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Darkness nourishes power.
—ROM THE BOOK OF HERESY



PROLOGUE

S—lADOWS

Beams of ligt fdl through the trees, cregting shadows that flecked the

thick, moig¢ undergrowth. Hidden in a patich of those shadows, a fortress  was
under congtruction. Many woodbirds had been captured and pinioned for this
and they worked wordledy, carying sones, day, and dicks day dafter  day.
Usidly a cod black crow coud be found dgrutting anong them. Whenever
possble he would gring on an unsuspecting  vidim  with curses, vydls and a
sound lashing. He was Bug-eye, the driver of the davebirds, who caried a
black lesther  whip the color of his feathers.

Through one dy golden eye, a red-brown hawk in dark robes observed the
congtruction of his fortress. His name was Turndt. Lage for his kind, he
towered over his captan and soldiers. With shap daws for batling, a loud,
commanding voice, and foul breath, he was a bird to be feared.

His nedy habit of tgoping an eye patch over his left eye while daing
with his rigt made the other birds shiver.

Turnatt bhad raded countless nests, camps, and homes, capturing  woodbirds
& daves and lringng them to this secret, gloomy corner. Nowthe time had
findly come the building of Fortress  Glooming.  Sitting on a temporary
throne, the hawk le thoughts of evil plessure pass through his mind  As
Turnatt watched the thin, hepless davebirds every movement, he tore into a
roasted fih S0 mesly tha juices ran down his beak.

Simebesk, Turnat's captan, was hopping &bout, dgaxng a the trees
bordering the hdf-built fortress. He dreaded Turnat, for he worried about
beng made into a scapegoat.

Displeased,  Turnatt stared down his besk a his nervous captan, his
brignt eye buning a hole into the bothersome crow's face

“Stop hopping, Simey—you're getting on my neves. Il demote you if you
keep on doing that” Afish scde hung from the edge of Turnatt's  besk.

Simebesk shivered like a ledf, patly  because of fear and patly
because of the hawk's bad breath.

“Y-yes, milord. But it has been three days snce Feascreech and the
sldiers  went to look for new daves. They dill haven't  returned!”

The hawk lord guffaved. The tal of the roasted fish fdl from his besk
and disappeared down the collar  of his robe.

“Fool, who has ever heard of litile woodbirds  killing a cow? If you
don't stop with that nonsense, I'll send youto get daves  Nowgo and check
the progress on my fortress. Then come back and report your newd” Turnat
wavedthe long, embroidered deeve of his robe a the captan.

Simebesk thought himsdf  lucky that the hawk was in a good mood.
Knowing Turnait  was fickle, Sime-beak dashed away.

Seeing the crow scurry  off, dizzy and awkward, Turnat tapped his covered
gye in  sdidfaction. He chuckled, his glossy feathes  sheking.  His fierce
ydlow eye narowed wickedly, becoming a dit. He was Lord Turnat—the Euvil,
the Conqueror, the Sayer, and the Tyrant of soon-to-be Glooming. He thought
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about torturing woodbirds,  killing others that got in his way. Nobird—nobird
—could stop the mighty Turnatt. It would be as he had dreamed for seasons. He
would rue the entire forest, with millions of davebirds to bow down before
hm. Turnatt  tilted his head back and let out a bloodcurding screech  that
echoed throughout the forest.  Simebesk and the <oldiers  followed wiit,  ther
loud chants drowning out every other sound.

“Long live Lord Turnatt, long live the Tyrant of Fortress Glooming, long
live the lord”

Over the shouts, the sun rose above the treetops.



A forest split in two cannot stand.
—ROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE



1

THE RED
AND THE BL UE

\]ust noth of StoneRun Forest, a war paty of cadinds glided in and out

of the shadows as the ligt of dawn dowly dipped into the sky. They travded
anvifly  and low, each gimy widdng a sword in one claw. The leader,
Flame-back, a surdy cardind diginguished by his lager ad more powerful
wings reviewed ther plan of attack.

“Cirde the camp, wat for my <ggnd, attack. Smple Everybird
undersand?  Crested heads bobbed in  answer.

The idea of violence frightened a young cadind, who wrapped his daw
ignly aound his sword hilt.  “Flameback, ae the blue jays awake? If they
ae, well de | don't wat to die”

Flame-back looked a the blured Iland in the digance and, flgpping his
drong wings a couple of times tried to reassure his band.

“The blue jays don't weke up 0 ealy, and nobirds gong to die
Nobird's going to kill. Hear? Wejus scare and atack.  No hurting” Pausing,
Flame-back added in a more comforting tone, “And we must find our eggs We
can't let anybird, anybird a dl, ded our unhaiched offsoring.” The speech
cdmed his band, especidly the youngser, whose wal dwindled to a «iff and
a sob.

The cadinds  were deep in thought. They dl knew that Flameback was
rigt. There were no sounds except ther wings whooshing and rudling agang
the wind as they flev—red figures agang a blue sky. They soared over the
Appleby Hills and across the Slver  Creek. Dewdrops trembled on ddicate
blades of grass danddions and dases peeped over thar leaves to greet the
aun. Near the fringe of the fored, beech trees sood dill, and only the
moming breeze  occasondly disurbed them. Those trees were ancient  ones,
covered with moss and vines leaning over to touch branches with one another.
Smdl creeks gurgled getly as they rippled dong, under migs that covered
the ground. But the cadinds were in no mood to enjoy such things  They were
on a misson. The war paty made a shap tun dong a boulder and flew over
the Line the border between the teritories of the blue jays and the
cadinds.

Asthey crossed, a twinge of uneasness ran dong evey cadind’'s  Spine
They were entering  forbidden  territory. But about a month before, it hadn't
been. A month before, the cadinds and blue jays had been good friends  Ther
hatchlings  had played with one ancother; they had fished for dwimp and hunted
for crickets together. But things were different now. With a brisk flgp of his
wings Flame-back led his cadinds through a twis in a gep in the tangled
trees.

“Livdy now, lads. You dl know wha were here for, S0 get ready.
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Fleet-tail, branch off with a third of our forces and go aound to the Ieft.
You, take another third and go to the rightt: The res, follown me Swift and
glent, good and low, friends”

In a flash the cadinds  separated into three groups and departed into
the shadows. After flying through a ghodly fog, the cadinds saw ther
destination. Eyes gligened  and heartbeats  quickened. With a few hushed words,
the cadinds  swifty  got into podtions  surrounding the blue jay camp. No
feathers  rudtled. They sat as glet and rigd & datues, wating  for
Flame-back’'s dgnd to attack.

The cardinds target  was ten budding oak trees hidden behind a tdl,
thick wdl of pines The oaks grew in a smdl meadow of ealy sxing flowers
and clover gpakling with dew. The pine tree border was 0 dense tha one
mgt fly right past it ad not see the oak trees indde It was indeed
devaly hidden. Those oaks were the home of the Bluewingle tribe.

It was vay quiet. Occasondly a swish of feathes and bresthing  broke the
dlence. A drange longlimbed tree protruded from the center of the grove In
the branches of this tree a hushed exchange was teking place

An ddelly  blue jay, Glenagh, dhifted on his pech, hs thn gray
shoulders  hunched up. Pesring through the oak leavess, he could see a dm ray
o ligt dimbing up the ancient mountans.

How long can we go on fighting our old friends? the old blue jay wondered.

Heturned doruptly to face his companion, Skylion. “How are you going to
keep this ‘wa’ up? Glenagh asked. “Ever gnce you became the leader of the
Bluewingles, we've been fighting the cadinds  condantly.” The old blue jay
dghed. His feathers  drooped. “You ddfinitdy do make your mind up faster than
afdling  acorn hits the ground.”

Sylion tuned his gaze toward the eder, Glenagh. “They used to be our
friends—our family, dmos,” he sad. The younger blue jay poured a cup of
acorn tea for the dder with dishdid.

Shaking his graying head sadly, Glenagh accepted the tea with a worn
cav. He gazed & his reflection in his cup with a dreary look. “Remember
Feet-tail? The cadind  who's dways so quiet? Just lad week | saw hm with
arading paty, hdleing and ydling like the rest”

“Wdl,” Skylion replied  hoarsdy, “we have to regard the cardinds as
enemies Seding and robbing—that's what they do now.”

Leaves rudled as the wind changed direction.

“True, the cadinds  have robbed us bare to our feathers but we have
done our share as wdl” Glenagh glanced agan a the ligt outsde  “The sack
of pine seeds, the radns the bundles of roots, the apples...Weve taken back
morethan wha was dolen from us Wecannot say we aren't  thieves”

SKylion hedily  dignissed the idea “Yes, but they sole our blueberies,
our wanuts and honey! They dole the raspberries, the mushrooms and more”
the blue jay leader agued. “We only took back food because we needed to
aurvive It's jus gxing  Thees hady awy food you can gaher outsde And
what about our eggs? Our offsoring. The next generation. Is thee an
explangtion  for that?’

“Peace is more important,  Skylion”  Glenagh shook his head and took a sp
of acorn tea “You do have a point about our eggs but the cadinds  declared
tha we dole ther eggs and they didn't ded ours. | cannot bdieve tha
having been friends for so long, we have suddenly become enemies. Maybe they



didn't oed from us maybe somebird dse did Weshould go and tdk with them
about this”

“No, Glenagh. It would be a waste of timeéd Wetried to tadk before, but
they only accused us of geding  from them fird. You know that isn't  trug”
Sylion  snorted.

“But Skylion, don't you—’

Sylion leaned forward. “Glenagh, can you say cdm and doof when our
eggs ae snatched and dolen  right from under our besks? Of course not. Weare
figing to get them back!”

Glenagh cdmly looked a the leader, the deam of the tea brushing his
facee He was dlet for a few moments and then sad, quite dowly, “Does
figing solve the problem?’

Skylion dghed deeply and shifted his glance to the wadl, where there
hung a panting of a white bird hodng a sword. Though the pantng was worn
and the color faded, the picture dill was as magnificent as eve. The bird
seemed to gmile a Skylion. Skylion dmost  imagined that the bird mouthed
something to him.

SKylion whispered, “I wish Swordbird could come here to solve this”

“Ah, Swordbird...” Glenagh toyed with the name as a gmile dowly lit up his
face. “The mydicd white bird, the son of the Great Spirit...He is a myth, but
| know he exigs. | know in my bones. Do you remember the <ory in the Old
Scripture about a tribe  of birds attacked by a python? They took out ther
Leasorn gem and peformed a ritud  to summon Swordbird. Immediady he came in
ahdo of ligt, and with a dngle flgp of his gret wings the python vanished
into thin ar” Glenagh paused. “Wdl” bhe sad, “to cdl for Swordbird, we
need a Leasorn gem. It's sad to be a cryddlized ter of the Great Spirit.
But we don't have one Wehave no idea whee to find one dther. So, it's
what's in you and methat counts” Glenagh drained his cup, savoring the lagt
drops.

Skylion opened his beak to reply, but he was interrupted by a frantic
rudle of leaves A young blue jay's head poked through, and in a high,
nervous voice the youngder gave the messsge  “The cardindd We are beng
attacked!  We are being attacked!”



Birds are born to have wings,
wings are symbols of freedom.
—ROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE



2

SLAVEBIRDS
PLAN

T unatt's horde had flown from the wam southwestern  region to Stone-Run

with about forty  davebirds. Because crossng the White Cap Mountans was
trying and treacherous and food shortages occured on the way, only
thirty-eight davebirds  survived the trip.

Amonth before, the daves had lived free among thar own tribesbirds.
Nowthey dweled in the lesky, hdf-rotten dave compound, with ther legs
chaned to a dsone wadl. The building's wdls were wooden bars that gave off
avfu  splinters, and it seemed as if they would collgpse a aty moment. Above,
rotting hay and logs were bound together for a roof, with holes here and there
to see the <ky; bdow was the bare ground, dways uncomfortably  moist. As the
mild soring brought showers and damp winds, the daves were dlowed to buld a
fire in the dave compound. The birds wore nothing but rags on top of ther
mud-caked feathers, and as they huddled aound the fire, they shivered.

Tilosses, an aged sparow who had not lot  his sense of humor, darted
the discusson.

“It has been seved  weeks snce we were caught and brought to this
fity place. Ladies and gentlebirds, we have no other choice If we wish to
see our homes and families agan, we must escgpel” Tilosses paused to make his
gpeech more dramdtic. “Escape  may not come easly like a grand supper
ddivered to us neverthedess, we can find a way if we work a it Tha
Turnelt may be dangerous, but sometimes he is as cadess as a fly. Pah! Why,
his name sounds like Tumip!” Heaty laughter  followed. “Wedl know that we
need to escape somehow, not reman here to rot. The quedtion is  how?’

Across the campfire a burly flycaicher cdled Glipper spoke up. “If jus
one of us escapes, we might have a better chance. The native woodbirds in this
forex would hdp us if wecan send a messsge to them” There were murmurs of
agreement.

“Wdl,” a nuthatch sad, “the woodbirds would hedp us but how can we
reech them? The guards ae too numerous, and tha dave driver, Bug-eye, seems
to be evaywhere a once. It's redly unssfe  How could anybird dip out of
the fortress to contact the woodbirds?”

A jaunty  goldfinch blurted, “I' know how! Trick the captan. Make him
thnk youre hdping him. Convince hm to lee you gathe firewood every day
outdde the fortress. Hell trus you ater a few days Then find a woodbird
to hep!”

“Goodideal” sad Tiloses

Glipper shook his head. “Chances ae, nobird would be dlowed outsde
done” he declared. “Theaes litile possibility of success, with dl the
risks and hazards”

“But there dill is a posshility, however gmdl, so we should try it”
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somebird in the crowd murmured.

Tiloses spoke. “Whowill  take the rik?

“A bird who is wise  persuasive, and  innocent. Thee ae the rigt
qudities” chimed the goldfinch, cocking her head to one sde.

The slence  dretched for a long time A twig crackled in the fire Who
will do it? Who? Who? The quesion hung in the air.

“I willt” The voice of a young robin piped up from the crowd of
davebirds.  Heads tuned to see the spesker.

Though dl the davebirds knew the robin's name they had no more
knowledge of hm beyond that. He was quiet, rady gSpesking to anybird.

At firg gance he seemed raher  wesk for his kind, ye when the
davebirds took a close look a him, they noticed tha his agle legs and lean
frame looked drong, able to endure He had a speck of red among his black
neck fegthers. Despite his bedraggled, thin, and dirty appearance, there was
something in his big, <hinng eyes tha wamed the onlookers  hearts.

