one side of the wooden



ship and covering the piratesin a shroud of canvas.

Thedf looked up in the direction of the attack. Incredi-bly, ther rescuer was an airborne ship, a
glittering even vessd that swooped down upon the pirates like a vengeful butterfly.

Mariona Leafbower let out a whoop as the bdliga bolt struck home. The frudrating years on
Sumbrar fdl away as the captain's blood sang anew with the wonder of flight, and the joy of battle.

"W shot,” commented a too-familiar voice behind her.

The captain whirled to see Vhoori Durothil, watching the battle with cdm detachment and
cradling in hisarms a gaff that was crowned with a glowing, golden gem.

"Who's on the hdm?' she snapped.

"Chandrelle is quite capable,” the mage replied. "No one could have brought this ship to battle
more swiftly than I, but at this moment, my skills are best employed esawhere.”

"I can handle the fighting!"

"Can you dso handle that?" he said, pointing with the gaff toward the enraged dragon turtle.
"When facing two foes, isit not best to pit one againg the other?”

"BUE—"

"Enough!™ Vhoori thundered. "'l will do as | mugt. See to the baitle as you will, but do not hinder
me"

Marionafdl back a step, startled by the vehemence, the sheer power in the Gold df's voice. For
once, she had no indlination to argue.

The mage pointed the gaff a the sea creature and began to chant. As he spoke, the light in the
gem began to intendfy. To Mariona's surprise, the Gold df chanted a powerful el of summoning and
binding, usng the magic as a frame for soothing words of friendship and promise—words spoken to the
dragon turtle!

The sky-borne ship was closer now, and Mariona could see the spear lodged in the gigantic
turtle's mouth. The creature was not an immediate threat to the eves, but nel-ther was he of much good
asandly. What did Vhoori have in mind?

She did not have time to ponder the matter. Although the pirate ship she'd hit was badly damaged
and taking on water fast, a number of pirates had managed to cut their way through the canvas. The lag,
undamaged ship was swinging around to come to ther ad. Soon the dven fight-ers would be
overwhelmed.

Mariona leaned down to the speaking tube. "Helmaman, set us down on the water, as close to
the ven ship as you dare!”

She spun, ready to shout orders to the crew. They were dready about their business—hauling up
the lower wings of the salls, readying boarding pikes and ropes, gathering weapons. A flegting moment of
regret touched Mariona—what adventures she might share with eves such as these in wildspace! But the
thought was hard to hold, chased asit was by the prospect of the battle ahead.

By now the water was soinning up to meet them. The captain braced her feet wide, accepted the
surprisingly smdll jolt of impact when the ship touched down. She went to the rail. Sazing a coiled rope,
she twirled it briefly and then et fly. The three-pronged hook at the end caught the side of the embettled
ship. Other lines flew, and most of her Gold df crew threw themsdves againg the ropes, leaning back
hard and pulling in hand over hand as they brought the even ships together.

Mariona did not wait for the two crystd hulls to touch. As soon as she dared, she legped over
the watery divide and threw hersdf into the melee,

Crimson and gold spilled into the sea as the sun broke over the horizon. The night was gone, and
with it, the lagt of his strength. Darthoridan could fight no more. He was utterly spent, drained not only by
wounds and exhaudtion, but by the crushing sense of quilt and grief. Anarzee had remained congtant,
while he had given thought only to increasing his dan and his persond power. For these reasons hed
taken a new wife—a lady of high family and many accomplishments. Her beauty and her skill & harp and
verse made her an ornament to his castle, and to the court. She would help increase the Craulnober lines,
for she was young—younger even than his own son—and would bear many children to the clan. Already
her belly was dightly rounded under her bedraggled finery.



Darthoridan's eyes sought her now. The df woman stood with her back againg the mast, her
eyes frantic as she watched the battle rage around her, and her hands pressed to her mouth as if to hold
back cries of horror. No warrior, she.

Asif from a distance, Darthoridan heard the clatter of a fdling sword, then a dull, echoing thud.
Dimly he redized tha his sword had fdlen from his hand, and that he had dropped to his knees.

Thedf heard his wifé's voice screaming out his name. He managed to look up as a curved sword
dashed toward his neck. It was not in him to do more.

The shriek of metd againg metd sang out over the clatter of battle. A rangy, Slver-haired df
womean had darted in just intime to catch the pirate's blade with her own. She flung the enjoined swords
high. Before the pirate could recover from the parry, she barreled in, driv-ing her forehead into his face
and then bringing her knee up hard. She danced back. The man folded, bleating out a strangled oath.

The dven warrior lifted her sword high, swept it down vicoudy at the back of the pirate's neck.
Even as she brought the bloody sword back up, she kicked the rolling, bearded approaching pirate. The
mean stumbled, his armswindmilling as he sought his balance. Before he could get his feet firmly benegth
him and his weapon into guard position, the df woman whirled in a tight, precise circle. Darthoridan did
not actudly see her sword's stroke, but he saw the men fdl, his throat diced deanly across.

The fierce df woman took off a a run in search of anoth-er fight. But there was none to be
found. By now the res-cuers—all Gold dves, wearing the uniform of the Sumbrar guard—were tossing
the lagt of the humansinto the sea.

Thefight was over, and at last Darthoridan alowed himsdf to yidd to the seductive darkness. As
it swept over him, he fdt amdl, cool hands stroking his face.

"Anarzeg" he murmured.

The hands dilled abruptly. "Anarzee is dead, my lord," his new wife said. "San by the dragon
turtle. It was hor-rible to seel"

Darthoridan remembered dl. Grief would come later. Even the darkness would have to wait, for
there was one more battle to fight. "Help me up,” he rasped. "We mud rdly the fighters and finish off the
Creature!™

"Take ease, Lord Craulnober,” said a familiar voice. "The creature, as you cdl it, is dive and
wdl, and now an dly of the People” Asif to give evidence, Vhoori Durathil held out the two broken
pieces of the harpoon that Anarzee had planted a such cost.

Darthoridan stared with disbelief at the cam, golden face of Sumbrar's ruling mage. "The mongter
killed Anarzee Moonflower, your own kinswoman!"

"That is a great loss, and | will join the many who will mourn her passing. But we have need of
such dlies asthis dragon turtle, and cannot dlow grief to overtake reason. If you will excuse me, | have
yet to Slidify our dliance”

The mage walked over to the ral. "One question yet remains, great Zhorntar,” he cdled out.
"What did the sea goddess offer, in return for your hdp? It might be that the People can do as wel for
you and better."

"Umberlee promised a rich domain to rule as | wish," the dragon turtle said in a deep, sonorous
voice. Steam rose from the water with each word. "All passng ships would give tribute, and great would
be the sport when | chose to hunt!”

"That you will have, and more" the mage promised. "The seas surrounding Evermeet will be
yours to patrol, and every vessd that does not bear even runes carved onto the bottom of its hull will be
your rightful prey. All treasure that you take from would-be invaders is yours. This domain will be yours,
and you will pass it down to your helrs. You shdl have fame if you wish, or secrecy if that is your
preference. Agreed?’

"You are mad," Darthoridan said hatly. "Will you invite the fox to bed down among the hens?
The cresture will follow its nature, and dven shipswill fal prey!"

"Zhorntar will not touch an dven ship," the mage said confidently.

"How can you know this?'

In response, VVhoori reached out and plucked an ancient, jeweled dagger from Darthoridan's belt.



He mur-mured a few arcane words, and then hurled the blade into the sea.

Darthoridan squinted out over the water. There paddled the dragon turtle. The knife was
embedded deep in the turtl€s shel—only the glowing hilt, its gems puls-ing with magic, was dill visble.

"I will now be able to observe the creature,” Vhoori said. "And rest assured, even if my eyes are
averted, the blade will ank down and find its way to Zhorntar's heart if ever he givesin to the temptation
to hunt eves”

"A fine ornament,” the turtle admitted, craning his head around to admire the gems. "But what of
my hars?'

"They can pluck it from your shel upon your degth. It is ensorcelled, and will release itsdf to your
chosen successor.”

"Wd| done. It isagreed,” the turtle said, and sank down into the ocean.

Darthoridan's eyes flamed as he rounded on the High Mage. "You gave me that dagger as a
wedding gift so that you might watch me”

"And you should be glad of it," the Gold df retorted. "Had | not, you would be dead and this ship
would be in humen hands™

That was true enough, but the warrior eyed Vhoori suspicioudy. "l cannot believe you gave such
agift because you wished mewd|."

"I came to your rescue, did | not?' the mage said impatiently.

Darthoridan nodded. "What do you want of me, then”?"

"Hrd, your silence. None need know of the Starwing flegt, or of Evermeet's newest protector,”
Vhoori sad, nod-ding to the now-quiet sea. "Second, your support. | wish to become the next High
Coundcilor.”

Darthoridan laughed, briefly and without humor. ™Y ou command ships that fly, magic enough to
bind one of the sea's most powerful creatures—"

"Two, actudly," the mage interjected. "There is dready a kraken patrolling the waters north of
Sumbrar.”

The Moon df threw up his hands. "Why do you need my support? You could Smply take what
you desire!™

Vhoori Durothil shook his head. "You 4ill do not understand. | have no wish to conquer, but to
serve. The powers | have, | will widd for the good of Evermest.”

"According to your lights" Darthoridan said sarcagtically.

"According to my right." The mage's usudly cadm voice rose with sudden passion. "The Durothil
dan is the most ancient and honored of dl those on this idand. Our ances-tors ruled Aryvandaar, and
before that, Faerie itsdf. The Council'stimeis nearly past. Evermeet must have one ruler, a worthy ruler
from aworthy and proven dynasty. And who better than me and mine?'

"Youwish to be aking,” Darthoridan said, thunderstruck.

Vhoori did not disagree. "l have ruled Sumbrar wdl. Evermeet is my due. There is more" he
sad, bresking off the Moon df's attempted protest. "With my magic, | can look among the stars, below
the sea, and to the Circles that gather in every corner of this world. Sometimes, dimly, | catch a glimpse
of what will be. And this| tdl you in dl assurance: Evermeet will have aking."

"And have you aso foreseen that you are to be thisking?'

The mage shrugged. "Perhaps | presume too much in seeking Evermest's throne. But more likdy,
indoing so | only hasten my own dedtiny. | tdl you this because you are a strong voice in the coundil.
Your word will go far. Swear fedty to me now, and in return you will hold your northern lands in the
name of the crown. You will have power and honor beyond what most Siver df dans could hope to
achieve”

Before Darthoridan could respond, he fdt a gentle pres-sure on his shoulder. He looked down
into his wife's face. She nodded, her lovely features set in determination. "If swearing to Durothil will
bring honor and position to our house, my lord, do so a once.”

The Moon df was too weary to argue. He could not dis-pute Vhoori's vidon or his wifes desire
for a place of power in the court. Did he not wish the same thing? Was this not what he had desired dl



hislife?

"Agreed," he sad curtly. "But beware of me, if you do not rule wdl."

Vhoori's amile was complacent. "There is little chance of that. Evermeet is becoming what she
was meant to be The dawn you see before you is tha of a new and—you should pardon the
expresson—golden era”

14
The Flight of the Dragons

The forest trees shook as Mdar the Beast Lord screamed his rage into the night sky. Snarling
and curang, he paced the forest and set the mountains of Faerun quivering with the reverberating echoes
of hiswrath.

This deep inland woodland was his haunt now. Not for him the remote idands and the angry
waves of the sea. He was done with Umberlee, and she with him.

Twice now had the goddess of the sea fdlen short of Maar's expectations. It was not that
Umberlee lacked power, but she was smply too capricious. The goddess had none of Malar's
sngleminded focus. She was just as happy tormenting sailors off the sunny coasts of Chult as she was
speeding human pirates on araid to Evermeet. If one endeavor should fall, the goddess merdy shrugged
awhite-capped shoulder and turned her atten-tion elsewhere. The seas of Aber-toril were broad, and a
dngle dven idand could not hold Umberleg's atention for long.

But Mdar wondered if he would ever be able to think of anything else. The passing of centuries
hed done little to cool his hatred for eves or to blunt his desire to see Cordlon Larethian bested. It was
becoming increesingly clear, however, that an invason of Evermeet was no easy matter. FHndly wearied
by hisranting, the Beast Lord flung himsdf to the ground. Leaning his black-furred head againgt the trunk
of an ancient oak, he sat and stared with maevolent red eyes up into the blackness of a moonless night.
Thenight was as dark as any he had seen. A finelayer of clouds obscured the stars. This pleased Mdar,
for garlight was a source of joy and magic to the accursed eves. In his current mood he needed no such
reminder of hisdudve foes.

A fant, rosy pinprick of light in the eastern sky caught the brooding god's atention. He squinted
up, trying to remember what about it seemed so familiar. Suddenly the years fdl away, and Mdar
remembered a digant time, a time of terrible destruction at the hands of the mightiest hunters known to
thisworld.

The god sprang to hisfeet and sprinted through the forest. To the nearest mountain he ran, and he
did not pause urtil he had |eft the tree line below him. Findly he stood near the mountaintop. The night
sky lay open before him, a naked void of darkness bereft of any light but one.

By now the new star had risen highin the sky, huge and bright enough to shine through the migt. It
hung over the mountains, gimmering like a sngle crimson eye. Mdar threw up his arms and crowed with
triumph. 1t was as he thought. The King-Killer had returned.

Perhaps some gods understood the rhythm of the stars, and marked the occasiona coming of the
brilliant red star. Mdar was not such a god. But he remembered one thing—one very important thing.
For reasons unknown, when the King-Killer shone bright above Faerun, the dragons gath-ered and took
flight.

At lagt, Mdar knew how best to serve vengeance to Evermest.

The god began to dance in the dim red light of the King-Killer. Tendrils of godly magic wafted off
to search for the Beast Lord's followers, and to dip into the dreams of those who lisgened. To dl his
priests and shamans Mdar sent the same message:

Gather the faithful. The time has come for a Great Hunt.

The orc horde crashed through the forest, making no effort to conceal their presence or to mute
the sound of their approach. There didn't seem to be much point. The path of the dragonflight had passed



over thisland, leav-ing a broad swath of charred and lifdess forest.

"Don' know why we's acomin’ thisaway,” muttered a young, gray-hided orc who tralled dong
near the end of the procession. Thiswas hisfird raid, and so far it had falen far short of his expectations.
A Great Hunt, indeed! They had yet to kill asngle df. Even four-legged game was scarce.

His companion shrugged and shifted his own unbloodied spear to the other shoulder. "Vapgard
Sz come, we come.”

"Not find nothing here," the gray grumbled. "Why dragons gotta burn forest, anyhow?"

"Hmmph! You not remember the hungry winter? Hard snow. Too many wolves come south.
Hard for orcsto find game.”

The gray orc grunted. Of course he remembered. He had not yet been old enough to be
accounted a fighter, but he'd been old enough to hunt. His ears 4ill rang with the mem-ories of his
mother's blows when he came back to the cave day after day with an empty bag.

"What we do back then?" his companion persisted.

"Ah!" The orc bared hisfangsin agrin as he grasped the meaning. "Some orcs burn forest. Other
orcs, many many, wait by river."

"I hear Vapgard's brother float boats down river. Boats carry many orcs—more than many. They
wait. We come behind." The orc stopped his march and planted his spear into the thick layer of ash. He
held up histdoned hands. "Them, us" he said gesturing firg with one hand, then the other. With a fierce
orin, he smacked his pams together.

"Smash 'em,” agreed the gray happily.

So encouraged, the young orc marched without com-plaint through the remainder of the day. By
late afternoon, the horde had Ieft the ruined forest behind. Ancient charred trees gave way to scrub, and
then to meadow.

A howl of excitement started at the front of the mob and rippled back through the horde. The
orcs began to surge forward. The gray waited for the wave of movement to reach him, and grant him
space to run—and to kill.

"Long past time" he grunted when &t lagt he could leve his spear. He ran out onto the meadow,
nating that the grass was not only dried and brittle from dragonfire, but dick with blood. He pulled up
short to keep from sum-bling over what appeared to have been the haunch of a wood buffao. Probably
amorsd that fdl from some dragon's mouith.

The horde had spread out by now, and the orc had a better view of the battlefidd. It was not
whet he had hoped for.

Thefidd was littered with bodies—some of them forest creatures that the dragons had not eaten,
but mogt of them elves. Some had been torn by massve daws and fangs, some blasted by dragonfire,
others mdted to the bone by a black dragon's acid breath. The carnage was entertaining to observe, but
it offered neither sport nor satiation. The young orc wanted to kill. He needed to kill.

Baing hisfangs, he began to zigzag back and forth across the fidd, imitating the older orcs who
kicked and prodded at the dven bodies. Every now and then, one of them found an df who yet
breathed. Each discovery was heralded by triumphant howls, and the sounds of thudding clubs and
Spears.

But the young orc's status had placed him too near the back of the horde, and he was too late to
dam any of the trophies taken that day. It occurred to him, when at last the secondhand battlefidd fel
glent, that thiswas not hunting at dl, not redlly. They were more like ravens and wolves, deaening up after
the dragons.

The gray shrugged. Ravens and wolves—these were not so bad to be. And if he could not kill
eves today, then tomorrow was nearly as good. The river was but a hdf day's march to the south. Along
the edge of the river was a large dven settlement. Though it had been fortified with walls and magic, it
would fdl readily enough. How could it not? The forest eves, archers and fighters who were the city's
advance defenders, were dl dead. Moreover, the dragonflight usudly followed the course of the river,
and surdly dragonfire had tumbled parts of the walls, perhaps even toppled those wicked Towers. And
there were many, many orcs on the move, orcs who were in near-frenzy from therr fird taste of daughter.



Tomorrow, the even city. Tomorrow, the joy of the hunt and the pride of many trophies would
be his

Chandrdlle Durothil, the powerful daughter of Evermeet's high councilor, led her Circle in yet
another pdl of summoning. Even through the deep concentration of the spell, she could hear the
unmigtakable sounds of dragonflight beyond the tower windows—the thumping of giant wings, the
screams and roars the massive creatures emit-ted as they wheded and swooped.

She could dso fed the powerful crackle of the magic that thrummed through the air. On dl of
Aber-toril, no creatures, not even the eves, were as inherently magicd as the dragons. Only the rebirth of
the dragonriders, the union of dragons and eves in an incredible joining of magic, offered the eves hope
of survival againg the approachng orc hordes.

The dves of Faerun were not the only people to suffer from the flight of rampaging dragons.
Wars between the races of dragons had been long and costly. Now the evil dragons of the south—red
dragons, modly, with a few andler but no less deadly blacks—gathered together in nearly
unprecedented numbers for the northward migration. Along the way, they deliberatdly destroyed the
hold-ings of the peace-loving wyrms. Bronze dragons found ther lakes reduced to drifting steam and
cracked, lifdess beds. Gouts of flane melted rock, seding entrances to the caves of dlver and gold
dragons and trapping many of the creatures within.

Chandrelle had been among the first dves to travel through the new gates that in recent years had
linked Evermest to the mainland. Her husband, a newcomer and a digant relative who aso bore the
name Durothil, had helped establish the gate between Evermeet and the aity of his birth.

Now the dity lay in near ruin. Once, it had been a far place, protected by wadls and powerful
magic, and Situated on the banks of a broad, trout-filled river. Dragonfire had destroyed the farmlands
and forests beyond, and had blasted huge gaps in the walls. An entire quarter lay in smoking ruins. Only
the mithd, a powerful shidd of magic, had kept the city from utter destruction.

But the Tower dill stood, High magi joined with the scores of other magi sent from Evermeset to
help buttress the tower. They chanted powerful spdls that summoned and bound the goodly dragons. In
ancient times, drag-onriders trained their mounts from birth, bonding to them with deep and mysticd
connections. There was no time for this now.

Shouts of excitement from the dity below aerted the magi to their success. Chandrelle killfully
tapered off the flow of power and released the magi from their collective spellcasting.

"Seven more have come" she said in a voice that gill thrummed with power. "There are now
enough dragons for us dl.”

Along with the other mages, Chandrelle hurried from the tower to greet the newcomers. One of
the dragons, a gold femde, stepped forward and dipped her massve head in a gesture of respect to the
High Mage.

"We have heard what you plan to do," the dragon announced in a voice that shook the Tower. "It
iS madness”

"Itis needed,” Chandrdleinsisted. "Y our people cannot fight the evil dragons aone, nor can we.
We need your powers of flight to overtake and surround those who fly north. You need our High Magic
to stop them.”

"And when they are dan? What then?'

"Then your kind can once again livein peace, and we eves can rebuild our cities”

The dragon shook her golden head. "So much power, so little wisdom," she murmured.

"Youwill not hep us?' Chandrelle pressed.

"We have little choice. Y our magic compelled us to come—it compels most of usto serve.”

It was not the endorsement that Chandrelle would have liked, but it would have to do. The mage
quickly explained to the newly arrived dragons their part in the plan. Hadlily fashioned saddles were
brought and strapped onto the creatures. Today was the practice flight. There could be only one.

Exctement mingled with trepidation as Chandrelle dimbed onto her dragon mount. Dragonriders
hed used magic for centuries, but never before had a Circle attempted to join together while riding



dragond

The creature's wings unfolded with a loud, booming crash. Before Chandrelle could catch her
breath, the dragon was airborne.

As a High Mage of Evermest, during her years in the Towers of Aryvandaar, Chandrdlle had
seen many won-ders. None of them equaled dragonflight for sheer exhila-ration. They soared upward
like a shooting star in reverse. In moments the dity was as vague as a forgotten dream, the river a mere
ribbon. The df threw back her head and laughed into the racing wind.

When the clouds lay below them like mounds of snow and mig, the dragon leveled off and began
to circle. Other dragons broke through the clouds, and one by one they fdl into formation. It wastime for
the cadting to begin.

Chandrelle sank deep into hersdf, seeking the magic that flowed through her and with it reaching
out to the minds of the other magi. One by one, she pulled them into the Weave. The df gathered the
threads and wove them into a Sngle spell of destruction—the most powerful spell attempted since that
which had sundered the One Land in atime of legend.

At firg light the folowing day, the High Magi and ther dragon mounts gathered for find
preparations. Ther mood was somber, even though the testing of the spell had gone well. Perhaps,
because it had gone so well. The mag-nitude of the destruction they would soon unleash was not an easy
thing to contempl ate.

Nevertheless, more than a hundred pairs of dragons and riders took to the ar that morning. They
ciimbed high into the sky until they were wdl above the sunrise clouds, and then flew with magicdly
enhanced swiftness toward the north.

The path of the dragonflight was not difficult to follow. Sometimes in search of prey to fud ther
flight, sometimes just for the love of destruction, the evil dragons burned the land and daughtered dl the
creatures they found. Black and red these dragons were, and in the charred and blood-soaked land they
left agrim reflection of themsdves.

Before highsun, the dragonriders overtook their quarry. The horde of evil dragons swept low to
the ground, intent upon their orgy of destruction. At that height the winds were capricious, the ar thick
with a blend of morning mis and smoke from the burming woodlands. The evil dragons could not fly as
awiftly as those that pursued them.

At aggnd from Chandrelle, the dragonriders dispersed and began to form a wide circle over the
horde of dragons below. They flew in careful formation, like an enormous flock of dlittering gold and
glver geese.

The dven magi began the chant, summoning the magic and spinning it in a dizzy circle. Together
they formed a whirling cone of air and magic, a sorm larger than any the world had known, and sent it
plunging down toward the dragons below.

There was no warning, no time for the migraing dragons to pull away from the attack. One
moment, the sounds filling the air were those of thar own meking: the boom and crackle of the burning
woodlands, the distant cries of fear and pain from the forest creatures below, their own triumphant roars.
All these were muted, suddenly and completely, by the descending cone of magic.

The whirling winds caught the dragons and spun them heplesdy about. Many were killed in the
firg sudden rush of explosive sound and power. Ther enormous bodies acted as bludgeons as the wind
whipped them againg their dill-living comrades.

Nor did the destruction stop there. Burning trees were torn from ther roots and sucked up into
the vortex. Within moments, the whirling cloud was a ghadtly shade of red-dish gray, a mixture of smoke
and carnage.

The gold and slver dragons above indinctively shied away from the force in their midgt, fearing,
despite the suc-cess of the day before, that they themsdves might be drawn into the surging, killing
magic.

But as suddenly asit came, the whirlwind died. A terrible black and crimson storm rained down
upon the blasted countryside as the dain dragons—perhaps as many as two hundred—were released
from the terrible vortex.



And just as suddenly, Chandrelle was fdling. The magic she had fashioned was gone. For the first
timein her lifea spdl had disappeared too fast for her to withdraw careful-ly. Dimly, she noted that her
gragping hands dill held the dragon's reins, that the forest below was dill passing by in the giddy blur of
dragonflight. Her morta body was safe, but nonetheless, she wasfdling.

Ingtinctively, the mage redized wha had occurred. The death of so many dragons, so many
megica creatures, had saverdy torn the fabric of the Weave. Her own magicd essence, which had been
bound inextricably into the cadting of this Spdll, has been ripped free of the mortd world dong with the
dragons her magic had dain. She was dead. Her body smply had not yet had the chance to grasp this
redity.

Asif from a distance, Chandrelle saw her form grow tranducent and fade away into motes of
golden light. Her dragon mount seemed dazed and confused by the sudden bresk in the magica bond
they had shared. The creature veered wildly asde—directly into the path of a venerable silver dragon.

The crash of impact reverberated over the ruined land. The dlver's dven rider was thrown off;
the mage's limbs floated limply as he spun helplesdy, unknowingly, down toward the uprushing ground.
The pair of dragons grap-pled hdplesdy as they strove to release themsdves from the tangle of wings
and dven livery.

Too late they broke apart. Just as Chandrelles dragon managed to spread her wings the
massive, jagged trunk of a pine thrust up through her body like a spear. The impded dragon struggled
briefly, then sagged down, a glint of tarnished gold againgt the charred landscape. The Siver dragon
pulled into a glide, but there was nowhere for him to go. Nearby the flames had flared up high and hat,
stoked into a frenzy by the swirling winds. The dragon's brief and desperate flight ended in a thick bank
of black smoke, and the sucking winds that swept him toward the crackling inferno beyond.

Vhoori Durothil, the High Councilor of Evermest, listened in slence to the griim tidings brought
from Sumbrar's tower.

A flight of dragons was wending its way northward across Faerun, laying waste to the land.
Many dven settle-ments had falen, ether as prey to the dragons or to the ravening orcs and goblins that
followed in their wake.

"What of the dragonriders?' he asked. "My daughter Chandrelle sent word of her plan. We have
sent many High Magi to support her.”

A long silence met hiswords.

The mage's old friend, Brindarry Nierde had risen nearly as high in his chosen work as had
Vhoori. The Gold df warrior now commanded not only Sumbrar, but dl of Evermeet's fighters.

The mage sghed and leaned back in his chair. He knew dl too wdl that light in his friend
Brindarry's eyes—a near manic eagerness for battle. Clearly, the dven warrior had a planin mind. "What
do you recommend?"

"We cannot ignore the suffering of the People. There are a few magicd gates between the idand
and the mainland. | say we create more. Many more.”

"Those are not easly created, and should never be used lightly. The cost of magicd travd is
high"

"And the cogt paid by the mainland dvesis not?' retort-ed Brindarry. "We mugt send warriors to
help counter the orcs and Circles of High Magi to fight the dragons.™

"And what of Evermeet? If we do as you sugges, her defenses will be dangeroudy reduced.”

Brindarry sniffed. "I think not. Under your leadership, the idand has been secured againg Al
possible attack. When was the last time anyone saw a scrag or a sahuagin? When was the lag time a
hodtile ship came anywhere near the idand? Between the Guardians and the Starwing flest, no foe can

"Say that | agree with you," Vhoori suggested. "Even so, the council dmost certainly will not.”

"Then dissolve the council. Their time has passed.” The mage considered this. Elven tradition had
long con-sidered the best governance to be a counall of elders, a body that would give advice through
collective wisdom rather than enforce compliance through power. Though the People nearly aways



followed the council's advice, they put high vaue on individud thought and freedom of per-sona choice.
The dves of Evermeet would resist hitterly any perceived attempt to curtall these long-held rights.

On the other hand, news of the mainland troubles would send many eves scurrying to ams.
Some of them had not been long in Evermeet, and many of these new-comers had near kin living in the
areas scourged by the dragonflight. Other eves held firmly to the principle of unity among the People,
and would fight just as fiercely for a stranger as they would their own kin. And regardless of persond
circumgtances, dl the eves of Evermeet shared a sense of dedtiny, and their place in it. Evermeat
represent-ed hope and haven for dl eves. In times of such darkness, hope must be brought to the eves
who were too belea-guered to seek it. Even if the council voted otherwise, the dves, with a little
encouragement, would dmost certainly raly in great numbers to the rescue of their distant kin.

And when Evermeet was nearly emptied of warriors and magic, when the noble dans who held
coundl seats were busy esewhere, Vhoori Durothil would declare himsdf king. Who would gainsay him,
when the battles were over? Not even the most querulous Gray df on the councl could argue with
success.

"Sart gathering your forces," Vhoori said. "We will summon the Circles, and begin creation of the
gates at once."

Back in the shattered dven city, Brindary Nierde stood ready with his warriors. In the firg
moments of dragonflight, Chandrelle Durothil had spotted the advancing orcs and had sent word to him
through one of her father's speaking gems. Brindarry was ready, even eager, for the battle to begin.

He had lived dl his life on Evermeet, and so he had never had the opportunity to fight the
Peopl€e's traditiond enemy. In his mind, this day he and his would rdive the legendary battle of Corellon
Larethian and Gruumsh One-Eye. His dves would prevall just as surdy as did Corellon, and they would
joinin the legends and the glory of the dven god of battle.

Suddenly the Gold df's senses tingled weirdly. Some-thing had changed, something important. It
fdt rather like the rain and mig of a summer shower had disappeared in the blink of an eye, leaving the
skies utterly dry and clear. To the df'sfey senghilities, the air suddenly felt—thin. Empty.

"The mithd," breathed the df, understanding what had happened. The megicd shied that had
staved off the city's utter destruction was no more.

A moment's panic swept through the warrior. He was confident of his skills and those of his even
fighters, but he acknowledged the cost of a falure would be enormous. If the defenders should fdl, the
gate to Evermeet would be left open. Never had Brindarry imagined thet it might be pos-sible for orcs to
set foot upon the idand.

Thewarrior snatched up the speaking gem that linked him to Chandrelle Durathil. The stone was
cold and dlent, the magic gone. Chandrelle was dead. The dragonriders would not be returning to lend
their combination of dragon and dven magic to the battle.

Brindarry possessed one more magica gem, one that was even more powerful. He tugged a
golden pendant from beneeth histunic and focused dl his will upon the large, smooth stone st into it. In
moments, the angular face of Vhoori Durathil appeared within.

There was little time for words, no time at dl for expla-nations. Already the city resounded with
the dash of weapons adong the breached wals, and the dull thuds of bombards as the orcs sought to
batter down the riversgde gates.

"What is it, my friend?' Vhoori demanded. "I hear battle. Do you need ad? More wariors,
magic? What can | do?'

Jugt then the vast wooden gate plintered, and orcs spilled through the city wall like water through
abroken dam. Brindarry pulled his sword and spoke hisfind words to his dearest friend.

"Thereis but one thing you can do. Close the gates to Evermeet.”

Two days passed before seven dragons and their dven partners limped back to the city. The
aurvivors found ariver polluted with the bodies of thousands dain, streets that were red with dried blood,
beautiful buildings reduced to rubble. Even the Tower, one of the proudest survivors of the High Magic



tradition of ancient Aryvandaar, had been tumbled and despoiled.

The dves camped that night in the ruined city. Even the dragons bedded down in empty
courtyards and ruined mar-ketplaces, and attempted to tend their wounds and gether ther wits. The fey
creatures that had survived the drag-onriders battle were |eft dazed and stunned by the after-math of the

spdl.

None of the remaining magi could agree on what to do next. The magica gates had been
closed—they could not return to Evermeet by such means. It was unlikdy that new gates would be
created soon. The idand kingdom had been drained of both wizards and warriors. The few remaning
High Magi on Evermeet would have other, more pressing work, and the warriors were too few to
protect new gates agang possible invason. One thing was clear: The persond power of any dngle
urviving mage was not what it had been. The dedtruction of the evil dragons might have saved many
dven lives, but the damage to the fabric of the Weave was beyond measure.

In the years that followed, the stranded megi of Ever-meet scattered like autumn leaves. Some
stayed near the river to rebuild the city, or took off into the forest in search of other dven settlements.
Others had been entranced and entrapped by ther taste of dragonflight, and stayed to form bonds with
their dragon mounts.

Not long after the crimson star known as King-Killer faded unmourned from the sky, a new
wonder appeared in the heavens. A scattering of amdl, glowing lights began to follow the moon in her
path through the night sky, like godings paitering fathfully after their mother.

The poets named this phenomena the Tears of Sdune. No one knew for certain what they were,
or what they meant. Some of the dves took heart at the Sght, remem-bering the legends that clamed the
People were born through the mingled blood of Corelon and the tears of the moon. The dwindling
number of People, the destruc-tion of so many of their ancient cultures—this, they dlaimed, was about to
end.

Others argued that the Tears of Sdune were asgn of the gods favor, a mark of gpprova for the
tremendous heghts the eves had reached in their mastery of magic.

In truth, the appearance of these heavenly bodies rep-resented, if anything, the end of an era.

Sowly, inexorably, High Magic was disappearing from the land. A few isolated enclaves of such
megic dill stood: Darthiir Wood, Winterwood, Tangletrees, Evermeet. Among the even seers were those
who predicted that soon such magic could be cast only on Evermeet. Asthisgrim prediction came closer
and closer to fruition, the idand haven took on awhole new leve of meaning to the elves.

Vhoori Durothil had been wrong about a good many things. He never ascended the throne of
Evermedt, though he and his descendants controlled the council for many years to come. Evermeet's
resources were not without limit, as the attempted rescue showed.

But about one thing Durcthil was entirdy correct: A new era was beginning for the eves. It was
not to be the golden era he envisioned, but a time of great trouble and confusion. Evermeet's importance
grew as the troubles of the mainland eves steadily increased.

It seemed to many eves that the tears of the moon—the very thing that legend credited with the
birth of the dven people—might wel Sgnd their end upon Faerun.



11th day of Flamerule, 1368 DR

To Danilo Thann does Athol of Candlekeep send greet-ings. Reluctantly.

Very well, | read your last letter, and the one before it, and the several that preceded them.
In truth, | shudder to con-template what your bills for parchment and ink must be.

But this, | suppose, is the way it should be. If you are to do this task and do it well, you
must be relentless and pro-lific in your pursuit of information. That does not mean, however, that
you cannot be brief.

Sart by sparing me your fine flourishes and your flat-tery. Though | doubt not your
sincerity, such niceties only serve to raise my hackles. Perhaps this is because | remem-ber all too
well the times you inssted that she who named me must have been speaking with a lisp.

Be that as it may.

| regret that 1 cannot send you the volume you last requested. It is an ancient book,
perhaps one of the five oldest in this library, and its fragile pages and bindings would not survive
the trip. The best | could do was to hire a scribe to copy it for you. Enclosed herewith are some
sample pages. If you are satisfied with the effort, | will engage her to complete the work. A
reasonable fee for such a task would be 5,000 gold pieces—it would be consider-ably more, but
the scribe is a first-year student.

And yes, | am gill cheaper than an ugly courtesan, to coin one of your youthful gibes.
Though | must admit the reason for bothering with frugality eludes me; after all, | am spending
your money, not mine.

| am returning with this letter the ink powder that you sent me. Perhaps it truly does glow
in the dark, but | have no desire to stand in the spot where lightning once struck me.

The excerpt from the lorebook Of Blades and Blooded Honor you requested follows.



Regards, Athol the Beardless



It was the time of man.

To many elves, it seemed that the humans flourished in all things even as they, the children
of Corellon, faded.

As the number of People dwindled like sands dipping through an hourglass, the humans
swelled their ranks at an indecent rate. The elven communities retreated into the forests as
humans spread out into every land and every clime. As High Magic became a rare and secret
thing, human mages discovered ancient scrolls that enabled them to reach in their few short years
of life incredible levels of power. Mighty human kingdoms had risen—and fallen. Fabled Netheril
was a memory, but from its ashes magelords were risng to command the settlements and cities of
the northlands. The humans pressed even into the deep forest, seeking to settle amid the ancient
trees and pleasant dales that were the elves |ast stronghold on Faerun.

Everywhere, contact between elves and humans was increasing. Half-elves, once rare and
pitiable beings who were almost invariably the result of war crimes, were becoming almost
common. As a people, the elves were not at all cer-tain what to make of these developments, nor
were they of a single mind concerning how best to deal with the ubiquitous humans. On one thing
all agreed, however: Evermeet must remain sacred to the People.

Few humans knew of Evermeet. Most who heard the tales thought of the idand as an
elven fancy, a legendary place of wonder and beauty and harmony. But there were a few, mostly
sea-going folk, who had reason to know that something existed in the distant western seas. Those
who ventured too far into the sunset were met by terrible storms, bands of warlike Sea elves, and
magical barriers of all kinds. These hearty men—those few who survived these encounters—
began to speak more often of the rich idand kingdom in the sea.

The image of Evermeet that emerged was colored by the humans experience with the
elves of Faerun. The humans thought that the idand, if it existed at all, was a place of serene
beauty and utter harmony, where elves joined as one in their pursuit of the arts of magic and
warfare, and to contemplate the wonders of sky and forest.

The truth was something rather different.

For millennia, the noble Gold elf families of Evermeet had vied for control of the ruling
Council of Elders. Most often, the Durothil clan held sway, but this right was strongly contest-ed
by the Nierde, the Nimesin, and the Starym families. Nor were the Moon elven clans content to
leave the positions of power and influence uncontested.

The disputes between the races and the clans never actu-ally devolved into warfare, but
the idand became a warren of intrigue. Elven culture, which had once been focused upon the
creation of beauty and the assurance of a strong defense, focused instead upon the art of political
maneuverings. Clans vied with each other in their wealth, their forces at arms, and in the
stockpiling of magical weaponry.

Predictably enough, at this time the most powerful seat of elven culture was not Evermeet
at all, but the forest of Cormanthyr. As ambitious Gold elves came to realize this, many of them
began to leave the idand and settle in the burgeoning cities of Cormanthyr.

But even there, differences arose among these clans. The Nierde elves were generally
willing to compromise with the Moon elves and the forest elves who had proceeded them. They
even tolerated the insurgence of humans, halflings, and dwarves into the forest community. But
the more xenophobic of the Gold clans—among others the Starym, Nimesin and Ni'Tessine—
loudly proclaimed the need for isolation.

After much debate, the Elven Council of Cormanthyr opened the forest lands to human
settlement. The Standing Stone was raised as a monument to peace and cooperation among the
many races. That much of the story is well-known. But long before this year, a year of events so
great that it became a measure by which time was reckoned, other, more secret events had
occurred that were to shape the very course of the elven race.

When the long destruction of the Crown Wars had final-ly come to an end (about -9000 by
Dale Reckoning) some elves became concerned that such a period of strife might come yet again



in the long history of the elves. They were determined to do everything in their power to prevent
such a disaster.

There was in Cormanthyr at this time an ancient elven seer known as Ethlando, a survivor
from the ancient kingdom of Aryvandaar. He believed that this increasing divison among the
elves could lead to the destruction of all. Ethlando had lived long past the normal years for an dlf,
and was well into his second millennia of life. He was widely believed to have a special connection
with the Sdldarine, for the visions that were granted him proved infallible. Even in small matters,
his word was greatly respected in the land. Oftentimes his opinion was sought—and followed—
when arbitration between the more contentious clans was necessary.

During the years when Cormanthyr's fate was still hotly debated, Ethlando declared that
Evermeet must be ruled by a single royal family—this, he claimed, was the will of the gods. The
plan that he gave for the selection of this clan was so complex, so dependent upon a magic
beyond the reach of mortal mages, that the Council decided that the Seldarine did indeed speak
through the seer.

On one matter, though, they held firm: Ethlando insisted that only Moon €ef clans could
apply for this honor. But the Gold elves held sway in Cormanthyr, and the ruling class decreed
that all noble clans—excepting of course the drow elves—who wished to make a claim for
Evermeet's throne could do so.

Three hundred master weaponsmiths were chosen, and each was charged with creating a
sngle sword. Though each artisan was given license in the crafting, certain things were to be
constant. All were to be double-edged broadswords, and the hilt of each was to be set with a large
moonstone. Of all the gems known to elves, the moonstone was the purest, most fluid conductor
of magic. Yet the swordcrafters were not to imbue the weapons with any magical powers
whatsoever. That, Ethlando insisted, would come when the time was right.

By the year of the Sanding Sone, the swords were com-pleted. In due time, the question of
elven royalty would be settled beyond question or dispute.

Prelude

Shadows Deeper
1371DR

The dlver dragon swooped down on Sumbrar, flying with dangerous speed directly toward the
high, rounded Tower. She was a Guardian, and her task was to warn the dves of the gpproaching
danger. She had reason to fear that her warning might aready be too late.

Her glittering wings beat againg the ar to hdt her desperate flight, and her taoned feet caught
and dung to the whimsica carvings that ringed the rounded dome roof of Sumbrar's tower. The dragon
draped her wings down over the smooth stone wadls to steady her perch, then craned her neck down to
look into the high, arched window of the upper tower. There the magi gathered to cast their Circle magic.
She only hoped that they did not die of fright a the sudden appearance of her enormous, scay Slver
visage in thelr window!

But to her surprise, the chamber was empty. Silent. No magi gathered to meet the coming threst.
The dragon's firg thought was that they did not know. Then her keen ears caught the sound of a rumbling
deep within the caves of Sumbrar, and her senses quickened with the surge of magic that emanated from
the depths of the outpost idand.

Asthe Guardian watched, 9x ancient dragons burst from their age-long dumber and took to the
sky. She watched in awe as the legendary heroes of her people legped into flight as if from the pages of
the lorebooks. Even so, her wonder was overwhelmed by a deep and profound feding of dread. It was
written that only in times of deepest peril would the Seegping Ones be cdled forth.

The Guardian spread her dlver wings and rose into the sky, setting a course for the Eagle Hills
There she would seek out the dragonriders, and learn what fate had befal-en her dven partner.



Shonassir Durathil had not respond-ed to her slent cal. Though she feared the answer, she must know
what she—indeed, what dl of Evermeset—faced.

Far from the shores of Evermest, in a very different tower that stood in the shadow of
Waterdeep's sngle mountain, another of Evermeet's guardians threw back her sivery head and let out a
wall of mixed anguish and frustration.

Khelben Arunsun, the human mage who ruled this tower, came forward and gently pried the
guardian's white-knuckled fingers from the gilded frame of her enchanted mirror.

"Itisno good, Lagrd," he said firmly, taking the woman by her shoulders and turning her to face
him. "Every-where, it is the same thing. All the gates to Evermeet have been barred. There is nothing you
or | or anyone else can do to change this."

"But this dfgate is different! No one should be able to close it. Do you not remember how we
sruggled smply to conced and move it?'

"If ever anything in thisworld went as it should, rather than asit does, it is possble that we would
dl perish from the shock,” Khelben said without thought of humor. "Laerd, | would give anything if this
were otherwise. Y ou must accept thet the battle for Evermeset isin the hands of her People.”

The woman moaned and sank forward into the archmage's embrace. "We could make a
difference, Khelben. You and |, my ssters. There must be away we can hdp!”

The mage stroked Lagrd's Slvery hair, a srange shade that proclaimed her dven heritage and
served as a reminder of the ties that bound the woman to Evermeet. Improbably, the human mage and
the even queen had long ago become fadt friends, and Laerd wore on her finger one of the dfrunes that
named her a trusted agent of Ever-meet's queen. But even the magic of thering had been slenced, its fey
light blotted out by the strange pdl that had fdlen over the digtant idand.

Evermeet was truly done.

"Trug in the dves™ the archmage urged her. "They have weathered many storms, and may yet
find their way to a port in this one."

Leerd dipped away from the shelter of Khelben's arms. "There is more,” she whispered as tears
began to soill down her cheeks. "Oh, thereis more. | never told you about Maura....”

Hying high above the trees of Evermeet, Maura dung to fidfuls of golden fegthers and leaned
down low over the giant eagle's neck. Her black hair whipped wildly about her in the rush of wind, and
her face was grim as she scanned the ground below for Sgn of the elf-eater's passage.

Fndly she caught sght of the monger as it crashed through a stream, sending water spraying
wildy upward in sheets and flying droplets that glistened briefly in the bright morning light.

"Down herel" she shouted to her eagle mount, daring to let go with one hand in order to point.
"Follow that thing!"

"Ooh. Big bug," the eagle commented as he eyed the domed carapace of the monstrous elf-edter.
"Crack shel, get meet for many eagles. We two not-eves fight thet?"

"Eventudly. First we mugt fly past it to Corellon's Grove and warn the ves there of its approach.
Do you know where it is?'

"Hmph! Know where every rabbit denis. You tel, | find. Fight soon, yes?'

"Soon," Maura agreed.

The eagle banked sharply as the df-eater veered toward the east. Maura clutched at the bird's
feathers as the eagle redoubled his efforts. The speed stole her breath; the buf-feting force of his beating
wings aone nearly tore her from her perch.

Fast though the eagle was, severd moments passed before the giant bird was able to pull ahead
of the mongter. An eternity seemed to dip by before Maura caught sight of the even temples.

"Sat me down over there" she shouted, pointing to a domed, green-crystal shrine.

"Not gt there" the eagle countered. " See df enemy by river, many many. Fish-people, very bad.
We fight now, yes?'

"Hght now, not!" Maura screamed, letting go of one handhold to pound on the eagles back.



"Warn dves firg!"

The bird darted a puzzled look over his shoulder. "You tak funny.”

Maura shrieked in pure frugtration. She leaned forward and talked loud and fagt into the eagle's
ear. "Your people know of the df king? Well, his daughter is there in one of those buildings. If we don't
get her away, the big bug will eat her!”

The eagle let out a piercing cry that matched Maura's for rage and surpassed it in sheer power.
"Bug eat Zaor's df-chick, not," he promised grimly. Without further warn-ing, he swung around in a tight
crcle and then dipped into a screaming dive.

Kacing wind tore at Maura's streaming clothes and stung her eyes into near-blindness. She buried
her face in the eagle's neck feathers and dung to the creature with dl her might. The sudden, frenetic
battering of wings againg wind warned her of their eminent landing. She lifted her head and squinted. Her
eyes flew open wide, heedless of the painful wind.

They were flying directly toward the elf-eater's churning maw.

There was little that Maura could do, but she inginc-tively seized a knife from her belt to throw
into that gaping, ravenous cavern—athough she doubted it would inconvenience the mongter in the
dightest. Nor did she have any confidence that the eagle's attack would avail. The creature apparently
thought that his giant hooked talons and rending beak were auffident to the chalenge. Unlike Maura, he
hed not seen the elf-eater a work.

"Up! Up!" she shrieked.

The eagle responded to the urgency in her voice. He tilted his wings to get the flow of wind
beneath them and began to pull up into a soaring rise.

Too late. A long tentacle shot forward and seized the eagle by the leg. The bird came to a
panfully abrupt hdt. Maura did not. She sailed over the eaglée's head and landed with bone-jarring force
amid the flowers of one of the temple gardens.

Ignoring the surging pain that coursed through her every limb, the woman legped to her feet, her
dagger ready.

Sprays of golden feathers filled the air, mingling with the furious screams of the captured eagle.
The giant bird put up a brave fight, but despite its sruggles the monger drew it dowly, inexorably,
toward its rgpacious maw. Maura lifted her dagger high and started forward.

"Dont!" warned the eagle as its fierce eyes fdl upon his fdlow "not-df." "Go find Zaor's
df-chick!"

For amoment the woman hesitated. It was not in her to leave an dly, or turn away from bettle.

"Go!" screamed the eagle. He was jerked sharply toward the monster. There was a horrid
crunching sound, and then his massive wings dropped limp.

Maura turned and ran for the tower that was Angharradh's temple. Even as she did, she redlized
that she was probably too late. If llyrana was anything like her younger brother, she would not use her
clerical magic to flee from this place. The princess would try to stop the elf-eater, even a the cost of her
life

Maura found hersdlf in sudden and complete accord with this, even though Ilyranas death would
mean Maura would amog certainly lose Lamruil to the duties of his dan and its crown.

The thought made her chest ache with a dull, hollow pain, but somehow her sorrow seemed a
amdl thing com-pared with the evil facing her adopted home. She under-stood with her whole heart the
choice that Lamruil had made, the choice that 1lyrana would dmost certainly make. Nor could Maura do
otherwise. If she could help Ilyrana, she would do it.

Wave dfter wave of sshuagin invaders swvarmed the coasts of Evermeet, overwheming the even
vess and dipping through to fight the eves hand to hand on the red-stained shores.

For two days the battle raged. When a lag some of the creatures broke past the dven
defenders, they roiled inland, taking to the Ardulith river and svimming up into the very heart of
Evermeet. Behind them came the scrags, terrible creatures that devoured with grim ddight any being that
hed fdlen to the talons and tridents of the fishmen.

Along the way, villagers and fisherfolk gathered to do battle. Bonfires dotted the shores of the



Ardulith, and clouds of aily smoke roiled into the skies as the dven fight-ers consgned the dain sea trolls
to the flames.

In the waters beyond Evermeet's shore, the Sea eves struggled to hold back the tidd wave of
invaders. But they, too, had been taken unawares by the massive, multisded attack. Those Sea dves on
patrol fought as best they could, but dl others were trapped indde their cord dty by a sege force of
enormous Sze. The kraken and the dragon turtle that patrolled the waters fed wel, but even they could
not hold back the swarms of sea creatures that swept over the dven shores.

The dven navy, the wonder of the seas, fared somewhat better. In the waters beyond Evermeet's
megicd shidds, dven man-o-wars and swanships battled againg a vast fleat of pirate ships. They sent
ghip after ship into Umberlee's arms. And better ill, they cleared a safe way for sev-erd vessdsthat fled
for Evermest, closdy—and deceptively—pursued by the pirates.

"Foals" Kymil Nimesin observed as he watched the fiery battle raging behind his ship.

Captain Blethis the human who commanded the flag ship Rightful Place, licked his lips
nervoudy. "That's nearly the last of our fleet, Lord Nimesin. There will soon be but Sx ships left.”

"That will suffice” the Gold df said camly. "The even ships will go one to various ports, as we
agreed. One will go aground on the beaches of Siluth, and from there our forces will march inland to
take and hold Drelagara. The next will sall around to Nimlith, and hold that city. Continuing northward,
we will take the Farmeadows. Thisvictory is key, both for food supplies and the horses we will need to
ride south and inland. From the east we attack three points The Thayvians will sail to the north-ern city
of Elion to engage and destroy the drow scum that hold the keep there—certainly, the dark dves
use-fulnessis ended.”

"From what I've heard of drow, that task might be harder than the tdling suggests,” Blethis
muttered.

Kymil Nimesin cast an arch look in his direction. "And have you aso heard of the red wizard's
megic? The two are wdl matched—in power as wel as loathsomeness. Those few vermin who survive
the encounter will be easy enough to dispatch. The problem with this inveson,” he concluded dryly, "is
not so much in the conquering, but in knowing how best to rid ourselves of our dlies”

The captain kept slent, though the df's words set him to wondering how wel he and the other
humans would fare once the idand was taken.

"Wewill accept the surrender of Lightspear Keep at Ruith,” the df continued. "And this ship, as
planned, will enter the Leuthilspar bay to take over the court.”

"You make it sound easy,” Blethis commented.

"It has been anything but!" snapped the df. "All my life, for more than Sx hundred years, | have
been work-ing toward this find attack. | have won and spent a dozen fortunes in funding it, formed
dliances that will leave a stench on my soul throughout eternity! Y ou have been told what you need to
know. Believe me when | say that our ships will make port in a land that has been ravaged dmost
beyond repair.

"Almog,, but not quite” Kymil added. "In times past, the People have rebuilt from less than we
will leave them. The eveswill merdy be purified by this crucible, and the gold will rise above the dross at
last. Evermeet will be restored in the imege of ancient Aryvandaar. And from this place, the eves will
once agan reach out to expand and conquer.”

It occurred to Blethis that the df was no longer tak-ing to him. Kymil Nimesn was reciting a
litany, rliving the image that had ruled and shaped his centuries of life Whether or not there was any
truth in this vison, or even any sanity, the human could no longer say.

If Kymil Nimesin could have seen the battle playing out amid the temples of Corellon's Grove, it
is possible that he himsdf would have doubted the sanity of his quest. Not even his blind zed could
excuse the unleashing of Malar's vengeance upon the dven homeand.

The df-eater battered through a circle of standing stone, and a score of writhing tentacles
reached out to ensnare the cluster of forest df shaman who chanted spells of warding. As cardledy as a
courtesan might pluck at a bunch of grapes, the mongter thrust one df after another into its churning maw.
A few of the vesfled into the forest. Most stayed, fighting back with whatever weapons of sed or faith



or magic they had a hand.

From her window in ahigh tower of Angharradh's temple, the princess llyrana gazed in horror a
the carnage below. Her memory cast up an imege of the lagt time she had seen this cresture—during the
terrible destruction of the Synnorian eves of the Moonshae Idands. It had been a day beyond horror,
and the worgt of it was witnessing the disappearance of a blue-haired even lad into that raven-ous maw.
Which of her younger brothers had met this fate, she never knew, nor had she ever been able to learn if
the other twin had somehow survived. The falure she had fdt then, the utter impotence of a young and
untried priestess, washed over her anew.

A young human femde, scarlet-clad and decidedly disheveled, skidded into the room. It took
[lyrana a moment to recognize her as Lagrd Elf-friend's daughter.

The woman propped her fists on her hips and glared at the princess. "The way | see it, you can
ather fight or flee—but you've got to pick one of those now!"

"Maura, isnt it?" llyrana murmured in her gentle voice.

"Not for long it isn't, unless you take action.” The woman drew her sword and stepped to the
door.

For a moment the dven priestess thought Maura intended to force her to flee She redized,
suddenly, that she did not wish to do so. She would stay and she would fight

Maura, who was keenly observing the princesss face, nodded with satisfaction. "Do what you
mus—I will stand guard aslong as | am able”

The dven priestess reached out for the magica threads that bound her to Arvandor. A familiar
presence flooded her mind in slent rebuke even as a tendril of warmth and strength tole into her
benumbed thoughts. She sank deep into the mydic prayer, opening hersdf fuly to Angharradh, her
goddess.

The mydery that Ilyrana had contemplated her whole life suddenly seemed to have been lad out
planly before her. Angharradh, the goddess that was three and yet one, was not so very different from
the other gods of the Sddarine. Nor was she so different from the unique magic that sustained Evermest.
Many, and yet one. Perhaps the magi were not the only eves who could summon a Circleé's combined
meagicd srength.

llyrana closed her eyes and sank deeper 4ill into the meditetive prayer, untl the power of the
goddess seemed to flow through her like air, binding her in slver threads to the web. She reached out,
seeking the power of the other priest and priestesses. One by one, she reached out to touch the startled
minds of desperately praying cerics of Handi Cdanil, Aerdrie, Sehanine Moonbow—all of the
goddesses whose essence was mirrored in Angharradh. They were many, yet they became one, even as
the goddess hersdf had been given birth.

Asan awareness of Ilyranas spdl spread through the embattled grove, the priests and priestess
of dl the gods of the Seldarine followed the princess, lending the force of ther prayers and their magic to
this not-quite-morta child of Angharradh.

llyrana gathered their combined power, indinctively forming it into a new and terrible goddess
form. In response to the collective prayer, a warrior maiden clad in gleaming plate armor rose from the
0l of Evermeet. Tdl as an ancient oak, she held a spear the Sze of a ship's madt.

Thewarrior stood her ground as the elf-eater thundered toward her, and thrust her spear's point
deep into the mon-ger's mouth. With dl her strength she pushed the blunt end of the spear down,
levering it toward the ground. Then she dug in her hedls, and held on.

The impding spear thrust deep, abruptly stopping the monster's headlong rush. Although the
mighty shaft bent like an arched bow, dthough the wood shrieked and groaned and crackled from the
grain, the warrior did not release her hold. Then, suddenly, she threw hersdf back-ward, releasing the
Spear.

Asthe lowered end of the spear sorang straight and high, the creature was thrust violently in the
opposite direction. It flipped, landing on its rounded carapace and rocking like an up-ended turtle. Its
three massve legs churned the air and its tentacles flalled wildly, but it could not right itself.

One of the tentacles found and seized the warrior, wrgpping around her am and pulling her



close. The magicd df drew a knife and severed the limb, then ripped the dinging length from her arm.
Circles of blood welled up on her aam where the tentacle's suction cups had found purchase, but the
warrior paid no attention to these wounds.

The warrior maiden took a gossamer net from her bet and whirled it briefly. It flewv over the
creature, entan-gling it in a dlvery web of magic. She turned to the tower, nodding toward the watchful
dven princess who had given her form and substance. And then she was gone, and the elf-eater with her.

Gone, too, were many of the clerics, for their spirits had been bound up in the cagting. Of dl the
dveswho had raised the warrior goddess from their combined power, only Ilyrana lingered.

But her spirit, too, had flown. As Maura knelt beside the too-till princess, she noted a pattern of
bloody circles upon the flesh of one white arm.

The woman ran to the window and caled for help. The surviving clerics hurried to her aid, but
nothing any of the survivors could do had any effect on Ilyranas death-less dumber.

At last they somberly prepared to take the princess to Leuthilspar. If anyone would understand
this unfath-omable blending of the morta df with the divine, it would be Queen Amlaruil hersdf.

Maura went with them. As she tended the princess, she noted with dread and fascinaion that
other wounds appeared on the dfwoman's dlent form. It seemed that somewhere, in some bettle that
only the gods could wit-ness, Ilyrana was fighting Hill.



Book Four
The Royal Family

"Duty to clan and family, to people and homeland—this is the truth that guides the life
path and heats the fighting blood of the Moonshae Folk. But I've come to learn in these many
years of my life that the honor held so dear by my highland kin is but a pale thing compared to
that of the elves. 'Tis a truth that makes me humble indeed before these wondrous folk—and, |
admit in all candor, more than a wee bit frightened.”

—Excerpt from aletter from Carreigh Macumail,
Captain of Mist-Walker, Friend of the People—

15
The Moonblades (-9000 DR)

Thedaming of the king-making swords was set for twilight on the eve of the summer solstice—a
time of powerful magic. From dl over Aber-toril, even nobles gathered in the forests of Cormanthyr for
the ceremony. With them came High Magi, three hundred of them, one for each of the swords.

When the sun began to snk below its zenith, they dl gathered in a broad valey. Ethlando awaited
them, stand-ing in a vast circle of swords lying with the hilts turned outward. The magi took ther places,
as wdl, sanding within the parameters of the swords, near to but not touch-ing the points of the gleaming
blades.

Anticipation hung heavy in the air—even the birds seemed hushed as they listened to Ethlando's
magicaly enhanced voice describe at last thefull role of the magic swords.

"Many years ago, | was given a dl by Cordlon Larethian himsdf," Ethlando began, his voice
resonant and sure despite his great age, and flavored with the quaint accent of lost Aryvandaar. "This
spd| have | taught to these magi. Its magic will give to the swords two things that no other magic weapon
possesses: the ability to deter-mine what powers it will possess, and the judgment to chose who is
worthy to widd these powers.”

The ancient mage cast a dow, searching glance over the gathered dves. On each face, he saw
written confidence, expectation. No one among the assemblage appeared to think himsdf less then
worthy of this honor. Ethlando hoped that not too many would die before they learned otherwise.

"Each dan has chosen and sent representatives. Many who will dam the swords today come
from ancient lines, and they can point with pride to many illugtrious ances-tors. Thisis afinething, but it is
not the measure that the swords will use.”

A few brows furrowed in puzzZlement or congternation as the dves contemplated these words.
How else would aroyd house be chosen, but for the honor of lineage?

Ethlando took this as a good sign. At least they were thinking.

"Today, the swords will sdlect their fird wielders. In time, they will chose a worthy dan with a
proven succes-son. You see, these are hereditary blades, meant to be passed down to worthy
descendants for as long as the line lagts. Claming a sword will become more difficult as time goes on, for
the sword will choose only those who have the potential strength and the character to widd all of the
powers of the sword. With each passng gener-ation, the task will grow more difficult.”

"How will we know if the sword has chosen us?'

Ethlando turned to face the young df who asked the question. "If you are il dive, you have
been deemed worthy."

The seer let this statement hang for severa moments in the slence. "Yes, the swords—the
moonblades—will take thelife of any who are not worthy. This may seem harsh, but consder how gresat
the power of these weapons will be when ten generations have past! Safeguards must be taken, lest thar
megic fdl into evil hands and evil use. Once a sword is clamed, only the sword's rightful wielder can



unshegthe it and live™

The dves nodded cautioudy as they considered the practicdities involved in safeguarding
wespons S0 poten-tialy powerful. None spoke, though, for dl were intent upon hearing the seer's words.

"Any df can dedline the honor of inheritance. There is no compulson today, nor will there ever
be. But know this those who lay hold of a moonblade aso pledge themsdves to the service of the
People. They do so & grest cost.

"The magic each wielder adds to the sword is that part of the Weave tha the df cdls his own.
Y ou will serve the sword and the People after your death, and forgo the joys of Arvandor. Yet thisis not
an eternd sentence,” Ethlando added quickly. "When the sword's work is done, it becomes dormant. Its
megic flees—and the essence of dl itswidd-ersisreleased to Arvandor.”

The seer paused to let each df absorb the magnitude of the commitment, then turned to the
matter for which they dl had gathered.

"The moonblades will sdect a royd family through two means. Firs, the swords will narrow
down the fidd. In afew millenig, only a few worthy cdans will dill hold blades. These will demonsirate a
proven succession of worthy eves. It is possible that a few thousand years hence, some dans might yet
have more than one blade in service to the People.

" Second, the powers with which a particular sword isimbued will determine the clan's worthiness
to rule. Some swords will become formidable weapons for highly skilled fighters, others will become like
the mage's daffs that hold spellpower. One, or perhaps two or three, will become such a sword as a king
might wield."

Ethlando let the words echo long. "There is one thing | would ask of you. Thisis not the directive
of the gods, but my own request. Do not let more than two elves from any one dan fal this day. If you so
desire, an undaimed sword may be kept by the danin trust for some future wielder to use in the sarvice
of the People. But under-stand that those clans who do not succeed today, bear little hope of aspiring to
Evermeet's throne.

"Now isthetime to speak, if you have any questions. Thisis not a choice to be made lightly. No
df will be thought the less of for choosing not to dam a moonblade, now or ever. There are many ways
to serve the People. Thisis but one.”

Predictably enough, there was no sound but the rest-less dhifting of dven feet, no emotion written
on the waiting faces but confidence of the outcome—and impartience to begin.

Ethlando amiled ruefully. "Very well, then. These are the last words you will have of me. When
the cadting is done, the magi will see to the ceremony of choosing.”

The ancient df's eyes drifted shut, and he began to sway as he hummed an eerie melody. One by
one, the drcle of magi took up the werd casting. Before the won-dering eyes of the dven throng,
Ethlando began to glow with faint blue light. His form grew tranducent, shim-mering with gethering
power. The chanting magi, them-selves enchanted, began to add words to their spdl, dbet words that
no mortd df had heard or spoken before. Ethlando's form took on height and power as the spdl drew
meagic from the Weave, and wisdom from the gods.

Fndly the spdl ended on a sngle high, ringing note. Ethlando's glowing form burst apart asif he
were a crysta shattered by sound. The light that was Ethlando shot out like rays from a cerulean sun.
Blue bolts of meagic and power flashed to each of the moonblades. The swords were suddenly dive with
meagic, and glowing with intense blue light.

The watching eves flung up hands to ward off the sudden brilliant flare. When their eyes adjusted
to the magicd light, they saw that though the moonblades were dill dight, Ethlando was gone.

The meaning of thiswas clear to dl. It had been as Ethlando sad: The power of the moonblades
would be fashioned from the essence of the noble eves who would widd them. The fird power, that
which formed the bagis for dl that would follow, was the ahility to see and to judge. Who better for this
task, than the revered seer hmsdf?

A moment of reverent slence passed before one of the High Magi spoke. "Three hundred
swords, three hundred elves. Let the dans who aspire to Evermeet, step forward.”

Without hestation the firgt representatives of the dans came. The dves formed a circle around



the glowing blades, kndlt briefly in prayer to the gods and dedication to the People. At a 9gnd from the
megl, they reached as one for the hilts of their moonblades.

Blue light ripped through the valley, and an exploson sent shudders through the ancient trees. In
the heavy dlence that followed, fewer than two hundred eves rose to ther feet, glowing swords in their
hands. The others lay dead, blasted by the magicd fire.

Dishdief and horror was etched upon the countenance of every witness. The dan dves were
some of the finest fighters, the greatest maged If they were not worthy, who could be?

And yet, the answer stood before them. One hundred and seventy-two dves dipped moonblades
into the empty scabbards on their belts and stepped away from the circles. Ther faces were dight, not
with pride, but with awe.

The High Mage spoke again. "Those dans who wish to atempt a second dam, may do so now.
Firgt, remove your dead, and remember them with pride. There is no dishon-or in ther death. It is given
to some creatures to fly, others to swim, and dill others to hunt. Not every df is gifted with the potentid
to reign, and not every dan carries the seed of kings and queens.”

It was apparent, however, that most of the eves present fdt that their dan was destined for this
honor. Every one of the falled clans sent members forward to try again. This time, only two dves were
left standing.

"Moon dves," murmured Claire Durothil, a young mage who stood fourth in line for the honor of
edablishing her clan's succession. "All those who carry the blades are of the Moon df people! What
does this mean?'

Her question rippled through the crowd, murmurs that swiftly grew to the fury of a tempest.
Fndly the Corond, the df who sat at the head of Cormanthyr's council, came forward to qudl the angry
eves

"It is true that Ethlando suggested that only Moon eves be given the trid," he admitted. "He
argued that as a race, the Moon people are best equipped by temperament and indingion to ded with
the falk of other races. We dves have become the few among the many. Ethlando feared that rulers who
sought to blind themsdlves to the redlities of a changing world, would lack the ingght and knowledge
needed to keep Evermest secure.”

"And you let us try, knowing dl this?" Claire Durothil demanded.

The Corond sghed. "Would the knowing have changed your choice? Even now, is there any
among you who wish to try athird time?"

The slence was long and heavy. Then, ten Gold eves stepped forward to dam ther clan's
honor.

Heartsick, the eves watched as dl ten were reduced to ash and charred bone.

When the clans carried the remnants of their dain kin away, Claire Durathil stepped forward.

"I daim a moonblade in the name of the Durathil clan. Thisis my right, by the word of Ethlando.
Though | do not profess to understand dl that has happened this day, it may wdl be that the Gold eves
are not destined to rule Evermest. But | am certain that there have been many great and worthy evesin
my family, and that there will be many more. Give me this blade, and an df of my dan will dam it when
thetimeisright.”

The High Mage dipped a sheath over the blade, then handed the muted weapon to the Gold df.
Claire took the sheathed weapon without hesitation or fear, and then returned to her somber clan.

Severd more Gold dves followed her example. The Nimesin, the NiTessine, and the Starym dl
carried away undamed blades that day.

Slently, dl the elves acknowledged that there was honor in this, for surely a time would come
when the sword would chose the proper wielder. And Ethlando did not say that it was impossible that a
Gold df might gain the throne, only thet it was unlikely.

Long into the night the rite of daming went on. Some Moon df dans damed severd
blades—even afew com-moners gained that night a magic sword, and with it the right to found a noble
house. There was no protest, no con-tention over the results, for there was no denying the power a
work among them. Most of the Gold dves were willing to bide their time, to wait out the successon



process. Few of them believed that they were entirdly excluded.

When dawn crept over the vdley, it found no sgn of magic, or degth, or the eves whose kindred
hed earned one or the other. The People had returned to ther homes to ponder what had happened.
Many years would pass before the rulers of Evermeet were chosen. Yet every df who now carried a
moonblade knew that regardiess of how the test of successon played out, a great destiny would be his

16
The King Sword (715 DR)

A light snow fdl upon the forests of Evermeet. Big, downy flakes whirled and spun as they drifted
through the winter-bare trees. A few of the flakes dung to Zaor Moonflower's hair, looking like icy stars
amid the twilight sheen of the df's luxuriant, dark-blue locks.

But Zaor was oblivious to the beauty of the forest and the gtriking image he himsdf presented. He
was an df in the prime of life, and had seen and done much in his two centuries. Though the passing years
hed Ieft little mark on him, no one who set eyes upon him would mistake him for a calow youth.

For one thing, Zaor was exceedingly tdl, and nearly as muscular as a humen warrior. At more
then a hand-breadth over Sx feet, he was a giant among eves. His coloring was griking as well, for his
har was the most unusud color known to the Moon df people—a deep, glowing blue that brought to
mind sapphires or ormy seas.

And there was nothing of youth in Zaor's eyes. They were adso blue, and flecked with gold, yet
their naturd luster was dimmed by a deep and profound sadness. Those eyes had seen more battle, more
death, more horror, than most eves who could dam his years and more.

Zeor had nat been long in Evermeet. He was one of the few survivors of Myth Drannor's fdl who
had sought refuge in the idand kingdom.

But for Zaor, Evermeet brought no peace. Even a year after that find Sege, his ears ill echoed
with the cries of dying Myth Drannor, and he dill fdt the emptiness, like a physcd pain, left behind when
the mithd that had upheld the wondrous city had been destroyed.

Indeed, Zaor had found nathing but bitterness in the company of the idand's elves. The people of
fabled Leuthilspar, with their endless petty intrigues and their deeply entrenched sense of privilege, Smply
gdled him. Perhaps if they had spent a quarter of ther hoarded wedth and wasted energies on the
defense of Myth Dran-nor, the city might not have fdlen!

But even as the thought formed, Zaor knew there was little truth in it. All hislife he had battled the
foes who pressed the wondrous city. That was his task, and his cdl-ing. He was a ranger, and the forests
surrounding Myth Drannor were his to keep. And because he was a ranger, he had not been within the
wadls during the find siege, and thus he had survived the lag, terrible battle.

Zaor Moonflower had survived, but the guilt of his con-tinued existence pressed heavily upon
him.

It did not seem right, that he should be dive when so many thousands—indeed, a whole
cavilization—hed died. He fdt he could not bear to see such a thing happen again. Yet the dves of
Evermest—who were s0 like the people of Myth Drannor in their pride and complacency—were as
much at risk as that logt city had been.

Zeaor Sghed and lowered his gaze to the fresh blanket of snow, willing his mind to imitate the
smooth, untroubled surface.

His eyes narrowed as they fdl upon a strange mark. The df dropped to one knee to examine it
more closaly. The mark was like that of a horse's hoof, but dightly cloven and far more ddicate. And it
was not so much a print, but a glittering shadow upon the snow.

Only one creature would leave such atrall. Wonder—a feding that Zaor had thought was forever
banished from his heart—flowed over him in rippling waves. Slently, carefully, the ranger followed the
dlvery prints deep into the forest and into a snow-shrouded glade.

The sght before im stole his breath. Two unicorns—wondrous creatures whose coats were o



white as to render them nearly invisble againg the unblemished snow—broke away from the prisine
background. They minced toward the center of the glade, tossing their slvery horns and nickering softly.

This was wonder enough, but Zaor found his eyes lingering less on the rare and magicd
creatures than on the pair of dven maidens who awaited the unicorns with out-stretched hands.

Both of the maidens were Moon eves, and by the looks of them initiates of some religious order.
They were clad in smple white robes and swathed in white cloaks, and there was a dillness about them
that came only with strenuous training and great persona discipline. With their snow-colored garments,
milky skin and bright red tresses, they looked like statues fashioned from ice and flame.

Zeaor watched, bardly breathing, as the unicorns came up and nuzzled the maidens  outstretched
hands. One of them, atdl gifl whose hair fdl in ariot of tan-gled curls about her shoulders, sprang onto
her uni-corn's back.

"Come, Amlail,” she chided when the other gil held back. "Why do you wait? The unicorns
have accepted us—we can leave behind the suffy towers for good and dl, and seek adventure at last!"

The other girl's face was widful, but she shook her head even as she caressed the second
unicorn's slky mane. "You know | cannot, ldantha. Thisisyour dream, and | wish you wdl of it, but my
placeis dsewhere” She amiled up at her friend. "Think of me, from time to time, when you are captain of
the unicorn riders.”

The girl cdled ldantha snorted, as if amused by such visons of grandeur. "All | want is a bit of
exctement and an open sky! A year and a day—that isdl the service a unicorn will givel And after that,
| will be on to the next adventure.”

"We can set our feet upon a path, but we cannot dways choose where that path might take us”
Amlaruil said serioudy. She reached out and patted her friend's fey mount. "I think you have found not
only ayear's part-ner, but a degtiny."

ldantha's eyes widened. "Y ou have seen thisfor me, then?'

The gil hesitated. "There is need for unicorn riders,” she said carefully. "I think this unicorn has
chosen well. Y ou could ride before you could walk, and you were reaching for a sword before you could
do ether! No one in the Towers rides or fights as wdl as you. Who better than you to revive the old
ways, and to train and com-mand the swordmaidens?’

"Who indeed?' |dantha echoed teasingly. Her face turned serious, and she extended her hand to
her friend. The girls clasped wrigts with the gravity of warriors.

ldantha lifted her white hood to conced her bright hair, and then tapped her heds againg the
unicorn's Sdes. The creature reared, pawing the ar with hoofs as delicate as the fdling snow. With the
speed of thought, the unicorn and her rider melted away into the forest. The second, riderless unicorn
followed like a white shadow.

After a moment, Amlaruil turned toward the thicket where Zaor crouched. "You might as wel
come out now," she said in a clear, bdl-like voice. "I will do you no harm.”

Zaor's fird response was mingled surprise and cha-grin tha the df maid perceived his presence
50 easly. Then the irony of her remark struck Zaor as rather anusng. The gifl seemed to be little more
than achild, and dim as a birch tree and by dl appearances fragile as a dream. She might make hdf his
weight, had she been soaking wet.

But he rose and entered the clearing, stopping sever-a paces from her as propriety demanded.

He managed a bow that he thought would not disgrace him too badly. "Zaor Moonflower, a the
dridles sarvice" he said, usng the polite term for an dven femae of hon-orable birth and character.

The girls large, blue eyes lit up like stars. "Oh! Then we are kin! 1 am of the Moonflower dan,
aso. How isit we have never mgt?'

Zaor managed, just bardly, to hold her gaze. "I am recently come from Cormanthyr.”

He stedled himsdf for the usud barrage of questions, or the formd expressions of regret, or the
words of acclam lavished upon the "heroes’ of Myth Drannor. To hisrdief, the girl merely nodded. "That
explansit, then. My name is Amlaruil.”

"l heard."

"I know." Her sudden amile lent her face such beauty that Zaor had to drop his eyes to keep from



garing. A moment before, she had seemed nothing but a skinny child with long red-gold plaits of har and
huge, serious eyes. The flegting amile transformed her into the reflec-tion of a goddess.

Zeor took a moment to compose his thoughts. "'Y ou spoke of a Tower."

"Yes | an a student of High Magic a the Towers of the Sun and Moon. They are not far from
here"

The ranger frowned. "I have never seen these towers.”

"Nor will you, unless you know where to look." The girl laughed at the aggrieved expression that
crossed Zaor's face. "Do not take offense—the magic that shields the towers hides them even from the
birds and wood nymphs. But rest assured, you will see them one day."

Zaor's brows lifted at this odd pronouncement. There was a strange note in her voice as she
gpoke these |last few words, an abstracted tone that had been missng a moment before.

"You sound very certain of this Can you read portents, then?' he asked, thinking to humor the
child.

"Sometimes” she said in dl seriousness. "It is easer to do if the person carries an object of
power. | do not know why thet is, but it is 0."

Her eyes fdl to the sword on Zaor's hip. Although sheathed, the ornate hilt with its crowning
moongtone gem was clearly visble. Before Zaor could divine her intent, she reached out and ran her
fingertips over the smooth, milky surface of the stone.

With an oath, Zaor jerked away. No one could safdy touch such a sword but the
wid de—saurdy the fodlish child knew that!

But gpparently she did not. Amlaruil regarded him in surprise, her eyes wide. After a moment
Zeaor redized that she had gone unscathed. The dender fingers that by dl rights should have been
blackened by a blast of killing magic were as smooth and white as the winter snow.

For some reason, this shook Zaor dmogt as deeply as the thought that the girl had come to harm
through his carelessness. "You should never touch such a sword,” he told her gernly. "This is a
moonblade, and can mean death to any but he who widdsit."

Amlauil's eyes grew 4ill wider. "A moonblade. Oh, then that explains ..." Her voice tralled off
uncertainly and her gaze did to one side.

"You redly did see something, didn't you?' he asked, intrigued.

The girl nodded, her face grave. "This is the king sword. Who rules this sword, will dso rule
Evermest.”

Zeor stared at her, not wanting to believe the words she spoke with such uncanny certainty. Yet
there was some-thing about the girl that lent weight to her words. He believed her, even if he did not wish
to do so.

"Thereis nothing of the king about me" he said dully. How could there be? It was the find duty
of any dven king to die for his people. Myth Drannor lay dead, and he stood hde and unblemished, half
aworld away in the glades of Evermeet. "My children, perhaps, might someday serve— that is if their
mather can make up for my lacks.”

"Perhaps,”" she echoed in a tone that gave away nothing of her thoughts.

Zaor shook aside the girl's troubling pronouncement and turned to something that lay closer to his
ken. "Y ou touched the sword without harm. How can thet be?"

Suddenly, Amlaruil did not look so much a child as she had a moment before. A fant flush
daned the snow of her cheeks. "Asto that, | cannot say,” she murmured.

"Cannat, or will not?" Zaor pressed.

Again, that incandescent amile "Yes" wasdl she said.

The dves joined in a burst of laughter. It seemed to Zaor that suddenly the burden that hed
weighed down his heart for so long was easier to bear.

After the shared laughter faded, they stood gazing at each other for a long moment. Amlaruil was
fird to break the slence. "I mud return to the Towers. | have been away too long.”

"Wewill meet again, though?'

The girl hesitated, as if not sure how to answer. Then dowly, ddiberately, she reached out and



curled her fingers around the hilt of Zaor's sword.

And then she was gone, disgppearing into the forest as quickly and slently as the dusve
unicorns.

In the white silence of the woodland glade, Zaor bowed his head and struggled to absorb what
hed just happened. In the passing of afew moments, his life had been utterly changed. One burden—the
terrible load of guilt and grief—had been lifted; another, dill greater burden had taken its place.

Amlaruil's vison for im was beyond anything Zaor had ever imagined. Even so, he found he had
no desire to shy away fromit.

The ranger turned and headed southward with a swift and determined stride. All that he had seen
and suffered, dl the lessons he had learned to his sorrow, he would share. He would find a way to make
the complacent dves of Leuthilspar hear what he had to say. Evermeet would not suffer the same fate as
Myth Drannor, not while Zaor Moonflower lived.

Even as he made this glent vow, Zaor drew the moonblade—the king svord—from its sheath.
He was not sur-prised to note that a new rune was etched upon the blade. Amlaruil's vison was now his
own, and the magicd sword he carried had responded with the needed power. No longer did he fear or
doubt the destiny before him.

Who ruled the sword, would dso rule Evermest.

Keryth Blackhedm shook his head. "It won't work, Zaor," he said ruefully. "I'm too young—I've
yet to reach my firg centenniad! Nor am | nobly born. By the gods, | can't even name my father, much
less trace my ancestors back into Faerie and beyond! The Leuthilspar guard will have noth-ing to do with
the likes of me, and you know it wel."

"I know that you possess the finest mind of any battlemaster I've met," the ranger ingsted.

With awry grin, Keryth lifted his cup asif to toast him-sdf. "And the strongest sword arm, too."

"WEell contest that matter another day,” Zaor retorted good-naturedly. "Bt if you havent the
sense to pick a battle you've a hope of winning, perhaps | will have to revise my opinion of your kills as
baitlemaster!”

Thefriends joined in a brief chuckle. The third member of their trio, a dight, silver-haired Moon
df about Keryth's age, fixed a thoughtful gaze upon Zaor. "Y ou have a plan," he observed.

"A plan? | wouldn't put it quite that high," Zaor said in a dry tone. "A nation, perhaps. If it works,
then well cdl it aplan.”

"Agreed. What's your notion, then?"

"It seems to me that an df's worth mugt be proven, and that there is no time like the moment a

Myronthilar Silverspear nodded, as if this made perfect sense. He put down his cup and swept
the tavern with his cadm slver gaze. "By Corellon, it looks asif hdf the city guard drinksin this place!”

"The hdf that's on duty, no doubt,” Keryth put in.

"All the better." Zaor turned to Myronthilar. "You fird?"

The andl df lifted aslver brow. "But of course.”

Myron hopped lightly from his stool and strolled over to where a cluster of guards, Gold dves dl,
ldlled indolently over a table littered with bottles and goblets. One of them eyed the Moon df with a
supercilious amile, then elbowed his neighbor. He said something that sent a ripple of laugh-ter through
the group.

Watching this, Zaor lifted a hand to his lips to hide a smirk. The haughty dves were due for a
lesson in the importance of open minds and keen observation. Had they the wit to look beyond thelr firgt
impression, they would never have discounted the smdl Moon df.