“Miltin?’

Therobin nodded, and the cornes of his beak twitched into a gmile He
looked so confident that everyone knew he should be the chosen one

Glipper peered a the robin and grinned.  “Miltin, | have a feding tha
you are going to have quite some adventure”

Outside, the wind whigtled.



The supreme pleasure a tyrant
can gain isto torture others.
—ROM THE BOOK OF HERESY
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_SQUAWK_,
§QUAWK : SQUAWK

Turnatt perched dde by dde with his captan, Sime-besk, drinking

chetnut beer and wine and tdking in a newly bult room of Fortress Glooming.
Magnificent  blades and ancient  weapons glistened on the wadls soft cushions
adorned chars of red cedar, and slken curtans draped the windows.

The hawk lord glaaed a his captan over the rm of his glver  goblet.
“You'd better finish the condruction of my fortress in eght weeks” he
threatened, “or I'll  pul your feathers off to make me a duger!”

Simebesk  cringed. “I-'m  &frad finishing is dmogt  impossble,
milord.”

“What?” The flanes of anger tha blased from Turnatts eye seemed hot
enough to bun Simebesk to a crisp. “You remember, when we fird  came here,
you and | sat down and taked? Right there and then, with your beak flapping
like an old shoe, you sad it would be findhed in ealy <soing. Wdl now! It
is cloe to summer, and you're dill negging me about needing more time What
in the world of crazy ceptans is your reason?

“Wel...w-we're short of wings now, mi-milord. Many of the davebirds
h-have been sck” Simebesk’s wvoice crackled in frigt as he spoke.

Because Turnat knew that was the truth, his anger subsded a hbitt He
gl growled dightly as he taked. “Heascreech  will  bring back more daves
soon. There ae cadinds and blue jays nearby. They'll make good workers.
Kill the dck davebirds as soon as we have new ones” he commanded, setting
down his goblet. The gSlver  reflected the rigang sun and became blood red.
“Andtdl the scout, Shadow, to come here”

“Yes, milord, yes, milod” Simebesk made his exit with soringy, dumsy
hops. The crow cgptan's  wings were tilted awkwardly as he waked, and the
pungent smdl of dcohol surrounded him like a thick mig.

As soon as Simebesk’'s clavsteps faded, Shadow glided in. He was a
griking raven with amber eyes insead of black. Turnat mentioned the blue
jays and cadinds to him.

“Somecadinds and blue jays you sad, Your Magesty?  Shadow bowed his
head respectfully and closed an amber eye. He seemed to mdt in a puddle of
darkness as he twirled the edge of his black closk fanafully with a thin,
bony clav. “Aye dre, they're noth of us not too fa by the wing. Wesode
some food from ther pitiful canps. Noweach of them bdieves the othes ae
thieves” The scout reopened his eye and peered a the hawk. Turnat  growled
his approva. Shadow beamed as he was offe’ed a mug of beer, and he accepted
it with ten times more flar than Simebesk had. Spping Slently, he
answered with words Turnatt  would like to hear. “I will check on them agan
today and bring back some white grapes to make fine wine for you, Your
Magesty. You are too noble for such a drink as beer, Your Mgesy.”
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“Yes, yes” Turnat urged. The effect of the liquor was dating to make
the hawk lord drowsy. “Create even more disturbance and confudon  for the
cadinds and the blue jays The more the better!  Then they'll be weaker when
weattack!”  The hawk's eyes mised dightly. “Now go, Shadow.”

The raven scout dipped his tal in sdute  and left, his amber eyes
dinng with eagerness.  He uttered a flateing remak as he ldt “You are
the mighty conquerer, Your Magesty. Farewel.”

As soon as the scout faded into the shadows of the hdlway,  Turnait
piccured a score of cadinds and blue jays in his power. Yes, he would whip
some of them himsdf. Maybe he would pull feathers off a blue jay to make a
fan and torture a cardind  with fire,  waching his feathers get scorched.... All
the birds, his ownl His ownl Sguawk, squawk, squawk. That's wha the birds would
ay for mercy.

Turnat laughed out loud. “Squawk, sguawk, sguawk...” he mused, spesking to
himsdf. “Yes they deserve that” Fom a ddf neaby he took out a tome
eited the Book of Heresy and started to stroke the cover lovingly.

Outsde the door Tilosses was eavesdropping, dill wearing the aoron as
assisant  to Turnat's cook. He had pressed a teacup to the door and drawn his
exr cloe to it “Oh, yes” Tilossess sad with a soft chuckle “Tha's what
Tunatt will say after he finds out that the davebirds  have escaped.  Squawk,
squawk, squawk.”



What does fighting bring us?
Fear, hatred, misery, and death.
—ROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE



4

[HE BATTLE

OF THE

APPLEBY HILL S

Without a word Skylion dashed out of Glenagh's dudy to organize  his

troops. Already the ydls of the cadinds were very close

“Seven to guad the food sore, ten to protect the eggs and the weak
birdd The rex of you, quick, form three rows and go outdde with backs to
the treed Hurry!”  he hollered. The quiet hdls were suddenly dive  with
action and noise  The blue jays took off from different perches and flew in
quick formation to ther assgned posts.

Skylion drew his sword and bursg from the shadows of the leaves out into
the daylight. “Attack! Bluewingles  forever!”

They were greeted by the flashes of the cardinds swords and loud vydls

“Power of the sun! Sunrise,  chargel”

The glent morning  was  indantly filled with dangs of med. The
cadinds cdrded waily, looking for the blue jays weak postions. The blue
jays were cadtious too, and whenever they sensed that the cadinds were
amng a a paticular place, they sent more birds to fight there

At fird  the blue jays defenses seemed to be holding. But then a lean
cadind managed to dip through into the food sore and back out agan,
unnoticed by othe'ss He had a bag in his cdawv. Stoden food! Skylion spotted
hm. With a roar he chaged upon the cadind, and the cadind waved his
sword in response.  They paried each othe’s moves, thar figures dmogt logt
in the whirl of slver that was ther blades. Findly, Skylion diced the rope
aound the neck of the bag, and the sack dropped into the grass beow.
Rdieved of his heavy burden so suddenly, the cadind lot his bdance. For a
moment his defenses  were down and his neck was exposed.

Indinctively, SKylion rased his sword. Yet something in him  dirred....
The noisss  aound hm faded away into slence Peace is more important, Skylion.
Glenagh's voice haunted him, and he could dmost see the eder shaking his head disgpprovingly. The
bluejay leader fdt weak and unsure. He couldn’t—just couldn’t—bring down his sword upon the young
cardind. The cardind closed his eyes and tensed his neck, waiting for the blue jay’s blow....

The noises of the bettle returned. Skylion quickly shifted the angle of his blow so thet the fla of the
blade thumped on the cardinad’ s shoulder.

The cardinal opened his eyes and locked them for a second with Skylion's. There was surprise in
his eyes, and perhaps some gratitude. Then he was gone, disappearing behind the other bettling birds.

The blue jays held out stubbornly. Fighters from both sides were getting tired. The blue jays were
light and agile in build, while the cardinas were muscular and heavy-framed. Sowly, very dowly, the blue
jays drove the cardinds back toward the Line.

There the cardinds decided to hold their ground and retreat no more. The battle would be
decided on the tdlest mound of the Appleby Hills One minute the blue jays seemed to be winning, but
the cardind's gained advantage in the next. The red mingled with the blue, fighting, beating, and ydling at
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one ancther.

Shadow, Turnatt's scout, hid in atal tree nearby, amiling crudly at the fighting cardinals and blue jays.
“It's better than | thought!” he crackled. “Wait until His Mgesty hears about thig”

Aska had left the Bluewingle camp quietly that morning, before the attack by the cardinds. She was a
pretty blue jay, with glossy feathers, a sweet voice, a graceful figure, and eyes that were like deep pools
of dark chocolate. She sghed. The whole thing was too confusing for her to understand and to accept.
The fights and battles. How did the cardinals ever become our enemies? We were good friends a
month ago. Why not now? She missed seaing her best cardind friends. She missed playing on the
Appleby Hills where the sun shone brightly and dandelions carpeted the ground, making the hills golden
asfar asthe eye could see. It was now cardind territory, and the blue jays stayed away. She missed the
taste of the cardinals specid raspberry pies with golden, honey-covered crusts and sweet, sticky fillings

The more Aska thought, the dizzier she became. Sitting aone on a quiet branch did not help. She
looked around. A smdl creek gurgled peacefully nearby, and the fragrance of the early spring flowers
drifted to her nogtrils. The scene would normally make Aska happy, but not now.

The blue jay, catching an uplift, rose ungteedily into the ar. Thoughts whirled in her head as she
flew in the direction she thought was toward home. She shut her eyes for a second to clear her thoughts.
When she opened them, she found hersdf saring at shadows that floated in the ar. The shadows moved
toward her.

Flea-screech grumbled unhappily. He hadn't eaten a proper med for four days. He and five soldiers had
been sent out to capture woodbirds, but they had found nothing. He knew he would be punished if he
came back with nothing more then half-starved soldiers.

Living on thin acorn soup and dandelion roots was not the kind of life Flea-screech wanted. In
despair he kicked the mossy ground. By chance a wad of maoss hit another crow on his beak, muffling his
aurprised gurgle. Flea-screech stared angrily at the soldier, and the soldier stared back, each thinking of
hisown misary.

Flea-screech’ s thoughts were interrupted by an excited whisper: “Sir, there' s a blue jay flying not
far from here who could be easly surrounded and captured!”

Seconds later, the crows flew off toward the flying blue speck. It wouldn't know what the
shadows were until it was too late.

“Help!” Aska screamed as she redlized wha was hgppening. Darting this way and that, she flew in
complex patterns and then sped away, careless of her direction. The crows tried to surround her. She
knew that they were bigger and heavier than she was, s0 she flew her fastest through thick, mazdike
groves and bushes. The crashes and ydls of pain told her that her plan was working. But the crows kept
following.

Fuded by her fright, she flew even faster. There were at least three birds behind her, or possibly
even five Aska shuddered at the thought. The dense bushes wouldn't last forever, she knew. They
ended only ten feet away. As she burst out into open ar, another crow tried to block her path. She
ydped in surprise and, seeing no other way to avoid a colligson, zoomed under the bird. The
dumbfounded crow shrieked with rage.

“Oh, you dy blue jay!” Aska heard the crow cry. “Soldierd” he ydled over the loud whooshing of
their wings “Chase that blue jay south toward Fortress Glooming! We Il have it cornered!”

Aska flew through strange and murky territories, neither blue jays nor cardinds. She peered
about for good places to hide. Her wings were getting sore from the flight. Oh, somebird help me! she
thought, taking no notice of the rain that bounced off her shoulders and dampened her feathers.

“You tricky blue jay! I'll get you, me and my crew will!” The voices pursuing Aska were getting
louder as the crows drew closer. After ducking under a bush and hearing the crows crash into it, Aska
saw adatling scene, a hdf-built fortress towering over a great stretch of young birches and cedars, the



haght of a typicd old pine tree. As her eyes swept down, she saw stone blocks piled on the ground,
waiting to be used to build another wal. Through the rain she could make out a smdl patch of tdl grass
just beyond them. Gathering dl her drength, she darted between the grass staks, breething hard. She
heard the loud whoosh as her pursuers whizzed pagt, il ydling and howling.

Aska s feathers were damp, too damp for her to lift her wings and fly without difficulty. Her bresth
camein short gasps. The rain made a rhythmic sound on the grass leaves above her head. What was she
going to do now?



Theroad to successis full of thorns.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE



5

THE WQ_QDBI RD
IN THE GRAS_S

\J us as Aska encountered Flea-screech and his soldiers, the davebirds were given a litle break

because ran threatened to fdl. No soldier wanted to get wet sanding guard as the daves worked.

Tilosses poked his head through the wooden bars of the dave compound and glanced at the gray
sky. Quickly ducking in as a cold wind chilled him, the old sparrow sighed. Would the rain keep Miltin
from carrying out his plan?

Tilosses quickly looked up, beckoning Miltin over with a nod. The old sparrow told the robin dl
he had heard while eavesdropping on Turnatt’s conversations with Slime-beak and the scout, Shadow.

“They are going to kill us when the fortress is finished,” Miltin whispered to himsdf. He thanked
Tilosses for tdling him the news and then fdl slent, deep in thought.

The daves waited anxioudy, having amdl and pointless conversations. Rain beat down on the
wooden roof of the dave compound, making a dull rhythm as wel as many bothersome drips thet
created wet spots on the dirty floor. Plip, plop, plip, plop. The wet spots became muddy puddies and
findly amdl pools of brown water. The birds paid no mind. The rich amdl of earth and worn wood filled
the air. Miltin sat huddled in a corner with rags for blankets. He lowered his gaze and studied a pool of
water intently. The puddle rippled every time a drop of water fdl into it. Soon most of us will be killed,
he thought. Many of the woodbirds in the forest will be captured by crue Turnatt, just like the big
mud puddle swallowing the small drops of the water from the roof. No! We can’'t wait passively to
be killed; we can’'t allow new birds to be tortured and pinioned.... The woodbirds can't be
captured! They are our only chance! He jumped up.

“I'm going to ask Slime-beak for permisson to gather wood now,” he said in a cdm voice. He
scanned dl the birds in the crowd. Glipper gave hm awing tip—up. Tilosses nodded. The rest of the birds
were looking a him. As unruffled as possible, Miltin spun on his hed and marched out of the dave
compound.

“Wow, | don’'t know how héll do it, but he's taking some risk,” a davebird commented. “If he's
caught talking to a native woodbird...”

Tilosses was anxious too. He wished luck to the robin with aworried smile,

Therain was beating down harder than ever, creging a foglike curtain that concealed nearly everything.
Turnatt growled unhgppily, daring at the window and glancing a the door. The rain had hdted work on
the fortress. It made everything damp and forlorn. Turnatt nibbled at a roasted salmon that had gone cold
within minutes. He washed the unappetizing meat down with white grape wine. The hateful rain! Anger
boiled up in the hawk lord. He looked around, disgusted, and tightened his grip on the sdmon carcass.
The hawk growled again. He tossed the fish at the door just asit opened creakily. The sadmon missed its
target and hit Slime-beak full on the beak with aloud smack, causng him to sumble. Turnatt whipped his
head around, his eye glaing. Sime-besk redized as he peded the fish from his face that this wasn't a
good moment to talk to the hawk lord. But as he brushed sticky scales from his feathers, he knew that he
couldn’'t Imply walk away. He was trapped.