There was a remarkable economy about Myronthilar's every movement, a precison and purpose
to each step and gesture. He wias like a dagger: dender, findy honed, per-fectly balanced—and deadly.
The results of this encounter, Zaor mused, would be a good sart to the necessary reeducation of
Evermeet's elves.

Myronthilar stopped and regarded the assembly sober-ly. "Wdl met, Saida Evanara” he sad



politdy, regarding a suddenly wary Gold df femde. "I'm afrad | must be the bearer of ill news. Myth
Drannor hasfdlen.”

Thefemdes eyes narrowed. "And wdl | know it. | was there until the find battle ended!”

"Yes | have heard mindrds sng that tde” Myron said. "Paid mindreds There are others,
though, whose stories dam that you ran like arat." He looked around the eegant taproom. "Of course,
such as they would never perform in so fine an establishment as this”

Saida's face flushed with outrage. "How dare you! Never inmy life have | been so insulted!™

"Actudly, that is not entirdy true. You redly ought to ligen to a wider range of bardic tales”
Myron said hdpfully.

One of the guards legped to hisfeet and stood menac-ingly over the dminutive Moon df. "Have
acare how you speak. Saida Evanarais my kinsvoman," he said in alow, ominous tone.

"You have my sympathy," the Moon df returned. "Of course, Snce none of us can chose our kin,
| shdl not hold that againgt you."

The df scowled and reached for his sword with a dow, dramétic flourish. A look of utter
befuddlement crossed his face when his fingers closed around an empty scab-bard. His puzzled frown
was chased away by an expres-sion of sheer panic as he regarded the length of stedl at his throat. It was
very familiar stedl. Myron had beat him to the draw—and with his own sword!

The Moon df lifted the "borrowed" blade to his fore-head in a mocking saute.

Saida hissed with rage and legped to her feet. Before she could draw her weapon, Myron tossed
her the solen blade. Indinctively, she caught it, and then lunged. The Moon df dodged, spun, and
parried Saida's second attack—uwith her sword.

With her free hand, Saida groped &t the scabbard at her hip, unwilling to believe the evidence of
her eyes. It was indeed empty. Her eyes narrowed with malevolence.

"Youre quick, Gray," the Evanara warrior admitted as she shifted into battle stance. "But when
I'm finished with you, youll think you've been ssomped by a warhorse!™

"I've heard that,” Myron said conversationaly. "You redly ought to chose lovers less indined to
bemoan their experiences.”

"Enough!” snarled the guard whose sword Saida wielded. "By Corellon, | will have your hide
tanned for shoe lesther!"

The enraged df leaped at Myronthilar. He never came close. In fact, he never touched the floor.
Instead, he found himsdf gasping for air, his feet dangling, as he looked into the eyes of the biggest df he
hed ever seen— a blue-haired giant who held him doft with one hand by the collar of his uniform, as a
boy might hoist a puppy by the scruff of the neck.

"As you can see, the quessr is dready engaged,” Zaor sad, referring to Myron in the term
reserved for noble even maes. "If it is the custom of the guard to fight two and three againgt one, by dl
means—choose an assort-ment of your comrades and | will be happy to oblige you.”

The df'sface, dready red from his sruggle for ar, turned purple with rage. Three of the guards
leaped to their feet and rushed to his defense. The Moon df casu-dly tossed his captive a them, bringing
dl four down in a heap.

Myron and Saida were fully engaged now, and the ring and clash of ther weapons filled the
tavern with grim music. The remaning two guards rose from the table to take the blue-haired df's
chdlenge. They reached for their swords, only to find that their scabbards were empty, as well.

They whirled. Behind them stood Keryth, a sword in each hand. "Excuse me" he said politdly,
waking past the bemused eves to hand one of the blades to Zaor. He turned the other sword and
offered it hilt-firg to its owner.

"My apologies for the inconvenience, but you see, my friend cannot fight you with his own sword.
Bad form, you know, usng a moonblade in a tavern brawl—especidly againg honorable People such as
yourselves"

In dmost comic unison, the guards turned to Stare a the sword on Zaor's hip. A mixture of
chagrin and grudg-ing respect dawned on ther faces. One of the elves, a raven-haired mae who wore
theinggniaof a captain, rose to hisfeet. He wiped aline of blood from his chin with his deave and eyed



Zeor with genuine curiogty.

"What's this about, then?'

"I wish to gpply for a pogdtion in the guard,” Zaor said.

A dry chuckle escaped the captain. "You chose an unusua way to do so! Why didn't you just
come right out and say you were a moonfighter? No order or regiment would refuse you."

"Had | done so, would you have considered my friends, as wel?"

"No," the captain admitted. "Though they are as quick and skilled as any df under my command.”

Zeor tectfully declined to point out the obvious flaw in the captain's dam. "The three of us, then,"
he pressed.

The Gold df shrugged. "Done"

At that moment a sharp thud resounded through the tavern. They turned, observing as Saida
gritted her teeth and tugged at the blade embedded in the living wood of the tavern wal. Myronthilar,
who had just sdestepped her lunge, was examining his fingermailsin an exagger-ated gesture of patience.

"One more thing. Cdl off your lieutenant before she takes the edge off her kinaman's blade,” Zaor
requested dryly.

The captain sniffed, asif in derisve agreement. He danted a look up at the blue-haired df. "What
your friend said of Saida Evanaras courage in battle—was there any truth to it, or was he merdly taunting
her to gtart thisfight?'

Zaor shrugged. "Asto that, you mug judge for your-sdf. Myronthilar Silverspear's words had a
purpose, and they served ther purpose wel. Saida Evanarais under your command. Her measure is not
mireto take."

"Far enough.” The cgptain cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted, "Hold!"

Myron responded ingantly, dancing back out of his opponent's reach and dropping his sword to
alow guard. He indined his head to Saida, the respectful gesture of one fighter to another to mark the
end of an honorable practice match.

But the femde stood 4ill, her sword poised for a strike and her entire body quivering with rage
and indecison.

"l said hold!" snapped the captain. He strode over to the df woman and seized her wridt. Saida's
gaze snapped onto his face. Her eyes grew wary, then guarded.

"On your command,” she agreed, then added, "I would not have struck, captain.”

The Gold df searched her face. "I wonder," he murmured.

He dropped her wrist and turned away. "Follow me to the guard's barracks. You have much to
learn.”

The three Moon dves exchanged triumphant smiles and fdl into step behind the captain. But the
Gold df whirled, and fixed a stare upon the company of guards behind them.

"l was tdking," he said grimly, "to you."

Lady Mylaerla Durathil, the formidable matriarch who headed the city's most powerful Gold df
clan, regarded her vigtor with interest.

She was not ayoung df, and had left the midpoint of her mortd life behind many summers past.
But she was not too old to appreciate so handsome an df as the one who sat before her. If the young
captain of the guard had charm enough to waste on an old df woman, why not give him the chance to use
it? More, his plan intrigued her.

"You are certain that Ahskahala Durothil is of my kin-dred?" Mylaerla asked.

"Beyond adoubt," Zaor said soutly. "l have made a study of the Durathil linage, and can assure
you that she, like you, is a direct descendant of the Rdim Durothil who fird settled Evermeet. Her
ancestors fought againg the dragonflight in the year of Maar's Great Hunt. She is a worthy descendant of
dl these illudrious elves, moreover, sheisthe fine, fiercest dragonrider | have ever seen”

"Isit so? Then how isit that she survived Myth Drannor's fal, when so many fine, fierce warriors
did not?'

It was a hard question, but an important one. Nearly as important was the manner in which Zaor



posed the answer. "Ahskahada has little patience with the habits and concerns of city dwellers” he said
caefully. "She pre-ferred to livein the wild places, and she served the People of Cormanthyr by guarding
the outposts. But for her efforts, the city would have fdlen much sooner than it did. More than one
marauding band of orcs or goblins met their end due to her diligence. But her dragon was wounded
during the early days of the sege, sranding both of them in their mountain larr. When & lagt they could
take flighnt, the time for bettle had passed.”

"Hmm. How would we contact this dragonrider?

Zaor indlined his head in a gesture of respect. "The ahilities of House Durcthil in matters of
communication are legendary. | do not think this task would pose much chalenge to your megi.”

"Wl said. But what makes you think she would come to Evermeet now?' the df woman asked
shrewdly. "What gain would she hope to find here? Power? Honor? Wedth?"

"Ahskahda has seen one dven culture fal. She would not wish the same on another.”

Mylaerlablinked, startled by the young warrior's bluntness. "You think it possible that Evermest
could share Myth Drannor's fate?"

"Dont you?'

For a long moment, the elves regarded each other keenly. Then Mylaerla leaned back in her
chair, and a mask seemed to drop from her face.

"You are more right than you know about many things, Zaor Moonflower," she sad bitterly. "I
cannot tel you how weary | am of the Durothil clan's endless con-cern with magic-aided chitchat. It was
not dways so0. The firg dragonrider was a Durothil—the Durothil. Did you know that?"

Not waiting for an answer, she hissed out an earthy curse and shook her head in frugtration. "My
dan are descendants of Durathil, and what have we become? Effete, tower-bound layabouts, content to
wadte our brief centuries of life usng magic to exchange gossp and to peek into disant bedchambers!
Bah!"

Zeor leaned forward. "There are yet dragons on Evermedt, are there not?'

Mylaerla considered this. "'l believe s0, yes. I've heard tak of farly recent 9ghtings of a gold and
amated pair of glversflying above the Eagle Hills™ She lifted an inquir-ing eyebrow. "If Ahskahaa is dl
you say, | doubt she would have much difficulty in training the dragons to this task. My concern is this
How would she ded with the Durothils of Evermeet and their ilk?"

"Your kindred will not have an easy time of it," Zaor admitted.

The df woman nodded. "Good," she said with grim sat-isfaction. "In that case, we will send for
her a once."

Hearing the dismissd in her words, Zaor rose to leave.

Mylaerla 9ghed heavily. Something in the sound froze Zaor in the midst of his polite bow of
leave-taking. He straightened and met her eyes, nodding encouragement for her to continue.

"Thisvist has reminded me of many things | should not have forgotten. For one, | have been too
longinthis city. It has been many years since | climbed the dopes of Eagle Hills | do not even know for
certan whether there dill are dragons upon Evermedt!” She looked up a Zaor, and her smile was
grangdy tentative. "Tdl me something, youngling, do you think that even such as | could ride a dragon?”

As she spoke, a widful expresson crept into her eyes and softened her aging face. But her
poignant longing did not in the least biunt the sted in her voice or the forceful impact of her presence.

Zeaor could not keep the amile from his face. "My lady, | don't think there's a dragon dive who
could keep you from it."

The df woman burgt into surprised and ddighted laughter. Still amiling warmly, she rose and
extended her hand to the young warrior as one adventurer to another. "Then it is settled. The
dragonriders will become Evermeet's guardians. Her shoreswill be kept inviolae™

"Asthe godswill," Zaor responded fervently.

Mylaerla cocked her head. "I meant what | said, you know, about learning the craft mysdf. But
what of you? Will you be joining those who ride the winds?'

"Regretfully, no. My responsbility lies dsewhere.”

Lady Durothil regarded him for along moment. Then she nodded thoughtfully. "Yes. Yes, it may



indeed be s0."

17
Heirs of Destiny

So many of Evermest's eves, the Towers of the Sun and Moon represented the epitome of dven
culture.

Fashioned of white stone that had been raised by magic from the heart of the dven land, the
Towers were surrounded by wondrous gardens and hidden in the heart of a deep forest. Here were
housed some of the most powerful magicd artifacts known to evenkind. Here gathered wizards and High
Mag for sudy and contemplation, for the cagting of the Circles, and for the indruction of promisng
sudents.

Of dl the Tower's students, none showed more promise than Amlaruil Moonflower. Magic
seemed to flow through the girl as naturdly as rain from a summer cloud. Secret-ly, the megi believed that
she could become the most pow-erful mage since the legendary VVhoori Durothil. Already she was being
groomed to take the place of Jannalor Nierde, Evermeet's Grand Mage.

Y e there were some in the Towers who doubted that the df maid's destiny was dl that certain.
Among these was Nakiasha, a Green df sorceress of considerable gbility who had taken upon hersdf the
role of Amlaruil's mentor and confidante.

As was ther custom, the two df women, ther day's work completed, waked the paths that
curved through the Tower grounds. They walked in slence, to better enjoy the beauty of the evening.
Birdsong filled the cooling air, and the chirp of crickets and other forest creatures heraded the coming
night.

It was the time of day that they both preferred to dl others, when the last, long rays of sunlight
bathed every-thing in a golden haze. But it seemed to Nakiasha that her young friend seemed distracted,
and quite removed from their smal, self-contained world of magic and scholarship.

"Where are you today, child?' the sorceress asked.

Amlauil dropped her eyes to the gravel path, and not because she wished to contemplate the
exquiste walkway. It was a wondrous thing, to be sure, for the gravd was actu-dly bits of marble in
shades that represented dl the goodly races of dves gold, Slver, green for the wild eves, and blue for
the sea folk. Some whimsicd bit of magic kept the colors shifting in an ever-changing mosaic. At the
moment, however, Amlaruil wanted merely to escape her teacher's searching gaze.

"l am sorry, Nakiasha," she murmured. "Please forgive my inattention.”

"The day's lessons are over. | only wondered if dl is wdl with you," the sorceress said. As she
spoke, she peered up into the girl's face—no easy task, for Amlaruil was exceed-ingly tal. Nakiasha's
shrewd eyes took note of the flush on the girl's face.

"By Handi! You aren't in love, are you?'

Amlarull danted alook at her teacher from benesth lowered lashes. "Would that be so bad?’

"Perhaps nat." Nakiasha shrugged. "Though to be sure, some of the magi here might worry that
your Saring fan-cies might interfere with your studies. It's a wonder," she added with asperity, "that with
such thinking, the Gold df people have not died out long ere thid Who is the lad? Laeroth? A good
choice. Very tdented.”

The girl answered only with a shrug. Laeroth was a fdlow student and a good friend. Even so,
she could not hep but picture the young mage standing dongside Zaor Moonflower. Though Laeroth
was nearly ax feet tal—nearly as tdl as Amlaruil hersef—he seemed dwarfed in comparison with the
warrior. Amlaruil suspected that in her eyes, it would aways be so.

Even so, madenly yearnings had little to do with Amlaruil's distraction. She had been srangdy
restlessdl day. Her spirit fdt for dl the world like a hawk buffeted by too-strong winds.

With a 9gh, she came to a stop a the foot of the Totem, a monument honoring the spirit magic
peculiar to the Green eves. Amlaruil's eyes swept up the massive statue, lingering on each of the stark,



powerfully portrayed totem animasit depicted. The totem protected the Tower groundsin ways that few
of the dves fully understood. Until today, Amlaruil had often found comfort and reas-surance in its
massive shade. Now, for reasons that she could not define, she found hersdf wondering if the totem—or
anything else—would be enough.

"Primitive art, by Gold df standards,” Nakiasha observed with a touch of sarcasm, "but no one
can deny its power! The Totem has protected the Towers from riva spdls for many centuries™

Amlaril nodded, though she knew that in these days of diminished magic, spdlbattle between
towers occurred only in mindrels tales. Though such chalenges might have been common before the
Sundering, no magicd bettle had ever taken place on Evermest.

Nakiasha patted her am. "It is nearly time for even-feast. Go, and meet your young gdlant.”

"You are not coming?' Amlaruil eyed the older df. Naki-asha sldom took timeto est or even to
seek revery, and her bones were nearly as bare as winter wood. The df mad often wondered what
source fuded the sorceress's unend-ing energy. Once, she had asked. Nakiasha had merdly amiled and
replied that she would learn the secret hersdf in duetime.

Predictably enough, the sorceress shook her head. "I have work awaiting me. You know of the
Accumulator, of course, and you know that it absorbs the megica energies of Evermeet itsdf. For some
reason, the artifact's power is rapidly increesng—it nearly hums with magicd energy! We do not yet
know why, and this we must know."

"I have fdt something beyond the ordinary,” Amlaruil admitted.

"Have you, now?" the sorceress said, eying the girl thoughtfully. “If anything more comes to you,
be sure to seek me out a once. But go now, and refresh yoursdlf. It might be that we will have need of
your youth and strength.”

Nakiasha ended her words with a amile, but to Amlaruil's ears they ill sounded more like a
warning than a compliment.

The df mad turned down the path that led to the Tower of the Moon. While the Tower of the
un was devoted to the storing and casting of magic, the Moon tower tended hum-bler, more personal
needs. Here were kept the living quar-ters, smdl rooms dedicated to contemplation or study, and findly
the kitchen and dining hal. All meds were taken at the narrow, spiraing table that filled the lower hal.

Laeroth was waiting for her a the door. As she often did, Amlaruil noted that there was
something other-worldly about the young mage. It was not merdly his appearance, though that was odd
enough. Laeroth looked disturbingly akin to the ancient statues that depicted the Faerie People. Tdl and
exceedingly thin, he was dl sharp angles and edrily precise grace. His eyes were black, and they danted
upward at the corners beneath smilarly winged, black brows. Only his mop of whesat-colored hair, which
wasinitsusud state of disarray, seemed to place him rightfully in the mortd world.

The young mage sprang a Amlaruil, sazing her by both shoulders. "Where have you been? |
have awaited you this hour and more!”

The intengty in his burning black eyes unnerved the girl, especidly consdering her recent
conversation with Nakiasha.

"As ambushes go, that was rather poorly done" she said with a amile, trying to lighten the tone
between them. "It is not common practice to show yoursdf until the moment of attack.”

Laeroth released her and ran along-fingered hand through his unruly hair. "The moon has risen. It
will soon be dark enough to see”

"G’

The young mage took her am and led her away from the Tower. "The lights here are too
bright—they dampen the stars," he explained. "I think we must go into the forest.”

Amlauil followed without comment, caught up in his urgency. The two dves dipped deep into
the trees, into the hidden dae where Amlaruil had met the unicorn—and glimpsed her disturbing,
improbable degtiny.

Laeroth stopped and pointed up into the night sky. "It should be there between the fourth and
fifth of Sdlune's Tears, and dightly to the north.”

The df maid studied the sky, seeing nothing beyond the lights that were familiar friends. But as



her eyes sought deeper, she did indeed notice something new. Faint and distant, more like the ghost of a
dar than atrue light, it crouched amid the glowing tears like a crimson shadow.

"By the godd" she bresthed. "The King-Killer sar!"

Laeroth nodded, his narrow face set ingrim lines. "You see it, then. | thought o, but | had to be
sure. Usudly its path arcs over Fagrun and as far east as KaraTur. Never has it been seen on
Evermed.”

"What does this mean?'

"l wish | knew," Laeroth said. "This mysery will tax even the magi.”

Amlail stared a him. "Will tax? Y ou haven't told anyone?’

"I only just found out this evening. In fact, you saw its light before | did." He hesitated. "It's hard
to explain, but | think | felt the star's presence. At the vary leadt, | fdt something. All this day | have
spent in the library, study-ing the lore for some clue. It was about time for another appearance of the
King-Killer gar, so ..." hisvoice tralled off, and he shrugged.

Amlaruil's eyes widened. "The Accumulator! Perhaps the appearance of the King-Killer might
hdp explain the magic surge. Nakiasha will wish to know this at oncel"

The pair hurried to the Tower of the Sun and told the sorceress what they had seen. Nakiasha
led them to the Chamber of a Thousand Eyes.

Here they found Janndor Nierde, gazing into a long looking tube. The lens was amed at the far
wal, but Amlaruil doubted he was engaged in a Sudy of the tapes-try that hung there. The magicd device
could see nearly any spot on Faerun.

Janndor disengaged himsdf from the looking tube and listened gravely to their tale. "I hope that
you are wrong," he said when they were finished speaking. "Nonethdless, let us have a look.”

The Grand Mage cast an incantation and then trained the looking tube at a high, arched window.
He studied the image for along moment, then swept the lens back and forth as if scanning distant skies.

Suddenly the mage stopped, diffened, and swore a low, fervent oath. He sraightened and
gestured for Amlaruil to look within the tube.

The girl peered into the looking glass, and was greeted by Sduné's bright, Slvery light. As she
gazed, a shape like that of an enormous bat winged across the moon. More fol-lowed, so many that they
nearly blotted out the light.

Horror clenched her throat like a monstrous hand as Amlaruil redized she was gazing upon the
deadliest, most dreaded phenomena known to Aber-toril.

"A flight of dragons," she murmured hoarsdly.

This, then, was what she had fdt. The magicd crea-tures had a powerful aura, and certain mages
could sense thelr near presence. So, gpparently, could the Accumulator, for the artifact was no doubt
absorbing some of the dragons power.

"Where are they?' she asked, moving aside to give Laeroth aturn & the glass.

"Far out to seq, praise the gods" Janndor replied in a worried tone. "But they are flying sraight
toward Evermeet. We must get word of the coming attack to every corner of the idand!”

"But Evermeet is protected by magicd shields, woven by Corelon himsdf," protested Laeroth.

"Think, boy!" growled the mage. "What creature is more magica than a dragon? Any shidd that
would keep out the magic of a hundred dragons would aso block the flow of the Weave of Magic. If
Evermeat were s0 protected, we could not work magic; indeed, under such a shidd, we dves would die
as aurely as the summer lighting bugs that careless children gather and leave too long under a glass Mark
me there will be an attack.”

Nakiasha took the girl's aam. "Come, child. Let the Gold df attend to sending messages. We
mudt form the Circle, and lend the warriors whet help we can.”

The door to Horith Evanaras office flew open, driking a ringing blow againg the living rock of
the chamber wall.

Captain Horith was not at dl surprised when Zaor Moonflower burst into the room. The tdl,
blue-haired Moon df had swiftly climbed the ranks of the Leuthilspar guard, and had sought reassgnment



to the fortress city of Ruith. Already Zaor had made his command into perhaps the finest fighting unit
among the many that trained and garrisoned within the walls of Lightspear Keep. Zaor was wdl liked by
the fighters, but he did not aways show proper respect for either the rank or the wisdom of the keep's
commanders.

"I heard of the approaching flight of dragons. Why have you not cdled forth the dragonriders?'
the young warrior demanded.

The captain fixed a cool stare upon his most promisng—and most troublesome—officer. "You
meen the squadron commanded by those Durothil crones? | think not. This baitle—if indeed there is a
battle—belongs to me”

"You cannot be serious! You've never seen the destruc-tion a rampaging dragon can leave
behind. | have. This matter goes far beyond dan rivdry, or persona pride!”

"Have a care how you speak,” the Gold df said coldly. "I assure you, the Stuation is under
control. The Durothil dragonriders need not hear of it."

"You have not even sent word?' said Zaor in dishdlief.

Angry now, Captain Horith rose—and immediady regretted the act. It was difficult to assert
authority over an df who stood head and shoulders above him. Though, in truth, he suspected that Zaor
Moonflower would be formi-dable even & hdf hissze.

"The gtuation is under control,” the Gold df repeated in a tight voice. "The dragonriders are not
needed, and nei-ther, Captain Zaor, isyour presencein my office. You are dismissed.”

But the Moon df stood his ground. "Warriors afoot have little chance againgt a sngle dragon,
much less a hundred. Y ou know that aswdl as . What, then, do you intend to do?'

When Horith hesitated, Zaor dammed the desk with one fig in sudden wrath. "This is as much
my afair as yourd I've a hundred eves under my command, and I'll be damned as a drow before I'll
march them blindly to their desths! If you have a plan, speak!"

"The Starwing flegt," Horith said grudgingly. "Star ships, man-o-wars tha sal through the clouds
as nimbly as common ships do the seas. They are kept in secret in the sea caves of Sumbrar. Beyond the
Council members and the ships crew, few dves know of them.”

Zeor fdl back a step as he absorbed this wonder. "How many ships?*

"Ten. All well-crewed and heavily armed,” the Gold df said with pride. "Finer warships do not
exig, on thisworld or any other. If the need arises, | will command the battle mysdf from the flagship.”

"Even so, what chance have ten ships againg a hundred dragons?' Zaor shook his head. "No,
Lady Mylaerlamugt be aerted at once." He spun and stalked from the office.

"If you do," hissed the captain, "I will see you stripped of rank.”

Zeor did not pause. "And If | don't," he returned with grim certainty and in a voice that rang
though the corri-dors, "wewill dl be dead.”

Leaving the Gold df sputtering with rage, the Moon df captain hurried through the hdls of
Lightspear Keep to the stables beyond. In the adjoining pasture awaited his horse. No common beast,
this, but a moon-horse, amagica beast capable of great speed. He would have need of it, for the Eagle
Hills were nearly fifty miles to the west, and too much time had been wasted on Horith Evanaras pride.

Zeor leaped upon the gtdlion's back and urged it for-ward with a thought. As he rode through the
streets to the western gates, the Moon df's gaze fdl upon a round, white-marble tower, one of the finest
buildings in dl of Ruith. This was the Pegas Aerie. Even now, winged horses and ther riders were
arding the city, landing on the flat roof of the Aerie, practicing the endless, complex maneu-vers that had
shaped them into a legendary defensive force.

For a moment, Zaor was tempted to stop and try to per-suade the Gold df commander into
joining his mutiny. But he knew that such an effort would fall; furthermore, he doubted that a score of
winged horses would have much effect upon a hundred rampaging dragons.

Zeor turned away, riding through one of the randomly shifting gates in Ruith's transparent walls.
He could fed his moon-horse's rdief as they |eft the city behind. The ddlion sped toward the hills, then
climbed the firg rugged dope as nimbly as a mountain goat.

The Moon df cdled ahdt at the mouth of a cave. He dismounted, then urged the moon-horse to



take refuge in the meadows to the west of the mountains. If dl went as he hoped, he would not have
need of such amount in the battle to come,

When the magica creature was safely out of sight, Zaor took up a curving bronze horn that hung
from a hook at the cave's entrance. He placed it to hislips and blew three quick blasts.

Before the find echoes died away, Zaor found himsdf gazing into two pairs of golden eyes. One
belonged to Ahskahaa Durothil, the other to Haklashara, the venerable gold wyrm who was her partner.
At that moment, Zaor could not say with certainty which of the two was the more formidable.

The df woman's odd, dmogt reptilian eyes were the only hint of color about her. White of har
and skin, draped in pde chain mal and a slver-gray tunic, Ahskahda closdy resem-bled the spear she
caried: tdl, dender, lethd. There was more warmth in the dragon's amber gaze than in hers, and less
menace.

Thewarrior listened, tight-lipped, to Zaor's warnings.

"I can meet the flight with thirty dragonriders,” she said at last. "But | tdl you now, it will not be
enough. Most of the dragons are younglings. Even if they were not, the numbers are againg us.”

"Perhaps the starwing shipswill turn the baance,” Zaor said. Even as he spoke, he redized how
hollow the words sounded.

The dragon Haklashara cleared his throat, a horrible grating sound that reminded Zaor of the first
dage of arock dide.

"What of the giant eagles that nest on the high crags?' suggested the wyrm. "Many times | have
told you, df woman, that they adso might be persuaded to take on the training of you dves. At the very
least, they might remove some of the burden of Evermeet's defense from the shoul-ders of the dragon
folk!"

The df glared a her mount. "This is not the time to Sng that old song! Even if you were
right—and mind you, I'm not saying you are—there is no time for it. Such birds mugt begin training the
moment they emerge from their eggs. No untrained eagle would be able to work with an ven rider.”

"Or vice versa," the dragon put in snoctily.

Despite the bantering nature of this exchange, the dragon's words gave Zaor a sudden, desperate
idea. He knew that dl the creatures who made Evermeet their home were dosdy bound to the magic
ide. A common eagle in defense of its nest was a fearsome adversary. Perhaps as many as fifty giant
eagles lived in the mountains to which they lent their name. If he could convince these creatures to join the
coming battle, they might have ared chance.

"Who leads the giant eagles?’ he demanded of Haklashara

"Hmm." The dragon raised a paw and tapped reflectively at his scay chin with one massve claw.
"That would be WindShriek, | believe

"Do you know where to find him? Can you take me there?'

"Her," the dragon corrected. "WindShriek is a femde, and as nasty-tempered as this other
two-legged one before you. Asto your questions, yes and yes. | know where her nest is, and | will take
you there" The enormous creature dipped from the cave, snuous as a snake, then crouched down to
dlow Zaor to mount his back.

"You would permit another df to ride you?' demanded Ahskahaain astonishment.

The dragon shot alook of pure, gloaing ddight a his dven partner. "Only an df who possesses
the good sense to recognize wisdom when he hearsit," he sad dyly. A cryptic expresson crossed his
scaled visage, and he added in more serious tones, "And only the df who bears such a sword.”

Before Ahskahaa could voice further protest, the dragon flexed hiswings and legped into the air.

The sudden rush of wind and speed nearly tore Zaor from his seat. He grasped the horn of the
saddle with both hands, hanging on for hislife and swearing with a soldier's fluency.

A low, grating chuckle thrummed through the shrieking wind. "Get used to it, df king," advised
the dragon. "Asmuch asit pans me to admit, WindShriek in a dive flies even swifter than I!"

Haklashara climbed seadily until dl that lay benesth them was a bank of clouds. Suddenly he
curved hiswingsin atight arch and spun down in a sweeping circle.

Asthey burgt from the clouds, Zaor's eyes widened in pure panic. The dragon was hurtling with



incredible speed toward the sheer rock wal of a mountain.

Thewyrm's deep, booming chuckle bounced off the mountain, to be echoed again and agan by
the hills beyond. Just as Zaor was certain he could glimpse before him the shadows of Arvandor's trees,
Haklashara whedled abruptly to one side, then glided down to land with astonishing lightness and ease
upon a large stone ledge.

Thewinds dill roared in Zaor's ears as he legped down from the saddle. Even so, he was nearly
deafened by a dhrieking cry, a scream so powerful thet it shook loose rocks and sent them tumbling
down the rocky face of the mountain. With aflurry of wings, WindShriek rushed at the invaders.

Zaor's moonblade hissed free of its scabbard. The df brought the sword up in guard position and
held his ground.

An aura of power, like a shining blue haze, surrounded the df. Magic gleamed like captured
lightning dong the rune-carved length of the sword. Yet Zaor did not attack the wondrous bird.

Tdler than a war-horse and garbed with golden feath-ers, the giant eagle was meagnificent in her
fury. Zaor only hoped that WindShriek, like Haklashara, recognized the sgnificance of the magic sword
and the detiny of the df who wielded it.

WindShriek halted beyond the glowing aura, her wings betting wildly and her furious golden eyes
fixed upon the dragon. The buffeting winds from her flaling wings threatened to sweep Zaor from his feet
despite the sword's protective shidd of magic.

"Why you come by my nest, dragon?’ demanded the eagle in a high, ringing voice. "Bring lotsa
blue magic, df with sword. How come? You wanna stedl egg, you plenty laie! Eggs hatch, hatchlings
now fledglings Children not here—fly far and strong!"

"Do you take me for a garling or a squirrd? I'm no nest robber, and wel you know it!" the
dragon huffed.

Zaor took agngle step forward. "Do not blame Haklashara for this intruson, Queen WindShriek.
Evermeet has need of you and your strong children.”

The eagle cocked her head and examined the df. "Who you?'

"For a creature with your legendarily keen eyesght, you're remarkably dow to see what's before
you," the dragon said dryly. "You don't recognize the power of the sword, do you? It pulses asiif it were
the heart of Evermeet! 'Lotsa blue magic,' indeed! Thisisthe dven king, you feather-brained dolt! He has
comed lagt."

It was not a dam that Zaor fdt he could make, nor one he wished to redffirm. To his relief,
WindShriek accepted the dragon's pronouncement without question. "Why you come by my nest, df

"I come to bring word of great danger to your people and mine" the df said. Y ou are not a night
bird, so it might be that word might not have reached you. A bright red star shines in the eastern sky.
When this happens, oftentimes a flock of evil dragons gathersto join in aflight of destruc-tion. This time,
they are heading directly for Evermeet. We must stop them before they reach the idand.”

The giant eagle pondered this. "What you want Wind-Shriek to do, df king?'

"You are queen of your kind. Lead them into battle. The risks will be great,” he told her gravely,
"and many of your own will not return. The sameistrue of adl who will fight, be they eagles or dragon folk
or elves. Yet thereis no other choice before us, but death for dl.”

"Hmm. Eagle people never fight dragons,” WindShriek mused, but there was no fear in her voice.

"l have" Zaor asserted, "and | trust that your battle prowess is equd to the task. If you will work
with me, | believe together we can turn them back.”

"Trug, df king?'

WindShriek stared at the df for amoment, her wild eyes unreadable. Then she lunged a him, her
hooked beak diving toward his throat.

Truding his inginct, Zaor did not flinch or atempt to parry the attack. The enormous beak
snapped shut a finger's breadth from his face. Nearly eye to eye, the eagle and the df regarded each
other.

The giant eagle stepped back. "You plenty brave, df king,” she said gpprovingly. "You trust



WindShriek, Wind-Shriek trust you. Eagle people fight with elves and dragons this day.”

"Now that that's settled,” the dragon said, "I'll take my leave. Ahskahdais not the most patient of
elves, and her digpostion does not improve with pending battle. Y our magesties”” Without irony, the great
creature indlined his horned head to the eagle and the df, and then legped from the ledge into the air.

WindShriek spread her wings, as wdl. "You not gonnawalk, are you?'

This effectively settled Zaor's next problem—how to per-suade the giant eagle to dlow him to
ride upon her back. The df dimbed onto her wide shoulders stting just behind her enormous golden
head. With a gilling cry, the eagle dimbed into the sky.

In the Tower of the Sun, Amlaruil joined with the other High Magi in a spdl of seeking. In the
combined vison of the Circle, the dves reached out across the miles, out over the open sea, to the
dragons that winged steedily toward Evermest.

There were perhaps seventy of them. Many of the dragons bore the scars of thar long flight:
scaes dulled or malting, wings frayed by storms and sea winds, the leathery hide of the neck hanging in
loose folds over depleted flesh. In response to the strange compulsion of dragonflight, the great creatures
hed flown far without rest or food.

But the eves did not take too much heart from this evi-dence of the dragons weariness. By now,
the creatures were desperate, and in their imperative need to reach Evermest, they would certainly throw
dl therr remaining strength againg the defenders.

Even as the dves druggled to absorb the horrendous mentd imege of the dragonflight, a new
wonder edged its way into ther vast magicd canvas. Amlauil caught her bresth in awe a her firg
glimpse of the Starwing fleet,

There were ten of them, dl man-o-wars, and they swept toward the invading dragons like a flock
of titanic butter-flies. Ther dender crystd hulls cut through the air as swiftly as did the dragons deek
forms, and their glisen-ing, brightly colored pairs of double sals seized every breath of wind.

As Amlauil watched, the blood-red ship in the lead pogtion fired her bdliga An enormous,
iron-tipped bolt streaked toward the nearest black dragon.

To the df's astonishment, the black wyrm deftly snatched the wegpon from the ar with one
forepaw. Imme-diady it bought the spear up againd its body, so that the force of the stopped bolt was
not borne by that one limb. Then the dragon twirled the balista bolt around, nimbly as an even fighter
might spin his aff. Its massive black tongue lolled out and licked at the wicked tip.

A corrosive hiss and the stench of burning metd filled the ar as the black dragon's acid began to
mdt through the iron tip. Holding the weapon like a javein, the crea-ture reared back in the ar and
hurled the baliga bolt back toward the lead ship.

The man-o-war pulled hard to one side, but the tainted wegpon tore through the starboard wing.
The tattered holeit left behind began to grow as the acid spread, eeting its way through the crimson wing
and sending mdting drops fdling like blood to the deck below. The cries of wounded eves echoed
horribly. The ship began to fdter, anking down toward the waiting sea.

Swiftly the remaining ships fanned out to form a defensve line between the idand and the
approaching dragons. Thump after thump filled the ar as their cata-pults loosed a steady barrage of
scattershot at the gpproaching dragons.

The deadly fire had effect. Four of the creatures spirded down to the waters, their wingstorn and
useless. But the others, even those who had been wounded, came seadily on. In their lead was a young
red dragon, alarge mde. The bands of armor encirding the dragon's mighty chest swelled as the creature
fuded itsdf for the killing blast.

Fire shields, now!

Janndor Nierde's voice, imperaive and desperate, sounded in the minds of each df in the Circle.
As one, the High Magi chanted the words that would fashion the pro-tective spel.

Fire burgt from the creature’'s mouth, pouring out in a stream of flame that went on and on in a
seemingly end-less gout of heat and destruction. The immense, curved shidd of magic that warded the
ghips turned back the flame, but within moments the once-invisble barrier was red-hot, the surface



blistered and bubbling like mdting glass.

Mogt of the onrushing dragons ducked under the reflected waves of fire. They glided under the
ships, letting the searing heat and flame waft upward harmlesdy. Only two of the dragons were caught in
the updraft and tossed high into the sky.

Wl enough, thought Amlaruil in relief. The ships had survived the dragons worst weapon, and
they were above most of the wyrms, and thusin afar more defen-sible postion.

Immediatdy the man-o-wars began to maneuver into a new formation. The ships on the outer
edges of the line swept around to the west, the others following until dl nine had formed a circle. The
dragons, however, knew no such organization. They swarmed toward the ships from al sdes in sudden,
terrible, relentless attack.

Gone, too, was dl hope of an organized defense. Wiz-ards aboard dl the ships loosed countering
weapons. Mas-sive firebdls tore toward the red dragons, meeting answering firein bursts of multicolored
light and shatter-ing explosons of sound. Enchanted arrows flew from bows passed down by ancient
heroes as the fighters sought the vulnerable eyes and wide-flung mouths of the attacking wyrms.

The Circle did what they could, fallowing Jannaor's lead and lending their combined strength to
one dven attack after another. But the dragons were Smply too many. They battered the even vessds
with magic, swooped down and caught up dven fighters in their talons, dashed at the sals with ther
rending teeth and talons, and dammed the crysd hulls with their own enormous bodies. They fought in
near-frenzy, driven by ther own desperate hunger and the compdling, mysterious urging of the
dragonflight.

Nor did the Starwings defensve stance ad the magi, for there was no one attack to which to
lend their strength. One after another, the ships were shattered by dragonfire, or melted by the terrible
clouds of acid breath, or left S0 damaged or bereft of crew that they were forced to limp down toward
the sea.

A sudden surge of magic, like sunlight bresking through winter clouds, flooded the joined minds
of the Circles eves. As one, they soared upward in thought to seek its source.

Winging toward the battle in precise formation were thirty gold and siver dragons, each bearing
an dven warior.

Amlail's lips curved in a triumphant smile. She rec-ognized the formidable Lady Mylaerla
Durothil. The matron sat adtride a venerable slver and looked as if sheld been born to baitle. The grim,
Gray df woman who rode at her right wing tip could only be the legendary Ahskahda. With such heroes
as these fighting for Evermeet, surely victory would not be long in coming!

Yet even as she watched, lending her magic to the Circle as Janndor wove a net of power that
supported the dragonriders like a favorable wind, Amlaruil redized that the battle would not be essly
won.

The dragonriders came in from above, atacking the invaders with great, swooping dives and
pulses of magicd power. But the evil dragons countered with ther own fear-ful weapons. Amid the
terrible confuson of blood and sted and flane and smoke and magic, pairs of the gigantic crea-tures
grappled in the sky. Here and there the entwined dragons plummeted from the fiery clouds, only to be
swa-lowed by the waiting sea.

Above the roar of the embattled dragons and the answering shouts of dven fighters, a ghrill,
distant voice took up the even battle cries. Giant eagles, nearly as large as some of the dragons, hurtled
down from the sky. Lead-ing them was a wondrous golden femde, and on her back rode Zaor
Moonflower. His wild dark blue hair streaked behind him like a sorm cloud, and the moonblade he
bran-dished blazed with arcane fire.

Amlauil indinctively reached out to him. Her magic strengthened his arm as he dashed out to
meet the sngp-ping jaws of a red dragon. The sword dapped the dragon's head to one side, and the
hooked beak of Zaor's eagle part-ner sank deep into the vulnerable neck.

The young mage fdt the swel of gathering magic nearby, and she flashed her atention to the
ardl black dragon who drew breath for an attack upon the deadly eagle-rider. Amlaruil sensed the
moonblade's protective shidd, and she lent her magic to cdling it forth. The dragon spat acid in a fetid



gtream. It hit the moonblade-created shidd and dissolved into a foul amdling cloud, as eedly as a cup of
water might be dispersed if tossed upon a dwarven forge.

Deep into the magic of Zaor's sword Amlaruil went, finding its secrets and lending her magic to
his strength. Unknowing, she dipped free of her place in the Circle and bound hersdf instead to ties ill
deeper and more mydticd. Yet in a digant corner of her mind, she could dill hear Janndor's voice, ill
fed the wondering thoughts of the mag as they focused ther efforts upon bolgering the new and
powerful Center who had unexpectedly taken over the course of the bttle.

Zeaor seemed to be everywhere, his sword flashing and diving as he battled the invading dragons.
He and his magnificent eagle worked together as if one creature. Dimly, Amlaruil could hear the df's
voice as he shouted encouragement and ingruction to the gptly named WindShriek. But more than that,
ghe fdt the didinctive magic of the dven ide itsdf pulsng through Zaor's moonblade, and binding the
defenders together. It was amagic she knew, for it coursed through her body and sang in her veins,

Nor was she the only one to sense the power of Zaor and his sword. The other eagles, even the
dragonriders, rdlied to the Moon df warrior as the magic of the king sword subtly reached out to touch
and inspire each child of Evermet.

The eagles attacked relentlessy, gouging the invading dragons with their hooked besks and
shredding at their leathery wings with talons as long and sharp as any sword. The eagles swooped down
in groups of two and three, damming into the dragons as the dragons had in turn attacked the even ships.

Not dl of the giant birds survived. A burst of dragonfire caught one of the eagles in mid-dive,
filling the ar with a spray of golden feathers, and the stench of charred flesh. Another spun down to the
seq, a broken wing hanging over the long bloody gash that scored its Sde so deeply that it exposed a
nest row of bones.

But a ladt the battle was over. A sngle dven ship, a dozen pairs of dragonriders and wyrms, and
less than a score of giant eagles winged wearily back toward the idand. They left behind skies dill dark
with smoke, and a sea that dill steamed and seethed from the burning destruction of the ships and the
gigantic warriors.

Sowly, gently, Janndlor Nierde reclamed control of the Circle from the young mege.

We have yet another task to do, one that will challenge our remaining strength. You were
all bound up with the magic of the goodly dragons—you know that those few who survive are
without exception gravely wounded. We must put them into healing slumber, ese all will die, the
Grand Mage said somberly.

| will take half the Circle—all the males, let us say—to the tower at Sumbrar. Some of the
more gravely wounded dragons will surely stop there, at the nearest land. There are hidden caves
where they can deep. Nakiasha, take the others to the Eagle Hills, and do the same.

In response, the elves eased away from their shared Circdle and reformed the magicd tiesinto two
groups. Along with the other femae magi, Amlaruil focused her will into the casting of the spdll that would
carry them dong magic's Slver path to the Eagle Hills

It was the fird time she had experienced magica travel. White light enveloped her in a sudden,
dizzying whirl. Swept into the vortex, Amlaruil hed tight to the threads of magic that bound her to her
Circle—and the deeper, more persond tie that guided her to the place she needed to go.

Asthe magic faded away, Amlaruil fdt the chill sweep of wind againg her face. She opened her
eyes cautioudy, and found that she and her Circle were sanding perhaps hdfway up the western dope of
amountain. Above them wheded and soared five Slver dragons, and one great gold. Following them like
bright shadows were the eagles.

The gold dragon was clearly in trouble. One wing was badly tattered. Torn flesh showed through
the gap where mdted scaes dripped like liquid gold down his wounded flank. Ahskahala was not in
much better shape. Her face was blackened with soot and dried blood, and much of her hair and tunic
hed been snged away. Zaor and his eagle partner kept close to the wounded dragon's side. Through
senses dill atuned to the warrior, Amlaruil heard his voice, fdt his sword's magic, joined in bracing

harmony as they urged the fdtering wyrm on.
The dragon that Zaor called Haklashara lumbered to the ground, hitting far too hard and skidding



panfully over the rock-strewn hillsde. His head—now bereft of one of its proud, curling horns, twisted
back to regard his even partner. An oddly contented amile curved his reptilian maw as he noted that
Ahskahdadill held her seat.

Amlanil rushed forward and caught the wounded df woman as she fdl. "You mus speak to the
dragon, hdp him find hisway into the cave," she urged as she lowered Ahskahda to the ground. "We will
put im into deep, mag-ical dumber. Hewill hed, and live to serve Evermeset again.”

The warrior's red-rimmed eyes fastened on Amlaruil's face. "l will join him," she croaked.

"BUt—"

"I will join him," Ahskahda said in a dronger voice, one that nether invited nor permitted
argument. "Haklasharaand | will hed together, and awaken together. Y ou must do this, mage!”

A gentle hand rested on Amlaruil's shoulder. She knew before looking up that Zaor had come to
her sde. "Shewill not live, dse" he said softly.

The young mage nodded. Zaor swept the dragonrider up into his arms, and the three eves made
their way into the cave, followed by the gravely wounded dragon.

When they were deep within the mountain, Ahskahaa cdled a hdt. She gritted her teeth as Zaor
lowered her carefully to the ground, then looked with contentment at the stone chamber, and the dragon
who curled around her like a gigantic cat preparing to nap.

"Itiswdl. Here we will stay until Evermeet's need is as grave as it was this day. When and if that
day comes, cdl usforth.”

The warrior took aring from her hand and gave it to Zaor. "Speak my name, my lord, and the
dragonriders will answer your call. If the gods are kind and the day long in coming, you must give thisring
to whosoever rules after you."

"You know," Zaor said in wonderment.

A fant amile crossed the df woman's blackened face. "If one so dense as Haklashara can see
what you are, do you think thet | cannot?’

"I heard that, df," the dragon rumbled.

With a soft chuckle, Ahskahaa leaned back agangt her partner's scdy side. "Go about your
work, mage. We are very tired.”

A moment of pure panic threatened to dam Amlaruil. The spdl that she must cast was High
Magic, an enchant-ment so powerful that it could not be safely cast outside of the strength and support of
aCircle. And that was congd-ering just the spdl for the dragon aone; to send an df into endless revery
was more difficult ill.

And yet, what else could she do? The dragon and dven heroes would die before Amlaruil could
gather the other eves, who, for that matter, would be busy with their other dragon charges.

The mage took a long bresth to steady her resolve, then sank deep into the magic. She cdled
forth the spell, her body swaying and her hands gesturing gracefully as she chanted, summoning the
threads of magic and weaving them into the needed pattern. As she worked, she could fed the dlvery
web take shape, and then snk down over the pair of warriors like a comforting blanket.

Swept up in the power of the magic, Amlaruil had no sense of the passing of time. Nor did she
fed the hunger or exhaudtion that so often plagued the magi after the work-ings of the Circle. If anything,
she fdt invigorated by the flow of magic.

Almod regretfully, she released hersdf from the spdl and left Ahskahda and her dragon friend to
their long dumber. Without speaking, she and Zaor made their way from the cave.

The mountaingde was deserted when they emerged, and the sunset colors sained the distance
hills "The others must have returned to the Towers" Amlaruil mur-mured. "Working together, they could
have completed the task faster than one done.™

After amoment's sllence, Zaor reached out and took her hands in his. "I fdt you with me during
the battle, you know. Y our magic, your strength.”

The df woman nodded. The bond that had formed between them il sang in her blood and filled
her soul. A shy amile curved her lips as she looked into the warrior's searching eyes and saw a Smilar
knowledge there.



Amlauil did not return to the Towers that night, nor did Zaor turn his steps southward toward the
fortress a Ruith. In a stone chamber in the heart of Evermeet, bathed in the soft light of the king sword,
they acknowl-edged what both had known from ther firs medting. That night, with words and with
loving actions, they pledged themsdlves gladly to the future. They belonged to each other, and together,
to Evermest.

With the coming of dawn's fird light, the lovers sad ther farewdls each content in the
knowledge that their joined destiny would surdly bring them back into each other's arms.

Amlauil stood long a the mouth of the cave and watched the warrior descend the mountain,
hurrying toward a handful of surviving dragonriders who had gath-ered in the valey below.

Despite dl Zaor had told her of his leave-taking from Lightspear Keep, Amlaruil had little fear
that censure awaited him. For one thing, Captain Horith Evanaras ship was gone, crushed into shards of
cydd by the weght of afdling dragon. Even had the Captain survived, he could not have denied that
Zaor Moonflower was one of the battle's true heroes. Without the dragonriders, without the giant eagles,
theflight of evil dragons would have dipped through Evermeset's shidds and laid waste the idand.

And more than that, Amlaruil had faith in the degtiny whispered to her by the moonblade Zaor
carried. He was destined to rule, and she with him.

Bright dreams filled her thoughts as she summoned the Slver path that would carry her back to
the Towers. But as the whirl and rush of the magic travel faded, she was greeted by the sound of
anguished even mourning.

High, wordless keening filled the ar as the eves of the Towers gave themsdves over to grief.
Amlarull gathered up her skirts and ran for the Tower of the Sun. She burdt into the lower chamber, in
which stood asingle df, draped and cowled in the robes of the Grand Mage of the Towers.

"Jannaor! What happened? What iswrong?' she cried.

"Hush, child." To Amlaruil's surprise, the voice belonged not to Janndor, but to Nakiasha. The
forest df turned to face the young mage, and lowered the cowl that obscured her tear-streaked face. "Do
not speak his name while his spirit is yet so near to Evermedt, lest he turn away from Arvandor for love
of you."

To the young mage, this seemed impaossible. For as long as she had lived—nearly three and a half
centuries—Jan-ndor Nierde had ruled the Towers of the Sun and Moon. His cdm presence seemed as
constant and predictable as the dawn.

"Surdy heisnot dead!" she protested.

"Along with the other magi who ensorcdlled the dragons” Nakiasha said sadly. "The task was
too great, the magic that bound us dl together too strained by the battle and by our far distance from
each other. You were not part of the Circle, so you could not know. But each of the five magi who went
with us to the Eagle Hills attended the Siver dragonsin separate, distant chambers among the caves. | fdt
them die when the enchantment was done, yet | could do nothing to save them.”

Amlauil stared a her mentor, her thoughts spinning in confuson and stunned grief. Among the
meg were many of her closest friends, and nearest kin. "How then do you and | ill live? It does not
seem possible. It does not seem—"

"Right?' the older df finished. "Do not think that | have not asked that same question, many times.
But to do so is to doubt the will of the gods. You and |, Amlail, carry the specid blessng of the
Sddarine. How old do you think me?*

The gl blinked, startled by the sseming non sequitur. "You are past midlife, perhaps in your fifth
century.”

Nakiasha snorted. "Double that, you'd be closer. It will be much the same for you. Do not 1ook
S0 doubtful! You have lived three centuries and more, yet most who behold you take you for a maiden
fresh from childhood. And what of your power? Y ou should not have been able to cast the spdl upon the
dragon aone, and yet you did. You survived, even while those joined in a Circle could not bear the flow
of magic. Itisahard fact, but you must accustom yoursdf to it, for it is your destiny. Asisthis”

The forest df shrugged off the Grand Mage mantle and came forward to drape it over Amlaruil's
shoulders. "It was the will of he who ruled these Towers that you succeed him. | but kept it in trust for



your arriva."

Amlarul stared & her mentor, unable to take in dl tha she had sad. "But | am pledged
elsawhere” she whigpered.

"Areyou, now?' Nakiasha looked a her shrewdly. "Ah. | see the way of it. The young warrior
whom you supported through the battle, isit not?

"BEven 0," the sorceress sad briskly, not awaiting an answer. "Was the nature of your pledge
merdy that of ayoung lover, or she who wishes to serve dl her People?’

"Mugt | choose between them?'

"Perhaps.”

Amlaril's fingers tangled in the folds of the Grand Mage's mantle, as if uncertain whether to draw
it close or cast it aside. Yet there was no denying Nakiasha's words. The promises that she and Zaor had
exchanged during the long, sweet hours of the night sang in her heart, and she would hold true to them.
They were pledged to each other—and to the service of Evermest.

In her heart, Amlaruil knew hersdf to be Zaor's true queen. But surdy a long and difficult road
lay before Zaor before he was acclaimed Evermeet's king. Perhaps she could best serve his destiny by
accepting that which had been laid upon her by the former Grand Mage.

The df maid lifted her head in an unconscious gesture of command. "We mug gather the magi.
With so many of us gone, there is much that mugt be done to rebuild the strength of the Towers, and to
lift the spirits of those who remain.”

A fant amile, one that was both proud and sad, crossed Nakiashas face. Janndor Nierde had
chosen wel—Amlauil filled the mantle of power as if she had been fashrioned for the task. The
sorceress bowed her head in a gesture of respect, and followed the new Grand Mage out into the Tower
courtyard.

18
For the Good of the People

The dves who sat a the table of the Council of Elders watched in stunned amazement as Lady
Mylaerla Durcthil put aside her cloak of office. "Do not look so dismayed,” the df woman said dryly. "In
recent years, the title of High Councilor has been largdy honorary. It is, quite frankly, an honor | can live
without.”

"It has never been the way of Durathil to turn aside from duty,” Belsram Durcthil sad in a tight,
angry voice.

"Nor do I," retorted the matron. "The recent battle has shown me how | can best serve the
People and mysdif. | am less suited to court life than a generd’s command, and | say without intention of
gving offense that | prefer a dragon's company to that of any df in this room,” she added, gazing
pointedly at her great-great-nephew. Bel-stram flushed angrily and looked away.

"In resgning as High Councilor,” Lady Durothil contin-ued, "I do not suggest that the Council
itdf be dissolved. But mark me, itsrole, like my own, must change”

"Lady Durothil," interrupted Saida Evanara in a super-cilious voice. "With or without you, the
Coundll has ruled Evermeet for centuries untold. It istradition. What you suggest is absurd.”

"Is it?' the matron said tartly. "Perhgps my time in the Eagle Hills has given me the distance
needed for clear Sght. Do you wigh to discuss absurdity? Very wel. While this counal in my absence
debated a course of action, while the commanders of the various forces scrambled for persond glory, a
flight of dragons came within a day's ship-travel from our shores! Your own kinsman, Horith Eva-nara,
was daninthis battle. Had he not acted as he did, going into battle without either consulting the coundil
or summoning the dragonriders, we would not have before us the task of choosing his replacement!™

"Asto that, | do not see why the council should debate this matter. The command should fdl to
me" Saida stated, szing upon the one item in Lady Durothil's speech of per-sona interest. "Perhaps |
am have not been long in Ever-meet, but in my dan | stand next to Horith in militay rank and



experience.”

"The Nierde dan is not unique in producing able war-riors," Francessca Siverspear pointed out.
"Nor are you, Saida, the only df seated here who fought for the life of Myth Drannor!”

"That is true enough, but would you have us toss asde dl tradition in one afternoon?’ returned
Sada heatedly. "For centuries, the Nierde dan has hed Ruith and com-manded Sumbrar!™

"And what of Ruith now?" inquired Montagor Amaillis, a young noble with the bright red hair
characterigtic of his clan. "What of Sumbrar? The Starwing flegt is dl but demolished. Many of the
Sumbrar Tower'smagi per-ished in an attempt to save the surviving dragons. Our reserves of ams and
meagic have been dangeroudy depleted by the actions of the last Evanara to hold Lightspear Keep. I, for
one, am not eager to see Horith Evanaras legacy continued!”

Saida turned a coldly furious gaze upon the Moon df. "The Amaillis have aways been ambitious,
Montagor. You would be ddighted to see control of Evermeet's military seized from the Gold eves.
Next, you're going to argue that it'stime for Evermeet to succumb to a Moon dven roydty!"

"That is precisely what | think, and it is the reason why | cdled the council together this day,”
Lady Durothil announced firmly, turning Saida's mockery into a satement of truth.

She let the Slence linger so that it might give weight to her next words. "I know that many of the
noble families, particularly the Gold even clans such as my own, will be resgtant to this. But dl of us
knew that the time would come! | say thet it is here, now."

"It istrue that with a Sngle voice commanding dl the forces of Evermest, we would be better able
to respond to a sudden threet,” admitted Ydathanil Symbaern. "Accord-ing to Lady Durothil's reports,
the tide of battle was turned when young Zaor Moonflower took command. | can only speak according
to what | have seen, but | believe that if Myth Drannor had been led by asingle, capable ruler rather then
a contentious coundil of its own, its fate might have been quite different. Evermeet must learn, and move
forward."

Severd members of the council nodded thoughtfully. Had this opinion come from a Moon €f, it
would not have fdlen into such receptive soil. But the Symbaern house was ancient and honorable, even
if the Gold df wizard him-sdf was a new voice in the council. Yaathanil and severd other survivors from
his dan had fled the destruction of Myth Drannor to settle Evermeet. He was aready widdy respected
for both hismagica skills and his wisdom.

"l agree with Lady Durathil's opinion of Zaor Moonflower,” added Keerla Hawksong, the aged
mingrd who led her Silver df clan. "His recruitment of the giant eagles was brilliant. Already members of
my house have followed up this victory, and are discussing with Queen WindShriek the posshility of
forming a permanent troop of Eagle Riders.”

"We are wandering from the point a hand,” Montagor Amaillis pointed out. "According to our
High Councilor, it istime for the People of Evermeet to choose a royd family. | say that the coundil put
the matter to vote this very day!"

"The young have <0 little regard for higtory," Lady Durothil said dryly. "Are you forgetting that the
choice will be made, not by the council, but by the will of the gods, as interpreted by enchanted swords?!

"Forget? That is hardly likdy," sneered Saida, "consd-ering that the Amaillis dan dill holds a
living moonblade! 1t is said that Montagor Amaillis has a bit of the seer about him. Perhapsin his dreams
of the future he fan-cies himsdf aking."

"As to that, it is for the gods to say,” Montagor said piously. "Yet it is true that the Amarillis
moonblade is undamed. My grandmother, Chin'nesstire, was among the command-ers of Lightspear
Keep who took the Starwing flegt againgt the invaders. She was dain by dragonfire, her sword was
recovered from the charred remains of the ship.”

"Your grandmother's sword is not the only Amarillis moonblade ill in service to the People”
Francessca Silverspear asserted. As she spoke, the warrior touched the moonstone in the hilt of her own
blade. "This | know, for | fought beside many of your kin. In thefal of Myth Drannor, many heroes died,
induding many moonfighters. Some of these swords are unclamed, others have been log.”

"How are we to know that one of these lost swords might not have been meant to determine
kinghip?' Saida Evanara demanded. "How can such a decison be made now, when not dl of the



moonblades can be accounted for?*

"In that, we will have to trust the gods" Mi'tilaro Adorothi sad firmly. Such was the weight of
the Gold df's words that dl protest fdl slent, for the patriarch of the ancient Gold df dan was dso a high
priest of Cordlon Larethian.

"It is decided, then," Lady Durothil sad firmly. "Send word to dl dans of Evermest, and to dl
eves bearing moonblades upon the mainland. When the summer sol-gtice arrives, dl will gather in the
meadowlands sur-rounding Drlagara”

Montagor's attention was suddenly fixed intently upon the goblet before him. "As you have
pointed out, Lady Durothil, my knowledge of history is perhaps not what it should be. Tdl me, what will
happen if more than one dan demondrates through possession of a moonblade a vidble dam to the
throne?'

Mylaerla Durothil's face turned grim. "It will be as it has dways been: a matter for the gods to
decide. Each sword has developed certain powers, and the df who widds the sword must be equd to
the chalenge of his or her blade. Who holds the most powerful sword, and who widds it best, the same
ghdl win the throne."

"You mean that eves of noble blood mudt fight each other?" Montagor asked, dearly appalled.

The df woman's amile was ironic in the extreme. "Since when, young Lord Amaillis, have we
ever done anything el s?'

There were few places on dl of Evermeet as lovdy as Drdlagara. A andl city, it made up in
symmetry and quiet beauty what it lacked in grandeur. The buildings were dl of white marble, megicaly
raised from the depths of Ever-meet, and the whole was located in the center of an expanse of gently
ralling meadows that measured more than Sxty miles wide. This meadowland was surrounded on dl
gdes by forests, and within a day's ride of the won-drous white-sand beaches of Siluth.

The moon-horses, those magicd white beasts who were the willing dlies and friends of the elves,
made their home in the meadows of Drdagara. As the day of the summe solstice dawned the
moon-horses were as much in evidence as the elves. Ther glossy coats gleamed in the pae light that
proceeded sunrise as they pranced among the gath-ered people and the bright slk pavilions, accepting
the caresses of dven children, tossing their flower-braided manes as if they were gracious hosts giving
welcome to ther dven vistors.

From dl over Evermeet the dves gathered in the Drelagara meadow, aong with representatives
from many distant even communities. This, the sdection of Evermeet's ruling house, was a matter that
concerned dl the People.

Many of the wild eves ventured from the forest depths for the occasion, though no one there
could get atrue sense of their number. The fey folk kept to the shadows of the forest's edge, or gathered
beneath the meadow's scattered trees. Like dusive deer, they were nearly invisble until they showed
their presence with movement.

There were dso a number of Sea dven representatives who wore amulets to ad them in
breething air so that they might observe the ceremony.

Moon eves were much in evidence, of course. Each clan gathered under the bright banners of its
house standard. Those who possessed moonblades would contend for the honor of rulership, and these
clans were given the prime locations nearest the center of the gathering place.

And dl the Gold df dans were present, though it was widdy noted and softly commented that
meany of these dves did not look pleased with the prospect of eminent Moon dven rule.

Members of dl the other fey races gathered in Drela-gara as well, for Evermeet's king would be
the ruler of them dl. Massve centaur warriors stood at the perime-ter of the forest, eyeing the large,
sivery forms of the nearby lythari—the dusive, shgpeshifting dven wolf-people—with wary respect.
Unicorns and peges exchanged slent gossip. Faerie dragons flitted about the meadow, some of them
amudng themselves by playing tricks on the eves, some gigdling wildly as they chased the delegation of
Sprites about asif they were herding a flock of tiny, airborne sheep. Pixies sat comfortably upon the lesfy
ams of a giant treant, an ancient, sentient tree-person who watched over the proceedings with solemn



patience.

A place of honor near the very center of the gathering had been granted to the delegation from
the Towers of the Sun and Moon. In her own private pavilion, Amlaruil pre-pared hersdf for the
fedtivities with more than her usud care. As Lady of the Tower, she held a position nearly the equa of the
soon-to-be chosen ruler. This was her firg state appearance, and she would be the focus of many eyes
this day.

Amlaril wished to do honor to the Towers, but in her preparations she answered another, more
personal motive. Severa months had passed snce she and Zaor had made ther pledges in the heady
aftermath of battle. She had not seen him since. Everything must be right for this, ther first meeting.

The df woman carefully arranged her red-gold har in elaborate curls, and donned the jewes
passed down to her from distant generations. Her gown, though lovely and fashioned of slk the color of
summer skies, was of less importance, for it would be covered by the flowing mantle that proclaimed her
office.

"And a good thing, too,” Amlaruil murmured. A amdl, secret smile curved her lips as she
smoothed her hands over the dinging slk of her gown. Though she took noth-ing but joy in the tiny life
that dept within the growing curve of her bdly, she wanted Zaor to see her, fird and foremost, and not
the child who would be his heir.

Hisroyal har.

Of this, Amlaruil was as certain as sunrise. In her few months as Grand Mage, and under the
caeful tutdage of the sorceress Nakiasha, she had come to accept the unusud link between her spirit
and the gods of the Sdldarine. Attuned to Evermeet in ways that she could not yet begin to understand,
Amlaruil knew and recognized the power of the sword Zaor carried. She dso fdt the innate nobility of
the df who widlded it. In Amlaruil's mind, Zaor was Evermeet's king. This day would only afirm what
ghe knew to be true,

"My lady?"

The sound of Nakiashas voice, coming from outsde the pavilion, startled Amlaruil from her
thoughts. She snatched up her mantle and quickly draped it about her shoulders.

"Come," she said, schoaling her face to serenity before tuming to meet her mentor.

Nakiasha brushed aside the tent's dodng and surveyed the young df woman with a mother's
pride. "You are beautiful, child" she said, forgetting for the moment the for-mdity due to Amlaruil's
postion. "It's nearly time for the ceremony—you mug take your place among the members of the
Coundl."

Amlauil nodded, and followed the sorceress from the pavilion. In her heightened State of
excitement, she was keenly aware of the eyes that followed her as she ascend-ed the platform to her
assigned place. This was the firg time that she had appeared a any ceremony as Lady of the Towers,
and the eves were understandably curious about the new Grand Mage.

But even without the mantle of office, Amlaruil would have drawn wondering stares. She was
exceedingly tal—a full head taler than most dves, and she moved with an etherea grace that lent her
even more presence. Her red-gold hair was an unusud and griking shade, and she knew without vanity
thet she was accounted beautiful. Even Laeroth, her felow mage and the most unromantic and practical
df of her acquaintance, once commented that her face tended to linger in memory like a haunting melodly.
Amlaruil found hersdf hoping that Zaor's memory had been thus afflicted.

She took her place next to the matron of the Nimesin cdan, a Gold df woman hugdy rounded
with child. A sym-pathetic amile curved Amlaruil'slips, but her words of con-gratulations died unborn as
the df woman met her friendly amile with a gaze icy enough to freeze the tides.

"Wdl. Now that | seeyou, | understand why a Gray df wench rulesin the Towers" the df said
coldly. "Janndor Nierde dways was a fodl for a pretty face and a summer night's fralic! You, | take it,
were his favorite plaything.”

A dow, hat flush spread over Amlaruil's face. "You do not know me, Lady, yet Janndor Nierde
was widdy revered for hiswisdom and honor. Y our words do hm grave injudtice.”

The hitter lines around the df woman's mouth deepened, and she continued to regard the Grand



Mage with the disdain usudly reserved for the hdf-eaten offer-ings of a hunting house cat. "Is it not
enough to demand that the People endure a Moon df royaty? Why mug the honor of the Towers be
aullied, as wel?'

"I have done the Towers no dishonor, nor will 1, Amlaruil said. Her voice was cdm and soft, yet
ful of power.

The animogty in the Gold df's eyes fatered, as if she suddenly fdt uncertain of an easy quary.
"The ceremony is soon to begin,” the df woman said grudgingly, but she sound-ed oddly grateful for the
excuse to turn away from the con-versation—and the young Moon df's unshakable dignity.

As the hers to the undamed moonblades stepped for-ward, Amlaruil forgot the Nimesn
matron's bitter com-ments. Though her own brother possessed such a sword, Amlaruil had never seen
the ceremony in which the swords were clamed.

It was beautiful, and it was terrible. The recent beattles had left severa swords undamed. Ten
elves, dl nobles of ancient house and good reputation, pledged themsdves to the power of the swords
and the service of the People. Of them, only six survived the ceremony.

For two of these survivors, there was no triumph. The magic in the blades they hed went slent
and dormant in their hands. They had been proved unegua to the task of widding the powers within their
family blades, as the lagt living descendant of the origind wielders, they were spared a sudden degth. The
expresson of stunned disbelief on the two dves faces suggested that they would per-haps have
preferred desth to thisliving redization of their loss.

In the heavy slence that followed the firg daming, the four Moon df houses who had lost their
firs and best hope of the future tried again, and yet again, to dam the honor of Evermest's throne.

Amlaruil's eyes burned with tears of mingled pride and grief as she watched one young df after
another step forward to die, like so many moths flinging themsdves againg the seductive promise of a
lantern's heat and light.

Yet not one of the dven houses yidlded, not until the last surviving member of the dan stood
dive but defeat-ed. Ther moonblades, ther task of sdection completed, went dormant &t last.

In the grim and reverent slence that followed the daiming, Lady Mylaerla Durothil rose to spesak,
the lagt timein her office of High Councilor of Evermeet.

"The Council of Elders honors dl those who came this day to stand before the People and the
gods of the Sdldarine, and to dare the crucible of the moonblade's magic. No dishonor tarnishes the
houses who were not sdected, and a place in Arvandor awaits dl those who had the courage to take up
amoonblade. To those new moonfighters among us, we extend congratulations.”

The Gold df's gaze swept the smdl group of Moon dves before her. "The task ahead is more
dfficult fill. There are yet five-and-twenty living moonblades. Legend says that when four-and-twenty
remain, the king sword will announce itsdf and its wielder. We are one too many, and thus the royd
family mugt be determined by its collective strength. Moonfighters, please gather by clans.”

The keepers of the magic swords shifted, each coming to stand beside his or her family standard.
In dl houses but two, there was but a Sngle wielder. Of these, the Moonflower dan dearly possessed
the stronger dam.

Three Moonflower fighters gathered under the banner of the blue rose. Giullio, Amlaruil's
much-older brother, appeared gredtly ill a ease in the center of s0 many eyes. Sight of dature and
diffident in manner, the solitary, schol-arly df devoted himsdf to the veneration of Labelas Enoreth, the
god of years. Giullio was a worthy daimant to his moonblade, which possessed magics of heding and
ingpiration, but he was no king. Only with greet difficulty had he been persuaded to come to Drelagara a
dl. Thastdia, a digant rdaive, was an adventuress who had never before stepped foot upon the dven
ide By her own words, she was eager to leave. Hers was a restless spirit, and her sword was fashioned
for the fighting of solitary battles. Then there was Zaor, sanding head and shoulders above every other
df inthefidd. The young warrior hed himsaf with quiet confidence as he awaited the decision that had
been sat in motion centuries eaxrlier.

The Amaillis dan possessed two living moonblades. One was a sword recently recovered from
the ruins of ancient Aryvandaar, newly clamed by a flame-haired girl-child known as Echo. The other



was wielded by a mage from the mainland settlement of Tangletrees.

"By the drength of numbers, Moonflower has proven a strong succession and thus has passed
thefird test given for the royd dan," Lady Durathil began.

"With your permission, Lady, | must object,” interrupt-ed a voice from the crowd.

A low murmur rippled through the crowd as Montagor Amaillis stepped forward to join his two
kin. The Moon df was srangdy pae, and his face was the color of snow beneath the thick shock of
bright red hair characteristic of hisfamily. He unbuckled his weapons bet and held high a sheathed blade,
tuning dowly so that dl might see the glowing moonstonein the hilt.

"This sword belonged to my grandmother. It was her will that it pass to me. There are therefore
three living moonblades in House Amarillis making us the equa of Moonflower."

Lady Durothil stared, dumbfounded, at the young noble. "Why did you not come forward for the
daming ceremony?'

"It isthe right of every df to decline his hereditary blade,” Montagor sad in a steady tone. "
dam theright to keep this sword in trust for my oldest child, as yet unborn.”

Montagor turned to his two kin. "These worthy dves are not of Evermeet, and have told me they
have no desire to stay or to rule. If there is to be an Amaillis king, he will be of my blood." He looked
over to the three dves who stood benesath the blue rose standard. "Have the Moonflowers likewise come
to an underganding?'

"I make no dam to roydty, and | would decline the throne if it were offered,” Thestdia
Moonflower announced in a clear, low voice,

"And you, Giullio?" Lady Durothil prompted.

In response, the cleric drew his moonblade and sduted Zaor.

"That is clear enough,” Montagor said, a amile of satis-faction playing about his lips. "I, too, will
pledge my sup-port to Zaor Moonflower, provided that he agrees to honor and acknowledge the rights
of dan Amaillis”

Zeaor stepped forward to face the red-haired noble. "The honor of Amaillis is beyond question,”
he said in a puzzled voice. "But of whét rights do you speak?"

"Therights of roydty,” Montagor said firmly. "The swords of Myth Drannor declare that this right
isours as much as yours. If you deny this, know that the Moonflower family will not hold the throne
uncontested.”

"You would have me divide the kingdom?' Zaor demanded.

"I would have you unite the two dans” Montagor coun-tered. "Teke my sdter, Lydi'deera, as
your queen, and we will consider the matter settled.”

The noble turned and extended a peremptory hand. A amdl, golden-haired df woman came
forward from beneath the green dolphin crest that marked the pavilion of House Amaillis. Montagor
took her hand, which hein turn presented, in obvious symbolism, to Zaor.

Stunned into immoahility, the warrior stared down at the girl. She was very beautiful, though her
pae coloring set her apart from the ruddy dves of Amaillis Her gown was spring green—which in
ancient legend was considered the color of dven royaty—and a wreath of flowers dung to her har as if
she were dready prepared for a wedding.

As he gazed a the df mad, Zaor slently cursed Mon-tagor for putting him in this untengble
position. His eyes darted to the place where the Grand Mage of the Towers sat.

Amlaruil's blue eyes were unreadable, her face utterly Hill. Not even her posture yidded any
clues as to her thoughts, for the flowing mantle of her office obscured her form.

Since he could hardly refuse to acknowledge the girl, Zaor took the df maid's offered hand and
bowed over it. Yet as soon as he decently could, he released the dim white fingers and turned his
atention back to Montagor.

"I am honored by the offer of union with Amarillis, and by the consent of this noble lady," he said
caefully. "But the decison of what house will rule Evermeet was never mine to make. The moonblades
aone mugt decide.”

"You would chose battle between our dlans rather than union?' Montagor asked increduloudly.



"What would be the cost of such a blood war to Evermeet? The Moonflowers and the Amaillis are
andient families with ties to many houses. Craulnober would surdy come to your defense, and behind
them the northland common-ers who have given alegiance to them! The Silverspear newcomers are
digned with you, as is the commoner captain of the Leuthilspar guard! But the Hawksongs, the Eroths,
the Alenuath—they have blood ties and close loydties to Amaillis Think carefully on what you would
begin.”

"Batle, if such there mugt be, would not involve dl these eved" Zaor protested. "Only those who
hold the moonblades mugt contend for the throne.”

"I have declined minein favor of my heir. Would you let the question of kingship wait until 1 have
ason or daugh-ter to chalenge you for it? Would a dday of a hundred years or more serve Evermeet?'

With greset difficulty, Zaor held onto his temper. He recognized the layers of sophistry in the df's
argument, and he did not fed equd to medting them. And there was enough truth in Montagor's words to
be digurbing. Per-haps his rgection of the Amaillis dliance would not trig-ger afull-scde avil war, but it
would cause a deep resentment, a divison among the Moon df families. And there were many Gold
eves who would be quick to seize

Montagor's suggestion, in hope of holding onto the Council rule for afew decades more.

"It seems to me that this matter cannot be resolved between you and me. | should consult with
both the Coun-cil of Elders and with my advisers,” Zaor said. "Let us dl meet again this night, when the
Tears of Sdune are in midsky. Perhaps the reminder that we are dl of the blood of Cordlon and the
tears of the Lady Moon might help us unite as we mug.”

Montagor's jaw tightened with anger, but he could not refute such a reasonable and pious
request. He indined his head to Zaor—a bow between equals, no more. "I agree. It will be as you
He turned and stalked away, leaving Lydi'deera stand-ing done with the Moon df. Zaor bowed
to the young df woman and strode from the fidd, not entirdy sure where he should go.

Lady Mylaerla caught him by the am and led him into her pavilion. "'l have sent messengers to
gather some of the People youll wish to consult: some of the Elders, leaders among the warriors, a few
of the derics and magi, your circle of trusted friends," she said as she settled down in a chair. "They will
be dong shortly. | thought it best that we speak donefire.”

Zaor paced restlesdy about the tent. "What do you think of Montagor's dam?'

"He shows more subtlety than | had thought him capable of mustering,” she admitted. "And he'sin
agood pogtion to carry out his threet of ddaying the sdlection of aroyd house.”

"And the possibility of dan warfare between Amaillis and M oonflower?!

"Unlikdy. But you know that many of the Gold eves resent thar exdusion from the process of
section. Of dl the Moon df families Amaillis has the most demand upon their loydties. High
Councilors, when not of the Durothil lines, were usudly from Amaillis The family is one long, nearly
unbroken line of warriors, mages, legendary heroes. If you turn away from an dliance with Amarillis, you
dand to dienate most of Evermeet. Bdieve me, Montagor knows what you will refuse if you refuse
Lydi'deera. And doing thet, in and of itsdf, would give Amarillis—and most of Evermegt—ample cause
to take offense”

"I have no wish to inault the girl,” Zaor said in deep frudtration, "but even less desire to wed her!™

"It was unconscionable for Montagor to put ether you or his Sster in such a pogtion,” the df
womean agreed. "Yet Lydi'deerais a reasonable choice for queen, even apart from her high family. The
g is beautiful and wel man-nered. She is an accomplished singer, and wel versed in the arts. Many
would consider her an ornament to the court. Ah, here are the others" she said, turning to beckon to the
amdl, somber group that gathered at the open door of her pavilion.

As the dves entered, Zaor took note of how they digned themsdves. The Council members
stayed together, form-ing a amdl group at the far Sde of the tent. His friends Keryth Blackhdm, who
now commanded the Leuthilspar guard, and Myronthilar Silverspear, a captain of the guard, came to
flank himin unspoken support.

Only Amlaruil stood apart and done, as isolated and solitary as the Towers she ruled. Zaor could



not bring him-sdf to meet her eyes, for fear of what he might reved before the gathered eves. He could
only imagine what use Montagor Amaillis might make of the knowledge that Zaor had dready pledged
his heart—and to an df woman of his own clan!

He turned to the Council. "Will you as a group support the Moonflower dam?*

"How can we, when the task of the moonbladesisincomplete?' responded Y dathanil Symbaern.

Francessca Silverspear snorted and crossed her ams over her chest. "Then let it be completed!
Let the Amarillis pup draw his moonblade, if he dares, and then further dare to fight Zaor for the throne!™

"We cannot compel him to do 0, sad Mi'tilarro Adorothi firmly, his golden fingers curving
around the haly symbol of Corellon Larethian that hung over his heart. "The rules for the selection of the
royd family were given by the gods. Montagor Amaillisiswithin his rights™

"You see how it is" Lady Durothil said dryly, tossng an exasperated glance a Zaor. "The
Coundil is not of one mind about this matter, or any other. Montagor Amaillis plays upon these divisons
like a master mingrd his harp!”

Zaor nodded, and turned to Keryth Blackhdm. "You know the minds of Leuthilspar's warriors.
What do you think? Can | hold Evermeet without the support of Amarillis?"

The captain thought this over. "The warriors respect you. There's no doubt that they would follow
you in battle. It's peace that worries me. You and | are warriors, Zaor, but neither of us understands the
sort of bloodless battle waged among the noble houses. The truth, then? No. | don't believe that you can
rule without Amaillis Not asit should be done, at leest.”

Zeor stood slent, his head bowed, as he struggled to find his way through the tangle. Findly he
looked up, his eyes a lagt fdling upon Amlaruil.

"My friends, | would like to consult with the Lady of the Towers” he said softly. "I thank you dl
for your advice. | will not leave you waiting long for my decison.”

Lady Durathil cast a glance at Amlaruil Moonflower's inscrutable face, then turned a searching
gaze upon the Moon df warrior. She seemed deeply disturbed by what she saw. She rose hedlily.

"Come, dl of you," she said briskly. "The sooner we're away, the sooner Zaor can make his
choice

Amlanil sat slently as the Gold df matron herded the others from the pavilion, as rdentlesdy and
efficently as a Craulnober hound might drive a flock of northland sheep from a pasture.

"She knows," the mage said Smply when at last she and Zaor were done. "She knows, and does
not approve.”

"Lady Durathil has been High Councilor for many years" Zaor said hedtily. "She knows how the
noble clans will respond to news of our love. She has spent a lifetime deding with the nobles and ther
grdl intrigues.

"Which only give more weight to her opinion.”

"It doesn't matter. None of it matters.” Zaor covered the distance between them in a few steps
and took both of her cold handsin his "Amlaruil, we made a pledge to each other. Whatever happens, |
intend to honor thet! There can be no one for me but you.”

Amlaruil’s gaze was sad, but steady. "If you refuse this dliance with Amaillis war among the
clans—the very threet that the moonblades were intended to forestall—seems possible. Even if you rule
in peace, offending Amar-illiswill dmogt certainly ensure the failure of the very task for which you were
chosen: bringing unity to the eves. Y ou must understand that dan Amaillis forms both a link and a buffer
between Moon dves and Gold. Without Amarillis, you might as well take scepter and crown and place
them directly into Durothil hands."

Gently, she dipped her fingers from Zaor's grasp. "The gods have chosen you as Evermeet's king.
They have chosen meto help you, and so | mus.”

The Grand Mage of the Towers went down on her knees before the gppalled df. "I pledge my
persond dlegiance, as wdl as dl the power of the Towers of the Sun and the Moon, to Zaor, King of
Evermedt, and to Lydi'deera his queen. May you both live long, and reign wel." Tears sparkled in her
eyes, but her voice was firm.

Before Zaor could speak, Amlaruil disappeared. Only a faint slver sparkle of magic in the air,



and the tiny mark of two fdlen tears upon the earthen floor of the pavilion, betrayed that she had ever
been there a dl.

The Moon df warrior dashed from the tent, looking frantically about for a glimpse of Amlaruil's
beautiful red-gold har among the crowds of dves. She was nowhere to be seen.

Lady Durathil came forward and grasped him by his forearms, her eyes searching his dricken
face. Rdief and sympathy mingled on her countenance. ™Y ou have chosen well," she said gently.

"l did not choose at dl' he blurted out. For a moment, the Moon df's loss and heartache was
naked in his eyes.