Turnat let out a deafening ydl of rage. All of his feathers stood up on end, making him look larger
and more tarrifying. Sime-beak shuddered dightly. He began to edge back through the door.

“Wheat business do you have here, you rubbish of a crow?’ Turnett thundered. “To make trouble,
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eh? I'll send you to the torture rack before sunset. That will teach you who's in chargel” The mere
mention of the rack chilled Sime-beak’s blood. He stared helplesdy at the ground.

“W-w-what did | do wrong, milord?" the crow captain squeaked out as he nervoudy twiddled
with a piece of sdmon tangled in his neck feathers. “I told Bug-eye to put the davebirds on hdf rations
and double work, made the soldiers run five laps every morning, and had them pay tribute to you as you
told me to, milord. I made sure the old davebird on kitchen duty wasn't up to anything and 1—"

Turnat scowled. “Silence, crow!” he boomed. The whole place shook with the impact of the
piercing voice, and the crow captain stopped picking at the fish, only to whimper in fright. His smadl,
beady eyes were darting around nervoudy. Turnait continued: “I hear that you and your birds have been
dacking too much. The soldiers are too lazy and fat! And now you're planning to let a dave outside to
gather firewood. Have you ordered a soldier as an overseer?”’

“N-no, milord...but he has t-to check with me before he g-goes, milord—"

“Oh, you crow! Haven't you got any brains?’

“Milord! Evenif he escapes, it's just one davebird!”

“No, no. | don't think you've got any brains at dl! What if the dave finds the naive woodbirds?
My plans will be ruined. Ruined! To think thet you are a captain! Why, crow, you're not even fit for a
soldier. Find that davel Go out in the rain and be his overseer! One more fase move and you'll fed the
consequences of such actions, worthless crow!” The words were nearly enough to make Slime-beak
fant from dread. But he was too frightened to fall.

Lord Turnait stared down at the crow captain. His eye narrowed into a glowing golden dit that
hypnotized the crow. “Wdl?’ the hawk demanded. “Get!” All of a sudden Sime-besgk fdt his feet agan.
With an unexpected burst of energy, the crow dashed off on wobbly legs, sumbling twice, with the
hawk’s voice dill ringing in his ears.

“Go and find thet dave, you crow!”

Slime-beak dashed into the dave compound to find Miltin. The startled birds indde quickly stood
a attention as the nervous captain paced from one wooden wall to the other, searching for the face of the
robin davebird who had asked him for the job of getting firewood. No, it can't be! The bird was
nowhere to be found.

“What are you ggping a? Go back to what you were doing!” Slime-beak shouted as he dashed
off. Tripping and ydling, he made toward the fortress' s gate.

Miltin hopped rapidly toward the gate of the fortress. He ventured over rapid streams of muddy
ranwater, did over dippery, smooth rocks, and vaulted over large, moss-covered gticks as quickly as he
could. Miltin squinted blurrily a the fortress gate before im as rain trickled down his neck and shoulders
and onto histail. Twice he dipped and fdll, but that only made his pace quicker.

He had reached the farthest his chains would dlow him when Slime-beak dmaost ran into him.

The captain glared. “What? Hide-and-seek? | gave you permission to gather wood, not to wander
hither and thither. And why do you want to go out and get wood in this weather?’

“Sr! Cgptain, sr! We ve run out of wood, dr, and if | don’'t gather any more, well perish with
cold and fever and be unable to work, gr!” Miltin answered.

Sime-beak growled, “Fine, fine, as long as you don't catch fever yoursdf and pass it on to the
others.” The captain detached Miltin's chain from the wall and secured it to his claw. He opened the gate
with a key and pushed the davebird out. “Now go! Get the firewood!”

Miltin obediently started out into the rain, with Slime-beak trailing behind, muttering curses about
the bad wesether.

Miltin and Slime-beak gradudly reached the fringe of the forest and the shadows under the tdl
pines. Miltin felt a little troubled. How can anybird be out in the rain? And even if | find them, with
that captain right behind me... He glanced back a Sime-beak’ stired, sour face. | have to try.

With a cautious ar the robin used his claws and beak to lash together the driest wood he could
find with grass stalks. He pretended to be deeply absorbed in his task. Down came his head, his eyes



olued on the wood. Up came his tail, twitching as he decided which piece was the driest. He peeked a
his surroundings now and then and started, very dowly, to go farther and farther away from Slime-beak.
Miltin carved every detall and landmark into his memory. Farther, farther away...The robin worked his
way toward asmdl creek edged with dumps of tdl grass.... Farther, farther...

“Robin dave! Where do you think you're going?’ came the angry rasp.

Miltin thought fast. “Oh! | think | heard the hunting cry of afdcon! Help!”

“What? From where?’

Miltin put on a show with frantic hops and gestures. “Therel Therel It's closer! Can't you hear it?’

When the confused captain turned around, Miltin dived into the tal grasses and crawled slently
out of gght. His intention was to investigate something—something blue, bardy visble between the
gaks.

“Hey! Hey, davel Where are you lurking? Trying to escape?’ The cry of Sime-beak was faint in
the distance.

The noise of rusling was surprisng. Aska looked around. “W-w-who's there?’ she asked in a trembling
voice. She saw along, sharp stick lying on the damp ground below and quickly grabbed it and pointed it
in the direction of the noise. “Who are you, and what are you doing there?’” she demanded. The noise
stopped.

“Shhhhhh!” Out from the shadows a robin appeared. Judging from his expression, Aska knew that
the bird was dmog as surprised as she was. There was no greed or evil in his eyes, and he carried no
weapons. He certainly bore no resemblance to the birds that had chased her. She decided this bird was
friendly.

Miltin lowered his voice. “I'm cdled Miltin, a davebird from Fortress Glooming. Y ou are native to
here, | suppose?”’

“Aye”

“Then you're the bird I’'m looking for.”

“Why?

“We davebirds urgently need the locd birds help to wipe out a hawk, Turnait. The tyrant moved
here a month ago and dso wants your tribes to be daves for him. He ordered his soldiers to cause
trouble by steding eggs and food from you and the cardinds”

“Savehird wood gatherer! Come out!” Slime-beak’ s voice could be heard in the distance.

“Turnett has more than a hundred soldiers. Please ask your tribe to help us, for our sake and your
own. Remember what | said. And your name?’

“Aska, of the Bluewingle tribe. Which way’s north?’

Miltin quickly nodded and pointed to the right direction.

Aska darted away in aflash, hardly making any noise. Miltin heard the faint sound of “good-bye,” dl that
was |eft of the blue jay.

Miltin no longer feared the captain who wielded whips or the tyrant whose ydl seemed like
thunder. He'd done what he had planned to do. After speedily gathering chunks of wood and lashing
them together with grass stalks, he stepped out of the grass.

“Wdl!” Slime-beak demanded. “What were you doing? There was no facon you needed to hide
from, so why did you go disappearing?’

“Sir! | thought the falcon had landed, and | was afraid, Sr.”

“Oh! Never mind. Go back to the compound right away!” ordered the captain.

“Yes, gar!”

Slime-beak followed the davebird, with asgh of rdief.



When we are in the dark,
a shout may make us alert.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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ASKA'SWORDS

T herain drenched the red and the blue. Despite that, they Hill fought, wing againgt wing, claw againgt

claw, sword againg sword. They mingled and then separated. They dl fought for one thing: to stop the
thieving. They fought ydling; they fought crying. They were desperate.

Aska passed the Line She saw her tribe's fighters and the cardinds baitling one another. She
closed her eyes and breathed in heavily as fedings of anger, despair, sadness, and eagerness exploded
from her heart. | must stop them and let them know the truth! she thought, claws clenched tight.
Ranwater rushed down, hard and fast. Aska did not mind. She tipped her head back as she let the
words thunder from her throat. “Why do you fight? Stop! We have been fooled by a ruthless hawk who
entered Stone-Run not long ago. It isthe hawk who stole our eggs and food. His fortressis not far away;
redize the danger. We shouldn’t be fighting; be friends. Let peace and friendship be among us again.
Sop!”

The cdl from Aska echoed in the forest. The rain roared in reply, the wind howled, and the trees
shook.

The birds stopped battling. Aska panted as she looked from tribe to tribe. Her eyes begged them
to believe her.

“Do you think sheistdling the truth?’

“What if sheis?’

“How can we know?’

Birds whispered among themselves. Skylion and Flame-back dgnded to their warriors. They
backed off.

The fighters from both tribes il gripped their weapons tightly in case the 9gnd for attack came
agan. Each eyed the other sde warily.

“Get the wounded back to our camp,” Skylion sad dl of a sudden. “Then well hear what Aska
hesto say.”

Seaing the blue jays retreat from the Line, the cardinds did the same. Able-bodied birds helped
their wounded comrades to fly.

It was raining harder. Water and blood—the Line's ground was soaked with them. A raven flew
above: an amber-eyed raven. He cawed with digpleasure as he passed, disgppearing into the distance.

“Oh, Skylion!” Glenagh exclamed when he heard what had happened at the Line. He shook his head
sadly and was slent. Skylion sghed deeply.

“l know. But at that moment it just seemed s0...wdll, the right thing to do. | shouldn’t have done
it. Then things would be different—" The blue jay leader preened his blue wing. He looked up. “Oh...it's
jud...” He looked down again.

“Here. Have a tea cake, Skylion. Regretting things that have adready happened doesn’'t help.
Everybird makes mistakes. Though thisisabig one, | think you did what you thought was right and good
for your tribe, and that’s what redly matters. You cared about your tribe.”

Skylion accepted the pastry. “Aska told us that it's a hawk who caused this rift between the
cadinds and us. Now the hawk wants to catch us as daves to build his fortress.”

“So to unite with the cardinds is at the top of our lig now, thank Swordbird,” Glenagh said a hit
more chearfully, and poured himsdf a cup of tea.

Sylion nodded. “If they bdieve us” he said. “If they’ re willing to forgive what we' ve done.”

Glenagh took a sip out of his teacup before replying. “I’'m sure they will, somehow. | do hope I'll
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see that Flame-back again, and Fleet-tail. Smart birds, you know.” He paused a moment. “Shdl we talk
to Aska now, Skylion? | would certainly like to hear her full story.”

Fleet-tail tested hisinjured wing. It hurt only a little bit now, but he was ill unable to fly. He looked up
from the soft grass bedding he was resting on. “FHame-back, it's not your fault, you know.”

The cardind leader was in a somber state of mind. “Oh, Fleet-tail, you just said that for the
millionth time to make me fed better. But it id The whole thing id | started to sted from the blue jays
after | saw them taking our food and flying away.”

Heet-tail shook his head. His eyes dlittered. “You know, if Aska was tdling the truth, then it
wasn't the blue jays after dl.”

Flame-back thought about what his friend had said as he nibbled on a piece of dried fruit. “You
might be right. 1 wish things were like the past. But how do we know Aska was tdling the truth?” He
paused. “Not to change the subject, but are the other injured dl right?’

Fleet-tail scoffed. “Better off than | am, certainly. They hedled quickly. All of them can fly now
except me...poor me, you know.”

Flame-back managed a smile “But your wounds will hed soon, my friend, and then there
might—just might—be peace.”

Later that night Flame-back perched on his reding branch, wondering. Maybe Aska was
speaking the truth; maybe she was telling a lie. How could he be sure? What should he do?
Flame-back sghed and tucked his head under hiswing. He drifted to deep in atroubled state of mind.

In his dream the cardind leader saw a huge fortress—with davebirds, soldiers, and dl. A large
brownish red hawk srutted around, barking orders. Suddenly Flame-back was in the air, overlooking
the hdf-finished building. Much to his surprise, the place was not far from his home. A fortress in the
Sone-Run Forest?

Yes, a voice sad. A fortress right in the Stone-Run Forest, not far from your camp and the
blue jays .

Flame-back’s heart skipped a best.

Yes, Aska was telling the truth, the loud, magnificent voice repeated.

“Wh-who are you?' the cardind leader asked in a sheking voice. The clouds shimmered with a
slver radiance, meking the cardind squint. Insde Flame-back could make out the shape of an
awe-ingpiring white bird. His wingspan was many times the cardina leader’ s, sretching for yards.

The glorious bird spoke. Ahhh, Flame-back...my given name is Wind-voice. The bird smiled.

“Swordbird!” gasped the cardind leader. He immediaidy bowed his head.

No need for that, red one.

Flame-back looked up. He could now see the sword of the bird gligening and the Leasorn gem
reflecting the diver of light. He shook his crested head dightly. “Swordbird, if Aska's words are true,
what should | do?’

Peace, sad the voice. Now back to your dwelling, Flame-back. | have shown you what was
to be shown.

The next thing Flame-back knew, he was back home.

That was a strange dream, he thought. But | think it’s true....

You are right, it is. Remember, Flame-back, peace. The magnificent voice echoed in the
cadind’s head.

Flame-back amiled fantly. “Thanks, Swordbird,” he whispered as he nestled his head into his
feathers again.

The blue jays perched in acircle, ligening to Aska s tale.

“And that's why we fought, | think. It ssemsonly logicd,” said Askawith asigh.

“Thisis outrageous,” fumed Cody, one of the blue jay warriors. “A fortress governed by a rotten
hawk right here in Stone-Run without our knowing it?’



Aska nodded. “He turned us againg the cardinds, but we had no idea.”

“Aska sad Turnatt has a hundred-odd soldiers” Skylion said. “We are greetly outnumbered. We
couldn’t force them out of here, even if each and every one of us were brave and killful in baitle” The
blue jays remained quiet for awhile.

“We need to prepare in case the hawk Turnat ever comes to attack and capture us” sad
Glenagh. “Looks like wé Il have to team up with the cardinas”

“And be friends with them again,” added Bront&, another warrior.

Cody tensed. “But what if they think we are attacking them? They may not trust us after dl that's
happened....” There were murmursin the crowd as each bird expressed his own opinion.

“WE Il have to take the risk,” said Aska with a determined tone in her voice. “We need to.” Other
Voices agreed.

“It sworth atry,” Skylion said.

The next day a party of blue jays, bearing no weapons, flev toward the Line with light hearts.
They dl hoped that soon the Line wouldn't exist anymore. Memories of the past filled them. Happy for
the firg time in weeks, they veered into cardina territory. Even the sun seemed to be shining brighter.
They soared through the air, over the Siver Creek and the Appleby Hills But they dill fdt a bit nervous
when they saw the Cardinals camp. There they perched on various trees but did not surround the camp.

“Hame-back, my friend!” Skylion cdled in a voice full of kindness, the voice he had used before
the conflict between the two tribes. “Itis|, Skylion, and the Bluewingles”

Soon Flame-back appeared, cam and solemn. A dight hint of surprise flickered in the cardind
leader’s eyes.

“Skylion?” he said. “Skylion?’ There was along pause.

Then dl of the Sunrise amy appeared. They didn’'t have any weapons ether. The two tribes just
stood, facing each other in Slence.

“Comeindde, my friends” Flame-back whispered. “Come insde”



“ Theater? What' s a theater?” | felt silly asking such a
question. The old bird winked at me cheerfully.
“ Oh...a delightful package of music and fun,
wrapped in all sorts of colors, if you know
what | mean.” Unfortunately, | did not.
—FROM EWINGERALE' SDIARY IN THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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THE FLYING WILLOWLEAF THEATER

We are the flying Willowleaf Theater.
We come every September and May.
We're the best on land, water, and air;
We dance and sing every day.

We can make you wither with sorrow
And bring a tear to your eye,

Or make you laugh and smile.
It'sreally aseasy aspie....

The carefree song rang in the marshes of the Peridot River, dong with laughter and the slky notes
of the harmonica. The Willowleaf Theater birds perched in the basket of ther hot-air balloon, snging and
playing with dl their might.

“Wel, here we are, on to Stone-Run again,” said Kadtin, a titmouse, as the last notes faded away
into the marshes and forests below.

Parrale, the wood duck, nodded dowly as she unpacked a map. “1 wonder what the blue jays and
the cardinds are up to this year. They dways have surprises.”

“Where shdl we peform this year? | like the Appleby Hills Thereé's nothing like them!”
Mayflower, the junco, exclamed. She peered over the basket and looked longingly in the direction of
Stone-Run. The snakelike Peridot River led to the flying theater’ s destination.

“Don't forget the food—chestnut and watercress stews, mushroom and onion patties fried with
cannamon, beetle sdads, raspberry pies, drawbery shortcakes, fresh honey atop soft nut
bread...oh...and there are drinks of dl kinds, dl ddicioud” the gannet Lorpil added cheerfully, his
button eyes glittering at the thought. Parrale shot him alook. Dilby, the loon, tittered and shook his head.

“Food is dl you think about,” the loon teased. He added more cod to the burner. The hot-air
baloon rose higher into the sky. “I persondly like how eager they are to hear the stories of Swordbird.
They love our plays about when he appeared and helped the desperate, about his courageous battles for
peace, and about his sword, with its Leasorn gem. You know, on the earth there are only seven other
Leasorn gems”

Lorpil tried to difle a yavn as he steadied himsdf againg the edge of the basket. “Mm-hmm
...Higtory, higtory, higtory...very interesting.”

Mayflower took a smdl picture of Swordbird from her pocket. “Lorpil! How dare you!
Swordbird’ s stories are my favorite too.”

“Wdl, | know my role wel enough in our Swordbird play,” Lorpil said. “So I'm flying ahead a
bit” He took off from the edge of the basket, which tipped and swayed dangeroudy. Parrale looked
Cross.

“In the name of Swordbird, Lorpil! For the twentieth time, be careful with the takeoff!”

“What a wacko, that gannet,” said Kastin. Alexandra, the hummingbird, agreed.

“He drives me bananas,” complained Dilby.

Lorpil’s voice was heard in the distance. “Bananas? Did somebird say bananas? Save one for me.
| love them, especidly diced ones fried in dlive ail, but plain ones are yummy too....”

Parrale let out asgh. “Oh wel. Let’s practice one more song.”

Lorpil scanned the Ky, trying to find a suitable place for a rest, a bath, and a med. Because of his
passion for acting, he had left his beloved seaside to join the Willowleaf Theater. Almogt any chance he
got, he would fly down to anice, cdm stream or poal to rest, swim, and eat some water greens and find
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omeriver snals.

Gliding over with the updraft, he followed the course of the Peridot River. After the second curve
he discovered it: anice, sandy shore shaded by weeping willows. Lorpil greeted the sght with a pleased
gannet cry. He flew in smdler cirdes now and dived down with a andl splash. After snacking on
different types of water plants and prying a few mussds off their rocks, the gannet came ashore and
rested in the sunlight. There was a whisper of wings brushing againg |eaves.

“Shadow...keep it down...the woodbirds are gill unaware...what...”

“Stop it, pumpkin brain...can't you see...blue jays...cardinds...davebirds...good idea, en?”

Lorpil spun around, his eyes darting this way and that, feathers bristling, wings ready for takeoff.
There was nothing except a few dark shadows disappearing dmost without noise. Lorpil blinked in
aurprise. What's wrong? Why were those birds so secretive and talking about things like
“davebirds’ and “ unaware” ?

Lorpil tried to make sense of everything, but soon he gave up and resumed durping on the
muss. There were so many things that the gannet didn't understand; he didn’t bother to ponder them
adl. Sill, he was glad that his feathers blended into the white sand so he hadn’t been seen. He took off as
quietly as possible, heading toward the green and white hot-air balloon.



O joy be on the day of the Bright Moon Festival!
Holy day of Svordbird’ s birth,
a day when birds sing and dance,
and when a round,
bright moon shines onto the earth.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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THE BRIGHT MOON FESTIVAL

The Bright Moon Fegtiva, which was hdd under the firg ful moon of spring, was a day of

celebration of the birth of Swordbird. The red and the blue had aways celebrated this event on the talest
mount of the Appleby Hills, because the view of the moon from there was the best. No clouds dared to
rest above it on the blessed night.

The Willowleaf Theater troupe arrived just as the sky darkened. They were greeted with greet
gpplause and excited cries. The stage was soon set, the props were in place, and the show began.

“Ladies and gentlebirds, introducing the flying Willowlesf Theater!” Dilby smiled broadly. “First,
an acrobatic juggling show. The more hoops, the better, and more trouble if the hoops fdl!” Dilby
backed out from the stage.

The curtains opened with a high-pitched squeak.

“Need to ail those curtains again,” muttered Parrale under her breath. “And think of it, | oiled
them just last week!”

Alexandra the hummingbird darted onstage. Dilby appeared playfully twirling three red, yelow,
and blue hoops.

The hummingbird svung around in rhythmic circles, flying through the hoops with amazing poise
and speed.

“Faster, faster, faster we go!” chanted Dilby.

Soon the fun made everybird chant, “ Faster, faster, faster we go!” The blue jays and the
cadinds in the crowd bobbed their heads to the rhythm, while Dilby, muttered, “Oh no...oh no...I'm
going to drop them,” and juggled the colorful hoops without missng a beat. Alexandra kept up with the
hoops, doing flips and twirls and flying upside down.

The curtains creekily closed with a find note from the music. Desfening applause followed, dong
with the ydls “Bravo!” “Go, Allie” and “Magnificent juggling, Dilby!”

Dilby returned to the stage for the second time. His feathers were damp with sweat, and his breath
was alittle heavy.

“Next, a Swordbird play, to honor our guardian of peace!” He bowed and backed away.

Parrde waked dowly to the stage, matching her steps to the sad music. When the wood duck
reached the center, she stopped and dowly turned to the audience.

Mournfully she sang in a deep voice:

The sun’srays have dried the earth;
Every drop of water is gone.
Dust and death are everywhere.
No longer fair isthe dawn!

Kadin and Mayflower came from the right, Snging softly in chorus, “Dugt and death, destruction
and doom, now isatime of darkness....”

They bowed their heads, and the audience listened to the sorrowful meody in the background.

Suddenly a high, sweet voice sang out. “Yet there is Swordbird, there is Swordbird. He will help
usdl.” And Alexandra appeared from the | ft.

Backstage, avidinig played a hopeful tune. All four birds brightened and sang in harmony:

Swordbird! Svordbird!
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Please use your magic sword to make usrain!
Swordbird, Swordbird, let our days
befilled with joy again!

Dilby lad down his vidin. “It's time, Lorpil,” he said. They both strapped belts (which were
connected to a gigantic kite) around their waists and across their shoulders.

“Ready?’ Lorpil put on a backpack and picked up a long wooden pole that was fashioned into a
large sword.

Dilby intently listened for the Sgnd notes. “Gol”

The two took off, burding from backstage and out into view of the audience. They flew high,
flapping their wings hard. As they gained speed, the white kite unfurled into shape above them, becoming
agiant white bird. The two birds became the claws of Swordbird, and Lorpil’s pole became his sword.

The red and the blue gasped and applauded.

“Swordbird!” Parrale, Mayflower, Kastin, and Alexandradl shouted.

“Swordbird!” the audience echoed.

Lorpil and Dilby hovered above the stage.

“Thisismy favorite part,” said Lorpil, grinning and winking a Dilby. He shouted to the night sky,
“Come, ran!” and waved his sword. Dilby tore open his backpack. A slvery shower of tiny objects fdl
out of the bag and onto the stage and audience below.

“Rain a lagt! Rain at last! Thank Swordbird, thereisrain a last!” the actors yelled, picking up the
candied fruits and nutsin fall wrappers from the ground and tossing them up.

The cardinds and the blue jays laughed as they collected the treats and joined in the shouting.
“Ran! Rain!” The play ended with dl of the birds, both actors and audience, edting the candied fruits and
nuts.

Dilby came up the stage again. “Now is the moment everybird is waiting for: good food between
acts and a break for our tiring actors, eh?’ Laughter echoed over the Appleby Hills

Soon the tables were buzzing with merry talk and filled with food of dl kinds, the last of the winter
store. There was not quite as much as there had been in other years, Turnait’s thieving had taken its toll.
Sill, everybird found a favorite treat somewhere on the long wooden tables.

“Pass the cream, please.”

“Mmm...try this raspberry pie, Bronté. It's great! I've missed it; we haven't had enough berries
to make any after the hawk’ s thievery. Good thing your tribe did!”

“Hey, little one, aren’t you going to try some Stone-Run stew?”’

“But | need to finish edting these grilled caterpillars firg!”

“Hey! Who ate dl the potato sdad?’

“Don’'t hog up the food, Lorpil!”

“Best beetles I’ ve tasted in quite awhile....crunchy and ddicioud”

It had been many dawns and sunsets snce the laughter of the red and the blue rang sweet and
cear in Stone-Run Forest. Now the trees seemed to lisen quietly to the birds and rejoice dong with
them.

Back a Fortress Glooming, Turnait had decided that it was time to attack the cardinas and the blugays.
The current davebirds were like leaves trembling in the late-autumn wind, so weak that work on his
megnificent fortress was going dower than a snail’s pace. He needed new daves, and quickly, he thought
as he sat donein his chamber, dutching the Book of Heresy.

Once Turnat had been an ordinary red hawk, no more fearsome than most of his kind. He
snorted in disgust to remember it. In those days he had dwelled in makeshift burrows and had had no
ambitions beyond the next med he could catch. All of that horror had changed one day when he had
taken shelter from araingorm in a cave, a crack in the face of atdl diff. There, tucked away ina nichein
the wdl, he had found an old |eather-bound book, the Book of Heresy.



From the firg page, the firg sentence, Turnatt had been bewitched. He thought about it in the
daytime, dreamed about it at night, and even dept with his head resting on the musty, ancient pages of the
dark tome. There was one passage in particular that he turned back to again and again. It told him that if
abird ate a woodbird egg every day, he would live for years and years—perhaps forever!

Turnatt had started to raid woodbirds nests, but it was hard work; the little birds fought furioudy
to defend their young, so every egg was bought with scars and bruises. Turnatt did not want to waste his
time to battle woodbirds. He found himsdf a band of crows and ravens and ordered them to do his nest
rading for him.

Then he'd needed servants to care for his amy and somewhere for them to live. That was when
he had decided to catch woodbirds as daves and force them to build him a luxurious fortress.

The Book of Heresy had been his cherished companion through it dl. It had transformed him from
an ordinary bird in rags who lived worse than tramps to a dy tyrant in slks who dwelled better than
kingd Turnait stroked the leather cover with a gentle claw. He had sent Sime-beak out to bring back
cadinds and blue jays. They'd be strong, sturdy workers. Soon his fortress would be complete. And
evarything that the Book of Heresy had promised him would come true!



Don't forget unexpected
dangersin times of peace.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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[)ANGER

Simebeek flew toward the camps of the cardinds and the blue jays, feding quite puffed up and

mighty. He, captain of Fortress Glooming, was leading a mgor attack. He followed the directions
Shadow had given hm and confidently led his band of fifty or so crows and ravens. According to
Shadow, he should head for the Appleby Hills the high spot at the center between the camps of the red
and the blue. Slime-beak was enjoying himsdf greetly when he caught a glimpse of the hillsin the distance
and dowed hisflight. On one of the hills were a tent, a stage, and ablur of birds fluttering about.

“Ho, soldier, those are cardinads and blue jays over there?” Sime-beak jabbed a raven with a
claw.

“Aye, Captain, sr! Looks like they’re having a party of some sort, Sr!”

“Hmm...But how and why? Shadow assured me they were hopping mad with one another.” An
idea popped into the captain’s head. “The plan has to change. Let’s really surprise them. Spread out
over by the woodlands, east and north. Let’s not fail Lord Turnatt!” The shadowlike birds obeyed.

During the feast Parrale and some other birds had gone to fetch the glossy black piano from the hot-air
baloon's basket. Though it was a miniaure piano that was made especidly for birds, it was dill quite
heavy. Many helped to move it. Tugging and pushing and pulling, they dragged it out. Findly, after great
effort, the piano was in its proper place.

Parrde, sweating and huffing, said with a smile, “Yes, this is the moment everybird has been
expecting: song and dance!” The cardinas and the blue jays in the crowd swallowed their lagt beskfuls.
They cheered with cries of approval. “You choose the song, the dance, the singer, and the dancers,”
Parrale announced.

With a nod Kagtin and Mayflower flew with a sngle flagp of their wings to thelr postions on the
piano, Kastin on the high keys, Mayflower on the low. They waited.

In the crowd Bronté nudged Cody. “Come on, Cody! Go up and sng! You have the best voice
for milesaround!” This attracted the attention of the birds nearby, who supported Bronté.