"The Lady of the Towers has acted with honor," Lady Durothil said softly. "And she has taken
the worst burden—the burden of choice—from your shoulders. She did what she mugt, and now so must
you."

Zeaor was dlent for along moment. "I have dways heard that the sacrifices demanded of those
who would lead can be great. Had | any idea of what would be required of me, | would have wanted no
part of thid" he said passionately.

The matron sghed. "If the gods are kind, it might be that you've dready endured the worst! But
come, my lord—the others are waiting."

For the remainder of that summer, the High Magi of the Towers of the Sun and the Moon
lavished their magic upon the creation of Evermeet's court. The Moonstone Palace, a wondrous structure
fashioned from marble and moonstone and roofed with gold, rose from the heart of Evermest.

The labor was bittersweet for Amlaruil. Though she rgjoiced to see Zaor as king, her part in his
kingmaking was hardly what she had dreamed it might be.

Asthe summer passed and the brilliant colors of autumn faded from the land, Amlaruil went into
secluson to prepare for the birth of her daughter. Only Nakiasha attended her on the night thet Zaor's
har drew breath, and stood witness to the df woman's tears of mingled joy and loss.

In the months that followed, Amlaruil found immense comfort in her daughter. But she could not
escape the fed-ing tha this child was merdy loaned to her. Amlaruil's ties to the Seldarine were deep
and mydticd, but it seemed to her that this babe was more a child of the gods than of mortd eves.

From birth llyrana was oddly slent, and her large, sea-blue eyes were grave and ancient. Nor did
the babe resem-ble dther of her parents. Tiny and etheredly pale, her white skin seemed tinged with
blue, and her snow-colored baby curls hed a touch of palest green. Amlaruil named her Ilyrana, from the
Blvish word for opal.

Never once did Amlaruil speak the name of her baby's father. As an df woman of noble birth, a
High Mage, and Grand Mage of the Towers, she was beyond reproach in such matters. The child was
hers, and if any of the eves of the Tower cared to speculate further, they did so with unusud discretion.
Amlaruil had dready won the respect and love of most of the young magi. Mogt of them grasped that it
was her wish to keep the child from common sght and knowl-edge, and they protected ther lady and
her child as they did any of the Towers other legacies.

What none of the magi understood, however, was that Amlatil's reticence was based on
something far darker then discretion and a desire for privecy.

The machinations displayed during the kingmaking a the previous summer solstice had opened
her eyes to the nobles of Evermeet. The Lady of the Towers kept a careful watch on the multilayered
afars of the court. The more she learned, the deeper became her concern, not only for Zaor, but for dl
of Evermest.

"Redly, Montagor, | find your offer angularly ignorant, even congdering that it came from a Gray
df," sneered Vashti Nimesin. "You are of less use to me than Lydi'deera is to dan Amaillid Surdly you
know that any offgoring of Zaor will be accounted part of dan Moonflower. You can evoke every
long-dead Amgillis hero whose name you can recal, and it will not change that fact!”

The Amaillis har sipped at his goblet of feywine, buying time to collect his thoughts. He had
spent many days currying the favor of the wedlthy and increesingly powerful Nimesin clan. Findly, he had



finegled an invitation to one of Vadhti's dite parties. Judging from her dis-dainful tone, it would clearly be
amisgtake to count his successes too soon.

"Perhaps my sister's child will be a Moonflower,” he dlowed, "but Lydi'deera is dill of House
Amaillid There is much that a queen can do to influence royd policy.”

Lady Nimesn snickered. "And you're daming she has the wit to do so, | suppose? That little
twit?"

"Lydi'deera has dways been guided by me" Montagor said stoutly. "I tdl you, there is much that
can be gained from an dliance with Amarillis™

The matron's gppraising gaze did over the young Moon df. Vashti Nimesin was wel aware of
Montagor's ambitions, and in fact she approved of most of the steps he had taken to consolidate his
clan's influence and power in the newly established court. Foiging that ingpid little wench upon Zaor
Moonflower had been a magterful stroke. It was to Montagor's credit that he aso sought out ties with the
members of powerful Gold df clans.

But it was patently clear to Lady Nimesin that Mon-tagor was not quite up to the standard of his
illugrious ancestors. In his naked desire for power, he was vulnera-ble—and more of a willing tool even
then hisingpid little Ster.

Vadhti Nimesin smiled. "Thereisin fact a service you can do for me. My son, Kymil, shows grest
promisein both magic and arms. | would have him trained at the Towers of the Sun and Moon. Perhaps
you could escort him there, and present him to the ruling mege?’

Montagor bowed deeply. "It would be my great pleas-ure,”" he said sincerdly, though he had little
illuson about the reason for Lady Nimesin's request. She clear-ly didiked the fact that a Moon df ruled
inthe Towers and was urwilling to submit hersdf in the pogition of supplicant to Amlaruil Moonflower. In
sending the Amaillis heir as an errand boy, Vashti would make a statement of her high position and her
contempt for Moon eves.

So beit. It was a price worth paying for Nimesin's favor. Montagor turned his gaze upon Kymil
Nimesin, who stood talking with a amdl group of young Gold elves. He was a Sngularly handsome youith,
with the golden skin of his race contrasting with the ebony luster of his black hair and eyes. Yet he was
dill a child, far too young for admittance to the tower.

At that moment, Kymil turned and met Montagor's curious gaze. The Moon df recoiled, sunned
by the sheer maevolence of those eyes. But the moment passed, so swiftly that Montagor was left
wondering if hed imagined that hate-filled stare. Young Kymil came willingly enough to his mother's
beckoning, and his handsome face was a modd of avility as he greeted the Amarillis her.

"Montagor Amaillis will escort you to the Towers, my son,” Lady Nimesn sad in a satisfied
voice. "You will leave at fird light. See that you are a credit to your people and your house."

"Yes, mother,” the boy said automatically. There was nothing in his face or voice to suggest he
was other than a dutiful son, and there was no mockery in the bow he gave the Moon df noble. Yet
Montagor fdt deeply uneasy as he contemplated the young €f.

From time to time, Montagor caught a glimpse of what might yet be. He had not damed the
moonblade because he suspected that he would not survive the attempt. Now, looking a young Kymil
Nimesn, he had the same feding of impending death. There was something dirring in the migts of this
boy's future, something that Montagor could neither see nor grasp. It reached out to him, dl the same,
taunting him with dire possibilities.

The Moon df quickly brushed aside his unesse. A moonblade, with its powerful and killing
meagic, was something to be feared and respected. This boy, however, was a mere gripling. Surely
Montagor Amaillis was more than Kymil's match.

And s0 the two |€ft for the Towers the next day, as Lady Nimesin had decreed. Kymil rode well,
but he was srange-ly dlent during the northward trip, with none of the questions or chatter tha
Montagor would have expected from a boy his age.

Fndly the slence began to wear on Montagor. "I trained in the Towers mysdf, briefly," he said.
"If there isanything you'd like to discuss, 1'd be happy to oblige”

The boy danted alook at him. "Thank you, no," he said palitdly. "I shdl do fine"



"Have you friends at the Tower?' Montagor persisted. "I don't imegine there are many eves your
age”

"Thereis at least one” Kymil said in a dark tone. He grimaced, as if even that terse remark was
more than he had intended to say.

Montagor was intrigued. "I had not known that the Tower magi accepted children.”

"From time to time, children are born to the Tower magi,” the boy said matter-of-factly. "And
sometimes a prodigy is accepted at an early age. Tanyl Evanara, a distant cousin of mine, is much my
age and nearly my equd a arms and magic. We will learn together.”

"Ah. And what use will you make of the magic you acquire?' the Moon df asked in the
patronizing tone often used toward the very young.

A hard amile played at the corner of the Gold df's lips. "What would you say, Lord Amaillis; if |
told you that | would use what | learn to do away with the travesty of a Moon df royadty and restore the
Elven Councll?' he sad softly. "Jug for argument's sake, of course. Naturdly, | would never atempt
such athing. No one but afool would harbor such treasonous thoughts, or express them to the brother of
the queen—not even considering that you yoursdf would profit from such a course of action. Amaillis
will never hold the throne, but certainly you could become High Councilor were the Council restored.
Agan, just for argument's sake.”

Montagor blinked, astonished by the leves of intriguein the boy's words. He was being warned,
courted, and threat-ened—all at once.

But even as he regarded the young df, the dy hard look disappeared beneath the smooth golden
mask of Kymil's handsome face.

A dhill passed through Montagor, swiftly followed by a wave of bitter remorse for his part in
ddivering this child to the Towers. Whatever came of it, he would have a part. Kymil had implied as
much.

Suddenly the Moon df was less certain of his ability to control, or even to fathom, the ambitions
of this Gold df clan. But the spires of the Towers were now clearly visble to dl in the escort party.

Come what may, it was too late to turn back now.

Severd years passed before Montagor Amaillis was again summoned to the manson of Lady
Vaghti Nimesin. He found the matron in a state of high excitemen.

"It has begun," she said bluntly. "The first of the Gray df pretenders to the throne has been dain.
And you, my friend, have made it possiblel"

Montagor stared at the Gold df. "Zeor is dead?"

Vadhti laughed scornfully. "Not even your Sster could get close enough to the king to accomplish
that wonder! No, | speak of Zaor's daughter.”

"My sigter the queen has no children,” the Moon df said, his brow furrowed in puzzlement.

"Asdl Evermeet wdl knows" sneered Lady Vashti. "Amaillis blood is running thin—the best
you can offer these days is a barren queen. No, Zaor has a bastard, and by the Lady of the Towers, no
lesd™

"Amlaul Moonflower has a child?" Montagor demand-ed. "And you are certain thet it is
Zaor's?'

"Oh, yes. | suspected that she was breeding when | saw her at the kingmaking. At the time, |
assumed that it was some festival-got brat, or the result of dimbing to her high office by currying Jannaor
Nierde's favor—on her back,” Lady Vashti said crudely. "But | made it my business to trace the wench's
footsteps back. She and Zaor were together at the right time. There are magics that can deter-mine a
childsgre..."

She cast ady look at the appaled Moon df. "Why do you suppose | was o eager to place my
on in the Towers? It was not from a desire to have him learn magic at the foot of a Gray df, | assure
you!"

"Kymil has dan Amlaruil's daughter,” Montagor repeated in a dazed voice,

"W, it appears that this df can be taught,” the Nimesin matron said with heavy sarcasm.



"llyrana Moonflower is dead, or soon to be. It seems she fancies hersdf a priestess rather than a mage.
She |t the Towers to trave to Corellon's Grove asiif it were some sacred pilgrimage. Kymil sent me
word of this Which brings us to your part in the maiter.”

"I will have no part of thid" Montagor said.

"An admirable sentiment, but a bit late in coming,” Lady Vashti said dryly. "When you escorted
Kymil to the Towers, he told you quite planly of his intent. He said that you made no move to dissuade
him or to disagree. We took your slence as assent, aswill any who might hear of this matter now. Speak
af it, and you will only condemn yoursdif."

The Moon df dumped in his chair, defeated. "What mugt | do?'

Vadhti Nimesin smiled coldly. "Many dayswill pass before llyrana is missed. By then, the poison
which sent her into confused dumber will have run its course. 1t will be assumed that she, who has never
been out of the Towers, Imply lost her way in the forest and perished. Although it is unlikdy that dark
intent will be suspected, you will provide Kymil with a safeguard story. He left the Towers the day before
llyrana departed. If any question is raised, you will say that he was hunting a your villain the Eagle Hills,
as your invited guest.”

Montagor's thoughts whirled as he worked his way through this puzzle. All his life he had lived
with the smdl intrigues, the endless postioning for power and influence, but never had he suspected that
one df would willingly day another for gain. He wanted no part in any of it, yet he feared he was as firmly
enmeshed as Lady Vadhti cdlamed.

And yet, what would he lose if the Nimesin eves suc-ceeded? Surdy the Gold df would not be
content with killing Zaor's daughter. Lydi'deera would be the next to go—perhaps Lady Nimesn would
even require Mon-tagor's hand in the matter! And for dl that, what would keep her from dimingting the
damants of dan Amarillis once the Moonflower dves were removed? No, this was not a path tha
Montagor could safdly tread. He must set Lady Nimesin's foot upon another.

"I fear that this matter has gone beyond the smple remedy you suggest,” Montagor said gravely.
"Asyou know, my dgter the queen has yet to bear an har to the throne. You were not the only one to
notice the looks that passed between Zaor and Amlaruil Moonflower during his king-meking, or to
search for possible by-blows of the king."

"What are you saying?' the df woman demanded.

"Lydi'deera knows that Amlaruil's daughter is Zaor's her, and she has dready taken steps to
have the child brought to the padace for fosterage. Therein lies the prob-lem. The death of a novice
priestess might be mistaken as an accident; the desth of a secret har to the throne would certainly attract
more scrutiny than either you or | could bear.”

"How isthis possible? Y ou were surprised to hear of Amlaruil's child!”

Montagor spread his hands. "Forgive me for my prevar-ication, my lady. | had to feign ignorance,
the better to learn the full extent of your knowledge. This is a delicate matter, and I'm sure you can
understand.”

"Has Lydi'deera approached the king yet? Has he knowledge of this child?'

"Yes" Montagor sad soutly, praying that he might get word to his sigter in time to bolster his
plans.

The Gold df wrung her hands in dismay. "Then dl is lost! Had we known of this, Kymil would
have chosen another way."

"There is yet away to turn this around,” Montagor said earnestly. "Kymil must find the princess
before the poison takes effect, and bring her to the palace. | will swear that he acted dl the while in
behdf of Lydi'deera”

"A Nimesn, errand runner for a Gray df?" Vadhti sneered.

"Better than being seen as a murderer and a traitor,” Montagor pointed out coldly. "And do not
think that you can implicate me in this. | have aided my sster in seeking out Zaor's heir—she will vouch
for thid In thistask, | have demonstrated my loydty to the royd family, even placing it over the concerns
and dams of Amaillid In light of this no one will believe | conspired with you agang the crown
princess. No, Nimesn will fal aone for this deed, on thisyou may believe me!”



He gave the df woman time to absorb this new threat. "There is a way, however, that Nimesin
can escape aw tant of scandd,” he sad softly. "More than one Gold df dan has left Evermeet for
Cormanthyr—just lagt fortnight, every member of Ni'Tessine sailed for the mainland. Join them, and seek
there the power that you have forfeited upon this idand. If you go, | pledge upon my life and my honor
that your secret will never be disclosed.”

Lady Vashti glared a him with undisguised hatred. "Very wdl," she sad at last. "Kymil will
deliver the bastard princess and grit his teeth as he plays the role of heroic rescuer. Then | and dl my
house will leave thisidand. But do not think for a moment that we will cease to work for the good of the
Peoplel™

A familiar chill shivered through Montagor at these words, for in them he glimpsed the shadow of
deeds yet undone.

Y et he quickly comforted himsdf with this day's suc-cess. Once the Nimesins were sefdy off the
idand, he could surdy stave off any future attacks. After dl, was not Evermeet inviolae?

Lydi'deerawould not be pleased by these develop-ments, but she was a pragmétic df. Ensuring
astrong suc-cession to the throne was vita—that was the firgt lesson of the moonblades. Moreover, as a
barren wife, she could not remain queen forever. Evermeet mugt have an heir, on that even the Gold eves
agreed.

Montagor rose to his feet. "With your permisson, Lady Nimesin, | an away to the paace. The
gueen needs to know that the princess is on her way, sooner than expected.”

As he hurried through the streets of Leuthilspar toward the Moonstone Palace, Montagor wryly
noted that his last words to Vaghti Nimesin held much more truth than the df woman could know.

19
Towers of the Sun and Moon

Amlauil sat donein her chamber in the Tower of the Moon, saring at the framed picture in her
hands. It was asmd| panting of Ilyrana as a child, done by one of the student mages not many years ago
as agft to the Lady of the Towers. The mage studied the face of her only daughter, looking, as she often
did, for some vighlelink between hersdf and Zaor. But Ilyrana was ever and dways nothing but her own
person.

Never had Amlaruil seen such oddly beautiful coloring as llyrands. The df mad dosdy
resembled the opd for which she had been named; pure white, but for hints of pae colors that dmost
seemed to be reflected from some other source. Paest blue dung to her angular festures, a flush of pink
lingered about her lips and in the hollows of her cheeks, and a hint of green glinted among her white curls.
Ilyrana was as beautiful—and nearly as remote—as the gods themsdves.

With a 9gh, Amlaruil put aside the portrait, dlently berating hersdf for the terrible, numbing loss
she fdt over her daughter's absence. Surdly that was nothing but selfishnesd

And yet, even as the thought formed, Amlaruil knew it was untrue. She would have missed
llyrana had the girl gone to the groves of Corelon to sudy as a priestess, but she would be content
knowing that her daughter was fal-lowing her chosen path. There was no peace in the knowl-edge that
llyrana had been taken away from her own desires to be raised as a princessin the court of Leuthilspar.

It seemed to Amlaruil that there was reason for concern. One thing had llyrana inherited from her
moather; her con-nection with the Sdldarine was deep and profound, so much so tha the girl often
seemed detached from the mortd eves around her. How would she fare among the shdlow, petty
concerns of the Leuthilspar court? In the palace of Queen Lydi'deera, fey and uncanny Ilyrana would be
like a penned unicorn, or a pixie captured beneath a glasd

A soft knock at her door interrupted the mage's bitter thoughts. “Lady? | am bidden to summon
you for even-feadt,” came a tentative mde voice from without.

Amlaul started guiltily. Evenfeadt, dready? The day had dipped past unnoticed. It had not been
thefird.



She rose, smoathing the folds of her mantle about her, and bid the lad enter. Tanyl Evanara, a
Gold df boy whose dender limbs aready held the promise of unusu-d grace and height, dipped into the
room.

"Forgive the intruson, Lady,” he said, as his eyes darted to the portrait of llyrana

"Not at dl," Amlaruil said briskly, softening the words with aamile. "You merdly did as you were
bid, and wel, as usud. Y our sudies are progressing, | trus?

The boy's face lit up in a grin. "Shanyrria Alenuath says | will make a bladesinger, if that is my
wigh! | have both the sword and the voice for it, she sayd"

"l am sure sheisright,” Amlaruil said, but she won-dered if the fiery young bladesinger spoke
more from impulse than wisdom. Shanyrria had that tendency. Yet truly, Tanyl showed promise in the use
of both wegpons and song magic, and perhaps the bladesinger's path was indeed his to follow. A
bladesinger melded magic, music, and fighting into a uniquely even technique, and was in many ways the
epitome of an dven warrior. But bladesinging was not merdy a fighting style, but a philosophy. Amlaruil
could not picture the gregarious Tanyl as one of these sdf-contained warriors.

"l am sure that Shanyrriais right about your poten-tid,” Amlaruil repeated, "but remember that
your path isyour own to chose. Just because you can do athing, it does not follow that you must.”

The boy's forehead furrowed as he contemplated this advice. "l will remember,” he sad
somberly. He bowed then, and offered hisarm to Amlaruil with the grace of a courtier.

"I am to escort you to evenfeast. You mugst est—Nakiasha said s0," he added with a grin,
suddenly appearing to be the boy he was. He dearly took ddight in ther implied felowship; after al,
even the beautiful Grand Mage of the Towers had to ligen to someone!

Smothering her own amile, Amlaruil took the arm Tanyl offered and walked with him down the
soirding dtairs thet led to the dining hall.

As she did, she could not help but wonder if her well-meaning words to this talented boy were
based in redlity. Had she hersdf chosen the path she now trod? Had Ilyrana, or even Zaor? In truth, did
anyone?

The soft murmur of conversation that filled the dining hal dwindled to near slence as the Grand
Mage entered the room. Amlaruil amiled and nodded to the gathered eves, indicating that they should
continue. At proud Tanyl's Sde, she made her way into the very center of the spirding table. As she took
her place in the midst of them, aterrible desolation swept over her in sudden, devadtat-ing waves. None
of this fdt reel—not the gathered dves, or the food on her plate, not even her presence in this chamber.

Amlaull speared a hit of venison and pretended to eat. As she did, she noted the disapproving
eyes of Bestram Durathil upon her.

A troubling thought edged into her mind. The young nobleman was highly ranked in his dan, and
hed even held a seat on the Council until his recent decision to leave the court of Leuthilsoar to study
meagic a the Towers. Bestram was ds0 a near rdative of Mylagrla Durathil, that too-perceptive matron
who had seen what had passed between Zaor and Amlaruil on the day of Zaor's crowning. Lady Durothil
was now one of Zaor's mog trusted generds, but it was possible that she had spoken to her kin of the
"nearly-averted disaster” that had threatened the kingmeaking dliance between Moonflower and Amaillis
Perhaps it had been Belstram who had ferreted out the truth of 1lyrands parentage, and had taken word
of the royd heir to Moonstone Palace. His arrivd a the Towers was certainly wel timed.

Amlarull dropped her gaze to her plate. It would not help matters if her bitterness were to creep
into her eyes, and give further offense to any member of dan Durothil. There were many among the
Durathils who believed that one of their members—or at the very least, another Gold ef—should rule the
Towersin Amlaruil's stead.

"Ismy lady well?" Belstram inquired politely.

"No, and wel you know it."

A long, slent moment passed before Amlaruil redlized that she had spoken the bitter words
aoud. Amlaruil took along, steadying breeth and forced hersdlf to meet the Gold df's eyes.

"Forgive me, Lord Durothil, and dl of you," she said in a clear voice that reached to the edges of
the cham-ber. "That was spoken without thought or purpose. | have been too absorbed with my own



afairs. It will not continue.”

"I am glad to hear these words, Lady Amlaruil. Do you mean to say, then, that you will no longer
reman in seclu-son in these Towers?' Bedram pressed. "It is a matter that must be addressed,” he
continued heatedly, slencing the murmur of protest that rose from the assembled magi. "Lady Amlaruil
has not |eft these Tower grounds for nearly fifteen years, not sSnce the birth of her daughter. Indeed, until
recently it was not known beyond these wdls that she had achild.”

Amlail rose in one swift movement. "And now that dl the world knows?" she said in a choked
voice. "What good has come of it?"

The Gold df rose from his place and came to face the angry mage. "The royd house has an heir,”
Bddram sad softly. "Thiswas a needed thing. What Evermeet needs now, my lady, isa Grand Mage."

Severd of the elves gasped at his effrontery, others rose in protest. The bladesnger Shanyrria,
predictably enough, drew her sword in hot-tempered willingness to fight for the Lady of the Tower's
honor.

Amlauil gazed down at the Gold df, astounded by his open chdlenge to her postion before
the gathered magi. But to her astonishment, she read in Belstram's face not animosity, not even ambition,
but deep and genuine concern. She saw, too, the truth in his accusation.

A sad amile curved her lips "Thank you, Lord Durcthil,” she said softly. "Thank you for your
honesty. Y our words are hard, but fair. | have not been the Grand Mage that Evermeet deserves.”

"You misunderstand,” Belstram said, seeming genuine-ly appaled by Amlaruil's words. He further
astounded her by going down on one knee before her.

"You are dying, Lady Amlaruil,” he said bluntly. "With each day that passes, you dip closer to
Arvandor. Evermeet needs a Grand Mage, yet you are willfully depriving her of perhaps the greatest to
rule these towers. Once, | thought that Jannadlor Nierde had chosen his successor unwisdy. Do not
continue on this path, and prove meright."

For many moments, the slence tha filled the cham-ber was profound and absolute. Then
Nakiasha huffed loudly. "It's about time someone other than me spoke sense in these hdls™ declared the
opinionated sorceress. "Which leads me to an interesting question. Are you absolutely certain, Belstram,
that you aren't a Green df in disguise?'

The look of congternation that crossed the Durothil's face sent the forest df sorceress into hoots
of laughter.

Nakiashas mirth was contagious, spreading through-out the dining hdl and echoing long as the
dves found in laughter a much-needed release. Even Bdstram managed a salf-conscious gmile as he rose
and made hisway back to his place.

Both bolstered and shamed by the truth in Belstram's words, Amlaruil resumed her seat and
made a red effort at downing some of the food. As the evening progressed, the lightened mood of the
evenfeast illed over into cele-bration, for the young High Mage was much loved, and great was the
elves rdief to have their concerns for her given voice.

Much later, as the eves danced in the Tower gardens beneath a star-filled sky, Amlaruil dipped
away into the forest to ponder the events and ingghts of the day. Follow-ing a sure indinct, she made her
way to the dearing in which she had first met Zaor.

She stood in long slence, remembering her firsd meet-ing with Zaor and the vison which had
come to her that day. She remembered dso the night when the King-Killer star had appeared to her and
Lamruil, and had ironicdly set in motion the events that led to the crowning of an éven monarch.

Much later that evening, Zaor found her there, as Nakiasha sad he might. As the dven king
gazed upon hislogt love, he understood why the sorceress had sent for him.

The change in Amlaruil was gppalling, and unmistak-able. Once, Zaor had witnessed the passage
of an df to Arvandor. His own father, a ranger who spent his life in the defense of Myth Drannor's
forests, had smply faded away, leaving behind like afind benediction a flegting gimmer of Slvery motes.
Amlaruil was doing much the same thing. In the fant, fey light of the stars, her den-der form looked
amog tranducent. Zaor could see the fant shadows of these glittering motes—not just dlver, as he
would expect, but dso gold, blue, green and even afew tiny pinpricks of gleeaming obsidian. Zaor did not



wonder a this, for in hismind Amlaruil was the uncrowned queen of dl the even People. He fdt a deep
sadness, though, for the years of loss—not only the empty years he had spent in the Moonstone Palace,
but the centuries that stretched before him, void of his one love, his true queen.

"Come back to us, Amlail,” he said softly. The df woman whirled at the sound of his voice, her
blue eyes wide and startled and one hand a her throat. She stared at Zaor for amoment as if not entirdy
certain that she had not conjured him with a thought. Then her too-angular face rdlaxed into asmile. "You
gill walk with the slence of a ranger, my lord.”

She made move to kned, but Zaor was & her Sde in afew quick steps. He grasped her ams
and pulled her fiercdy to him.

"What are you doing?' he demanded in araw, angry voice. Amlauil blinked. "'l had thought to do
proper reverence to Evermeet'sking,” she said dryly.

"Not that! You are dipping avay—you are leaving Evermeet behind. | will not permit it!"

The df woman sghed, undone by the anguish in Zaor's voice and the truth in his words. Her head
sank down to rest on Zaor's shoulder. His arms enfolded her.

"Promise me that you will stay," he said in softer tones. "Swear that you will remain on Evermeet
for aslong as you are needed.”

Amlauil lifted her head to look into his eyes. "That is a difficult pledge, my lord, and beyond the
scope even of Evermeet's king to demand.”

"BEven 0, | think it iswithin your power to keep." Even as he spoke the words, Zaor recognized
the truth in them. All elves were dow to age, but time refused to touch Amlaruil with any but the kindest
of hands. But for the fashion of her hair and the sadness in her eyes, she was dill the lithesome df mad he
hed glimpsed many years ago. And snce the day that he had met Ilyrana, he had been beset by the
suspicion that the gil was not entirdy mortal. The gods had touched his daughter. Zaor could sensg, if
not fully understand, Ilyranas deep communion and connection with the Seldarine. And through Ilyrang,
he had come to better understand the nature of Ilyranas mother. Whatev-er Amlaruil set her mind to, she
could do.

Amlaull was slent for along moment, asif she, too, knew the truth of hiswords. "l swear it," she
sada lag.

With afant amile, she eased out of Zaor's embrace. "How is llyrana?'

It was srangdy comforting, to be discussng ther child as if they were lovers wed, recently
reunited after a amdl time apart. Zaor only wished he had more to tdl Amlaruil.

"llyrana is hard to know," he admitted. "She is not a cold or rude girl, yet she remans aoof,
digant.”

"Has she taken wdl to court life?'

Zeaor dghed. "On the face of it, wdl enough. Her manners are without flaw, and her beauty
remarkable. Though sheis not yet of age, dready the young nobles are lining up to viefor her favors. But
when not a her lessons or at court, she has little to do with anyonein the palace.”

"The queen iskind to her?" Amlaruil said tentatively, hating to ask but needing to know.

"Lydi'deera is not unkind. She does not know what to do with Ilyrana, though. She has no
understanding of the girl. Not that | am much better,” he added.

Amlail heard the guiltin his voice. "Y ou cannot blame yoursdf. Ilyranais a stranger to you. That
choice was mine, for good or ill."

"You should have told me" Zaor said softly. The df woman shook her head, understanding what
he meant. "If | had told you on the day of your kingmaking that | carried your child, you would never
have agreed to the dliance with Amaillis. As things stand, the kingdom is secure, Evermeet's defenses
have never been stronger, and even the most contentious Gold eves speak with grudging pride of ther
king. Would any of this have come to pass, had you passed over Lydi'deerato wed your cousn?'

"But does it truly matter, compared to what we have log?'

"It matterd” Amlaruil said with sudden passion. "Do not dismiss what we have accomplished, or
demean the sacrifices tha we have made! If | did not believe that what | did was for the good of
Evermest, | could not bear thislifel”



Zeor agan took the angry df woman in his arms, soothing her with soft words and gentle hands.
The years fdl away from them both, and with joy he fdt the famil-iar kindling of their shared flame. When
he thought he could bear no more, Amlaruil broke away. Her eyes searched his.

"How isit that you have no heir within marriage’?’ she asked softly.

Thedf grimaced but did not flinch awvay from the ques-tion. "Perhaps | have not your dedication
to Evermeet, Amlaruil. But there are some duties that | cannot counte-nance. If that makes me less the
king, so beit. Lydi'deera agreed to this dliance for what it was—a palitica conven-ience and no more.
Before we were wed, | told her indl hon-esty what would be between her and me, and what would not.
| cannot be other than | am.”

"And what is that?' murmured Amlaril, reading the answer in his eyes but needing to hear the
words.

"Yours," he replied. "Only yours."

"For thisnight," she agreed, taking his hands and draw-ing him down with her to the forest bed of
deep, green-velvet moss.

"No," Zaor sad softly. "For dl time"

In the months that followed, Amlaruil fulfilled her promises of that night in ways that astounded
even her most avid supporters.

She left the Towers at lag, traveling Evermeet with asmdl Circle of magi and testing the sons and
daughters of both noble and common houses. Those who showed tdent were accepted for traning,
regardiess of birth.

Thisdid not please dl the elves, particularly those scions of the powerful Gold df families who fdt
that they had dready logt enough. Amlaruil had a ready answer for these restless and disgruntled young
eves In a planned confrontation, during the midsummer gathering a the Drelagara meadows, she
brought a Circle of magi in mock spell battle againg the powerful war wizard Y dathanil Symbaern.

Though dl understood that the magicd jouding was meant as entertainment, the power of
Ydahanil's magic gaff, demondtrated before a large gathering of wizards, magi, and nobles, had the
effect that Amlaruil desired.

Magic items, she indged, were not merdy family treasures to be hoarded. They were an
important part of even culture, a legacy of dl dves. She pledged the sup-port of the Towers to any
adventurers who wished to recover dven atifacts from the ruins of lost dven cvi-lizations, and to
artisans who would create new ones. The result was a flurry of activity, and the harbors of Leuthilspar
bloomed with ships saling eastward to reclam the glories of times past.

Inspired by the High Mage's example, the eves began to pursue the magicad arts with renewed
fervor. But as Amlaruil was soon to learn, nurturing the strengths of the elves was an easy matter. Dedling
with their fallures was quite another.

As the clans vied with each other for power in magicd matters, the children of noble houses were
increasingly urged to excel. There were some children sent to the Tower who, in less enthusiadtic times,
would not have been there. Chief among these was Rennyn Adorothi.

The young Gold df was rapidly becoming a problem. Like many of his kin, Rennyn was proud
and even arro-gant about his high birth. But unlike most dves, he had a barrier about his heart that kept
him apart from any sort of deep communion. The Adorothi clan was determined that their son become a
High Mage, yet the intense shar-ing of the Circle magic was utterly beyond him.

For awhile, Amlaruil tried to occupy Rennyn's talents elsewhere. But he disdained to learn the
bladesinger's art from Shanyrria Alenuath, daming he would not apprentice himsdf to a Moon df. He
showed some prom-ise with battle spells and smple illusons, but as his training progressed it became
clear that he Smply pos-sessed an unusudly smdl amount of talent for any sort of magic.

Demand for places in the Tower was high, and dves of great promise waited for ther turns. The
other High Magi began to clamor for Rennyn's dismissd. But Amlaruil was unwilling to do this, and not
jus for fear of diending the powerful Adorothi family. She saw much to vdue in Rennyn. Although his
ills were not those highly prized by the dven culture, she began to envison a role in which he could



excd.

The day she cdled himto her private rooms, Rennyn came before her with the iff pride of one
who saw his fate gpproaching and was prepared to accept it Sanding tall.

"You know that | am dedicated to the service of these Towers, but | will be the first to admit that
they are not dl of Evermest,” Amlaruil began, putting the young df imme-diaidy off guard. "There are
other important tasks to be done. | think that an df of your talents might do better for himsdf by looking
beyond these Towers."

"And what talents might those be?' Rennyn said with bitterness. "I am a falled mage, however
you wish to gild me with your golden wordg!"

"Not s0," Amlaruil countered. ™Y ou have gained fadlity with many types of magic. You have not
the makings of a High Mage, | agree with that, but with a little assstance from the right devices, you
could accomplish any magica task you might need to undertake.”

She took a ring from her hand and gave it to him. "There is a looking glass on the wall behind
you. Put on the ring, and imagine that you need to speak with a forest df, a stranger to you.”

The df gave her an incredulous look, but did as he was bid. He turned to face the mirror, only to
pul back, startled by the strange face that gazed back at him. His own face, abet copper in hue and
swirled with green and brown tatoos, stared out from the glass with inscrutable black eyes. The familiar
golden hair had darkened to brown, and was ornamented with weavings of feethers and beads. Rennyn
lifted a wondering hand to touch his face, looking surprised anew as his reflection followed suit.

Amlaril smiled. "The ring's magic suits you well. You have a naturd taent, Rennyn, for beng
other than what you appear. | have seen you charm an df mad with a amile, convince a soldier with a
few bluff words that you are his comrade and friend. And yet—forgive me—you are never touched in
turn. You hold yoursdf apart from those you easily befriend, and give only and precisely what you chose
to give. And in truth, the df maid and the soldier would not know you from each other's description.”

Amlauil leaned forward, her face earnest. "l have in mind for you a role in which you can truly
excd. While it might not sound as grand as a councilor or a war wizard, it is every bit as important to
Evermest. | want you to be the eyes and ears of the Towers. You will travel, both on Evermeet and to
digant lands, and send me word of such things as we here should know."

"You would have me be a spy?' he said, more in aston-ishment than disapprovd.

"A hidden diplomat,” she agreed. "You have fine judg-ment and excdlent discretion, and if ever
these tdents should fdl short of the task at hand, your fighting skills are impressve and should more than
fill that gap. Your fird task is an important one, something | would not entrust to an df of lesser talents.”

Amlail stood and shrugged off her mantle. The dlken folds of her gown dung to her rounded
bdly. "Asyou can see, | am again with child," she said serendy, her hands framing her belly as if cradling
the life within. "Before the winter is past, | will bear twin sons to King Zaor. They will be raised in secret
fosterage with my distant kin, and trained among the warriors of Craulnober Keep. Y ou will accompany
them as thar guardian and bodyguard, and see that they are delivered safely. None mug know of thar
identity, or yours"" Amlaruil amiled a the astonished df. "Would | give you a task so near my heart, if
there was another better suited?'

With effort, Rennyn stopped gaping. "And the king?'

"Zaor knows of my choice, and approves it," Amlaruil told him. "When you have done this, you
may sal for the mainland. The ring you wear isdso an dfrune, a device of my creation. | have enspelled
it S0 that you might speak to me at will. It will dso trangport you magicdly, indantly, back to Evermeet in
times of grave danger. | will show you how to use these powers. But fird," she suggested, "show me the
guise you will use when you go to Craulnober Keep."

Rennyn turned back to the mirror. A faint, sardonic amile lifted his lips as he confronted his
changed image. He was now a Moon df warrior, white-skinned and slver-haired. His frame was
heavier, dmaost human in appear-ance, and his arms and shoulders gave promise of daunting strength.

"Forgive me, lady,” he murmured, "but | doubt my par-ents would approve this transformetion.”

Amlarul came to stand beside him, her hand on his shoulder. "Trugt me with your family, as |
entrugt you with ming" she told him firmly. "'l will tdl the Adlorothi what-ever they need to know to help



them understand how important their son is to Evermeet. Your kindred are honorable; they will keep
their council and only say with pride that Rennyn travels on missons for the king."

The df turned and bowed low to Amlaruil. "Thank you for dlowing my family to save face.”

"Do you 4ill think that is my intent?' she demanded. "You are a remarkable df, Rennyn, with
unusud talents. And though you serve King Zaor, you will dso be my per-sona representative and the
guardian of my sons. | do not assign this task lightly."

"The queen's knight," Rennyn murmured thoughtfully, pride kindling in his eyes.

Amlauil lifted one brow. "I do not think that Queen Lydi'deera would thank you for that
decription,” she said dryly.

"Lydi'deeraisavapid foal," Rennyn responded without rancor. He shrugged. "Forgive me, but it
seems to me that you, not Lydi'deera Amarillis are Evermeet's rightful queen. And | say this not just for
the heirs you have given Zeor."

Before Amlaruil could respond to this pronouncement, Rennyn drew his sword and lay it a her
feet. "1 will serve you and your children, in secrecy and in honor, the hidden knight of a hidden queen,” he
sad, and kndlt before her.

Perhaps because the young df looked up at her with such shining expectancy, perhaps because
he needed so desperately to believe in hisworth and hers, Amlaruil took up the sword and with reverent
solemnity declared Rennyn Adorothi a knight of Evermeet. And when he left, she found that she did not
regret the action.

Amlauil dipped back on the concedling mantle of High Mage. But before returning to her duties,
she paused to gaze thoughtfully at the reflection in her mirror.

It s;emed to her that the fant shadow of a crown lin-gered upon her forehead. And she
wondered if, perhaps, the magic of Rennyn's ring alowed him to see through illu-sons as wel as create
them. The young df had seen a truth that she hersdf was just coming to accept: Though she ruled only in
the Towers of the Sun and Moon, in heart and spirit she was Evermeet's true queen. The gods knew it:
for had not she as agirl touched Zaor's moonblade, the king sword, asif it were her own?

What did it matter that the eves did not recognize or acknowledge her? She would dill serve—a
hidden queen, Rennyn had caled her, but a queen nonetheless.

Wil content, Amlaruil left her chambers to take up once again the rule of the Towers.

20
Windowson the World

Amlauil tried to look sternly upon the iden-tica scamps standing before her, their tou-ded blue
heads hanging sheepishly low and bare toes scuffing a the polished marble floor.

It was difficult, though, to summon anything resem-bling materna wrath over the boys latest
misdeed. Indeed, it was dl she could do to keep from sweeping both of them up into her ams and
forgiving them outright for this, any past and dl future offenses.

Xhalion and Zhoron, her twin sons, were smdl replicas of ther warrior father. Sturdy and
stubborn, they had inherited Zaor's sharp features—right down to the dent in the center of thar
chins—and their father's distinctive sapphire-colored curls. Amlaruil could not help but smile wigfully
whenever she looked upon them, a blessng which came to her dl too sedom.

"You boys are under the fosterage of Lord and Lady Craulnober,” she reminded them with mock
seveity. "You are to obey them as you would me, and study with dili-gence dl the things they would
have you learn.”

"But dancing?' Xharlion exclaimed, spitting out the word with exquisite disdain. "What need have
warriors of Evermeet for that?"

"It is the custom of the Craulnobers to teach dl the young dvesin thair care the ways of court life
as wdl as the kills of the battlefidd,” Amlaruil reminded him. "It is, | might add, a custom with which |
wholeheartedly agree. Life does not present us with a sngle task, and an dven noble mugt be adle to



comport himsdf wel in many circumstances. And what have you againg dancing, anyway? It is as
important to an df, and as naturd, as magic!"

"W, the two things aren't so bad, when you put 'em together,” Zhoron observed, his blue eyes
sparkling with mischief. The twins exchanged ady look. Their shoulders shook as they snickered at their
shared memory of the morning's events.

Amlaul gdruggled to keep from joining in. The imege of the primly sedate Chichlandra
Craulnober shrieking and dutching a her fly-away skirts was dmost Amlaruil's undoing.

"You should not have enspelled Lady Chichlandra to dance upon the caling rather than the floor,"
she admon-ished them.

"Lady Chickenlegs" Zhoron improvised, setting the twins off in another bout of giggles "That
one ought to wear longer bloomers, I'd say!"

"Dances like a chicken, too, she does," Xharlion said. He tucked his hands high up on his sides,
flapping his elbows like wings as he minced through the firgt steps of a roundday. His amdl face was set
inan egrily precise imi-tation of Lady Chichlandras tight, prissy amile.