“Liden to your friend!”

“Don’'t be shy!”

“Let’s not delay the program!”

Cody grumbled good-naturedly. “Aslong as | can get rid of dl those chatterers. If 1 go off tune, it
won't be my fault.”

As Cody made hisway up to the stage, Flame-back came out of the audience and patted the blue
jay’s shoulder.

“I've missed your cheery little tunes, Cody. Sing for the Bluewingles. And for us” Then the
cardind leader dipped back into the crowd, vanishing behind other birds.

“We've got asnger!” cdled Lorpil. Then he turned his attention to Cody. “Jugt fly up to the lid of
the piano, en?”

Cody hopped to the piano lid and surveyed the crowd below. Many were weatching, and most
were dlent.

“Shhhhhh!”

Kadtin perched on a piano key. “Choose a song, Cody.”

“How about ‘ Stone-Run and All"?’

“Good choice”
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Three cardinds flew up dong with Aska and two other blue jays.

“Can we dance?’ Aska questioned. “It's our favorite song.”

Mayflower nodded.

The six dancers took their positions: three red birds on one side, three blue on the other.

“Ready? Sing on the high C, after we play the introduction.”

Kadin and Mayflower started to fly about, playing notes with their claws. The meody sounded
like water, smooth and rippling.

Mayflower nodded to Cody when the last few notes rang. The blue jay took a huge breeth and
puffed out his chest, and the high C trembled in the air.

In the valley, there shines the sun,

On the bright forest of Sone-Run,
Therippling Peridot River,

And the Slver Creek.
Thisisthe wonderful place that everybird seeks.
| am one...of Sone-Run,
Of the Bluewingle tribe, of the Sunrise.
We are one...of Sone-Run,
United forever.

Cody sang the firg verse with a voice so touching, rich, and powerful that some birds in the
audience cried.

The dancers each wore a slky scarf with the traditiona Stone-Run mark—a pine tree with three
birds anging in it. Graceful both in the ar and on the ground, they flew in patterns, swirled and dipped
their wings rhythmicdly, or swayed ther heads to the musc.

The pianigs, Kagtin and Mayflower, quickened therr pace and played a passage in which there
was no snging. If a bird listened carefully, he might hear in the musc the spaitering of rain or the rippling
and gurgling of streams, or he might “see” the sun dowly risng on a Stone-Run morning.

The audience was so drawn into the dance and the song that they didn’'t pay attention to anything
else. In the surroundings Slime-beak and the soldiers prepared to attack.



Surreptitious tactics are
always the best way out.
—FROM THE BOOK OF HERESY
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§JRPRISE ATTACK

Simebeek surveyed the landscape where the cardinals and the blue jays were watching some kind of

performance. He couldn't hep feding a little interested in the show. But a sudden vison of Lord
Turnait’s angry face reminded him of his job. He glanced at the red and the blue, muttering caculations.

He scowled and spat.

“Blagt my festhers We can't outnumber them. Well, looks like it will test our skills” The black
birds slently nodded.

“Everybird, sneak up and attack them by surprise. Now.”

The sky started to darken, and an owl hooted in the distance.

The cardinas and the blue jays swayed to the beat of the musc. Cody, perching on the highest point of
the piano, focused on a shadow to hep him keep his balance. It suddenly moved, and then some black
feathers appeared. Startled, Cody thought his mind was playing a trick on him. Good thing I’'m not in
the middle of a verse, Cody thought. How embarrassing that would be!

Shifting his focus to the dancers, he watched Aska and her friends, waiting for the high C again.
After hearing it, Cody broke into song.

If you cameto our tribal camps, oh, you'll see,
Many friendly birds just like me,
The cardinals and the blue jays are friends forever!
Forever...

The Appleby Hills bloom with flowers so sweet.
Every year at the festival, that’s where we meet,
Asfriends, friends, friends...

With the—

Cody never got to finish the rest of the verse, for he spotted an amy of coal-colored birds
advancing. They pointed deadly, sharp arrows at the unsuspecting dancers.

“Askal All of you dancers, duck!” he cried with a note of despair in his voice. “Movel” An arrow
headed for Aska, and Cody jumped and knocked the surprised dancer to the ground. The arrow,
luckily, didn’t do severe damage. It just bruised Cody’ s shoulder.

Noise and confuson broke out in the crowd. Some tried to escape; others turned to fignt the
intruders. A few decided neither to fight nor to run away but to do tricks, those were the birds of the
Willowlesf Thester.

At the time Dilby was il backstage, preparing for his next act, juggling with lighted torches. The
loon measured distances with a careful eye and threw his torches toward thick mobs of crows and
ravens. He chuckled when he heard the screams and ydls.

When the arrows started to rain down, Lorpil, of course, was attacking severa pies at the food
table. Indantly an idea popped into his head.

“Fethar andly faces” he cried to the birds nearby.

“Wh-what?’

“Piethem!” Lorpil threw alarge raspberry pie with dl hismight at one of the ravens. The pastry hit
the soldier’ s face with a juicy squish, spattering gooey jam dl over hm and severd nearby soldiers.
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Alexandra found spoons on one of the tables. She quickly taught nine birds how to ding nuts at the
enemies. The soldiers howled and squawked in surprise as the nuts hit them.

Kadin and Mayflower glanced & a gigantic container of hot soup and dowly exchanged
mischievous glances. They had an idea, too.

“Here'saway to hdp the cardinds and the blue jays, eh, Kassie?’

“Hneby me, May. Let’ stip that bean soup!”

The junco and the titmouse rushed to the steaming pot. They each grasped a handle and flew up,
draining to lift the heavy container to a branch of a nearby tree. When a crowd of crows and ravens flew
underneeth, they tipped the hot liquid on the unsuspecting black birds. Now covered in the sticky bean
soup, they plummeted and crashed to the ground.

Despite the Willowlesf Theater’s efforts, Slime-beak and his soldiers kept advancing, fighting any
blue jays and cardinds in the way. And soon a new threat emerged: fire arrows. Every few seconds, a
valley of flaming arrows would suddenly shoot through the air, like angry snakes dithering across the cod
black sky.

Some of the arrows hit the wooden pands of the stage. A few struck the baloon of the flying
Willowleaf Theater. Still others of these deadly shafts ruined not only the beautiful tablecloths on the food
tables but aso the cakes, pies, and puddings. The air stank of burned fruit, cloth, and feathers. The red
and the blue fought sde by sde, hdping each other and trying to stop the intruders.

Sime-beak ydped as a sword dug into his shoulder. The captain soun around. The attacker was a
cardind with exceptiondly large wings. The captain roared with rage, dmost forgetting about his injured
shoulder. No sooner had he ended his roar than a hard fight ensued. Slime-beak found himsdf dashing
his sword with dl his might to defend his life He took cuts and bruises from the cardind and dizzying
wing clouts to his head and ears. Ducking behind another crow, Slime-beak dodged a swipe from his
opponent’s sword. As the cardind was forced to face a new enemy, Sime-besk saized the chance to
look around.

“Hep, Captain!” screamed a nearby crow as he went down, crushed by a determined blue jay.

Many other birds of Fortress Glooming were suffering.

Slime-beak decided to check on the soldiers on the other Sde of the stage. But as he came down
for alanding, he dipped in a gooey, hot mess that smdled...like beans? A dozen of his soldiers dashed
to hisaid and splashed into the bean soup as well. The sticky liquid coated their feathers and glued their
wingsfirmly to their sdes. Now they could not fly.

“Oww!” Slime-beak cried sharply as a jagged piece of roasted pecan zapped him in his behind,
followed by a terrible assortment of acorns, pine nuts, chestnuts, and beechnuts bombarding his face and
wings Windng and dancing in pain, the captain skidded between two baitling birds to escape the
merciless nuts that pelted his body. Just as he dipped away, another horror attacked him: a large torch
flying and twirling, like a vengeful spirit. Getting out of the way, Slime-beak, bean goo and dl, ran to a
safe distance and watched. The torch struck an unlucky crow soldier, who yelped and immediatey
perished as the gink of burning feathers reached Slime-beak’ s nodrils. Trying to shake the blood-chilling
image from his mind, the captain scrambled headfirst into a honey-covered raspberry pie, the jam filling
blinding him for a sticky second. Stumbling backward, the captain received a hard, solid punch from an
angry blue jay, which sent him spinning uncontrollably. “Yah! Away with you. Stone-Run can't be
conquered!” the blue jay yeled.

Thefrightened captain logt hiswits. He shoved everybird out of hisway and turned around.

“ Ahhh!”

“Captain Sime-beak! Hep!”

“Owt OW! I'm going to die!”

“Get me back to Fortress Glooming!”

The cries of his soldiers rang in the captain’s raspberry janfilled ears. Running as fast as he
could, hetrailed raspberry jam, soup, and fragments of nuts. He tripped into other soldiers as messy as
he was, but nothing kept him from racing to someplace safer. Slime-beak cried out as chunks of piecrust



fdl from his face and into his beak.
“Retreat! Troops, back to Fortress Glooming!”



A woodbird egg a day will keep death away.
—FROM THE BOOK OF HERESY
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LDEAS

T hat evening, as Slime-beak led a third of Turnatt’s army to fight the red and the blue, the daves a

Fortress Glooming were discussing the event. It was an early-evening gathering rather then the usud
campfire discussion. Tilosses had been eavesdropping laidy not only on Turnait but dso on the soldiers
a dinner and the cook, Bone-squawk. The old davebird had picked up a lot of information, enough to
give the davebirds a new idea for escaping.

“How to start, my dear friends?’ Tilosses began excitedly. “Escaping now could be a redity!
According to what I've learned from Turnip—no, Turnatt—the cook, Bone-squawk, plus some other
empty-headed soldiers from the army, | think that today, yes, today, well have the perfect chance to
escape. We can no longer wait for the native woodbirds to come and help us; time is running out. So
think about it: One third of the aamy is gone, Slime-beak with them. What could be better?” The
davehirds murmured among themsdves, some agreeing, others doubting. “To add to that, Turnatt caught
ahit of a cold and Bug-eye hurt hisright claw. Swordbird made it happen dl by coincidence today!”

One of the davehirds patiently waited for the whisperings to die down. He asked the question that
was on everybird’ s mind: “ Tilosses, what is your plan?’

The old sparrow guffawed, hisbdly shaking a bit and his eyes glittering. “I1t's probably the best a
bird could think up, of course” His face became stern. “Ligen closdy. Around midnight the guards a
our compound will switch shifts. Glipper is the closest to the door, so when the new guard comes, kill
him!” The sparrow handed the flycatcher some amdl pointed darts that were made of sticks they had
secretly collected and sharpened on stones. “Next, we'll saw off our chains with this knife | stole from
the kitchen. Once we're loose, we ll tipclaw around the compound and crawl behind those piles of rocks
and dirt. There's a bendy old willow &t the end of the rocks. We |l flutter up to the roof of the hut where
Bone-squawk stores food. It's a safe place, snce the hut's overshadowed by a couple of trees. After
that, Miltin, Glipper, and the two vireo brothers will tackle the gate guards so they can't prevent our
escape. The rest of my plan you probably can guess Once the gate is open, well dide down the roof
and leave Fortress Glooming.”

“That's a little too risky, ian't it, Tilosses? What if the guards a the gate give the dam?
questioned a waxwing.

Tilosses gmiled. “By great fortune, tonight's guards are to be Crooked-shoulder and, whet's the
other's name, oh yes, Large-cap. What luck! Crooked-shoulder’s eydids dways close during his shift,
and Large-cap wears a cap over his eyes. Tha's one advantage for us.

“Add to that, Miltin on his wood-gathering misson learned that the woodbirds live north of us”

“But what if they find out that there' re no birdsin our compound? Then what will we do?’

Miltin smiled craftily, his big eyes shining. “Ah. | was about to get to that point. A couple of
bundles of grass here, alump of lumber there, and dummieswill do the job.”

“l can dmogt see old Bug-eye's face when he finds the dummies” Tilosses laughed. Then he
became serious. “So if everything goes wdl, well escape. In the morning it will be too lae for the
soldiers to find us”

“S0,” concluded Glipper, “let’s hope dl will be as smooth as cream.”

In the topmost chamber of Fortress Glooming, Turnatt sat on his throne as usud. During the past few
days he had caught a cold. It wasn't a serious one, but it limited his outbursts. The dizzinessin the hawk’s
head made him dreamy and dow in thought. But at times he could dill snap at his captain and soldiers, to
discourage any thoughts or plans againg him.
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Bone-squawk, the cook, scurried into the room, carrying a blue jay egg and a cardind one in a
dlver tray. The eggs dolen from the red and the blue were carefully sorted by Turnatt himsdf, who
tapped them gently with a spoon to test their quality. Turnatt wearily inspected one egg and then the
other. He chose the blue jay egg and gestured to Bone-squawk. He had eaten a cardind egg the day
before and wanted to have a different taste. The cook stepped forward, carrying a long, sharp needlidike
knife. Turnatt grunted as he pointed to a spot. In went the knife, with a amdl crack. After Bone-squawk
withdrew histool, a good-sized hole appeared, neat and clean, with just a bit of egg white dripping out.
The cook, after fumbling in his ingredients bag, poked lemon juice, onion powder, pardey, and a bit of
pepper into the egg. He carefully inserted a amdl spoon through the hole, dowly dirring without
digurbing the eggshdl. Turnatt watched drowsly. Bone-squawk, with a find bow, backed out of the
hawk lord's room. After a long time Turnatt findly put his beak into the hole of the egg and dowly,
dowly sipped with his eye hdf closed.

The hawk lord was getting deepy. He drained the egg with a find durp, licking his beak
unhurriedly. Turnatt wished his cold would go away. Little by little he drifted off with his head againg the
empty eggshdll. He dreamed abouit the past.

IT WAS NOT SO LONG AGO, when he had first made plans to build a fortress, a place to house his
army and to store the stolen eggs. He would need many new davebirds, he knew.

After taking rolled-up maps from his bookshelves and stretching them out, he hunted for a
tribe that would be his next target. Far and wide on the maps he searched. At last he found an
ideal tribe, the Waterthorn, near the Rockwell River. Robins were the birds there! They would
certainly make good, hardy workers.

That night Turnatt started planning his attack.

The next morning he set out for the Rockwell River with fifty crows flying behind his left
wing, and fifty ravens behind his right. Half a mile from the destination they split up into two
groups. Some hirds would attack directly as a decoy to draw out the warriors of the tribe. The rest
of his horde would then take over the tribe trees, taking the birds left behind for slaves.