At last Amlaruil succumbed to a chuckle, which earned her a par of identicd, conspiratoria
orins.

"Do nat think for a moment that | approve,” she cautioned the boys. "Whatever your opinion of
Lady Chichlandras dancing—or her legs, for that matter—you need to show her proper respect.
Tarifying and embarrassng your hostess is not the sort of behavior | expect from you.”

The genuine disgppointment in her voice findly pierced the twins high spirits. They mumbled
gpologies, and when Amlaruil dismissed them, they actudly walked from the room and down the hdl that
led to the garden, rather than bolting headlong through the open window as was therr usud custom. In
moments, however, they had found wooden swords and were bashing a each other with great gusto,
emitting battle whoops lusty enough to give pause to a well-armed ogre.

Amlail sghed as she watched the boys a play. "My work in the Towers keeps me from them
far too much.”

"They are being wel taught here, lady,” Rennyn Adorothi assured her, coming from the shadows
to stand beside the mage. The Gold df was a frequent vistor to Craulnober Keep, and he had come to
look upon the twins as his personal charges. "There is no finer swordmaster then Elanjar Craulnober on
dl of Evermest.”

The mage turned to amile a Rennyn. "Why, | never thought to hear such sentiments from you
concerning any Silver df!" she teased him.

Rennyn responded with a shrug. "I have seen much in the lagt ten years. Things are not so smple
as | once thought them, nor are the Gold dves quite the paragons we like to think oursaves. There are
dven cultures that, dthough very different from that of Evermest, are worthy of respect.”

"So you said, earlier. Tdl me more about the eves of the Moonshaes," she prompted, knowing
that her young advi-sor was eager to speak more on the matter, having recent-ly returned from a trip to
these idands.

"They are fierce fighters and fine riders—on horseback, they are as nimble as centaurs,” Rennyn
began, spesking with great enthusasm. "Their magic is different from ours, too, and very much a part of
the land. Even an df would have a difficult time finding their vdley, for it is hidden from common view by
magic" He paused. "In fact, this sheltered valey might be the very place for restless young princes to
begin exploring the world."

Amlaril nodded thoughtfully as she watched the warring twins. Their play had progressed from
sheer exuberance to fierce competition. As she watched, they threw aside thar swords and legped a
eech other. They fdl together, ralling and pummeing as they went a it with fists and feet. Fortunately for
Amlaruil's peace of mind, it appeared that the twins were dedling far more damage to Lady Craulnober's
flower beds than to each other.

"They are too like their father in that they will need to find or form kingdoms of their own,” she
mused. | fear thereislittle future for them here on Evermeet, since llyrana seems destined to rule”

"The Sonorian Vdley may have need of such warriors as Xharlion and Zhoron will become,”



Rennyn said. "The elves are secure enough now, but | fear for them as humans become more numerous
on the idand. Perhaps the presence of the young princes will help persuade the dves to st up a gate
between Evermeet and their valley."

"A fineidea," she commended him. "Y ou have done wdl, Rennyn, in forming ties with other dven
settle-ments, and in training the Ahmaquissar eves to follow your example.”

Thedf bowed. "I thank you for your words, my lady. They remind me, however, of my fear that
we will soon lose the services of one of our agents. Nevarth Ahmaguissar.”

"Oh?"

"He wishes to remain in the High Forest, in the compa-ny of a young df woman.”

"Ah" Amlaruil nodded in sympathy, even if she found the image hard to conjure. Nevarth was a
roguish, carefree df who changed ladyloves with a frequency that rivaled that of the new moons. "You
have met this gifl?'

A troubled look crossed Rennyn's face. "I have. She is very beautiful, and very bewitching. |
suppose | can see why Nevarth is taken with her.”

The mage heard and understood her agent's hesitation. Though she knew full well the power of
young love, she dso knew that Nevarth had trained long and hard to win his place among the High
Mage's advisors. He would not lightly cast it aside.

"Perhgps | should summon him home, and try to learn more about his intentions™

"Thet would be wise. If you please, lady, | would as soon not be present when you spesk to
him" Rennyn paused, and again he looked disturbed. "He would not thank me for spesking agang his
ladylove. Heis very jedous of her, and has dready accused me of trying to come between them, thus to
win her favors for mysdf.”

Amlauil frowned. That was very unlike Nevarth. He was sounding less and less like an df
enamored, and more like one ensorcelled. "1 will speak to hm now through the dfrune he carries. Go
then, Rennyn, and | promise you | shdl be discrete about my source of information.”

The Gold df bowed and left the room. As soon as she was done, Amlaruil touched the ring on
her smdll finger and spoke her agent's name, followed by an arcane phrase.

A few moments passed before Nevarth answered. His voice sounded unusudly distracted, even
impeatient. Amlaruil, her concern increasing by the moment, ingsted that he meet her a once, a the smdl
lodge near the Lake of Dreams that the Grand Mage and her agents often used for such mestings.

When the light from her ring faded, dong with Nevarth's reluctant assurances, Amlaruil gathered
up her skirts and ran out into the garden that had become the boys impromptu battlefield. There was but
time for a quick embrace and a brief admonition concerning future behavior before her duties took her,
once again, from those she loved.

"Why mugt you go?"

Nevarth Ahmaguissar stopped tugging on his boots long enough to cast a wigtful glance at the df
woman curled up among the slken pillows of ther shared bed. Even newly awakened, she was
stunning—the most beautiful Moon df he had ever seen. Her masses of night-black hair were ill touded
from his touch, and the skin of her lithe, naked body was the rich, pale color of new cream. As if senang
amomentary weakness, Araushnee pouted prettily, then patted the cushionsin renewed invitation.

"What is this Amlaruil to you? You do not rush so when | cdl you," she sad in a voice that
reminded Nevarth amultaneoudy of feywine and dark velvet.

"Rush?' The df grinned. "Never that! You are meant to be savored, my love"

"Yet you are leaving me"

"Only for awhile" he said in soothing tones. "I have business on Evermest, and then | will return.
And when | do, | need never leave again."

"Pretty wordsl" scoffed Araushnee. "How many df maid-ens have heard the famed mindre
Nevarth sng that song?'

The df caught one of her hands and raised it to his lips. "My heart is yours done" he sad,
gpesking with a Smple dignity that was very unlike his accustomed banter. ™Y ou know this to be true”



Araushnee lifted her other hand and smoothed a finger over the ring Nevarth wore on the smdl
finger of his hand. "Then give me a token to keep until you return. Thisring.”

"I cannot." He hestated, as if wondering how much to revea. The words came out in a rush. "I
would give you this or anything else, but | cannot. The ring is engpelled. No one can wear it but me—it
cannot even be removed from my finger while | live, and when | die its magic per-ishes with me."

The df maid lifted one ebony brow. "Powerful meagic for asmple mingdrd to carry.”

"Yes" he said, and though she waited, he did not offer further explanation.

After amoment, Araushnee sghed and took aring from her own hand. "If you will not give me a
token, at least wear one of mind Take this to Evermeet with you, and think of me when you look upon
it

Nevarth willingly held out his hand to her. He glanced down at the ring she dipped onto his
middle finger, nating that the band shifted to fit his larger hand. The stone, a ruby, seemed to stare up at
him like a mdevolent crimson eye. Nevarth blinked and shook his head as if to digpd the odd image.
When he looked again, the ring was merdly a lovely red stone, as bright and vitd and wonderfully fierce
as the df woman who shared his bed and held his heart in her white hands.

Araushnee rose up on her knees, entwining her ams around his neck and lifting her face for one
last kiss. Willingly, eagerly, the df made his farewells. When at last he stepped away, his smile said
without words that he would not need her token in order to remember her long and well.

The df woman watched Nevarth dip away into the siver path of magic, waited until the heet
shadow he left behind had faded utterly away. Then she hersdf began to change. The rich ebony color of
her hair leached away, washing down over her kin like spilled ink. She took on height and power in a
sudden rush. Her body became more lush, and it gleamed in the lamplight like polished obsidi-an as she
rose from the bed and glided over to a locked chest. From it she took a blood-red scrying bowl. As she
kndt and gazed into it, her large blue eyes changed to mirror the maevolent crimson of the ring that
Nevarth wore in her honor.

The being known in ages long past as Araushnee stud-ied the bowl intently as the last vestiges of
her mortal dis-guise dipped away. Even with the sharp eyes of a drow, the avatar form of the goddess
Lloth, she did not see anything. Nor did shetruly expect to. The magic guarding Evermeet was powerful
and subtle, and she could not penetrate it even with such magic as she possessed. Nothing that she or her
agents had attempted could pierce the shid that Corellon had woven about his children.

Wil, Araushnee—or Lloth, as she was now known—had children of her own, and none wove
webs more ill-fully than she. Beneath the lands that Corellon's children trod, beneath the sess they
sdled, her people live in a maze of tunnels so convoluted and intricate that even they themsdves could
not number dl their secrets.

For many hundreds of years, the drow had sought a pas-sage under the seas to Evermest.
Always they had fdlen short, for the spells of misdirection protecting the idand were powerful. More than
once, the work of many years had been ruined in a sudden, terrible flood as the seas rushed in to destroy
atoo-hasty tunnd. Evermesat had so far remained beyond Lloth's grasping hand.

But Nevarth, dear besotted little dfling that he was, would findly change that. Like so many of
Evermeet's ves, he had devoted himsdf to following the will of this upstart, this Amlaruil.

Lloth hated Evermeet's Grand Mage with a passion that rivaled her loathing for Corellon himsdf.
And yet, she was dmogt grateful to the Moon df femde. It was Amlaril, after dl, who was opening
windows between Evermeet and the rest of Aber-toril.

Windows, that if properly used, could look both ways.

It had been no amdl thing for Lloth to take on an avatar form so different from her nature, no
gmd| thing to play the part of a Moon df seductress. But if her gambit succeeded, the prize would be
worth dl the aggravation.

And when Nevarth returned to dam his "beloved,” Lloth would take the smdl, added pleasure of
killing the df, dowly and with exquidite attention to every possible nuance of pain.

A amile of near-contentment crossed the goddess's dark face. Even when compared to her ruling
passons—a corntsuming hatred of dves, a love of power, and an implacdble thirg for



vengeance—Nevarth's devotion to his precious Amlaruil was a powerful thing. It would give Lloth great
pleasure to let him know that not only had he been betrayed, but that he had in turn betrayed Evermest.

The white whirl and rush of magica travel faded away to be replaced by a deep green haze. As
the verdant mig sharpened, Nevarth Ahmaguissar fet the familiar magic of Evermeet's forest reach out to
enfold him asif in welcome.

And yet, something did not seem quite right. The df heard a faint sound, squedls and cries that
suggested a wounded animd. He followed the sounds until he stood at the lip of a deep, broad pit.
Within the pit, bleeding from a dozen wounds and nearly frantic with pain and terror, was an enormous
wild boar.

Nevarth frowned. It was not dven custom to dig pits for hunting, for there was a posshility that
an animd might be left wounded and helpless. As he studied the wounded boar, he redized that this was
even worse. It appeared that the creature's wounds had been inflicted by even spears and arrows. The
boar had been deliberatdly hurt, and left here. But why?

The fant sound of dven boots derted him, and sug-gested that an answer might be soon in
coming. Nevarth darted into the deep foliage, well beyond sght, and crouched down to listen.

"Isthe trap in readiness?" inquired a melodious even voice, a cultured voice bdonging to a young
mde.

Nevarth shifted, trying to catch dght of the speaker, but the thick curtain of leaves blocked his
view.

"All is as we discussed,” another mae responded. "King Zaor will come, and adone. Of that | am
certain. When he passes between the twin oaks—as he mug, to reach the lodge—the ropes will raise the
net beneath the boar. The creature will be free of the pit, and in its pain and madness will attack anything
within reach. No sngle df, not even Zaor Moonflower, is amatch for awounded boar!"

"It is a fearsome animd, and in fine mettle for a fight," the fird df said. "You have done well,
Fenien."

"I hope the creature is too far gone in pain and rage to come under the king's spdl,” the one
cdled Fenian said in a worried tone. "My father knew Zaor in Cormanthyr. He said that as a ranger,
Zaor was without equa. Do you think he can tame that boar?'

The df laughed. "I doubt it. And even if Zaor should manage to tame or kill the beast, he will not
find a smooth path back to Leuthilspar. Other traps await him. And if need arises, wdl, 1'd be more than
happy to do the deed mysdf. My mother bid me not to kill the Moon df mysdf— since there is dways
the posshility of discovery—hbut | would relish the opportunity for battle. Have | not pledged to see
every one of the Gray df pretenders dan?'

Nevarth could bear no more. He exploded from his hiding place, drawing his sword as he rushed
toward the traitorous elves.

The pair of them looked up, dartled, as the Moon df came a them. With a stab of surprise,
Nevarth redlized that he knew one of them. Fenian Ni'Tessine had |eft Evermeet with his Gold df family
years ago for the forests of Cormanthyr. The other, younger Gold df was aso familiar, but Nevarth could
not place him.

Both eves drew ther swords. In unspoken agreement, they whirled away from the onrushing df,
forang Nevarth to chose a angle target. The Moon df settled on Fenian and came a him, sword held
high for a dashing downward stroke.

As Nevarth hoped, Fenian countered, rasing his blade to parry. The Moon df swung down hard,
mesting Fenian's sword with enough force to send sparks darting off into the forest shadows. Before the
Gold dven traitor could recover from the blow and disengage his blade, Nevarth snatched a long knife
from his belt and stepped in under the joined swords.

The second df's sword thrugt in hard, dashing a deep gash across the back of Nevarth's knife
hand and spailing his killing stroke. The Moon df threw his am wide and somehow managed to land a
wild backhand punch to the attacker's face. He spun away, then faced the par of Gold eves head on.
They stalked in like hunting cats, swords before them.



Nevarth did what he could, but his two blades could not match the swords of the Gold dven
traitors. Again and again they broke through his guard, their swords leaving long and bloody tralls across
hisarms, his chest, hisface.

Sill Nevarth fought on, not only for his life, but for that of the king. He had to survive, or Zaor
would wak into a traitor's snare.

A femde voice cdled his name, and suddenly Nevarth knew the fight was won. "That is
Amlaruil—the Grand Mage," he informed the eves, speaking the words between the rapid exchange of
blows. "You are as good as dead.”

A look of deep hatred swept the face of the younger df, but he danced back beyond the reach of
Nevarth's sword. "Fenian, to the trees! Let the king's whore find her dain champion. You can bring her
down with an arrow while she mourns him!"

Nevarth thought this a bit presumptuous, considering that he was far from dead. Yet even as the
thought formed, the Gold df whirled forward, his sword flashing up and around so rapidly thet its path
seemed to linger as a solid, sivery circle. Nevarth did not fed the cut, but dimly he fdt the blood-soaked
ground rush up to meet him. In some dis-tant, fading part of his mind he saw the Gold df sheath his blade
and mdlt into the forest.

He tried to warn Amlaruil, tried to wave her away, tried to bid her no when she knelt beside him.
But his limbs were so taribly cold, and they would no longer answer his will. No words could rise
through his torn throat.

He thought, briefly, of his Araushnee, but oddly enough he could not bring to mind an image of
her face. The light faded from before his eyes, until dl that was left to him was an image of the glowing
ruby on his hand, and a deep, terrible sense of fallure. Amlaruil would die because of him.

Yes, she will die, and all of Corellon's children with her, exulted afamiliar dark-velvet voice in
hismind.

Nevarth heard Amlaruil's startled intake of breath, and redized that she, too, heard the Slent
voice. And then he was gone, spinning away from his torn body.

Amlail stared in dishdief at the dead df, her mind whirling as she tried to sort through what had
happened. He had been in fierce battle—she had heard the clash of swords from the lodge nearby. His
enemies could not have gone far. And what of that terrible, maevolent voice, the sense of dark and evil
meagic that hung about him like a miasma?

Answers she mus have, no matter how they were gotten. Amlaruil took a deep breath and
prepared to do what was anathema to any df: interfere with the afterlife of another. To delay the passage
to Arvandor, for any reason, was a terrible thing. But Amlaruil was certain that this she must do.

She was no priestess, yet her connection to the Sdldarine was deep and direct. Amlaruil sent her
thoughts dong the path to Arvandor, the same path that Nevarth was surdly taking.

In the gray mig between the morta world and the immorta, she fdt the uncertain spirit of the
Moon df agent. Urgently she demanded to know what had hap-pened. Nevarth told her without words,
trandferring his thoughts, his fears and failures. He gave her the name he knew—Fenien—and warned her
there were other traitors. He yielded his regrets, his hopes, his dearest dreams. As the information surged
into her mind, one thing stood out—a name from the ancient mythos of her people. A sense of dread and
terror filled Amlaruil as she redized what Nevarth had brought with him to Evermeet. Yet as his spirit
drifted away, hisfind and mogt urgent message was not of the goddess Araushnee, but of an immediate
and mortal danger.

Acting on indinct, Amlaruil thrust Nevarth's body aside and rolled away. Two arrows, in rapid
succession, plunged into the dead Moon €f.

The High Mage sprang to her feet, her blue eyes blazing with battle lignt and her hands
outstretched. A smdl pulse of power burst from her fingertips and szzled upward adong the path that the
arrow had taken. A cry of pain rang out through the forest, and the trees overhead rustled as the hidden
foes drew away.

For a moment, Amlaruil was tempted to pursue. Yet another, more pressng matter weighed
upon her. Zaor was in grave danger. Nevarth did not know the location or the nature of dl the traps



these traitors had lad for the king, so Amlaruil could do little to forestdl them. She did not know where
Zeaor himsdf might be, nor did she have any means of reaching him through magic.

But there was one who did. Amlaruil stedled hersdf for the confrontation ahead. Never, not
once, had she faced Zaor's consort. Yet Lydi'deera wore an dfrune atuned to the king, a gift from the
Towers fashioned by Amlaruil hersdf.

The High Mage stooped and gathered Nevarth's torn body in her ams. Eyes closed, she
murmured the phrase that would summon the slver threads of magic, and carry them both to the very
heart of the even court.

A jangle of harpgtrings and a shriek of mixed terror and disgust was Amlaruil's welcome to the
Moonstone Palace. She opened her eyes and looked up into the white, startled face of Zaor's queen.

The spel Amlaruil cast was designed to bring her to the presence of the dfrune's wearer. She had
come upon Queen Lydi'deera a a time when the queen was done and a leisure, anusng hersdf in a
chamber filled with art-works and with wondrous musical insruments. The queen had sprung to her fest,
upending both the padded bench on which she had been gtting and the golden harp before her. Her
wide, staring eyes were fixed upon the dain €f.

With dl the dignity she could muster, Amlaruil rose to face Zaor's consort. She was keenly aware
of the flare of resentment in Lydi'deeras eyes as she recognized her vistor, and the disdain on the df
woman's face as she took in Amlaruil's disheveled appearance and blood-stained robes.

"Forgive me for this intruson, my lady,” Amlaruil began, "but this is a matter of greet urgency.
You mugt con-tact the king at once.”

Lydi'deeras chin came up. "Who are you, to tdl mewhat | mugt do?' she said with a mixture of
hatred and hauteur that might have been chilling, had Amlaruil not had far greater concerns.

The mage snatched up the queen's smdl, white hand and turned it so the dfrune was apparent.
"With this ring you can speak to Zaor. Do so now, or he will die! There are traitors and traps awaiting
him— know not exactly how many or where they might be! But he mugt turn back at once. At oncel”

The urgency in Amlaruil's voice findly began to pierce the cloud of resentment that seemed to
enshroud the queen. A amdl, dy amile lifted the corners of her lips.

"Very wdl, | will do as you sugges,” the queen agreed, "but at a price”

Amlarul reded back, garing in disbdief. "You would put a price upon Zaor's life?' she
demanded.

"Is not my life of vaue?' Lydi'deera returned in a dhill, tight voice. "What of me? Am | utterly
without worth, that | must St by and see another woman's child made my hus-band's heir?'

“If you do not act now then Ilyrana will inherit sooner than any of us would like" the mage
pointed out, taking another tact.

"Do not place that little witch upon my conscience," the queen hissed. "She is none of my doing,
and | swear that she will not have the throne! She will not!™

"That isin the hands of the gods. Zaor's life, however, is in your hands. Name your price, and
quickly,” Amlaruil said, willing to do anything to calm the queen.

Lydi'deera seemed to sense this. A fant, ferd amilelit her thin face. "Very wel. | want you to
gve me a potion that will make Zaor hold no image in his heart but mine, and another that will engble
me—me! —to conceive an heir to Evermeet's thronel™
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"How can you ask this now?" Amlaruil said in disbelief. "How can you think of anything at dl but
the fact that the king isin danger?"

"I would give Zaor a lawful har!" Lydi'deera sad implacably. "Surdy you, the King's most
devoted subject, could desire no less for him."

"Zaor dready has an heir, aswdl you know! You have taken my daughter from me. How much



more will you demand?'

"Jug a bit of magic," Lydi'deera said, srugging negli-gently. "A potion. Any wood-witch or
commoner crone could put together afew herbs and create the same effect.”

"If you bdlieve that to be so, then why do you trouble me for this magic, but for spite?"
Lydi'deerds pae faced flamed. "Remember your place, mage, and have a care how you speak
to me"

"My placeisinthe Towers" Amlaruil said in atight voice. "Permit me to return there a once.”

The queen stepped forward, her hand outstretched so that Amlaruil could see the enchanted ring.
Her pade eyes were set with resolve. "Go then. But do so know-ing that you have been the deeth of your
beloved king! Give mewhat | desire, and | will dert him of danger. If you do not pledge to do as | say,
hewill die, and be logt to us both. | would rather have it so, than remain asthings are.”

The two df women locked eyes in a slent, bitter battle. Findly Amlaruil bowed her head,
defeated. "You have my pledge. Alert the king, and | will make you your potions.”

Smiling in triumph, the queen lifted the ring to her lips and spoke a sngle arcane word. The ring
began to glow with faint, fey light. In a moment, Zaor's voice drifted into the room.

"How may | serve you, Queen Lydi'deera?" inquired the voicein formd, distant tones.

"My lord king, | have grave news" the queen said, afant smirk on her lips as she hdd Amlaruil's
gaze. "Are you done to hear it?'

"There are none with me"

At these words, Amlaruil's concern increased fourfold. What possessed the king to go into the
forest done? Where were his soldiers? Where was Myronthilar Silverspear, his pledged guard?

"You mud retrace your path a once” Lydi'deera said. "Gold df traitors have planned that an
accident befdl you."

"Thet ismogt unlikdy," the king said impatiently.

The queen's expression tightened. "Even o, it is true. | have before me a messenger from the
Towers of the Sun and the Moon. The magi have foreseen this plot, and sent word.”

There was a moment's Slence. "I cannot return to the paace, but thank the magi for ther
diligence”

Amlauil sprang forward and seized the queen's hand. "Zaor, you must!" she said urgently. "They
have lad traps for you! | saw one mysdf, near the lodge at the Lake of Dreams, and one of my agents
heard the conspirators speak of others! There are armed dves awaiting you, as well—two that | know
of, perhaps more. How isit that you are aone, leaving no word where you go?'

"Amlaruil?" hisvoice said, brightening with hope. "Did you hear any word of our sons? Xharlion
and Zhoron? Are they yet dive?'

Suddenly the mage understood what had lured the king into the forest. "I have come this day
from Craulnober Keep," she assured him. "The boys are well, and safe. Thisis but a crud ruse to draw
you off done!™

"Thank the gods" Zaor said fervently. "I will return to Leuthilspar & once.”

Thelight in Lydi'aleeras ring winked out. "He would not consider the warning on the merit of my
words done," the queen sad hitterly. "Oh no. He ligens only to the mother of his children! Well, you will
lose your sole daim to that place soon enough.”

Amlarul did not offer comment. "With your permission, | mug return to the Towers. | will have
the potions sent to you.”

"Oh, no," the queen said softly. "You will bring them yoursdlf, and place them into my hand. If
there were a way to do so without offending proprieties, | would have you stay and witness the results,
from the firg dp of wine to the birth of Evermeet's true hair!”

The High Mage turned away, ungble to face the crudty in the df woman's face. She fled from the
chamber with no thought to dignity, and ran headlong into a flame-haired df just entering the room.

Montagor Amarillis caught at her elbows to steady her. "Lady Moonflower," he said, his tone
dightly mock-ing. "It is a surprise to see you here, consdering tha the king is not at court. Nothing is
amisswith the princess, | trus?'



Amlauil tore hersdf away from him and flung both arms high in a sudden, desperate gesture. She
disappeared in aflash of slver fire.

The noble blinked. "Wdl. Unusudly flashy, for our lady mage. She must have been most eager to
divest hersdf of our presence. What mischief have you been up to, my sster?’

Sniling like a cream-sated cat, Lydi'deera tucked her am into his and drew him out onto the
bacony. As they waked, she told hm what had transpired. Montagor listened, openmouthed, to the
gueen's words. When she was finished, he chuckled softly, shaking his head in wonderment.

"Wdl done, little sster! 1 would not have thought you capable of such cunning.”

The queen gave him a complacent look. "I have had an excdlent teacher.”

Montagor acknowledged her words with a dight bow. "Since you have dl things wdl in hand, |
will leave you."

"No, stay," the queen urged. "Zaor will not be back until tomorrow at the earliest. | would have
your advice on how best to rid mysdf of that wretched Ilyrana. And while you're about it," she added in
less pleasant tones, "you can explain to mewhy | never heard so much as aword of Amlaruil's latest two
brats. And when you are through, then you can begin to think about how best to ensure that your future
nephew will not be troubled by thrice a cha-lenge to hisrightful throne!™

As she fled from the palace, Amlaruil's firg desire was to return a once to Craulnober Keep, and
See once again with her own eyes that her sons were indeed safe from the Gold df conspirators. She
knew they awaited her there, hde and happy and dirty as a pair of piglets from their rowdy play, and that
such atrip would avall nothing. It would be a persona indulgence, no more,

But she had a pledge to keep, whatever the keeping cost her. In a locked tower room, she
consulted ancient books of folklore and herb craft, blending the old tales with the power of her own High
Magic. She worked dl through that night and well into the next morning. Find-ly she held in her hands
two smdl vidswhich promised to be the fulfillment of Lydi'aleeras dreams—and the desth of her own.

Amlauil's heart was leaden as she cdled forth the magic that would once again bring her to the
moongtone palace. Thistime, she found Lydi'deerain the company of her brother, waking am and am
with himin the won-drous gardens that surrounded the palace.

It struck Amlaruil that once Zaor was magicdly enthrdled by the queen, Montagor Amaillis
would have consderable power in the court. In dl things, it was rumored, the queen deferred to her
brother.

W, it was not something that could be helped. Amlaruil gave the potions to the queen and left
as quickly as she came. And when she left, she took Ilyrana with her—she did not trust Lydi‘aeera with
her daughter's safety. If the queen waswilling to risk her own husband to bargain for an her of her own
begetting, what lengths might she take to remove any possible contenders for her child's throne?

With dl possible haste, Amlaruil gathered her three children and entrusted them once again to her
agent Rennyn. Before that day waned, she stood atop the wals of Craulnober Keep and watched as the
ship bearing them to the safety of the Moonshae Idands disappeared from sght.

The mage's heart was heavy indeed as she returned to the Towers. Not only had she logt Zaor's
love this day by magic she hersdlf had fashioned, not only was she parted from her three children, but she
fdt estranged from Evermeset itsdf. The dire eventsin the forest glade had sundered her forever from the
sense of security that she had dways considered her birthright.

It ssemed inconceivable that an df would act the part of an assassin, or that her own children
might have to take refuge esewhere. It was a reversa of dl that she hdd to be true—for was not
Evermest created by the gods as the ultimate refuge of dl dves?

That night, as she sought rest in exhausted revery, Amlaruil had a terrible dream. In revery she
stood once again upon the wals of Craulnober Keep, but the scene she gazed upon was not a
white-winged dven vessdl and a tranquil sea. The castle was scorched and blackened, utterly slent and
exily devoid of life, and the seas beyond were littered with the flotsam of a dozen shat-tered even ships.

Amlarull awoke from revery with a start, beset by the horrible conviction that there was more to
her dream than her own troubled thoughts. Quickly she dressed hersdf and summoned the magic that



would carry her to her kins-man's keep.

Dawn was bregking as she stepped out of the magic pathway and into the courtyard of the
ancient Craulnober castle. Amlaruil had the oddest feding that she was step-ping into a waking dream.

All was exactly as she had pictured it. The ancient walls were blackened, crumbling. No sgn of
life greeted her. It was as if the entire thriving, vitd community had been swept awvay by a burst of
dragonfire.

A thin, piercing cry cut through the chill moming air. Amlaruil hurried toward the sound, which
seemed to come from somewhere below the ground. She tugged a the heavy door that seded the
entrance to the cagtle's lowest leve, then ran down a long, curving stairway. In a smdl room in the
farthest reaches of the castle she found two living souls an old df, long past the age of warriors, and a
smdl, squdling babe.

The df looked up when Amlaruil entered the room, his eyes red in his soot-darkened face. A
moment passed before she recognized him as Elanjar, the patriarch of the Craulnober dan and the
swordmaster who had endeav-ored to teach the discipline to her own unruly sons.

"What happened here?' she asked, coming to kned at the df sside.

Elanjar’'s eyes hardened. "We were overrun by creatures from Below."

"No,” Amlaruil said in dishdief. "How is that possible? Never have the people of the Underdark
&t foot on theidand!™

"Nor have they—yet," the df replied. "Y ou know the idand of Tilrith, do you not?'

The mage nodded. Thetiny idand, which lay just north of the Craulnober holdings, was much like
north-ern Evermeet in terrain. It was a wild place, with rocky hills honeycombed with caves. The
Craulnober and their retainers kept sheep on the idand, and a few servants lived there year-round to tend
the flocks. With a sudden jolt, Amlaril redized that this was the season when spring lambs were born,
and the sheep sheered of their winter coats. Most of the villagers and nobles would be on Tilrith for the
work and the fedtivities that followed.

"They were attacked on theidand,” she murmured, aghast.

"Mog were daughtered dong with the sheep,” Elanjar said with deep bitterness. "A few escaped.
The drow fol-lowed—not in ships, but with magic. They sent a firestorm upon the ships and upon this
cadtle such as | had never imagined possible. Those few eves who remained behind were reduced to
ash. | survived only through the meagic of the sword | carry,” he added, touching the glowing hilt of the
Craulnober moonblade. "This babe, my grandson Elaith, was in my arms when the firestorm struck. He
and | are dl that remain of thisdan." The df's snged head sagged forward, as if this revelaion had taken
the lagt of hisremaining strength.

Amlarul lay a comforting hand on his shoulder, and then reached out to take the baby from his
ams. She folded back the charred blanket to look at the infant. An involuntary amile curved her lips
Little Elath was a beautiful boy, with large solemn eyes the color of amber and a cap of short, slvery
curls

"This child is kin to me" she said softly. "His parents sheltered my sons; | will do the same for
theirs. Elath will be my fosterling, and | swear before dl the gods that | will hold him as dear as any child
of my own body. He will be taught magic in the towers, and raised in the courts of Leuthilspar in a
manner that befits a noble df, and the heir to Craulnober.”

She looked up a Elanjar. "Come. | mug get the two of you to the safety of the Towers. The
drow will be back with the coming of night.”

"Craulnober Keep is wdl-nigh impregnable” Elanjar said, a frown of worry degpening the
furrows of his fore-head. "If the drow gain control of this keep, they will have a stronghold from which to
drike a the whole idand!”

"They will not set foot on Evermeet,” Amlaruil assured him as she helped him to his feet. "If it
takes every warrior and every mage on Evermeet to complete the task, we will stop them on Tilrith and
sed ther tun-ndls forever!”

Alone and on foot, Zaor walked through the north-ern gates of Leuthilspar and set a brisk pace



for the palace. He had not gone far before Myronthilar Silverspear appeared at his sde like a amdl gray
shadow.

"I told you to await me" the king grumbled.

"And so0 | have™" his friend asserted. "This business that took you off aone, that which was s0
important that none could accompany you—it is completed?'

Zaor's face st into grim lines. "It seemsiit is just beginning. Is Amlaruil Hill at the palace?!

Thewarrior hesitated. " She has been and gone more than once since you left, and since she came
bringing news that you were endangered, the queen's brother has been very much in attendance. He eyes
the paace maids as if he were sdecting his evening's entertainment, and he sudies the chests as if
contemplating which one would best hold his spare cloaks and boots. | tdl you, my lord, | likeit not."

"You were aways cautious of Montagor Amaillis™ Zaor said. "If he wished to lay dam to the
throne, he would have done so twenty-five years before.”

"Montagor is no king, and he knows it. But perhaps he desires a regency,” Myron told him
gravely. "His hope for an Amaillis har is nearly gone, for the Princess Ilyrana nears the age of
accountability. She will be crowned as your her before the year is through.”

Zaor stopped dead. "Do you think the princessisin danger?"

"Thelady Amlaruil does,” Myron said. "She took the princess and sent her and the twins away to
safety. And she bid me meet you as soon as | could do so without bresking my word." His face turned
grave. "Isit true? There was an attempt upon your life, here on Evermeet itsdf?'

"Do you doubt the lady mage?' Zaor said dryly.

As he expected, Myronthilar's face took on alook of near reverence. "Not in this or anything," he
sad quietly.

"Thank you for your faith, my friend,” said afeminine voice behind them.

Both warriors jumped, and whirled to face the speaker. Ther countenances wore identica
expressions of chagrin that they could be taken unaware. Taking pity on the pow-erful blend of mae and
dven pride, Amlaruil reached out and touched the ring on Myronthilar's hand.

"Thedfrune| gave you enables me to find you when needed,” she explained. "Would thet | had
the sense to give one to Zaor, rather than worry about propriety and appear-ances! But there are other
meatters a hand that demand your attention, my lords." In a few terse words she told them about the
invason of Tilrith.

Zaor's face darkened. "All the forces of Evermeet will march north a once. Can you take us to
the palace, my lady?'

Amlauil caled the magic that carried dl three indantly to Zaor's council chambers. With the brisk
effi-dency of a seasoned war leader, the king sent forth mes-sengersto dl corners of Evermeet to gather
the dves for battle.

At lagt he turned back to Amlaruil, who had stood slently by. "Can you bring a Circle to the
northern shore? We will have need of powerful magic to close the tunnds. If Tilrith must be dropped into
the sea to ensure Evermeset's security, then so beit.”

"It will be done" she assured him. At that moment the doors to the chamber flewv open, and
Lydi'deera swept into the room Montagor close on her heds Her gaze kindled when it fdl upon
Amlauil, and her amile turned fdine. With deliberate motions, she took up a decanter of wine and
poured two cups. She took the vids from her sash, holding them so that Amlaril could see them and
read her intent.

"Wecome back, my lord. Will you drink with me, to cel-ebrate your return?' she purred.

Zeaor shook his head. "I cannot stay. Have you not heard the news, or a least suspected that
something might be amiss? The palace isin an uproar, and soldiers swarm the streets of the city. Thisis
not atime for celebrations.”

The smug expression on the queen's face faltered. "You are not leaving, surdy!”

"At once. The northern shores are under threat of inva-son—not from sahuagin this time, but
from creatures from Beow."

"No. Itisimpossble” Lydi'dleera sad, her eyes huge with fear.



"I wish that were 0," the king said in a grim tone. "But do not be concerned. You will be quite
sdfeinthe paace" he assured her, misunderstanding the true source of her concern. He bowed to the df
women and strode from the room.

Lydi'deera whirled toward the mage. "This is your doing,” she hissed. "You have dways taken
Zeaor from mel And now you congpire againg me, even if that means an dliance with the drow!" The
queen drew back her arm asif to hurl the goblet at Amlaruil.

"Enough!” the mage said softly.

The chilling fury in that Sngle word froze the queen in place. Amlaruil stepped forward, her eyes
blazing in her pae face. "Do not dare to accuse me of crimes that you, and you aone in this room, have
committed. Do you wish to speak treason? Then speak of a queen who would not lift her hand to save
her husband, until she was assured of getting her will."

"I mugt give Zaor an heir," the df woman repeated stubbornly.

"Perhaps you will, but not by my power, not now and never again,” Amlauil swore. "The magic
of the fertility potion will not outlive this night; the magic of the love potion dso diminishes with time. You
might yet be able to lure Zaor to your bed, but you will not find your way into his heart! You have logt
your chance, and | will not give you another.” She turned away.

"I did not give you leave to go," the queen snapped.

The High Mage whirled back, her blue eyes dark with wrath. "I have more important concerns
then your person-al vanity and your need to resort to magic-aided seduction! Have you forgotten that the
idand over which you purport to reign is even now under threet of invason? | am needed, eveniif you are

"Youwill fight at Zaor's Sde, | suppose?’ scoffed Lydi'deera

Amlaruil's ansvering amile was cold. "Did you think the Tower magi spent dl their time dancing
benegth the stars? This will not be the firs time | have used my magic in battle. And if the need arises,
yes, | will take up a sword.”

The High Mage disappeared in a sharp, angry crackle of magic.

After a moment's slence, Montagor came forward, shaking his head in bemused admiration.
"Amlauil in battle! Now that would be a sght worth seeing!”

Lydi'deerds hand flashed out and cuffed her brother sharply on the sde of the head. "Do your
thinking with this, brother! Y ou heard everything. Whatever am | to do now?'

Montagor considered her carefully. "Y ou redlize the importance of an Amaillis heir, do you not?!

"Yes, yes—of course! Would | go to such lengths to ensure one, otherwise?"

The df nodded. "Then this is what you must do. You know Adamar Alenuath, of course. Have
you ever noticed how closely he resembles Zaor?'

"No," she retorted. "He is nowhere near the king's stature, nor is anyone on thisidand.”

"Perhaps 'closdy’ is overdating the case." he admitted. "But Adamar is a Moon df warrior and
srongly built, though not nearly of Zaor's height. He has the same odd coloring—the blue hair, the gold
flecksin hisblue eyes. If you were to seduce Adamar, the resulting offpring should be like enough to the
Moonflowers to pass as the king's own."

Lydi'aeera gasped. "You cannot be serioud”

"Why not? Can you think of another way?"

"But evenif | wished to do such athing, Adamar would never agree to it!"

"Agan, why not? You are very beautiful. He admires you—I know that to be s0."

The df woman shrugged impatiently. "And what of it? Adamar is loyd to the king. To lie with
Zaor's wife would be an act of treason and persond betrayd. He would not do it, even if he desired me
more than his next breath of ar!”

A crafty amile twisted Montagor's lips. "Then it istime to test the potency of Amlaruil's spel. |
will arrange for Adamar to come to the palace on some pretense. Give him the potion in a glass of wine,
and hewill not resst your offered charms.”

Lydi'deerawrung her hands. "But he will confess, after!”

"And besmirch his honor and that of his dan? To pub-licly dishonor his queen?' Montagor



amirked. "I think not."

The df's face grew deadly serious. "But do not concern yoursdf overmuch, my sster. Adamar
thinks me his friend and consults me on dl matters. Oft-times | know hismind before heis entirdy certain
of it himsdf. If he is driven to confess, he will start by unburdening himsdf to me. If nec-essary, | will
chdlenge him to battle over my sister's honor. And do not doubt that 1 will win."

She laughed without humor. "I have seen you fight, brother. You are not Adamar's equd.”

"The due will be a pretense," Montagor said oftly, though his burning eyes acknowledged that
her words had struck home. "Adamar is a noble fool—he will think he deserves to die. He will think his
defeet the only right-ful end, and will have more to do with bringing it about than | could think to
accomplish. In fact, he may smply do the deed himsdf and save me the trouble of lifting a sword."

"But ether way, Adamar will be dead.”

"And Zaor will have an har by hislanvful queen.”

Lydi'deera was dlent for a long moment, gazing out the open window over the city with eyes
blinded to the turmail of bettle preparations below. "Very well. Send for Adamar, then,” she said, the
words coming out in a rush. She whirled to face her brother, hatred naked in her eyes. "But may Lloth
dam you as her own,” she said in a venomous whisper.

The curse, perhaps the most deadly and offensive words that could pass between two of the
People, merdy brought a amile to Montagor's lips.

"Bethat as it may, dear Sster. But bear in mind that the Abyss is a very large place. Be very
careful whom you conggn to damnation, lest you be judged by the same measure.”

He turned and swaggered out of the chamber. At the door he paused, as if some new thought
hed come to him. Glancing over his shoulder, he said, "I have not seen Amlaruil for many years. She is
wondrous fair, is she not? It islittle wonder the king is so obsessed with her."

"Get out," Lydi'deera gritted from between clenched teeth. She snatched up a gem-encrusted
vase and bran-dished it.

But Montagor was not quite finished. "A word of advice, my sdter. Save a few drops of tha
potion for Zaor's return. Youll need to bed hm to complete this farce. And without Amlaruil's
magic—even tha which comes in a vid—you havent a chance.”