At first all worked according to Turnatt’s plan. To Turnatt’s delight, there were a lot of
able-bodied hirds in the Waterthorn tribe. He led the raid on the camp himself, while the other
half of his army engaged the warriors. Out of the corner of his eye, Turnatt noticed some birds
flying to the top of the highest tree. One held a small, shining object in his beak. Turnatt paid no
mind. His soldiers had rounded up a dozen birds, mostly young birds and nesting females, and
were busy putting their legsin cuffs and fighting back the few that tried to resist.

Much to Turnatt's surprise, some birds began singing a song. The rest, though
outnumbered, still bravely struggled with Turnatt’s soldiers. Again the shining thing caught the
hawk’s eye. This time it was even brighter, sending rays of light right through the clouds. What
foolish trick was this?

Suddenly a flash as bright as lightning streaked across the forest. Turnatt looked around.
There were no rain clouds. Instead in the sky hovered a huge bird. He was pure white, like snow,
like clouds, like the foam of the waves of the sea. He had a long sword in his claws. To Turnatt’s
shock, the bird was much larger than he was.

“ Release the robins of the Waterthorn,” the bird said in a booming voice.

What? Give up his hard-earned daves just because the bird said so? Nobird could tell
Turnatt what he should do.

Turnatt glared at the bird. “Who do you think you are, talking to me like that?” he
bell owed.

The white bird made no movement. “ Release the robins,” he repeated in the same calm
voice.

Turnatt didn't like it at all. He was a lord, a tyrant! The bird should bow down before him,
not command him! “No! Go away!” Turnatt laughed and, with one swipe of his claw, knocked



adsde a robin who flung herself at him.

“No?” the white bird questioned, stretching the syllable.

Turnatt didn't answer. The next thing he knew, the bird had unfolded his large white wings
to their full extent, raised his sword, and pointed it at him. Again there was a streak of light.
Turnatt screeched in pain. He felt for a moment that his left eye was on fire, a fire that would
never die. Turnatt knew he had greatly underestimated the white bird. He could barely see to
fight. What if the bird blinded his remaining eye? Turning back, he fled with his crows and ravens.

All of the slavebirds he'd caught were lost, except one that was smuggled away, a thin
robin with shining eyes and long, skinny legs. He was called Miltin. Yet he had been expensive.
The lives of eighty-four of Turnatt’s soldiers, not to mention the hawk lord’s left eye, were gone in
exchange for one little davebird.

The hawk lord woke up with a start; the old dream had haunted him again. Infuriated, he smashed the
empty eggshdl in front of him. Savebirdsl They were the cause of dl his troubles. As soon as
Slime-beak came back, Turnatt would send him to check on the davebirds compound and make sure
they were not up to anything. After dl, you couldn’t be too careful.



Victory is sweet, but one must remember
the sacrifices that bought it.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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REM AINS OF V |CTORY

/ \ttheAppIeby Hills it was pitch black, but dl the red and the blue could see was brightness. They

hed won the fight with only alittle loss.

“Wdl,” grumbled Parrale, assessing the damage in the green and white hot-air baloon, “even a
tiny hole in our balloon might delay us for days, let done these holes. Thiswon't fly for at least a week.”

Near the food table Lorpil sniffled and blew his beak in a handkerchief. “Oh, dl the beautiful, tasty
food, gonel”

Farther away, gtting on a bench sde by side, were the two leaders, Flame-back and Skylion.

“You know what, my friend?’ Flame-back said.

“What?’

“Thiswon't be the lagt fight we have. Those crows and ravens will be back. We need to work
together if we want to defend Stone-Run.”

The blue jay leader patted the cardind’ s shoulder gently. “We do,” he said smply. “And we will.”

Across the bettlefidd a few blood-covered bodies of the crows and ravens littered the ground.
Among them, some brave fighters of the red and the blue had gone to Sky Land and left their bodies
behind. Of course, there was a'so bean soup spattered over the grass, pie fillings of dl kinds glued onto
trees and chairs, dong with nuts here and there in the most unexpected places.

A few groups of cardinas and blue jays were out in the field, carrying stretchers. Lanterns were
adways nearby, like stars guiding the rescue groups back through the darkness.

Except for amdl fragments of quiet conversations, the whole place—the tallesx mound on the
Appleby Hills—was filled with the chirping of the crickets hidden dl over the batlefield. There wasn't
any fancy music to celebrate the victory. Only the crickets sang, but that was enough.

Glenagh entered his study, difling a yawn as he closed the branch door. What had happened that night
was on hismind: not the attack but something else.

The birds in the play called Swordbird, and he came, the old blue jay mused. Those crows
and ravens will be back; my bones tell me so. And next time we may not be so lucky. How can we
find the right way to call Svordbird, too?

He reached up for a book on one of his shdves the Old Scripture, Volume 2. The pages
crackled as he turned to the beginning, Ewingerd€e s diary.

LATE WINTER, “THE DAY OF SNOWFLAKES"

On the day when snowflakes started to swirl all around, we began our quest.

| am Ewingerale the woodpecker, the son of Antoine Verne and Primrose. Snce most birds
call me Winger, it isnot odd that | stick to the nickname and think of it as my only name. It fits me
well because of my love for flight. Everybird | meet says that | am an undersized and bony
woodpecker but have unusually large wings. | guess they are right. | always felt that my large
wings were born to have a big use, so when | heard of Wind-voice's great quest, | joined it
without hesitation.

EARLY SPRING, “ THE DAY OF WINTER JASMINES”

Wind-voice says that on every quest, there is a bud, a flower, and a fruit. Our quest so far
has gone well, so Wind-voice says that the flower has bloomed, a wonderful flower.

Our quest isto try to find and enliven all seven Leasorn gems across the world and to find a
sword with the eighth Leasorn on its hilt. Wind-voice, the leader of our little group, seeks the
sword because his mother told him to do so. Although Wind-voice has never seen the bird who
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sred him, his mother told him that his father was always watching over him. So we started off,
threein all, to find the sword.
EARLY SPRING, “THE DAY OF HEROES”

What makes a hero? Bravery, strength, ability, and a heart for justice.

Wind-voice says that he wants to protect innocent birds from evil, to be a hero. In fact he
isn't boasting; he indeed looks like a hero: powerful and lean, with sparkling eyes. He looks like a
dove, yet he's stronger and mightier than any dove who has ever flown. He has the skills to be a
hero too. He is not only good at swordplay but also smart, quick to learn new things, and
thoughtful of others. Crows cringe when they see him; even the intensity of the rain seems to
lessen in his presence. And that’s the very thing that has made me realize: If Wind-voice is able to
find the Leasorn sword, there will be more happiness, more peace in all the forests.

Being tired, | cannot write more. Wind-voice, our hero, may you succeed!

Glenagh was rdluctant to close the book. His interest was deeply aroused because the diary’s
author was Ewingerde, the companion of Wind-voice. Seasons later Wind-voice became a true
hero—Swordbird.

Swordbird... the word rang in the head of the old blue jay. Something in his mind stirred, and
Glenagh remembered what Skylion had told him: Swordbird could solve this conflict.

The old blue jay thought about it as he buried his head in the feathers of his left wing. Somewhere
inthe Old Scripture there mugt be the song to summon Swordbird. He would find it. Then, if they could
ever find a Leasorn gem, they could cdl for help. And Swordbird would surely come.



Remove the chains on our wings; we want to fly.
No matter how dim the hope is, we want to try.
Soon no longer slavebirds we shall be.

We shall be birds of joy, forever free.

Now we must trudge in the darkness of fear,
With only stars as companions,

But then freedomis near.

Left claw, right claw, farther into the night,
Soon the light of dawn came into sight.
Freeat last, free at last...

Rejoice, the days of sorrow have passed.
—FROM A SONG IN THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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ESCAPE

M idnight came quickly. The firg-shift compound guard had gone back to his bed; the second-shift

guard was now dead with darts in his throat. “Good shot!” Miltin congratulated Glipper. The davebirds
stepped over the body and left the compound. Tilosses used the knife to work their legs free.

Glipper came to the front of the line of birds to lead them. As he looked at the sky, he noticed that
it had become cloudy. Yes, that's good. The moon is bright enough for us to travel, yet not so
bright that guards can take notice. He looked back and saw Miltin give him awing tip—up. That meant
the robin had placed the bird dummies, and dl was wdl at the back of the davebird group. He returned
the 9gnd and started to crawl faster. The davehirds uttered no sound in spite of the painful jagged rocks.

Glipper soon reached the hut. He and Miltin first helped the old and wesk birds fly up to the hut
roof. After everybird was safe, they made sure that no sgns were left on the ground. The flycatcher and
the robin were the lagt to fly up.

“It stime” Glipper said in a hushed tone to Tilosses. He, dong with Miltin and the vireo brothers,
crept to the edge of the roof and jumped noisdesdy to the ground. They tipclawed nearer, nearer to the
gae. There were two guards. One of them was hdf dozing; the other had covered his eyes with his cap.

Miltin gestured left and right with his claw. “Glipper, attack Crooked-shoulder with me. You two
can get Large-cap. Remember, slent as shadows, and difle them with the ragdl”

The other three nodded and vanished to their places, waiting for the right moment.

Miltin burst out of the darkness and threw his weight on Crooked-shoulder. The crow had the
wind whacked out of him, so he uttered no more than a gasp. Glipper came close behind and suffed a
srdly old rag down histhroat just as Miltin gave him a kick that knocked him cold.

Meanwhile, one of the vireo brothers dipped up and punched Large-cap in the face, followed by
ablow to the ssomach by the other brother. The guard collapsed to the ground without a sound.

The four sgnded the rest of the davebirds to follow. The others did down the roof as quietlly as
possible and flew over the gate in twos and threes.

Soon the davehirds were outsde Fortress Glooming.

The davebirds went north, remaning in the shadows. Nobird looked back to the nightmerish
Fortress Glooming, not even once.

Blood pounded in Miltin's ears. Freedom is near, he thought with a burst of excitement.

Thefant moonlight shone on the davebirds, kindly guiding them. Shadows were friends, gredting
them, hiding them.

After awhile afew birds gathered ther courage to speak.

“How far isit now?" Glipper asked Miltin.

“Not very far, | suppose,” came the hushed reply. The dreamy amdl of rich earth mixed with pine
needles greeted the birds' nodrils as the midnight breeze softly blew.

Crickets sang softly somewhere far off. “Free, freg, free...” they seemed to chirp. The heartbeats
of the davebirds thumped dong to the rhythm of the cricket cdls.

Free, free, free...

“Stop!” Miltin suddenly hissed to the rest of the davebirds behind him. They sumbled to a hdlt.
“Somebird's coming this way!”

The davebirds dl froze in fright. Only their eyes moved. Yes, in the distance there were sounds of
wings againg the wind and claws crunching on leaves. They came closer.

“Don't move. It must be Simebeak and his soldierd” Glipper whispered. The davebirds
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crouched stock-4till, dl hoping that the bushes and shadows were thick enough to hide them. No one
dared to draw a breath, and dl feared that the crows and ravens could hear the wild thumping of thar
hearts.

Nearer the crows and ravens came. Flickers of light indicated the torches that some soldiers held.
The davebirds could dmost see the mdidous eyes of the foul bunch dlittering in the darkness. The first
few crows and ravens brushed by, followed by another, and another. More flew overhead. Almost every
one of them had a sharp spear. The amdl of beans came from them, mixed with the stench of blood and
burned feathers. Though there were about thirty crows and ravens, to the davebirds it seemed asiif the
line were endless. It seemed like an eternity before the last of the regiment—a bony, mean-looking raven
with a knifein his claw—passed by.

Miltin Sghed in relief. The danger was over.

Tilosses coughed and quickly pressed his beak againgt his chest feethers to muffle the sound. But it
was too late. The scrawny raven spun around, throwing his knife at the noise. The long blade whirled as it
diced through the air, moonlight gleaming on it. It struck the bark of the tree that Tilosses was leaning on,
bardy an inch from the old bird’ s throat. Not a Sngle davebird moved.

Narrowing his eyes as he scanned the darkness, the raven quietly walked toward Tilosses. His
clawsteps were the only soundsin the night.

He stopped right before the bush that concedled Glipper. Glipper crouched lower and pressed his
head to the ground. The other davebirds were horror-stricken. Yet they could do nothing. The raven
looked right and I€ft.

Miltin was hiding in the shadow of an dm tree only a few clawsteps away. He picked up a round
gtone without meking any sound and stood up very carefully. Everything was slent and dill. All of a
sudden he threw the stone as far as he could and then ducked down.

The thump of the stone on crisp leaves drew the raven’s atention. He turned sharply and rushed
toward the stone, which was a safe distance from the davebirds. He found nothing, of course.

The raven growled to himsdf, taking a last look a the trees and shadows where the davebirds
were hiding. Then he jogged off to catch up with the rest of Slime-beek’s regiment. His figure soon
became atiny speck in the distance.

Slime-beak and his battered troops findly arrived at the gate of Fortress Glooming. It wasn't a preity
sght, hdf the soldiers hopping, walking, or running and the other hdf flying. The captain knew he would
be in deep trouble. When he had set out to bettle, he' d had about fifty soldiersin al. When he retreated,
there was only a sad number of thirty or so.

Normdly Slime-beak would fly over the tdl gate, but because his wings were gicky with bean
soup, he had to cdl the guards at the other side of the gate. “Y ou, in there!l Open up!” Slime-beak caled.
No response. “Guards No desping. You hear?’

Senang that something was wrong, the captain sent a raven to check on the guards. Moments
later, the raven croaked, “The guards are tied up and unconscious.”

“They—davebirdd” The words caught in the captain’s throat. He dashed away to check the dave
compound.

Sime-besk rushed into the musty, reeking place and tripped over something soft near the
entrance. It was the body of the compound guard. Horrified, he stood up and looked around. There
seemed to be lumps and bird-shaped shadows, but something was not quite right. It was quiet. Too
quiet.

“Come on, deepyheads! Get up and follow me!” There were no replies, only echoes. Sime-beak
tore the sheet from a davebird's bed, uncovering a reed-made dummy. He howled with rage. Bug-eye,
the dave driver, was nowhere around.

“Soldiers” Slime-besk ordered. “Use your kills now, and find those davebirds! If you don't
catch them, I'll use your hides to make shoes! Come on! Look! Y ou miserable bunch of featherbald”

The soldiers rushed out in different directions, investigaing shadows and ligening for noises.

Sime-beak quickly scrubbed and dried hiswings. Then he led a squad and flew some distance



before landing and invedtigating. One of his crows squinted a some moving shapes not far off. “What are
those?’ another soldier asked, holding alanternin his claw.

Seaing the shapes moving rapidly away, Sime-besk charged a them. “Quick! Get the escaping
davebirdd”

When Glipper heard the crashes and the ydls of the pursuing soldiers, he made a quick decision.

“I'll be the rear guard,” Glipper said to Miltin. “You lead. No ifs and buts. Go! Hiding means
nothing now!”

The davebirds flew as fast as they could. Arrows whistled by their ears. A few unfortunate birds
were hit and fdl to the ground.

Slime-besk cdled out to hishirds “Soldiers Hy to the other end and surround the daves Make
sure no one escapes or I'll ped your hides and send you dl to Sky Land!”

The soldiers quickly obeyed, filling up the sky. In aflash, screams pierced the ar as the davebirds
were caught.

Miltin fdt a stab of pain in his shoulder and he crashed to the ground. He grimaced. An arrow
gheft was gicking out. Through the shock of being wounded, the robin glimpsed a dump of dense, tdl
bushes by the dim light of the moon. He looked right and left. Nobird was paying attention to him. Silent
as a shadow, he vanished behind the bushes and crouched there, waiting. He held a bloody claw over the
wound, panting dightly. Behind him Miltin could hear the haunting screams and ydls of other davebirds.
He closed his eyes momentarily, taking in big breaths. Though Miltin yearned to fight side by side with the
other davebirds, hisingincts told him to stay put, for he knew he could only save them by finding Aska's
tribe. Gradudly the screams and noises faded and died away; only then did Miltin open his eyes.

The night was noisaless now; the crickets sang no more. Only Miltin's labored breething broke the
glence Hefdt his bloody wound. | cannot stay here; it's unsafe! Miltin clenched his claw around the
arrow and pulled it out. He took a deep breath and tried to fly once more. But his wounded shoulder
faled hm and he dropped agan. The pain worsened. He forced himsdf to get up and started to stagger
north. Blood flowed down his sde in thick streams, so he grabbed a dock leef in his beak and pressed it
to his shoulder.

He did not know how long he had been gumbling, and the pain grew worse with every step.
Blood throbbed in his head, dmost pounding his brain to bits. Thoughts whirled insde. Glipper and
Tilosses...Aska and her tribe...Fortress Glooming...peace...freedom...

Suddenly Miltin tripped over a stone and fdl facedown. He didn’t bother to get up, just lay in the
dirt with his eyes closed. Oh, he was tired. Oh, his wounded shoulder hurt. Though his feet il kicked
wildy as if running, his efforts were in vain. Blood had covered his right shoulder and a part of his right
wing and had now dried in layers. Despite his tiredness, he struggled to rise once more. The pain was too
intense; tears squeezed out of his eyes as he tried. Panting, he lifted his head a little. In the distance he
could make out a camp of some sort. He was tired. So tired. Darkness began to take over Miltin's mind.
“Freedom!”—that was the last word he wanted to shout out, just before he fdl unconscious.



Off we go to the mountaintop,
What lies ahead we do not fear.
No obstacle will make us stop,
Till we reach the land so dear.
May the wind under our wings
Be smooth and fair on thisjourney!
—FROM EWINGERALE' SDIARY IN THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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THE LEASORN GEM

M iltin opened his eyes with a feeble moan. He heard a voice: “Miltin!”

He amiled weskly as he recognized a face. “Aska” he managed to whigper. His questioning look
prodded her to explain.

She gestured to a far-off place through the branches. “My tribe found you not far from the
northwest shore of the Siver Creek, unconscious. We managed to get you here and cdl for a medicine
bird. | expect him to arrive any minute now. Hmm...snce you' ve escaped, no doubt there will be trouble
from that hawk again.”

Miltin let the information sink into his brain. He immediatdy sat up, in spite of his wounded
shoulder. “1 must go a once!” he declared.

The medicine bird and Glenagh camein just a that moment. They looked strangdly at the robin.

“Where do you need to go?’ questioned Aska, thinking that Miltin had become dightly ddirious.

Miltin blinked severd times, rubbed his eyes, and dghed. “To my home, the Waterthorn, of
course. | must! Thered gem...”

“What gem? Why?’

Miltin douched, but his eyes shone brighter than ever. They seemed to see nothing yet everything.
“I mud...my friends—the davebirds—they need it...so does your tribe.... | must! The red Leasorn! Let
me take you to get the gem and cdl for Swordbird!” Miltin paused and panted with the effort of
gpesking. His voice faded to a whigper. “Cdl for him! Let Swordbird comel” With that, the robin
collapsed back into his bed, exhausted.

Aska was slent for amoment and then turned to the elder, Glenagh, in confusion.

The old blue jay went into a spiritlike trance. His eyes grew bright as he murmured: “The Leasorn
gem! The vauable gem of the Great Spirit!” He gazed up at the sky for a moment, his face illuminaed
with joy.

The medicine bird who had been examining Miltin's wounds was surprised by the actions of the
elder. “You scared me for a second, old Glen.” He took out a bandage from his bag. “What's dl this
about the Leasorn gem and Swordbird?” Aska looked puzzled too.

“Oh, dear friend, don’t you see? To make Swordbird come we need to learn the song, and we
a0 need a Leasorn gem. However, legends say that there are only seven gems on the earth and another
on Swordbird’s sword!”

Aska gasped. “You mean, Miltin's family, the Waterthorn tribe, has a Leasorn!”

The medicine bird paused as he looked up. He met Glenagh's excited gaze. “The problem of
Turnatt is solved!”

Glenagh amiled widdy. “Not yet, my friend, but soon!” He put a wing tip to the robin’s shoulder.
“Thank you, Miltin!” he whispered as he |eft the room. “How the birds at the meeting will rgjoice at this
informetion!”

The medting was hdd not far from Miltin's room, a a branch that curved into a perfect ovd. Many
important birds perched on it. Smaler twigs stretched off into the ovd, covering the hole in the middle
and meking a suitable table after a tablecloth was draped on top.

The red and the blue were arguing and discussng when Glenagh made his appearance. “I have the
solution, ladies and gentlebirds!” he declared, wings spreading out. The noisy talking ceased immediatdly.
All eyes turned to Glenagh. “Our only chance to fight off the hawk and surviveisto cdl for Swordbird.”
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Flame-back, the cardind leader, spoke with urgency. “Quite right. We have no other choice since
mogt of us bieve that Turnatt will launch a second attack. We mugt try to prevent him from doing further
damage to our Stone-Run. In order to do so, we need to learn the song and find the Leasorn gem.”

“I'm trandating the song,” Glenagh said.

“But the Leasorn!” The cardina leader went on. “How in the name of Swordbird are we going to
find such arare gem?’

Glenagh's amile became very wide. “Ah, that was what | was coming to. Our friend, Miltin, the
robin, knows how.”

“How?’ the meeting members asked in unison.

“Hisfamily, the Waterthorn tribe, who live beyond the White Cap Mountains, has a Leasorn.”

The red and the blue turned slent. Outside, leaves rustied as the wind grew stronger.

“We mug pick a few who will fly on a misson to borrow the Leasorn,” Skylion proclamed
solemnly. “It won't be easy. The mountains are high and desolate, and those robbers the Sklarkills haunt
the passes. We mugt choose birds who can withstand dl dangers to protect the Leasorn, birds who can
be of good hedlth even without food and water for days.”

“Aye, that's for sure” murmurs came from the mesting members,

“I'll go.” Cody spoke earnestly. “1 would like to do anything | can for Stone-Run.”

“And I'll go with him,” Bronté added. “Two are better than one.”

“They are both kindhearted lads,” the birds whispered among themselves.

“Aye, they are”

Jug then avoice pierced the air. “No, | will'” Aska cried. Her eyes shone with determination and
bravery. She stepped through the doorway and looked at the slent crowd.

Glenagh turned around in surprise. “And why is that, young lady?’ He shook his head dowly as he
looked up and down &t the blue jay. “Can you survive the dangers of the White Cap Mountains? Can
you withgtand hunger and thirst if supplies run out? Can you make your way through dl the obstacles?”’

Aska bowed her head. “I can,” she whispered.

It was only a second before she suddenly stood tal, and her eyes opened, filled with love for
Stone-Run. Her voice became louder and stronger with every word. “I can! Being a girl doesn’t mean |
can't gand these hardships. | should be the one to go. Why, here, two strong, able-bodied warriors are
willing, but they shouldn’'t go. They are needed here. Who will defend the old, the young, the sick, and
the disabled when they are gone? Who will stop Turnat if he plans a second attack and tries to destroy
Stone-Run once and for dl? They are our protectors. They should not leave for such atask. | can get the
Leasorn. Besides, Miltin will go with me; he knows the way.” She breathed hard as she finished her
gpeech and shifted her gaze from one bird to another.

The meting members were Slent for a second. Then a smdl wave of clapping gradudly turned
into a thunderous applause. Tears werein some birds eyes, they were so moved by the speech.

“Wdl said, lass. Well said,” declared Skylion. Cody and Bronté agreed.

“Let’'sgo tomorrow!” A new voice pierced the air. Miltin had staggered into the room, shocking
everyoneinto slence.

Aska sent a quegtioning look to Skylion.

There was a pause. “Yes, you can, Aska and Miltin. | give you that permisson with pleasure,”
Skylion said. “But not tomorrow. Miltin needs at least a day or two to recover his strength.”

Askafdt her heart soar inthe sky. | can do it! she thought.



I’ ve never seen any mountains quite like
the White Cap Mountains. They are called so
because the tops of them are covered by mists,

mists so thick that from a distance you cannot see
the tops. Though coniferous forests cover the visible

part of the mountains, the tops are barren. What
dwell in the mountains | cannot say. “ Monsters,” was
the reply of a bird living near them when | asked him.
—FROM EWINGERALE' SDIARY IN THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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§JRMOUNTING THE WHITE QAP M OUNTAINS

T he top of the White Cap Mountains was a ghedly place. Trees were scattered across the misy

landscape like ghosts. Aska and Miltin had been confident when they started to fly up the dopes in the
morning, but now they were not so sure,

“Oh, you can hardly see anything from here.” Aska squinted at a shadow in the distance. “What is
thet? A tree, or a boulder maybe? Or something...dse?’

Miltin shrugged. “Who knows? Let’s avoid it.” So the two birds veered around the shadow. They
had never before seen such a thick fog; everything around them seemed to be covered by a milk-white
val.

The two soared in absolute slence. Miltin flew with steady, measured stokes, refusing to favor his
aching wing, but his heart was beating furioudy. Aska dared not talk; she focused on flying as fast and as
deliberately as she could. A dretch of time followed, and though it was only minutes, it seemed to be
hours until Miltin spoke.

“I-1 think our minds played a trick on us. | don't see anything anywhere” His words were haf
true. Of course they hadn’t seen anything suspicious, but how could they see anything clearly in the fog?

Aska amiled nervoudy. “I hope you're right, Miltin. | don’t like this place at dl. Remember wha
Skylion told us? The Sklarkills could be snesking right behind—"

“Stop! Stop! Let's not make the Stuation harder than it aready is”

They fdl slent again. Every so often a frightening shadow would appear in the distance, only to be
revealed as atwisted dead tree or an uneven lump of rock deposited there by avalanches long ago.

No wind blew on the very top of the mountains, and no trees rustled ther leaves. In truth there
were no leaves to rudle, for the only trees were Hiff conifers and dead ones as dry and old as the
mountains themselves. No grass grew, only thick carpets of moss covering the rocky ground. The moigt
ar caressed the land with its icy fingers, leaving drops of water behind. There were waterlogged
depressionsin the earth, some as amdl as a plate and some as large as a basin, which were like countless
dill mirrors reflecting the fog. No ripple ever came to thelr surface; nobird disturbed them.

Minutes went by, and Aska and Miltin soared over a ravine, a Sght that was both horrifying and
breethtaking. Though the migt did not alow them to see the entire chasm, the edges and the feding of
emptiness were enough.

Aska suddenly tensed. Miltin glanced quickly around. “Whét isit?’

“There's...well, arhythmic sound, coming closer....”

“What? | didn't hear athing. Maybe it's just your imagination—"

Aska quickly cut the robin off. “No, stop begting your wings like a madbird. Hy dowly. Now can
you hear it?” Aska s face was strained with fear.

Miltin's eyes grew bigger. “Yes, quite clearly. Why, they're saying...”

There was chanting in the distance. It got louder and louder and soon surrounded the two
travelers, echoing in the migt.

“Sklarkilld Sklarkilld Kill, kill, kill! Give us your treasures or you'll die!”

Miltin beat his wings faster than ever. But there was no way out; the strange birds had encircled
them thoroughly, unnoticed because of the fog. The bandits closed in on them.

“We don't have any treasures,” Aska shouted.

“Sklarkilld Sklarkilld Kill, kill, kill! Give us whatever you havel” they ydled darkly. Now Aska
could see that the Sklarkills were large jackdaws who had shimmering snakeskin vests with swirling
green patterns on them. Some even wore headbands to maich.
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Miltin took a gdlent count. His eyes widened with worry. “Dozens of them a least. We're
hopelesdy outnumbered, Askal Our only way out is up.”

“But the air isthin up there! We could suffocate!”

“It sdl we can do.” Miltin's face was grim. “Here. A saber to protect yoursdf with. I'll be okay
with arapier. Don't worry if we get separated. Just go!”

The two birds armed themsdlves and darted up through layers of fog. Sklarkill jackdaws followed,
bdlowing in anger, trying to block their way. They thrust long spears at the two travelers. One of the
spears tore Miltin's carrying pack. Supplies spilled out, and Miltin was thrown off-balance. Down he
spun, into the mob of the eager jackdaws. The Sklarkills stabbed and pierced him with their spears,
threatening to close in. Miltin whirled his rapier furioudy, blocking as many spears as possble. Yet he
couldn’'t hold out for long. Aska knocked a Sklarkill jackdaw back with her saber and came thundering
down. She dashed with dl her might, roaring into her enemies faces, usng her amdl sze to duck the wild
stabs of the spears. Then Miltin regained his balance, and they struggled to fly upward.