The queen hurled the vase a her brother. It missed him with room to spare and shattered aganst
the wall. The tinkle of fdling crysta mingled with the sound of Montagor's mocking, and triumphant
laughter. He would have what he wanted &t last, and why should he care that she had to pay the price for
it?

Despite her anger, Lydi'deera understood her brother's mind. He had worked long and hard for
this, and would get what he desired: an Amaillis her to the throne of Evermeet. Lydi'deera would dso
have her due: a child of her own, the regard of her lanful husband, the esteem of Evermeet. What was a
amdl, needed deception compared to such gan?

Under the command of King Zaor, the drow were driven from the idand of Tilrith and the tunnds
seded. The king dso sent warriors and mages into the caves of Sumbrar and the Eagle Hills to explore
and to sed off any possible openings to the world below. The only tunnds left undisturbed were those
that led to the degping places of Evermeet's dragon guardians. If by chance the drow should ever find
their way into those caverns, they would be wel met indeed.

Within a year of the battle, a boychild was born to the royd family. If there were those who
wondered at the begetting, they kept their suspicions to themsdlves. Zaor did not speak of the matter
even to his closest friends, but he proclamed Rhendyrr his heir, and raised the young df to be king after
him.

Time passed, and Rhendyrr reached the age of accountability. All the elves of Evermeet were to
attend the ceremony that named him heir to the throne, and to stand witness as the young prince took an
oath upon his father's sword, which he would one day widld as king.

As that day neared, not dl of Evermeet's people rgoiced in the honor due to thar prince.
Lydi'deera withdrew into slence whenever the ceremony was mentioned. And what the Grand Mage



thought of Rhenayrr, no one knew, for Amlaruil never spoke a word againgt Zaor's son or denied his
dam to the throne.

Along with dl of Evermeet, Amlaruil prepared to attend the high ceremony. She dismissed dl the
Towers eves from their duties so that they might attend as well.

Shanyrria Alenugth, the bladesinger who taught this uniquely even blend of swordcraft and meagic
a the Towers, was reluctant to go. She was a solitary df by nature, and not a dl fond of state gatherings
or the gaety of fedivas. Indeed, she had not even stepped foot in her family manson for many years.
Yet her sense of dan was strong, and she stopped in Leuthilspar on her way south-ward so that she
might attend the ceremony with the rest of her clan.

She waked into her childhood home to find it strange-ly slent. The manson was deserted, but
for one df: her father Shanyrria could fed his presence. She had dways been close to Adamar, and she
loved her father with an intengty that bordered on rapport.

Thus it was that she fdt the weight of his despair, and the sharp, bright pain that promised
release. Her heart seemed to legp into her throat, fluttering like a caged lark as she ran up the curving
darway to her father's chamber.

Shanyrria found Adamar there, his hands clenched around the grip of the family's
moonblade—which pro-truded from below his ribs. She stared in horror. This was beyond imagining!
Never did an df take hisown life, and certainly not with the weapon that symbolized the family's honor!

"Why?" she asked Smply.

In afew words, with the scant time remaining to him, Adamar told her.

The bladesinger ligtened in stunned, grieving dishdief as her father confessed his own dishonor,
and told at lagt the terrible secret that he had never been able to bring himsdf to reved: that he would be
the cause of his own son's death. Prince Rhendyrr was not of Zaor's blood. The king's moonblade, the
sword of Zaor, was not his to dam, and soon al of Evermeet would bear witness to the dis-grace of
House Alenuath.

When Adamar fdl into find dlence, Shanyrria raced from the mandon and legped upon her
walting moon-horse. Rhenayrr might not be a true prince, but he was her own haf-brother. She owed
him the loyaty and pro-tection due any member of the clan.

But when her lathered moon-horse pulled up in the valey of Drdagara, the bladesinger was
greeted by a chorus of keening even voices. She did not need to ask to know that Rhendyrr had not
survived theritud.

Her face set with wrath, Shanyrria svung down from her mount and went off in search of
vengeance.

She dipped into the pavilion where the queen sat done, weeping slent, helpless tears. Quietly she
walked up to the grieving df woman. With a quick, smooth move-ment, she drew her sword and thrust
thetip againg Lydi'deeras throat.

"I name you, Lydi'dleera Amaillis fase queen of Evermest, to be a coward, a liar, a whore, and
the mur-derer of my father Adamar Alenuath—and of my haf-brother Rhendyrr.”

The queen stared up at the fierce bladesinger like a mouse awaiting the claws of a sriking owl. "l
did not know—"

"You knew," Shanyrria said vehemently. "Y ou knew that Rhenalyrr was not of Zaor's blood, yet
you remained slent while he took the trid of the moonblade! Surely you knew that he would not survive."

"He was afine, noble young df," she perssted. "There was a chance that he might succeed. And
if the moonblades are to be held as sole measure, Amaillisis as worthy of royaty as Moonflower!™

Shanyrria stared at the queen through narrowed eyes. "It is sad that only those truly worthy of
ruling can bear the sword of Zaor. Very wel then. Come.”

She put away her sword with a quick thrust and snatched a smdl knife from her belt. With one
hend she grasped a handful of Lydi'aleeras hair and jerked her to her feet. She put one arm firmly around
the queen's shoulder, and pressed the knife hard into the df woman'sribs.

"I will support you in your grief, my queen,” the bladesinger said with heavy irony, "and take you
where you must go."



The df woman struggled to pull away, but Shanyrriawas strong and held her fast. "What are you
going to do?"' Lydi'deera demanded.

"No more than what you did to my brother. You will draw the sword of Zaor and test your
worthiness to rule Evermeet. Y ou are Amaillis born, so your chances are as good as Rhenadyrr'd™

"I'will not do it!" gasped Lydi'deera

"You will," Shanyrria asserted. "If you do not, | will pro-clam before dl of Evermeet what you
have done. Zaor will put you away, and you and dl your dan will be shamed. Or, if you prefer, 1 will kil
you now, and then speak.”

The queen stared at her, dl hope draining from her eyes. "And if | draw, and succeed? Will you
keep glent concerning dl of this?'

"Whether you live or die is for the moonblade to decide. | will content mysdf with that. Either
way, you will win: a kingdom or an honorable degth. It is more than you deserve.”

Since she had no recourse, the queen waked with Shanyrria toward the place where Zaor's
sword lay, gleam-ing ill with faint blue magic, upon the ceremonia pedestal. Before any could divine her
intent, Lydi'deera stepped for-ward and grasped the sword in her two hands and began to dide it from
the scabbard.

A flash of terrible blue light lit the plain. When it faded, the df woman was gone, but for a pile of
pale, drift-ing ash.

Shanyrria nodded in grim agreement to the sentence that the moonblade had pronounced. The
bladesinger fdt no guilt over her part in the queen's death. She considered Lydi'deera guilty, not only of
her brother's desth and her father's, but aso of treason againg the crown. It fdt right to her that
Lydi'deeras fate was one that she had chosen, though her pride, amhition, and cowardly slence, for her
OWnN son.

Many were the witnesses to Lydi'deerds death. In the stunned murmurs that swept the group,
the eves sur-mised the queen had been maddened by grief, or deter-mined to prove the worth of
Amaillis after her son's falure. Shanyrria did not care what they thought, as long as they accepted one
very important truth: Lydi'aleera Amaillis was not fit to rule. She was not and never had been Evermest's
queen.

The bladesinger turned to face the gathering crowd. Her eyes sought out Amlaruil, who stood
pae and stunned among the Tower magi. Shanyrria bowed deeply, then pulled her blade and raised it to
her forehead in a gesture of respect.

"The queen is dead," she said, and her words seemed to echo in the stunned slence. Then she
strode forward and lay her blade in a gesture of fedty at Amlaruil's fedt.

"The queen isdead,”" Shanyrria repeated. "Long live the queen.”

Zeaor understood a once the importance of this moment. He strode to the dter and drew the
sword. Hold-ing it high overhead with one hand, he held out the other to Amlaruil.

The mage hesitated only for a moment. She walked to Zaor's Sde and entwined her fingersin his.
Then with her other hand, she reached up to grasp the hilt of the king sword.

Fey bluelight poured through the moonblade and enveloped them both. They stood together, in
ful aght of dl of Evermest, joined by the ancient magic.

One by one, the somber eves went down on their knees to acknowledge wha no one could
deny.

Evermeet had a true queen, at last.



20 Flamerule, 1368 DR

To Lord Danilo Thann does Lanruil, Prince of Evermeet, send fond greetings.

Thank you for your latest letter, my friend, and for the lovely ballad that you sent for my
Maura. Today is mid-summer, and | have saved your song to sing for her as a midsummer gift. |
have but little skill at the harp, but | have been practicing the smple accompaniment you
fashioned for me and hope to do it credit. Maura is no critic where music is concerned. She is
about as placid as a squirrel in autumn, and | have seldom seen her sit gill the length of time
needed to hear any piece of music from end to end. But few are the women who will not linger to
hear their charm and beauty praised, and | fed confident that she will find enjoyment in this
tribute.

It sounds as if you are progressing well in your endeav-or. | can readily understand the
frustrations you expressed, for the history of Evermeet's elves is so long and complex that no
single work can do more than touch the corner of its shadow. But it is a worthy effort, for all that.

You asked me to speak of the queen. To do so is very much akin to the task you have
undertaken: Anything and everything that can be said will fall far short of the poss-hilities.
Amlaruil of Evermeet isrevered and loved by the elves of the idand and widely respected abroad.
Even many of those who do not owe her political allegiance acknowledge that in a mystical sense
sheis indeed Queen of All Elves. The queen epitomizes all that the elven people value: beauty,
grace, magic, wisdom, power. That is just the beginning. Just as your friend Laeral is Chosen of
her goddess Mystra, Amlaruil is something more than mortal. She stands alone in a special place
between elf woman and goddess. She is also my mother, and as such she often drives me to near
madness in the time-honored manner of any mother and son. And in all candor, | must admit that
| return the favor.

One of Queen Amlaruil's most remarkable accom-plishments is that she has transcended
many of the petty divisons between the elven races. Gold elves join with Moon elves to sing her
praises. Green elves would set fire to their ancient forests if such could serve and protect her. The
Sea elves adore her, and it is rumored that the Sea elven monarch of the Coral Kingdom has
repeatedly asked for her hand in marriage. | can attest to this, as | was eavesdropping during one
such appeal. Even some of the drow recognize Amlaruil as their right-ful queen. Not many years
ago, the queen secretly received a representative of the goddess Eilistraee. Though drow will
never be permitted on Evermeet, the Moonflower family now has alliances with some of the
goodly followers of the Dark Maiden.

Permit me to tell you a personal tale that | believe will illustrate the unique color-blind
reverence that elves hold for Amlaruil.

Long before you were born, when | was a mere sapling and just beginning to fee my sap
risng, | celebrated the summer solstice in the time-honored manner of my people—with feasting
and song, revelry and dance. By custom, the royal Moonflower family attends revels in var-ious
parts of the idand: that year, we celebrated amid the lush meadows of the Horse Fields that cover
much of the northwestern part of Evermeet.

The morn of midsummer day was fine and bright, and | felt myself blessed by the bright
attention of one of the spring maids who danced in the morning rituals. She was a Gold €f, a girl
of good if not noble family. Before long it was clear to me that this year, | would join in the
evening revelsin a manner | had not before.

Thegirl and I, in our youthful exuberance, wereill content to wait for the coming of night
—after all, mid-summer is the longest day of the year! She was older than I, and wise in the ways
of midsummer revels. Gifted with her soft smiles and sweet words of promise, | found myself in
scant supply of that supposedly elven virtue: patience.

Before the dew was off the grass, we stole away and found a place for our private revels. |
blush to admit that this place was her father's hay barns. At the time, however, we felt glorioudy
unburdened by this singular lack of orig-inality and imagination.

Later, as we were picking bits of straw from each other's hair and laughing together at



small things that would not, under any other circumstances, have seemed half as witty or clever,
we were interrupted by her father. Yes. So far, this has all the makings of a second-rate min-strel's
ballad, does it not?

The df stood over us, grimly dignified and nearly shak-ing with controlled wrath. "By your
leave, Prince Lanruil, I would like to have private speech with my daughter,” he said in a tight,
clipped manner.

| gathered up my clothes and fled from the barn. What else was | to do? Yet | did not go
far, for though | respected the ef's right to rule his family as he wished, | would not allow the girl
to come to any harm at his hands.

And s0, as | hurriedly donned my festival garments just outside the barn door, |
shamelesdy eavesdropped upon the small drama played out within.

"You have shamed yourself and your family, Elora,” the farmer told her in that same
grimly controlled tone.

| could envision the pert, defiant toss of her golden head. "How s0? It is midsummer. | am
of age and promised to no male. | can do as | will—not even my respected father can gainsay me
in such matters."

"That is not what | mean, and you know it well!" he thundered, his control suddenly spent.
"How could you lie with a Gray elf? How could you?"

There was a moment of heavy silence—to which, | might add, | added the weight of my
own surprise. Then my lass responded, “Lamruil is a prince of Evermeet. Who in your mind is an
elf worthy for me to bed—the king himself?"

"Do not even speak of such treachery against the crown and the queen! With my own
hands would | kill any elf woman who so betrayed Evermeet's Amlaruil, even my own daughter!”

"Then how can you object to Prince Lamruil?" she retort-ed, reasonably enough—or o it
seemed to me. "He is his mother's son.”

"What of it?"

Another puzzed silence, as the lass and | struggled to comprehend her father's logic.

"Well, Queen Amlaruil isa Gray df too,” she pointed out.

A ringing dap echoed through the morning air. "Have a care how you speak of Evermeet's
Queen!" he snarled.

| was about to dash in to protect the girl from further mistreatment, but my intervention
was not needed. The farmer stormed out of the barn, too consumed with wrath at his daughter's
sacrilege to notice me standing there in my undergarments, wearing one unlaced boot and
brandishing a ready and avenging sword. Admit-tedly, | doubt he would have been overly
impressed by the spectacle.

And thus it is. Whatever enmities exist between Slver and Gold, Amlaruil the queen is
truly Queen of All Elves. The efforts of a few stray zealots such as Kymil Nimesin have done great
harm—to which my family can attest with sorrov—but | do not believe they will succeed in
bringing down what Amlaruil has built.

But in all honesty, | must admit that | have been known to be wrong before.

By the sun and stars! What a dismal sentiment to add at letter's end! Let me then end by
thanking you again for the gift of Maura's song, which | fondly trust will add sweetness and heat
to my midsummer night. Give my regards to Ardyn and the little one. | look forward to seeing you
all again soon.

Your uncle and friend, Lanruil

Prelude

Nightfall
1371DR



Shanyrria Alenuath was among the firg to see the gpproaching sky caravan. The bladesnger was
drilling anew batch of potentia students on a hillsde not far from the Towers of the Sun and Moon. This
was a paticulaly prom-isng group, for perhaps hdf of them had the right combi-nation of taent in
music, magic, and swordcraft needed to become a true bladesinger. Of those, two or three might qudify
for the specidized training offered by Sunrise Tower. There, skilled bladesngers honed their musca
tal-ents into a spdlcagting art. The god was nothing less then the revivad of the ancient, nearly forgotten
at of spell-song. This was but one of the efforts that sprang up in response to the chdlenge issued by
Amlaruil, back when she was the Lady of the Towers. As queen she had continued to foster and support
the dven arts, and Shanyrria was proud to have a part in this effort. She hersdf would never be a
spdl-singer, but she had made it her lifés work to seek out promisng students and direct them to Sunrise
Tower.

But there was one loydty even nearer to Shanyrrias heart. The dght of the pae blue rose
emblazoned on the banner of the sky caravan was enough to make her drop her sword and forget her
sudents. She stared in horror and congternation at the white-draped litter that was bourn southward by a
team of four white pegad. It looked like a funerd procession. The blue rose was the standard of the
Moonflower family, and the pegas werein the service of the Queen hersdf.

Shanyrria dismissed the students at once and sprinted down the hill toward the Tower of the Sun.
Laeroth Runemaster, who had succeeded Amlaruil as Grand Mage of the Towers, would know if ...
Shanyrrids thoughts dammed to a stop, unwilling even to form the words. Yet she had to know the
meaning of the white-draped litter. Laeroth would know what there was to be known.

She found dl the High Magi gathered in the large spellcasting chamber awaiting the Grand Mage.
Too impatient to wait, Shanyrria pushed through them and went in search of Laeroth. She found the aged
df in the upper tower, in the act of removing the Accumulator from its protective wrapping.
Apprehension clutched at her throat with icy fingers as she contemplated a danger that would necessitate
bringing out one of the greatest of Evermeet's defenses. An ancient artifact, it stored the power of the
dls around it. Shanyrrids trained senses sang in harmony with the magic—the unique magic of
Evermest—which emanated from the artifact in Slent song.

Laeroth turned to the bladesinger. "1 am to take thisto the paace" he said Smply. "The queen is
inneed of dl of Evermeet's defenders.”

Rdief flooded Shanyrria. "The queen lived Praise the gods! But the royd litter?'

"The Princess llyrang," the runemagter said sadly. "She lives, but her spirit has flown—carried
away to do battlein another place. They take her body to her mother the queen.”

"How—"

"Ityak-Orthed," Lagroth interrupted, his usudly gentle voice dark with hatred. "The creature of
Maar, unleashed upon Evermest itsalf. Ilyrana carried it away—to Arvandor, | beieve—but most of the
dven cler-ics were dan during the battle | fear." He gazed down at the Accumulator. "There is much yet
to come. Every child of Evermeet mudt raly to meet this threat, or we will dl perish. We stand done, for
dl the magicd gates of Evermeet have been blocked. The High Magi have gath-ered to see if this can be
countered.”

He looked up a her. "You are friends of the centaurs. Alert them, tdl them to hurry to the river
and hold back the sahuagin and scrags that have invaded the heartland. Then hasten to Sunrise Tower,
prepare the spdl-singers to defend the vdley. A hugeinvading fleet approaches, and if any of the raiders
manage to come ashore, you can imag-ine what prizes they might take.”

Shanyrria nodded. Sunrise Tower stood in Drelagara, a Gold df town in the midst of the lush
messures that were home to the moon-horses. The wondrous beasts often played in the sea and the
white-sand beaches east of the meadows; if raiders were to catch sght of such creatures, they would
aurdy pursue them into the valey. A sngle moon-horse was worth more than a red dragon's hoard.

The bladesinger reached into the lesther bag on her belt and took a smdl package of green
powder from it. This she poured into her hand. She spat, then mixed it into a paste and streaked it across
her cheeks with the fingers of her hands. It was not as elaborate a war paint as was her custom, but it
was dl that time permitted. Shanyrria was aready a daunting Sght. Her appearance was unusud for a



Siver df, for she was tdl and broad of shoulder, with eyes the color of amber. Her reddish-brown hair
had been plaited into dozens of braids and woven with feathers and painted stone beads. In her mildest
mood, Shanyrria was fearsome to behold. Now, even the Runemaster, no coward or weskling, hung
back from her.

"Send me to Sunrise Tower," she demanded. "I will rdly the spell-singers, and then go to fight
beside the centaurs.”

Laeroth nodded and began to cast the spdll that would carry the bladesinger to distant Drelagara.

Shanyrria accepted the whirl and rush of megicd travel, and came out of the spdl running &t full
speed. She dashed through the Tower courtyard, pushing past the Gold df guards who moved to block
her way. They shouted that the Circle was casting and could not be interrupted.

She had bardly cleared the door when an explasion of intense power dammed into her. Shanyrria
staggered back, dutching at her bleeding ears. There had been no sound, no tremor, nothing that anyone
other than an df might hear or fed, but Shanyrria knew beyond doubt that every df on Evermeset fdt the
impact of that terrible Slent blast. She hersdlf, so atuned to the slent musc of meagic, had been deafened
by the force of it.

Horror gripped the bladesinger as she redized the implications for Sunrise Tower. In times past,
entire Towers of High Magi had been shattered by a powerful backlash of magic. If this unknown spell
could so effect her, what mugt it have done to a Circle of spdl-sngers? Shanyrria dapped her face
severd times hoping to distract the terrible, ringing pain and focus her powers for the task ahead. She
went with dl the speed she could mugter up the winding dair that led up to the spdllcagting chamber at
the top of the Tower, bracing hersdf for the sght of her friends blasted bodies.

Agonishment froze her in the doorway. A group of Gold elves—each of them known to her,
most of whom she had sdected and trained—stood in a circle, their out-stretched fingertips touching.
The Circle was unharmed; even now the eves lips moved in a spdl-song that Shanyrria could no longer
hear. In their midet stood a sngle femde df. Shanyrria recognized her as a Circle-Singer, a warrior-mage
who could blend the magicd song into a 9ngle spell, much as a Center focused acirde of High Magi.

Suddenly Shanyrria understood what had happened. These dves were traitors! Sunrise Tower
hed attacked. The destructive force she had fdt was nothing less than the shattering of the Towers of the
Sun and the Moon.

Grimly the bladesinger drew her sword and advanced into the room. Evermeet had developed no
defense againg such treachery from within, but neither did spell-song have a defense againgt the magic of
abladesinger. 1t seemed good and right to Shanyrria that many of them would die by her blade.

She seized the nearest df by his golden hair and reached around to cut his throat. As she pulled
the blade in alethd dash, she spun so that the swing would take down the df to his right. Shanyrria had
no illusons about her fate. She would diein this tower room. But when she came to Arvandor, she would
bring many trai-tors to present themselves before the Seldarine Coundil for judgment.

Her only regret was that she would die before the battle's end, not knowing what Evermeet's fate
would be.



Book Five
Queen of Ever meet

"Amlaruil is not merely the Queen of Evermeet: Amlaruil is Evermeet.”
—HEvenMaxim

22
Amlaruil of Ever meet

After an indecently short period of offida mourning for Lydi'aeera, Amlaruil and Zaor were wed.
She was crowned queen at once, despite the outrage of House Amarillis and the murmurs of a few of the
other Gold even houses. Buit it was obvious to dl that the moonblade had chosen. That Amlaruil had
borne children to Zaor was counted in her favor.

Montagor Amgrillis was furious at these events, yet there was little he could do without bringing
his actions—and his sister's disgrace—to light. Besides, the formidable bladesinger Shanyrria Alenuath
sought him out and pri-vatdy made it plain that she hdd Lydi'deera reponsble for the deeth of her
half-brother, the aleged her of Zaor. She vowed that she would keep an eye on him and his house, and
avenge any attempt on the royd family. The bladesinger's fierce reputation was widdy known, and
Mon-tagor had little desire to bring her wrath down on his head. He suspected, even if he could not
prove, that Shanyrria had forced Lydi'aleeras hand. His sster would never have taken such a bold and
desperate step on her own.

Amlauil left the Towers behind, leaving the rule of them to the trusted war wizard Tanyl Evanara
and to her old friend Laeroth, now known as the Runemaster. Although Tanyl was not among the High
Magi, he was one of the most powerful of solitary mages. Amlaruil was con-tent that the Towers were in
good hands, and dedicated hersdf fully to Zaor and their joint rulership of Evermest.

Though some of the dves worried that a warrior and a mage would make for agrim roya couple,
the arts and music that had been the former queen's passion were nur-tured as never before.

Blven mindres began to travel abroad, bringing the lore and musc of many lands back to
Evermedt. In partic-ular, the eves became intrigued with the many new ingruments developed by
ingenious human bards. The harp and the flute, the traditiond indruments of even musc, were soon
joined by a hogt of other instruments. Elven nobles and mingtrds soon vied with each other in composing
new verses to popular lute songs, and groups of dves began to ddight in anging the exuberant,
multi-voiced music enjoyed by humans.

As a gift to the new queen, the Tower magi cast magic that enlarged and transformed the
Moonstone paace. A vast garden maze was added to the grounds and filled with mag-icd disolays,
oftly playing fountains, and wondrous flowers. It was Nakiasha, Amlaruil's mentor, who added to the
palace the touch that showed a true understanding of the queen. In a feat of magic and forestry that
consumed three years of diligent work, the forest df had transported to the palace grounds the very
forest glade in which Amlaruil and Zaor had fird met. Set like a jewd in the midst of an ancient grove,
this glade rapidly became the royd coupl€'s favorite retreat, and the place most sought out by the
children that filled the palace nearly to overflowing.

The union of Zaor and Amlaruil was unusudly fruitful, and the coming of oring usudly saw the
house of Moonflower increased by yet another prince or princess. llyrana, who had no desire for court
life, was content to remain upon the Moonshaes. There adso the twins, Zhoron and Xharlion, grew to
maturity learning the fighting arts of the dves of Sonoria. Although Amlaruil missed them sorely, she
rgoiced in each new babe that filled her arms, and she devoted hersdf to their training.

The next-born son, Chozzaster, showed an early taent for magic and in time aspired to become a
High Magi, like his mother. The falowing soring brought a daughter, a fierce, fire-haired lass that they
named Shandalar in honor of the bladesinger Shanyrria Alenuath. Femade twins followed, Tirddlara and



Hhora, lovdy, serious girls who devoted themselves a an early age to train as derics of Handi Cdanil.
Next came Lazziar and Gemdtarzah, twin girls who seemed by nature and indinaiion destined to take the
war-rior's path.

Amlaruil's days were not dl consumed with the raisng of her brood, however. The chance to
prove hersdf aworthy consort to a warrior king came dl too soon.

Far to the west, off the coast of the fertile and troubled land known as Tethyr, a cluster of idands
was drawing pirates as surdy as bees to clover. The archipdago seemed designed for gtedth, with its
myriad smdl idands and hidden bays, and it lay between the ancient southern kingdoms and the thriving
cties of the north. As the pirates grew wedthier and more daring, they turned ther dghts toward the
aunset sky, and to the fabled riches of Evermeet.

From time to time, a pirate ship ventured westward, never to be heard from again. But there
were successes, too, dthough the goods that pirates brought back to port were mostly wonders looted
and exotic daves taken from even vessals on the open seas. When word came to the Nelanther that the
eves of the mainland were secretly dipping away and saling for their ide, the pirates began to patrol the
seasin earnest.

One day in early soring, a young dragon senting brought news that an approaching even ship
was pur-sued by a amdl fleet of Nelanther pirates. Though the swanship was fleet and agile, the pirates
were dosng and would capture the ship before she could reach the shields of Evermest.

Zeor cdled upon the trio of dragonriders to go out and meet the pirates. He wished to lead the
eegle ridersin attack himsdlf, but the distance was too great for the giant eaglesto fly.

Amlaruil, however, had an idea of her own. The High Magi took to the sky in a chariot drawn by
ateam of 9x pegad. With her she carried the ancient scepter known as the Accumulator, which held
High Magic powerful enough to teleport the flagship away from the idand. This she did, in a spectacular
display of megica fire-works thet lit up the sky and was seen from Evermeet to distant Waterdeep.

Exactly where the ship landed, the queen declined to say. That did not stop the mindrds from
speculating, and their odes to the queen's bravery joined those that praised her beauty and grace.

But sorrow and tragedy soon befdl the royd family. Mdar the Beast Lord unleashed upon the
eves of the Moonshae Ides his most fearsome cregtion. The mongter known as the elf-eater attacked the
once-secure vdley of Synnoria Many of the eves fled though the gate to Evermest.

The princess llyrana was among them, but she brought with her terrible news. As she was pushed
through the gate by the dven defenders, she caught a glimpse of a blue-haired lad gripped in one of the
mongter's many ten-tacles. She did not know which of her twin brothers was dan that day, nor did she
ever learn the fate of the other. But Zhoron and Xharlion were lost to Evermest.

Nor were they the only children of Amlaruil and Zaor whose fate was never determined. The ship
carying Lazziar and Gemgtarzah was lost at sea while the twins sailed on amisson of diplomacy.

Even the smple passage of years took atoll. Chozzaster passed on to Arvandor & a young age,
and Shanddar, Zaor's pet and favorite, was accidentdly dan by a fdlow student, a gifted spell-singer,
during her training as a bladesinger.

Zeor, grieving and aging, privaidy began to fed the cdl of Arvandor. As the years passed, as
Security of Evermest made the warrior king fed unneeded, and as his children dipped away from him,
Zeor began to withdraw from the dally life of the palace.

More interested in gardening than in governance, he increesngly abandoned the rulership of
Evermeet to his capable and apparently ageless queen.

23
Rapport

Zeor of Evermeet, now aged far beyond the years of most dves, bused himsdf in the palace
gardens. He lowered the clippers and cocked his head to one sde as he admired the effect. In the very
center of the palace gar-dens, he had planted a hedge of pae blue roses and shaped it into a crescent



moon. In the faint light of a summer twi-light, the rare flowers seemed to glow with ther own inner
radiance.

"Vey lovely," commented a voice behind him, a voice that Hill had the power to quicken Zaor's
heart despite the passage of centuries.

He turned to face Amlaruil. A mixture of longing and pain smote him as he gazed upon her
beautiful face. She looked exactly as she had when hed met her more than four hundred years before.
And he? He was an old df, use-less to Amlaruil and to Evermeet, homesick for Arvandor. Amlaruil took
asngle step forward, her hands clenched a her sdes and her face blazing with incom-pressible wreath. "I
would never have thought 1'd have occasion to cdl you a hypocritel" she said in a cold voice. "Do you
not remember the pledge you demanded of me, those many years past? You made me promise that |
would remain on Evermeet for the good of the People, for howsoever long | was needed.”

"l am old, Amlaruil," he said amply, "and | am very tired.”

"Spare me your tales of creaking jointd" she raged a him. "Do you think thet it has been easy for
me, or dways pleasant, to do as you requested? If | could see my youth pass by, each year like a wasted
soring day as | endured seeing you wed to another, can you not summon the courage to live your
venerable years? You are needed!”

"You are Evermeet's queen, and dl the ruler the evestruly need.”

"What of my needs, my lord? And truly, what would befdl Evermeet if 1, like you, were to
become so self-absorbed that | did not tend to the future? Which of our children could you truly envison
on the throne? Tiradlara? Hhora?"

Zeaor dowly shook his head. He loved his daughters, but neither would make a queen. Priestesses
of Handi Cdanil, they were both completely caught up in the cult of love and beauty, so much so that a
times he worried about them. Tirddlara was involved in a potentidly dis-astrous liason with a young
Gold df known as a rake and a wastrel. Zaor suspected that the youth's interest in the princess had more
to do with her rank and wedth—for Tirddlara happily repaid his gambling debts with her jewels and
dowry—than with the princess hersdf. Yet Tirddlaraloved the df with dl her passionate, intense nature.
Zaor wondered if she would survive the disllu-sonment that was sure to come. And Hhora was
prepar-ing to sal for distant Faerun, for she was determined to wed a chance-met commoner with whom
sheld shared afediva.

"Evermeet iswithout an har,” Amlaruil continued bluntly. "The sword of Zaor isa warrior's blade,
and neither of our surviving children could draw it and live We must give Evermeet an har.”

"l am old, Amlaruil," he repeated.

She came to him in a rush, framing his weathered face in hands as smooth and unlined as a
maden's. Tearsfilled her eyes and soul-deep grief softened her angry face. "Do not leave me, my love"
she said with quiet intensity. "l could not bear it."

He stroked her bright hair. Y ou can handle anything. | have never known anyone as strong.”

"Together we are strong!" she said urgently. "Do you not see it? What we have accomplished, we
have done togeth-er. The bond between usis deep and unique, but it could be even more.”

Zeor stared a her, stunned by wha she was offering. The rare, degp bond of dven rapport
would bind them together soul to soul. He would be sustained by the same divine fire thet linked her to
the Seldarine—at what cost to her, he could not begin to imagine. He could make, and make good, the
pledge she demanded of him. He could vow to remain on Evermeet for as long as he was needed.

"Itis midsummer,” she whispered, dinging to him with an urgency that warmed his blood and sent
it Snging through his veins. "It is the time for making promises. Come with me to our glade, my love.”

Theking found that he could not deny the entreaty in his love's eyes. He swept her up in ams dill
grong despite his years, and carried her from the garden asiif she were again a bride.

The palace guard parted to let them pass, the servants and gardeners melted away. Not a sngle
dven face held anything but smiles of understanding and joy. None saw anything incongruent in the sght
of beautiful springtime in the arms of late autumn. It was midsummer, and pledges made had a magic of
their own.

Thus began Zaor and Amlaruil's new life together.



In the years that followed, four more children were born to them. First was Amnedria, who
inherited her father's coloring and her mother's rare beauty—and something that came from nether.
Alternatdly sunny and fierce, Amnestria possessed an intensty that seemed oddly out of place in the
serene court of Leuthilspar.

Zandro and Finufarandl, the boys that followed, were cut more to the dven mold. They were
diligent students both, and took to the Towers at a young age. And findly, there was Lamruil, the sunny,
charming, spoiled baby of the family. By the time he was yet a lad, no more than thirty or forty, he had
dready taken up adventuring and wenching as avocations. Lamruil was much given to mis-chief;
fortunately, his fierce love and admiration for his older sster Amnedtria served to keep him somewhat in
line The year tha he Ieft the idand in search of adventure and dven atifacts, many dves in the dad
capita city—incdud-ing Lamruil's tutors and swordmasters—breathed private Sghs of relief.

The tenor of paace life changed yet again with the arrivad of Thasitdia Moonflower. Near to the
end of her mortd span, the adventurer had one task |eft to her before answvering the call to Arvandor. As
was the respongibility of every df who wielded a moonblade, she needed to select a blade heir.

For weeks the sharp-eyed, sharp-tongued df woman stayed in the paace, scanddizing the
nobles and ddight-ing the young with stories of her travels,

Amnedtrig, in particular, was enchanted by the tales of distant places and strange events. The king
and queen watched thar daughter as she ligened to Thadtdia with shining eyes, and the fey Amlaruil fdt
afear to which she could not give a name. She and Zaor were not pleased when Thagtdia proclamed
Amnedriato be the pick of Zaor's litter, and chose her as blade her. Yet the honor of a moonblade was
something that no one, especiadly aking and queen so chosen, could scorn. The choice was Amnestrids,
and she embraced the sword with passon and joy: the sword of an adventurer, a solitary fighter. It was
not an auspicious step for the daughter whom Amlaruil and Zeaor fondly hoped to see upon the throne of
Evermest.

Even so, Amnestria seemed contented with lifein Leuthilspar. The df maid added a fierce regime
of training for the moonblade's chdlenge to her studies of swordcraft and battle magic. But the girl's
world shattered when her betrothed, Elath Craulnober, Ieft her and Evermeat with-out a bregth of
explanation.

For weeks after his departure, everyone in the paace tiptoed around the jilted princess, for
Amnedrids fiery temper was legendary. Of dl the royd dves, only Lamruil dared seek her out.

The prince found his Sgter in her chamber, her face sat with determination as she flung clothes
and vauablesinto a sea chest. When Lamruil entered the room, she looked up at him and grimaced.

"The door was locked and enspdled,” she said pointedly. "I wouldn't have thought you knew
magic enough to open it!" Lamruil shrugged, and then nodded to the oveflowing chest. "What's this
about?"

The princess dammed the lid. "I'm going after im."

"Who? Elath?'

She shot her brother a derisive look. "He sent me word from Waterdeep—wasn't that nice of
him? He has taken up with a band of adventurers. Humans, mogtly. He's off to see the world. Well, I'm
going to become part of the scenery he seed”

"Oh"

"Oh? That'sit? Y ou're not going to try to convince me of my fally?'

"Would it hdp?'

A reluctant amile softened Amnedtrias face, and her shoulders rose and fdl with a long sgh.
"Wil, it's comfort-ing to know that at least one person in this palace under-stands me."

"I understand more than you think," Lamruil said, sud-denly grave. He reached out and touched
the weapons bdt a his sster's waist. The clasp had been loosened a notch, displaying the well-worn
notch to theright of it.

Amnedrids gazed followed his gesture. She frowned and shrugged. Though beautiful dmost
beyond measure, there was nothing of vanity in her.

"S0? One notch is as good as another, as long asit keeps my sword on and my trousers up.”



"Speaking of which, what was the manner of your leave-taking with Elath?'

The princesss face darkened, and she turned away to sngp shut the clasps on the trunk with
more force than was needed. "That's none of your business.”

Her brother saw that she truly did not understand. "Four moons have passed since Elaith Ieft the
idand,” he said gently. "Before too many more pass, you will have to set aside that belt atogether.”

Amnediria oun back to him, her eyes wide with shock. She sank down on the bed and buried
her facein her hands. "Oh, | fed such afool! How could | not have known?"

The prince sat down beside her, hating what he mud tdl her next. "I know why Elath left
Evermedt. His grand-father passed to Arvandor, and the Craulnober blade passed to him. It went
dormant in his hands, as thereis no hair to Craulnober.”

She sat up, abruptly. "There is now. Damnation! If only he had waited to draw the moonblade
untl after we—"

"If he had waited, he would be dead,” Lamruil inter-rupted bluntly. "The sword did not accept
him. If there had been an her, it would have dain him and you would have kept the sword in trugt for
your babe."

They sat in Slence for amoment as Amnestria tried to sort it through.

"Thereismore,” Lamruil said rductantly. He drew a letter from his tunic. "This came through the
Rdays, from a human ranger and a comrade of Elaith's He says he feds he knows you a little, from
Elath's descriptions, and he urgently bids you not to come”

"I haven't told anyone | was coming,” the princess muttered.

"Wl, perhaps he does understand you. There is more. The adventuring group with whom Elaith
has taken up has I€ft the city. They seek to find the ancient burid grounds of Aryvandaar—and to despoil
them.”

Horror dulled Amnedtrias eyes like mig, only to be rgp-idly burned off by the heat of her wrath.
"And this human?'

"He does not approve. Hewill try to stop them, by whatever means needed.”

The princess nodded, grimly approving. "And | will hep.”

"But what of the child?"

"I can dill travel for awnhile, and | can dill fight. When | cannot, | will find a place where | am not
known, and bear the child in secrecy. For | swear to you before dl the gods of the Sddarine, Elath will
never know of this child! 1 will give the babe up into the hands of another to raise, before | would link my
house with a traitor and a rogue!”

She glared at Lamruil, daring him to gainsay her.

"That isyour right," he said. "l will hdp you dl | can, but you must promise me two things. Firs,
you mud tel me where the child is. Second, he mugt be raised in the skills and knowledge required of a
potentid king. Evermeet may have need of him.”

Amnedria glared. "Damn it, Lamruil, that's the sort of thing our mother would think of. You're
darting to talk like aking yoursdf."

A wide grin split Lamruil's face. "Not a chance," he said, genuindy amused by the idea. He rose
and extended a hand to help her to her feet. "Il help you dip away,” he sad softly. "Bran Skorlsun was
not the only one to suspect that you would come sorming after Elaith. Theré's a ship waiting for you off
the shore of Ruith, and I've bribed enough of the palace servants that you can dip away in secrecy.”

The princess thanked him with a brief, fierce hug, and then drew away. "Who is Bran Skorlsun?'

"The human ranger. | have sent word, and told him where to expect you. He seems a fine man,
and | think you and hewill do well together."

Lamruil was long to remember these words, and oft to rue them. Amnestria did indeed join with
Bran Skorlsun, and they were successful in thwarting the efforts of Blaith and his comrades. The ancient
burid grounds of Aryvandaar, the resting place of the mortal remains of those who died in defense of that
wondrous land, remained sacred.

Haith was never to learn of his son. The babe was born into the hands of a human, and hidden
away to be raised in secret fosterage. Amnestria did dl that she promised.



But she did not return to the idand. The dven princess found a deeper love than that which she
had lost, and she wed Bran Skorlsun. With him she established a rapport as deep as that shared by her
royd parents. And in S0 doing, she inadvertently set in motion events that were to have grim
consequences for her family, and for dl of Evermest.

24
The Elite (2nd day of Ches, 1321 DR)

Thedf emerged in a glade, a amdl verdant meadow ringed by atight circle of vast, ancient oaks.
His path had brought him to a spot of rare beauty that, to the untrained eye, appeared to be utterly
untouched. Never had the df seen a place more deeply green; a few determined shafts of early morning
aunlight filtered through leaves and vines until even the air around him seemed dense and dive. At his fedt,
emedad droplets dung to the grass. The df's seeking eyes narrowed in speculation. Dropping to his
knees, he studied the grass until he found it—an dmost imperceptible path where the dew had been
shaken loose from the ankle-high grass. Yes, his prey had come this way. Quickly he followed the dew
tral to where it dipped between two of the giant oaks. He parted a curtain of vines and stepped out of
the glade, blinking away the bright morning sun. Once his eyes adjusted to the light, he saw a narrow dirt
path winding through the trees.

His quarry did not know that they were being followed, so why wouldnt they take the easiest
way through the forest? The df dipped through the underbrush and set off down the path. There wasllittle
to indicate that other foot-steps had preceded him, but the df was not concerned. The two he sought
were, despite their deplorable origins, among the best rangers he had encountered. Very few could walk
through the thick, deep grass of that sheltered glade and leave behind no more than a dew trall.

The df glided slently dong the path, his blood quickening a the thought of the victory thet lay
ahead, s0 long awaited and now so close a hand. Elves, particularly Gold elves, were not hasty people,
and behind this morn-ing's mission lay years of planning, decades of discusson, and dmost four centuries
of waiting for the proper means and moment. The time to strike had come, and his would be the firs
blow.

The path ended at the stone wall, and again the df paused, dert and observant. He crouched in
the shadow of the wal and examined the scene spread out before him. Beyond the wall was a garden, as
lovely as anything he had ever seen.

Peacocks strutted about an expanse of lawn, some with tal feathers spread to flaunt dozens of
iridescent blue-green eyes. Birilliantly colored kotaa birds chattered in the spring-flowering trees that
ringed a reflecting pond. The df'sinnate love of beauty welled up within him, pushing aside for a moment
the urgency of hismisson. It would be easy, he mused as he observed the garden scene, for dves to be
seduced by such splendor.

Asindeed they had been, he concluded as his gaze lifted above the garden to a disant castle, a
mave of enspelled moonstone and marble. His golden eyes glittered with hate and triumph as he redized
that the trall had led him to the very center of Gray df power. The ancient Gold df race had succumbed
to the rule of ther inferiors for far too long. With renewed purpose the df began to plan his attack.

His gtuation could hardly be better; no guards patrolled the outer palace gardens. If he could
catch his prey before they got close to the palace, he would be able to strike and withdraw undetected,
and return another day to strike again.

Between him and the palace was an enormous maze fashioned of boxwood hedges. Perfect! The
df flashed a pri-vate, evil amile The Gray wench and her pet human had walked into their own tomb.
Days could pass before the bodies would be discovered in that |abyrinth.

The arrangement did have its disadvantages. The maze itsdf did not worry him, but its entrance
could be reached only through a garden of bellflowers. Cultivated for sound as wel as scent, the flowers
sent fant musc drifting toward him in the dill morning air. The df lisgened for a moment, and his jaw
tightened. He'd seen such gardens before. The flower beds and statuary were arranged to catch and



channd the dightest breath of wind, so that the flowers congtantly chimed one of severd meodies. Any
disruption of the ar flow, however, fant, would change their song. In effect, the garden was a beautiful
but effec-tive darm system.

Since his quarry was undoubtedly in the maze and heading for the palace, the df knew he would
have to take a chance. He vaulted eesly over the low stone wal and raced past the inquigtive peacocks,
then glided through the bellflower garden with an economy of mation only the best even rangers could
achieve. As he had feared, the tin-kling song subtly atered with his passing. To his sendtive ear, the
disruption was as glaing as a trumpet's blast, and he ducked behind a statue and stedled himsdf for the
approach of the paace guard.

Severd glent minutes passed, and eventudly the df relaxed. His lips twisted in derison as he
pictured the palace guards—oaf's too supid and common to recognize ther own musca darm. Tone
deef, as were dl Gray dves. The df ddliberatdly ignored the fact that few dves, be they Gold or Silver or
Green by hirth, had his keen ear for the subtle blend of music and magic. After dl, he was a bladesinger,
and one of the dite trained in the ancient art of spell song. With a slent chuckle, the df dipped into the
maze.

Garden mazes, he knew, tended to fallow a common pattern. After a few confident turns, the df
began to sus-pect that this one was an exception. This maze was like nothing he had seen before. Vast
and whimscd, its convo-luted paths wandered from one smdl garden to another, each one more
fantadtic than the last. With a growing sense of dismay the df passed exatic fruit trees, fountains, arbors,
berry patches, tiny ponds filled with bright fish, and hummingbirds breskfasting amid vines of red
trum-pet flowers. Most striking were the magicd displays depicting familiar episodes from even folklore:
the birth of the Sea dves, the flight of the dragons, the Starwing ship landfdll.

He pressed on, running to the entrance of yet another garden dearing. One glance indde, and he
skidded to a stop. Before hm was a marble pedestdl topped with a large, water-filled globe. Surdy he
couldn't have passed that globe before! He crept closer for a better look. A magicd illuson raged within
the sphere, a terrible sea sorm that tossed tiny even vessds about. Before his horrified eyes the sea
goddess Umberlee rose from the waves, her white hair flying in the gde like flashes of lightning. By the
gods, it was the hirth of the Sea eves again!

There could be no doubt. Surely not even this ridiculous maze could have two such displays. The
df raked both hands through his golden hair, tugging a it in sdf-disgust. He, an df as renown for his
ranger's kills as his tdents with sword and song-spell, had been running around in circles!

Before he could castigate himsdf further, the df heard a faint dicking sound not far away. He
tralled it to a large, circular garden ringed with flowers that attracted clouds of bright butterflies. Many
paths led out of the garden, which was dominated by pade blue roses in a bed shaped like a crescent
moon. At one tip of the blue-rose moon stood an ddely dven gardener, sipping away a the
rosebush-es with more vigor than expertise.

Agan the dven intruder amiled. By dl appearances, this was the maze's center and surdly his
quarry had passed through. The old gardener would tdl him, at knife point if need be, which path the
wench had taken.

The df edged into the garden. As he entered a flock of the butterflies took flight, and the
gardener looked up, his Slver-blue eyes it with gentle inquiry at the disruption.

His gaze fdl upon the intruder, but he merdy waved and cleared his throat as if to cdl out a
gresting.

No, not that! thought the intruder in a moment of panic. He could not dert his quarry now!

A dagger flew, and alook of surprise crossed the gar-dener's face. The old df's hand came up to
fumble with the blade in his chest, and he fdl heavily to the ground. His rough cap tumbled off. From it
spilled an abundance of long, dark blue hair shot through with siver threads.

Blue har!

Excditement gripped the assassin, and he sped across the distance between him and the fdlen df.
As he crouched beside the corpse, aflash of gold caught his eye. He reached for it. From benegth the
gardener's rough linen tunic he drew a meddlion bearing the royd crest. The df fet a clagp and flipped



the meddlion open. Within was atiny painting. The exquisite, unmistakable face of Queen Amlaruil gazed
up a him, a tender, very persond amile upon her lips.

It was true! The assassin dropped the meddlion and sat back on his heds, dizzy with dation.
Through the most for-tunate of errors, he had killed King Zaor!

A keening scream, anguished and femae, interrupted his private celebration. In one quick motion
the ven assassin legped to his feet and whirled, twin swords in his hands. He found himsaf facing his
origind quarry. So white and dill was she, that for a moment she seemed carved from marble. No
sculptor, however, could have cap-tured the grief and quilt that twisted her pae face. The knuckles of
one hand pressed againg her mouth, and with her other hand she dung to the arm of the tdl man at her
gde

Ah, the fates were kind today, the dven assassin gloat-ed. Swiftly and confidently he advanced
on the pair, blades leading. To his surprise, the wench's oversized companion had the presence of mind
to snatch a smdl hunting bow from his shoulder and let fly an arrow.

The dven assassin fdt the gunning impect firdt, and then a burning flash of pain as the arrow
pierced his leather armor and buried itsdf in his Side, just below the rib cage. He glanced down at the
shaft and saw that the arrow was neither deeply imbedded nor in a vitd spot. Summoning dl his austere
«f discipline, he willed aside the pain and raised his swords. He could ill kill the wench—kill them
both—before making his escape. It would be afine day's work, indeed.

"Thisway!"

A vibrant contrato voice rang out, very near. The femaes scream had derted the palace guard.
The assas-sin could hear the rgpidly approaching footsteps of at leest a dozen guards. He must not be
captured and questioned! He would die for the cause and do so gladly, but the Gray rulers would surely
not grant him the dignity of death. With her foul magic, the Gray queen would surely pry from his mind
the name of his master, and the names of the spdll-singers lying in wait—here, in Evermest itsdf—uwith
Gold dven patience as they anticipated the Sgnd to dtrike.

The dven assassin hedtated for only a moment, then turned and fled toward the glade and the
megic portd that stood there.

Breathing hard and feding lightheaded from pain and loss of blood, the df plunged through the
arceof blue smoke that marked the magica doorway. Strong, dender arms caught him and eased him
to the ground. "Fenian! Tdl me what happened!”

"The portal leads to Evermedt,” the wounded df gasped. "King Zaor lies dead!"

A triumphant, ringing cry escaped the df's companion, echoing over the mountains and gartling a
pair of song-birds into flight. "And the df wench? The Harper?' he asked excitedly.

"They 4ill live" the assassn admitted. The effort of speaking brought a fresh spasm of agony. He
grimaced and grasped with both hands at the arrow shaft.

"Take ease," hisfriend consoled him. "Amnestria and her humen lover will soon follow Zaor into
death.” He gently moved the df's hands aside and began to work the arrow out. "Were you seen?”'

"Yes" The answer came from between gritted teeth.

The hands on the arrow gtilled, then tensed. "Even so, you have done well." With a quick motion,
he plunged the arrow up under the df'srib cage and into his heart. When the flow of lifeblood Hilled, he
wrenched the arrow free and thrust it back into the ef's body at the origind angle. He rose to his feet and
gazed with a touch of regret at the dead df. "But not wel enough,” he murmured.

The df fled swiftly down the mountain, racing for the teeming anonymity of the humen dty
beyond. It wouldn't take the eves long to trace Fenian back to the magic portal, but by then he would be
long gone. He would lose himsdf in Waterdeep, and begin to fashion a way to exploit the discovery he
had made this day. A gate to Evermeet was just the thing he needed to fulfill his life quest. And it was
fitting that Amnestria, the former and disgraced her to Evermeet's throne, would be ingrumentd in
heping him reach that god.

Kymil Nimesin amiled faintly as he ran, unaware of the two pairs of eyes that watched him go.

"He might be the one" Lloth mused, turning away from her scrying pool to eye her longtime
comrade.



Madar the Great Hunter snorted in disgust. "Heis an df!”

"Who better?' she retorted. "The plans these Gold eves have put in place are quite ingenious,
and they might be the added touch we need to accomplish what we have so long desired. Let us waich
him, at any rate, and if he shows promise, we can bolster his efforts with our own.”

25
Malar's Vengeance (1371DR)

The goddess Lloth was wel content. In atunnd far benesth the oceans surrounding Evermest,
she and Mdar gazed with dark glee into a large scrying bowl, enjoying ther long-awaited vengeance
upon the children of Cordlon Larethian.

Of course, it would be far more pleasant to observe in person, but this was as near to Evermeet
as they could get. The weave Corellon had placed over the idand barred dl evil gods from entering. But
it did not keep the drow from usng the gate that Kymil Nimesin had so conveniently arranged, or prevent
the passage of the deadly creature of Mdar: the ef-eater.

The gate. Many dements had gone into this attack, but it was the gate that dedt the deadliest
blow. A wonderful thing, this art of Cirde-anging—using spdl-song to com-bine many magicd effects
into one—epecialy when one considered the ingenious use Kymil had made of it. Under his direction,
the circle-singers had gathered the power of dl the gates to Evermeet, combining them into a Sngle gate,
effectively cutting the idand off from outsde magicd interference.

It was a magterful plan, and Lloth was quite impressed with Kymil Nimesin. The Gold df had
nurtured his plans for years, gathering and training every talented dven spell-singer he could find. If only
there were a way to imbue her drow followers with such patience! How quick-ly they would rule dl of
Aber-toril!

Wi, they would soon overrun Evermest, and for the time being she could content hersdlf with
that. No doubt Maar thought that his creature would destroy them, as well, thus giving him a victory over
his dark-elven dly. Lloth, however, was ever dert to the posshility of treach-ery. To be on the sfe Side,
sheld tried feeding afew of her faithful drow to the ef-eater, and found the monster had no appetite for
them. Mdar would disperse his creature soon enough, when there was no more sport to be had on
Evermest.

She glanced over & Maar. Although he kept an eye on the image in the scrying bowl, he paced
in a short, restless path. That made Lloth nervous as wel. Her drow had done well—they had lured
many dven fighters into the tunnds with the coming of day, where they could daughter them at their
leisure—but she needed Mdar's df-eater to truly destroy Evermeet. The god was uncomfortable in these
tunnds. If he left and took hisfine toy with him, the game would be over before it was finished.

"Thereisfine hunting down here" she observed, her crimson eyes gleaming as she watched two
drow dowly dice the flesh from the bones of an dven warrior. Wherev-er they looked, the tunnds were
filled with battles.

Madar snorted, unimpressed by the spectacle. "I an no mole to tunnd through the soil in search of
wormg"

Before Lloth could retort, the imagein her scrying pool changed. A new fighter, an enormous df
maid thrumming with godly power, had entered the battle. Almogt before Lloth could absorb this threst,
the warrior maid negtly netted the elf-eater. Before her horrified eyes, df mad and elf-eater disappeared.

Mdar saw this, aswell. The Beast Lord's fearsome roar reverberated through the tunnd, sheking
rocks loose from the tunnd walls and causing a brief, startled pause in the drow's genocidd fun.

Lloth recovered quickly from the shock, her nimble mind seeing a possibility in even this. "A new
avatar," she sad excitedly. "But not an avatar of any of the gods | know. This is the spirit of a powerful
mortd ef—therefore there is but one place it can go. Surdy, the df mad will bring the crea-ture to
Arvandor!"

"And where the df-eater goes, so we might fallow," Maar said, beginning to understand. "But we



are two againg the many of the Sddarine.”

"It matters not," she said. "All we need do is watch and enjoy as the df-eater rampages |
imagine that the spirits of the faithful departed will be as tasty morsdls to your mon-gter. If we are lucky,
perhaps it will devour a god or two, as wdl!"

"We go," the god agreed. He snatched up Lloth's wrigt in one enormous paw, dragging her with
hm as he followed his creature. The gods disappeared from the tunnd, taking the battle to yet another
leve.

In a chamber of the palace, Maura squirmed in the chair, restless even in her hard-won deep.
She had come to the palace dong with the dumbering body of the princess llyrana, and she sat at the df
woman's bedside. But the ter-rible days of battle had taken a tall, and Maura had drifted into troubled
dumber.

Even in deep, the battle followed. In a strange dream, Maura watched as the warrior df maid
strove desperately to stop the mongter that had attacked Cordllon's Grove. The creature, bits of slvery
web dill dinging to it, thun-dered through a forest more beautiful than any Maura had seen and into a city
of such wonder that even Leuthilspar paed. On and on the creature went, pausing only to snatch up the
gdlant eves who stayed behind to fight so that most of ther people might flee. She watched as the
cresture advanced on atal, blue-haired mde df. His resemblance to Lamruil struck her like an arrow to
the heart.

The degping woman's pam itched for the fed of her own sword, though she knew there wes little
she could do againg such a mongter. Indeed, even the warrior mad did not fare wel. She screamed a
angle word and threw her-sdlf between the blue-haired df and the gpproaching mon-ster. Maura flinched
as the warrior maid went flying, struck aside with devastating force by one of the ef-eater's flaling
tentacles. The df mad got up, but blood dripped from her forehead where she had been cut in her fdll.

A terible, shrieking roar jolted Maura from her deep. Indinctively she knew that this was not
part of her dream, and she dashed to the window and looked out into the sky.

Hundreds, perhaps thousands of terrible creatures winged their way over the city, blocking out
the sun with their loathsome bodies. She watched, near despair, as a swarm of them covered an airborne
gold dragon. The battle was fierce and terrible, but in the end, the dragon was overcome. It plunged to
the ground, itswings utterly gone, esten away by the unnaturd creatures that had attacked it. The dragon
hit the idand with a force that shook the palace—and no doubt leveled a good part of the city, Maura
noted grimly.

She scanned the sky, trying to make some amdl sense of this strange attack. Here and there
groups of the crea-tures, looking like dark, seething clouds againgt the sky, suggested thet the rest of the
dragonriders—even the aged Guardians released to combat the pirate flest—might soon meet the same
fate

Maura drew along, shuddering bresth and turned away from the window. She fully expected to
die this day, and she took comfort in two things that Lamruil was safdy away, and that the terrible
daughter of the eves she had just witnessed was only a dream.

She glanced down at the degping princess, and her heart thudded painfully. llyranas white hair, in
which usudly glistened the pale colors of an opal, was dark and matted with blood, and on her forehead
was a gash iden-ticd to the one dedlt the warrior df maid.

The dngle word that the df maid warrior shouted now made perfect sense, as did the blue-haired
mae's resem-blance to Lamruil. Maura soun on her hed and ran from the chamber. If anyone could do
anything about this new horror, it would be the queen.

And even if the queen could not act, she had aright to know.

All over Evermest, the eves sruggled to shake off the terrible lethargy that had fdlen over them
with the destruction of the Towers. Nearly dl the High Magi of Evermeet had gathered in the Towers of
the Sun and Moon, or in the Sumbrar Tower in the idand east of Leuthilspar. These magi had woven a
powerful web of magic that uphed the dven fighters and strengthened the idand's legendary defenses.
This web had not amply collapsed, though that done would have been catastroph-ic. The Towers had
been reduced to dugt, the magi dan. The reaulting blow to the Weave, and thus to dl of them, was



saggering.

Amlarul stood in her council chamber, gazing out over the stunned and grieving eves who stood
moationlessin the city's streets, too stunned even to react to the appear-ance of the unnaturd horrors that
suddenly filled the skies.

"Darkenbeadts,”" she whispered, for her informants had been her wel versed in such magics as the
human mages fashioned. This was the work of the worst of them, the ter-rible Red Wizards who ruled
digant Thay. Amlaruil did not need to ask what interest such humans might have in Evermeet. They had
tried before to broach the idand's defenses; of course they could join in such a devagtating attack, hoping
to take as thar plunder some of the leg-endary magica wedth of the dven idand. The thought of the
dven treasures—the wands and swords, the magicd art works, even the Tree of Souls—lent her new
determi-nation, and new strength.

Tuming to Keryth Blackhdm, she asked that he give the report that had been interrupted by the
glent magicd explo-son. The queen's cdm demeanor seemed to hearten her advisors, even o, the news
thet the Siver df gave was dire.

The northern shore had fdlen to creatures from Below. The dragonriders of the Eagle Hills were
meking some headway againg the sshuagin and scrags that swarmed up the Ardulith, but most of the
centaurs and other forest creatures had fdlenin battle. A mixed force of humans and dves had landed on
Siluth and were marching west-ward to Drelagara.

"Hlves?' she asked sharply. "There were eves among the pirates? And they broke through our
defenses?'

Keryth grimaced. "Yes, my lady, but not in any manner that we anticipated. The even ships with
dven crews, those that we thought were fleaing the invading force, were part of it. The holds of these
boats were stacked with warriors and spellcasters, eager for battle. Even with the hdp of the lythari and
the moon-horses, the people of Drelagara are having a hard time of it."

The queen took thisin. "And the other ships? There were s, | believe”

"We do not know," he admitted. "Apparently the ships split up after what was left of our navy
helped them through the magicd defenses. Our ships are dill offshore, fighting what remains of the pirate
fleet. The decoy flest," he added in deep sdf-disgust.

"You could not have known, my friend,” Amlaruil said. "None of us expected such treachery
from our own. We should have"

"There is more" the war leader said. "Three of these ships are gpproaching Leuthilspar. The
leader is close enough to send messages through flag speech.”

Amlauil frowned. "The Starwing fleet could not stop them?”

"We did not send the Starwing ships againg them,” Keryth said softly. "I did not think you would
wigh it. The ship has sent word: Prince Lamruil himsdf is on board.”

Kymil Nimesin turned an impatient stare upon the young humen salor. The youth was nearly
dancing with ill-contained excitement. This annoyed Kymil. He had endured young Kaymid's enthusiasms
for about as long he intended to. Once the bettle for Evermeet was over, this wretched boy would be the
firg human to fdl to Kymil's blade.

"You have something to say?' he asked coldly.

"The df princeisasking to see you," Kaymid said importantly.

This interested Kymil. Young Lamruil had not spoken so much as two words to his former
swordmaster since the day that he had sumbled into Kymil's trap. Glum and resentful, he had been the
vay picture of the spoiled, thwarted boy-prince.

The Gold df followed Kaymid down to the hold, where Lamruil sat on the floor of his cdll. For a
moment Kymil gazed at the young df, taking pleasure in Lamruil's wasted appearance. During the ocean
voyage, they had given him just enough food and water to keep him dive. But even though the young df
was far thinner and less hde than he had been a the beginning of the voyage, he Hill outmassed most
dves that Kymil could name.

"WdI?" heinquired. "Whet do you want?"



Lamruil looked up, and the grim intengity in his blue eyes set Kymil back on his heds. "My life"
the prince said coldly. "And | am willing to pay any price to haveit."

Kymil was indined to believe him. "What have you to offer? You are dill aussful pawn to me—a
pawn thet if properly played, might be traded for a queen.”

"You underestimate Amlaruil,”" the prince sad flatly. "There is nothing she would not sacrifice for
Evermeet's sake. Since she and | do not see eye to eye on many mat-ters, | doubt she would shed many
tears over me" He cast aderisve amile at Kymil. "Simple kidngpping, Lord Kymil? Expecting the queen
to ransom me at the expense of her kingdom? | mugt say, that is by far the weskest part of your
otherwise excdlent plan.”

There was some truth in that, and it gdled Kymil. "And what would you have me do?'

"Free meg" Lamruil said. "We will stage a mock battle on the deck of this ship, in full view of
those who watch from Leuthilspar's docks. Then |, the victorious prince, will escape ashore, vaiantly
bringing with me the only other df who survived the fight.”

"Me, | suppose” Kymil said coldly, though in fact he rather approved of the prince's line of
thought. "And then?'

"Then | will demand the queen's abdication. | have that right,” he said camly, holding up a hand
to ill Kymil's sarcastic laughter. "I am the heir, | am of age. All | need do is draw the sword of Zaor,
and it isdone."

"Oh, isthat dl?'

Lamruil smiled coldly. "You think | cannot draw the sword and live? Very well—say that | don't
live Y ou have dill accomplished what you set out to do. Every member of the royd family on Evermeet
will be dead.”

"But for Amlaruil hersdlf.”

"Ah. | forgot to tdl you that part,” the prince said. "I will kill her mysdf, before | draw the king
sword."

"You would never get close enough,” Kymil sneered.

"Who said | intended to use a wegpon?' retorted the prince. "I know my mother, and | know her
absolute devo-tion to Evermesdt. If we present her with a task, a danger-ous spdl that only she could
cast, she would do it. Even if it meant her deseth.”

"The other ships," Lamruil said bluntly. "We tdl her where they are bound. Amlaruil has the
power to cast a el that can teleport a Sngle ship away from Evermeet. She might be able to manage to
send two away, and live. But more?’ The prince shook his head. "Shewill try, dl the same.”

"And | lose my ships”

"And gain a kingdom," the prince said. "How many of the even survivors of Evermest would
falow you if your hand was raised agang their beloved queen? Zaor might forgive you. But never
Amlaruil. No, we go in playing the part of heroes. Amlaruil dies defending her people. | am no king," he
sad negligently, "nor do | wish to be. Nor, for that matter, will the people of Evermeet embrace me. I'll
happily set aside the sword of Zaor—and take mysdf off to the mainland for a life filled with soft women
and hard cider. It would suit me far better than a crown. Then you, in whatever guise you choose, will be
free to restore the Coundil of Elders. We both get what we want.”

Kymil stared at the prince, astonished by the grim tone, the vend light in his eyes. He had known
Lamruil was a sdlf-centered wastrel, but he hadn't thought him capable of such focused thought, even in
the effort of sdlf-preservation. He would test just how far the prince was willing to go.

"Convince mg" Kymil suggested. "Tdl me more.”

"You have a spdljammer. | heard the others talking. Do not send it in until the idand is subdued.
Sumbrar has defenses that would bring it down with ease.”

"The Guardians. The degping dragons have dready been released, and most have exchanged
their age-long dumber for a more permanent one. The same goes for the dragonriders. | am not troubled
by the thought of afew peged.”

"Thereis a Starwing fleet on Sumbrar," Lamruil said.



"Not so. The fleat was destroyed over five hundred years ago, during the flight of the dragond!”

"True, but it was rebuilt in secrecy. There are ten ships™ Lamruil gave a short, concise description
that left Kymil utterly convinced. He had spent enough time on just such a ship to know that only
firghand knowledge could prompt the prince's words.

The prince continued, describing the defenses of the idand and the powers of its queen in such
detail that Kymil was nearly convinced.

"Give me one thing more, and we will do as you sug-gest,” the df said.

A drange, dmost mad light entered the prince's eyes. "It may be that for one reason or another
you may wish to restore the throne of Evermeet. There is a lanvful heir. The princess Amnedria had a
child"

Kymil snorted. "Don't remind me! A half-breed bastard is no contender for the throne, by any df
smessure.”

"Arilyn was my sster's second child. She had another—a son by a Moon df of a noble family.
No one on Evermeet knows this but me. The prince is not aware of his identity. | can tdl you where he
is. | can prove heiswho | say heis You can use him or day him, as suits your needs.”

The Gold df nodded, convinced of the worth of what Lamruil offered. The truth of it, he already
knew. After dl, it was a amdl matter to cast a spdl that weighed the truthfulness of what was said.

"We will do as you say," he said. "But be assured that a dagger will find your heart before one
word of betraya can escape your lipg"

The prince shrugged. "Jugt let me out of thishole, and | will be content.”

The harbor guards brought Lamruil directly to the queen's council chamber, as she requested. A
gpasm of pain crossed her drawn face as her gaze fdl upon her son's wasted form. Even thin as he was,
dad in filthy garments and marked with severa samdl wounds from the bettle that freed him, he carried
himsdf with an arrogance that brought frowns to the faces of dl of Amlaruil's advisers.

Even 0, he was her son, her lagt child. Amlaril flew to him and enfolded him in her aams. He
embraced her briefly, then took her shoulders and put her away from him.

"Thereislittle time, mother,” he said urgently. "I know where the other four ships are bound. One
caries three score Red Wizards, determined to despoil Evermeet's magi-ca treasures. With them are
humen ruffians who came for gold and even wenches. There are more of ther ilk on each of the four
remaning ships. Human wizards, too, and as many fighters as they could pack into the hold like
cord-wood. | know what | am asking of you, but | know too that you would wish to know this"

Amlaruil's troubled eyes searched hisface. "llyranais gone" she said softly. "If | do thisthing, will
you take your father's sword?"

"Bring it to me" the prince sad soutly. "I will take it up if I mugt!"

The queen nodded to an adviser, who brought the sheathed wegpon from its place of honor on
the pedestd behind her throne. She laid it on a table nearby.

"All of you must bear witness to this. | name Prince Lamruil my successor. Now you must keep
slent while | cast the needed spdl.”

Keryth legped to hisfeet, shaking with rage. "You cannot, my queen! | know what you mean to
do, and | know what the end will be. You are needed herel We will ded with these ships. Surdy they
are not such athreet as the prince tries to paint them!"

A hegtant expression crossed Amlaruil's face. "You have seen these ships, Lamruil. Must | cast
this spd 1?7

Before he could answer, the sounds of a brief sruggle and a woman's angry voice erupted from
the hal. Maura burst into the chamber, her eyes wild. She gasped at the Sght of Lamruil, but did not go
to him. Rather, she ran to the queen and quickly told her dl that she had seen.

"The warrior maid is llyrana" Maura concluded. "And she cdled for you! The df-eater is in
Arvandor itsdf! It attacks the spirits of the faithful. | saw Zaor among them.”

Amlauil's face firmed with resolve.

"We need you here" Keryth repeated.

"Not redly,” Lamrul said coldly. "Whether she casts the spdl or not, | would demand her



abdication. The sword ismine now, and the kingdom with it."

Maura rounded on him. "And what of your queen? What of me?'

A fantly puzzled expression crossed the prince's face. "What of you? | will chose an df maiden
aof high family for my queen.”

The woman's eyes flamed. "You are nothing but a ... an dbino drow!" she gritted out.

The prince shrugged again and turned to the queen. "Wdl, mother? What will it be? Duty as
adways?' Helet out a brief, scornful laugh when Amlaruil nodded, and then turned to the cowled df at his
gde. "Convinced, my lord? Will you tdl her where these ships might be found?'

The df dipped off his hood, to reved a handsome but unfamiliar golden face. He spoke briefly
and precisely. When he was done, Lamruil took up one of the queen's pae hands and pressed it to his
lips

"Farewd| then, mother,” he said lightly.

The queen stared a him a moment, and then turned and walked to her throne. She sat upon it,
and closed her eyes. An aura of magic gathered around her as she began the cadting that would send the
dangerous ships from her shores—and that would send her to fight once again at Zaor's side.

The dves watched with tears in their eyes as ther queen summoned her find spdl in ther
defense. Slent power gathered, swirling through the room like a whirl-wind and whipping the elves hair
and cloaks wildly about. Suddenly there was an explosion, a second terrible dlent blast.

Amlauil was gone.

In one quick movement, the prince lunged for the king sword and drew it from its ancient
scabbard. The stunned and grieving eves were dedt a second shock to see the prince standing, dive and
unharmed. The sword of Zaor gleamed in his hands, and the magicd blue light seemed to hum with
righteous wrath.

"I name you, Kymil Nimesin, traitor to Evermest, and | cdl upon the magic of the sword to dispd
theilluson you have cast. All of you, bear witness™

The features of the Gold df's face shimmered and blurred, quickly rearranged themsdves into a
familiar vissge—that of the df whose machinations had led to the deaths of King Zaor and Amnedtria

"Heis reveded and accused. Y ou, the advisors of Queen Amlaruil, say now what mugt be done.
What judgment do you render?' Lamruil cried.

The traitor's sentence was passed in a Sngle word, spoken as if from a sngle throat. The young
king of Ever-meet lifted the moonblade to pass sentence.

Kymil Nimesin saw desth coming, and took the only escape he knew. He touched the gem Llath
hed given him, rdleasing the powerful Sodl that contained the efgates of Evermeet in asngle entity. Some
of this released power opened a gate he had prepared as alast eventudlity.

The sword of Zaor swished hamlesdy through the empty ar. Once again, the Gold df had
escaped.

Amlarull was thrugt into Arvandor with a force that sent her reding. Strong arms closed around
her, familiar ams. She looked up into the face of her only love—Zaor, looking as vitd and as young as
he had when they firg met in thelr glade. She touched his face, then reached out a hand to her daughter's
powerful new form.

"Both of you, lend me your strength,” she murmured.

The queen of Evermeet turned to face Malar's mongter, not entirely certain what she would do to
counter it. To her asonishment, two godly forms followed in the creature's shadow, their crimson eyes
gleaming with maevolent delight.

A gnm gmile formed on the High Mage's lips, and she began to gather magic. No longer
hampered by her mortal body, she drew lavishly from the power of the Seldarine, and from the strength
of llyranasfath and Zaor's love.

Magic flew at the evil gods in a streak of blue radiance. It enveloped them in a burst of bright
light, and then just as quickly disappeared. In place of the huge, black-furred creasture Mdar once had
been stood a tdl being who, to any observer, might as well have been an df. At his Sde was a danty,
white-skinned even goddess.



Lloth, who had lifted her hands to hurl retaliatory magic at the hated df queen, shrieked a the
gght of her own hands.

The df-eater whirled toward the sound, and then darted a this med that had been presented so
close a hand. The evil gods, sensng imminent destruction at the hands of their own creature, turned to
flee. They disap-peared with a burst of sulphur-scented smoke, and the creature of Mdar followed in
close pursuiit.

Amlaril amiled and turned to Zaor. "The spdl will not hold in the Abyss—I have no power there.
But oh, the look on her facel”

The united family burgt into relieved laughter, holding each other close in the joy of an eternity
begun.

After a few moments, Amlaruil pulled away. "There is something | must show you,” she sad
softly. "A find mes-sage from our youngest son, the king. He pressed it into my hand during our find
farewdl."

She pulled atiny note from her deeve and showed it to him. On it was written a Sngle phrase:
"Once again, for the good of the Peoplel™

Zaor |ooked into her eyes and amiled. "So you were right, after al. Lamruil will be afineking."

The queen saw that her love did not yet fully under-stand their son's words. Lamruil knew of the
sacrifices his mother had made. Once before she had renounced her love that Evermeet's needs might be
met. Lamruil was urging her to once again set asde her deepest love; he himsaf would do o, if needed.

"Yes" she sad softly, "Hewill be afine king. But not of Evermeet.”

Epilogue
Dawn

Lamruil and Maura stood aone together on the high diffs where they had last taken leave of each
other. Both knew that this farewdl would be their last. The woman's eyes were sad, but set with
determination.

"I am no queen, and you know it wdl," the gifl said camly. "Your destiny has been handed to
you. Y ou cannot turn away from Evermedt.”

"You know | love you," he said. "Wha was said in the palace was a needed thing. | had to
convince Kymil Nimesin of my perfidity.”

"Aswdl | knew," she retorted, "And | responded in kind."

"Yes If | recdl correctly, you caled me an dbino drow.”

The woman colored and shrugged. "I wanted aredly good, convincing insult.”

"You did wel," he sad dryly.

They laughed briefly, then the sadness returned to Maura's eyes. "I must go now."

The young df knew better than to try to dissuade her. Even s0, he fdt asif his heart had turned to
ach and crum-bled away. "Where will you go?"

Maura shrugged. "Somewhere new, someplace wild. That isdl | know or care.”

"Would that | could go with you!" Lamruil said with deep fervor.

"Perhaps, my son, you can,” said afamiliar voice, avoice like air and music.

Lamruil turned wondering eyes toward the sound. The familiar, much-loved form of his mother
took shape in the ar just beyond the diff's edge. At fird she was jus a glim-mering shadow, a
transparent image. Motes of light like sparkling, multicolored gems—slver, gold, blue, green, and
obsidian—winked into being and swirled through the glassy form.

Lamruil and Maura dung to each other, awestruck, as the apparition took on form. In moments,
aghosly Amlaruil stepped down from the air.

As her foot touched the soil of Evermeet, color swept through her, adding creamy tints to her
white skin and sat-ting the cloudlike hair aflame with red-gold fire. A tangible wave of power swept
through her as the magica pulse that was Evermeet flowed through her and reclaimed her as queen.



Without a word, Lamruil took his father's pendant from around his neck and offered it to the
queen.

Smiling, Amlaruil shook her head. "Y ou have proved your-sdlf Zaor's worthy successor, my son.
Thetime has come for you to rule a kingdom of your own.”

"But you are Evermedt,” Lamruil said. "Why dse would you return, but to rule where you are
needed?’

A moment's sadness touched the queen's lovely face. "It was no easy thing to leave Arvandor,
and Zaor. But you are right. | had to return, for the good of the People. Evermeet has need of me yet.
Theidand's defenses are badly weak-ened, the confidence of the People shattered. Though perhaps the
latter was a needed thing, we will have to rebuild. This undertaking mugt be mine. Y ours, my son, is quite
different.”

Amlauil lifted both hands and made a complex, fluid ges-ture. Suddenly she cupped a green
bowl, in which was plant-ed atiny, exquiste tree with leaves of green and blue and gold. "Do you know
what thisis?'

The prince nodded, his eyes wide with wonder. He had long shared his mother's passion for the
ancient treasures of evenkind, and he knew the old legends as well as any seer or loremagter.

"That isthe Tree of Souls, one of the greatest artifacts of Evermeet!” he exclamed.

"Its time has come. The Tree of Souls will be planted on the manland, creating a second
gronghold for the eves" Amlaruil decreed. "Where would you place it, if the choice were entirely in your
hands?'

Lamruil considered the matter. "My firg thought is to restore Cormanthyr to its lost glory. But
that timeis past. No, the new kingdom must be more defensible. An idand, like Evermedt, yet different in
its strengths and defenses.”

The prince fdl dlent. "I think," he said at length, "that | would set this kingdom in the midst of
another vast sea, one even more forbidding than Umberleg's domain. There are vast, unexplored regions
far north of the Spine of the World. A verdant idand, surrounded by ice, would be a worthy haven.”

"But unlike Evermest, it would be a secret land, known only to the eves” Amlaruil added in an
goproving voice. "You have chosen well. Though this will be a hidden valey, strengthened by the
presence of High Magic and protected by an ocean of ice, it will be a wild and dangerous land. This,
perhaps, is the chalenge that the People need.”

The queen's gaze did to Maura. "And for such a king-dom, there could be no better queen than
she whom your heart has chosen.”

Amlanil extended one hand to Lamruil, and the other to the human girl. "I have no other daughter
remaning to me" she said softly. "Thank you, my son, for this greet gift."

The girl hesitated for a moment, then her smdl brown fingers curled around the queen's offered
hand.

That night the streets of Leuthilspar were brilliant with festival lights, and a thousand forested
hillades flick-ered with bonfires and rang with the sound of musc and cdebration. The weary and
battered dves found joy in the return of ther beloved Amlaruil, and hope in the posshility that the eves
of Evermeet would regain what they had lost.

And yet, there dawned in the heart of every df the rductant knowledge that Evermeet would
never agan be the same—that perhaps it had never been dl that the eves had wished to make it.

The promise of a haven from change, the vison of a place where the passage of time and the
sweep of digant events could be ignored, was ultimatdy an empty one.

Evermeet would endure. But as their ancestors had done so many times before, the eves would
move on.

Most would remain and raly behind the queen, rebuild-ing Evermeet's strength and adding to it in
new ways. Many of them would find a new homeland, as had the des-perate Gold eves from another
world whom Lamruil had surprised with a welcome and an offer of haven. Many of these newcomers
would follow the restless Lamruil and wrest a new kingdom from a world of ice and solitude, as would



some of Evermeet's natives. Still others would pass on to Arvandor, perhaps before ther time, unable to
adapt to thelr fuller understanding of the mortd world around them.

And perhaps dill others would find ancient gates to other lands, and begin agan as ther
ancestors had once forged a homein the new land of Faerun. They would create sill more legends, and
do s0 knowing that they would never truly die as long as the old stories were told, and the ancient songs
ung.

There is magic in such things, and where there is magic, there will dways be dves.

30th day of Eleint, DR 1371 To Danilo Thann does Khelben Arunsun send greetings.

Thank you for sending me your manuscript of elven sto-ries. Thank you, also, for your
assurances that no one else would see it until | had the opportunity to read and approve the
content. That you would think to take such steps shows a level of discretion and judgment that |
had once despaired of you achieving.

| read your manuscript with great interest. As you sur-mised, there is much in it that is
highly sensitive. To pub-lish this work in its entirety would certainly arouse the ire—and endanger
the security—of Evermeet's people.

You are quite right in saying that it might be wise to give one version to Arilyn, and submit
another, truncated edition to Candlekeep as Athol's due for his part in this. | thought it best,
however, that an elven scholar review the manuscript before it is reproduced in either format.
Therefore | have sent the manuscript on to Evermeet for review by Elasha Evanara, a noted
scribe and keeper of the Queen's Library.

This scribeis ancient even by elven standards, and is known to work dowly—again, even
by elven standards. Although you've stated your eagerness to give this work to your lady as a
midwinter gift, you should not count on its return in time for this year's festival. Or next year's, for
that matter. You are familiar with the ways of elves, and | trust you will await the return of your
manuscript with the necessary patience. Do not despair altogether of seeing it again. Members of
the Thann and Arunsun families are known to be extremely long-lived.

| trust this letter finds you well. You picked an excellent year to remove to Slverymoon for
a season of study. Winter has set in extremely early this year, and the roads and harbor have been
closed by a barrage of early snow and ice this last ten-day. | assume that Arilyn is enjoying good
hunting in the forests near Slverymoon. Give my fond regards to her.

| am enclosing with this letter several spell scrolls which | would have you learn. Yes, | do
respect the bardic path you have chosen, but that does not preclude your need to attend to more
important matters. (Laeral informs me that | am being pompous and insufferable—again. That
may be true, but when one is right, one need not apologize or prevaricate. Magic is important,
and you should not neglect your gifts.) You should know, Danilo, that | have not altogether given
up my fond hope that you might return to a serious study of magic. Someone will need to hold
Blackstaff Tower when the time comes for me to move on, and who better than my nephew and
former apprentice? | know your mind on this matter, 1 urge you not to dismiss the possibility
entirely.

Your news of recent events in Slverymoon was most enter-taining. | nearly laughed aloud
at your account of the student epics coming from your class entitled "The Satyr's School of
Balladry." It is good to hear that the revival of the old bardic college at Slverymoon is
progressing apace—and that not all the courses of study are as frivolous as those on which you
lav-ished so much ink and parchment. In your next letter, perhaps a bit more information on the
events surrounding the reor-ganization of Alustrid's palace, and the Queen's new poalitical
alliances? If that must be done at the expense of a bawdy tale or two, | believe | shall survive the
disappointment.

Laeral sends her love, and asks for your condolences. | am not altogether certain what she
means by that, but | will tran-scribe her words faithfully and leave you to divine their intent.



Yours in the service of Mystra, Khelben Arunsun