“Hold your breath and fly higher!” Miltin urged, wind whidling in his festhers. “Higher!” They flew
up and up. The Sklarkills followed, 4ill chanting their threatening song, “Kill, kill! Sklarkills, kill!”” No
meatter how high they went, the Sklarkills aways followed. When Aska gasped for breath, her lungs fdt
as though they were on fire.

“Down. Now!” Miltin whispered dryly. The two plunged down, waving their weapons as they
dived. Aska was not serioudy wounded; she had only asmdl dash on her back and tiny nicks and sores.
Miltin, on the other wing, was bleeding dl over. With the speed of their dive, the two managed to evade
the mob. Yet it was only a temporary escape. The Sklarkills quickly followed them.

“Aska,” Miltin gasped, “follow me! Quick!”

“What? Why are we—"

“Don’'t ask now. You'll see later. Just follow!” The robin flew with a burst of speed back the way
they had come. Aska zoomed closdy behind, a little confused. Why were they heading back when they
were dmogt on the other Sde of the mountains? The Sklarkill band was in hot pursuit.

Miltin glanced back. “Take this, jackdaws!” he hollered, and snatched a large bag of grain out of
historn pack. He threw it as far as he could.

Immediatdy, the jackdaws flew to the bag, fighting for it, ydling to one another in hoarse voices,
“Ming Ming!”

Miltin kept flying. Suddenly the ravine again opened up benegth the robin and the blue jay. Rapidly
Miltin and Aska turned and plunged into it. They disappeared in the mig. “Keep to the diffs and sdes!”
Miltin whispered. “Quick! The Sklarkillswill catch up soon!”

Miltin's eyes darted to and fro. He kept glancing at the jagged diffs that were the borders of the
ravine.

“Herel” Miltin whispered urgently. He flew headlong into a smdl cranny in the diff. It was just big
enough for im and Aska. Insde it was dry and dusty. Dark too.

Now the fog worked to Aska and Miltin's advantage. The Sklarkills could not see where ther
vicims had gone. The blue jay and the robin huddled together, ligening intently, until the last of the
threstening chants faded in the distance.

Miltin breathed aSgh of reief. “That’'s over,” he said.

“Watch out!” Aska cried.

A sinny young Sklarkill, more persistent than the rest of his band, had been hunting dong the
ravine for any place the two fugitives might have hidden. Now he poked his head and one foot into the
cranny, sngpping a Miltin'stall. “Give me what you havel” he screeched.

Miltin soun around, rapier in claw. The jackdaw let out a horrible shriek as the blade crashed
down between his eyes. He dumped and started to dip backward out of the hole, the weight of his
pardyzed body pulling him down.

But as he fdl, his daw hooked on to Miltin's tunic. The jackdaw plummeted down through the
swirling, misy air, dragging Miltin with him.



“Aska” The cry of the robin hung in the air. It was followed by a sckening thud.

Miltin awoke, pain grasping every part of his body. Even opening his eyes was painful. He dowly craned
his neck and looked around. He was in a cavel To his right was the cave entrance; to his left were a
gmd| fireand Aska.

He groaned as the soreness sung again. “What happened, Aska? Where am 1? | hadly
remember anything except that | fdl....”

Aska nodded. “Yes, you fdl, ydling my name. My heart was in my throat! | couldn't possbly
bear to fly down to see you smashed by the force of thet fal.”

Miltin amiled weskly. “Wdl, you did.”

“l did. You were not smashed at dl! How happy | was to find you dive, in one piece! You landed
on that Sklarkill. I moved you to this cave, which is at the bottom of the ravine. Then it rained. Look, it's
only asmdl drizzle now.”

“But...I"ll bet that our rations are gone too.”

Aska sadly nodded.

Slently, the two listened to the light, whispering rain.



“It’stime for the colors of evilness,”
he harshly whispered, eyes glinting with fire.
“ Red, of blood and flame;
Black, of shadow and night.”
—FROM A STORY IN THE BOOK OF HERESY
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A BALL OF FIRE

T urnatt’s temper had gone from bad to worse. How could he not be angry when he saw Slime-beak

returning battered and beaten? The captain looked as if he had swvum in soup and jumped on pies.

He begged for mercy as some piefilling dripped down his face. “Oh, Milord, there were a couple
of tricksters among the woodbirds! Some horrible birds who attacked us with food! Though | was
defeated by the woodbirds, | caught the escaping daves as | came back. Oh, forgive me, milord!”
Sime-beak knelt down low a Turnait's claws.

Turnatt eyed his soup-covered captain. If | kill him or demote him, | can’t find another bird in
my army capable of taking his place, he thought. Besides, | might need to use him later.

Sill, Turnatt was disgusted with the crow’s appearance and roared to his soldiers to take the
whimpering Sime-besk away. He did not want the food-covered captain to make a mess on his fine
polished marble floor.

The supidity of Bug-eye, nurdng his injured dlaw in the infirmary while the daves escaped, dong
with the defeat of Slime-beak at the Appleby Hills, infuriated the hawk lord. His angry thoughts whirled
and churned like a hurricane. Turnatt was not the kind of bird who kept his anger to himsdf. His ydlow
eye became brighter and brighter, as though it were a bal of fire. Soon it grew so frightening that the
soldiers on guard in his chamber looked away, shivering. All of the hawk lord's feathers rose, making him
twice hisorigind dze. His deadly talons flexed; his crud beak diced through the arr.

Jug then an innocent soldier sneezed, and suddenly Turnatt could not bear it any longer. Faster
then lightning, his cdlaws stuck out and his beak dug into the bird's flesh. The raven died ingantly, but
Turnatt kept ripping the body apart. His movements were so swift thet the aringing soldiers could not see
him clearly. But they could well hear the growls and bellows and the sound of flesh and bone being torn
apart. They stood as far away as they could, frightened to sllence.

Turnait brutally feasted on the raven’s flesh and drank his blood. He grinned a his soldiers as if
they were friends.

“Give each davebird twenty lashes” He tapped his covered eye dowly. His other eye narrowed
into a danted dit. “Get me Shadow now, and then you' re dismissed.”

The soldiers went away. Turnatt heard the screams of the davebirds being beaten outside when
the raven scout dipped in. “Yes, Your Mgesty?’” Shadow played with the edge of his black cloak. His
amber eyes glowed as he peered at the hawk.

“Snce | trust you, you'll be put on the biggest job of your life If you fal, you'll diel” Turnait
began the conversation with a threat. “Now, how many good scouts are avallable?

“Ten counting mysdf, Your Magesty,” Shadow answered, dosng one eye.

“Good. You'll lead an attack on those cardinds and blue jays. Get your scouts ready, and get a
bottle of ail or two. Prepare to st fire to those filthy woodbirds camps! Do as much damage as you
can. I'll dso give you some archerbirds to command. Do not be foolish, and don't let me see you
covered in beans like that scum Slime-beak when you come back!”

“You have my word as a scout, Your Magesty. | will not fal you.”

Turnatt quickly cut the raven short. “Good! Now dart!”

Over the next few days Shadow and his scouts observed the red and the blue, watching for ther
weaknesses. They gathered enough ail and other necessary supplies. They were the strong right wing of
Turnait's army, and they seldom failed to accomplish thar tasks.
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The day after Aska and Miltin's departure, Glenagh found what he was looking for, the “Song of
Swordbird” in the fifth volume of the Old Scripture. But it was in the old language, which none of the
birds could speak anymore. Glenagh paingtakingly set about trandating it.

“Sng it, Cody.” Glenagh handed the paper to him. “Do you think we got it right this time?’

Cody started to Sng.

There' s a place we know that holds peace.
There' satime we know that treasures peace.
There’ s a reason we know why we want peace.
There' s a bird we know who can create peace.
Swordbird, Swvordbird!

Oh, let us have peace,

Oh, let us have freedom once more.

Let the evil be driven away.

Let the forest be filled with sunshine.
Make the land a peaceful place once more.
May peace and freedom be with birds forever.

Cody paused to catch his breath. “Isthat dl? 1 like the tune.”

Glenagh shook his head as he adjusted his spectacles. “Only the fird verse. | haven't got the
second verse yet, but I'll bet we can find it.”

“Intimefor Aska and Miltin's return, of course,” said Cody.

“Yes, and | hope no serious trouble will come from Turnatt before that.”

Shadow was hiding close to Glenagh's study. He noted the happenings with satisfaction. “You are
looking for Swordbird’'s help now? Well, I'll see about that when flames devour your home and snge
your song sheets! Will you be happy and Sng then?” He vanished with the other scouts.

Cody rubbed his eyes. Things were srange lately. He had heard whispers that dowly faded into the
sounds of the creek. He knew these might be coming from hisimagination, but he had just now seen two
amber eyes garing out of the darkness. As he looked harder, they vanished. He didn't think that his
senses had played a trick on him. He was sure that somebird was watching slently. Deep down Cody
knew something terrible was about to happen.

That evening, Shadow gave his lagt indructions to his band of scouts and archers. “Liden, my friends.
Together, we are strong, but apart, we shal be defeated. The red and the blue can be powerful together,
as Slime-besk discovered. But tonight the blue shdl be aone and a our mercy. Burn, scouts! Destroy!
As for the archers, gtay in the shadows and make no moves till | say so!” He turned to a few of his
scouts. “You three, pour il on the exposed roots of the trees, and then set them aflamel Let the evening
come, for it is our friend!” All the Slent birds nodded and went to their work. They were so wel
camouflaged that nobird saw them as they prepared to kill.

Everything was cdm in the Bluewingle camp until flames erupted. Cries of darm came from the
birds as they fled their nest rooms and trees, but some didn’'t get out in time. Yédls shook the night as
arrows sprang from the surrounding undergrowth. Since it was dark, nobird knew where the archers
were. The fire grew more intense, until the camp trees looked as if they were made of burning gold.
Branches crackled with tremendous noise, burned off, and crashed down, trgpping some fleang birds
underneeth. Cries hung in the ar as arrows pierced throats and hearts. The night air was thick with
screams and smoke.

Cody dashed out from his flaming home. He flew as fast as he could toward the Sunrise camp,
knowing that thar friends were thar only hope.

Soon a band of cardinds, joined by the theater group and Cody, rushed to the scene, armed and



ready to defend the blue jays againg anything. But it was too late. The scouts and archers were gone like

agug of wind.
Bodies lay piled together. Some were killed, but most were just wounded. The ones who were
dive were arying slently next to those who had fdlen. Scorched feathers floated in the air. The whole

tribe became a sea of flames.



Play the same old tricks whenever possible.
—FROM THE BOOK OF HERESY
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_SECOND RAID

/ \sthe cardinas and the theater birds watched helplesdy, flames swalowed up the Bluewingle camp.

But then a flash of ligntning lit dl the faces of the birds, followed by a desfening roll of thunder. Ran
started to pour down and extinguished the fire within minutes.

Flame-back, Cody, and a few gsrong cardinds went into the remains of the camps to look for
aurvivors. They found Glenagh trapped in a corner of his study, lying on a pile of charred books and
documents, with hiswings open to cover them. A deep cut over one eye was bleeding fredy.

“Glen! Areyou dl right?’ the cardind leader cried.

“Oh...the song to cal Swordbird...the Old Scripture...they're burned!” croaked Glenagh in a
raspy voice.

Cody helped the old blue jay up. “Don’'t worry, Glen. | can dill remember the firg verse of the

“Our camp has a copy of the Old Scripture too, Glenagh,” said Flame-back. “You'll dl have to
come back with us. Bring the wounded. You'll be safe there”

Shadow and his scouts and archers glided over the gate of Fortress Glooming and landed breathlessly on
the steps of the main building. He dismissed his birds with aflick of awing and dashed up the Sairway to
Turnatt’s private chamber.

“Comein, scout,” grumbled Turnatt.

Shadow respectfully bowed his head. “Yes, Your Mgesty. We've burned the blue jays camp
and killed many blue jays with arrows. But when we returned to fetch some ail to burn the cardinds, it
began to rain.”

“Not bad,” growled the hawk lord. “Attack the cardinds tomorrow night if the rain stops.
Beware, the woodbirds may have set up defenses”

“Yes. Thank you, Your Magesty. Good night, Your Magesty!” Shadow sduted the hawk and
backed out of the room.

When the woodbirds and the theater members arrived a the cardinds camp, the firg thing they did was
to clear out a nearby cave. This cave was a big one, with a smdl pond insgde. The cardinas had often
come here to drink the water because it was the sweetest for miles around. The birds piled some straw
bedding around the pool and carried the wounded in. A medicine bird was cdled to tend them. The
theater birds dso escorted the hatchlings and the old, weak, sick, and disabled birds into the cave so that
they could be sheltered if an attack came.

Flame-back and Skylion led a group of birds to hang nets around the camp trees. Although it was
dill raining outside, lightning and thunder became less frequent.

Inthe cardinas' tribe there were severd large nets made out of akind of surdy weed. They were
used for capturing dangerous animas that came too near for the cardinas' liking. Each was cone-shaped,
with athick rope tied at the end. The rope would be hung on a high branch, with the other end indde a
room. As a beast came near, a bird would release the rope, and the nets would crash down.

Theran stopped, and in the eastern sky the fird rays of sunlight shone.

After setting out sentries around the camp, Flame-back and Skylion went indde to discuss the
next step.

“The enemies attacked my tribe at night, so they're likdy to do the same again,” Skylion reasoned.
“Judging from the flames last night, | think that they poured ail on the lower part of the trunks before they
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set them on fire. So we mugt stop the birds one way or another before they do it.”

Hame-back nodded. “Right. We have some nets, but they may not be enough.”

“We cartanly can dation some archers,” the blue jay leader said dowly. “But it would be even
better if there were some gigantic spiderwebs—"

“Why, Skylion, you remind me! Have you ever used sticky-grass to catch winged insects to eat?’
Flame-back asked.

“Do you meen the legfy grass with resinlike sap in the ssems? Oh, yes, of course | have used it,”
Skylion said with interest. “When you bresk the stem, the sticky, clear glue will flow out. If you smear a
bit on one branch and move the stem, it will make a sticky dring. Apply the glue on another branch,
dretch it and tick it on another, and another.... When finished, it will resemble a spiderweb. There
aways will be some mosguitoes and flies stuck in the web the next morning. Pick them out and you'll
have awonderful breskfast.”

“We have lots of sticky-grass growing behind our camp, Skylion. Let's pick some and make
webs dl over the tribe-trees’ branches! It would be much safer with these sticky webs,” Flame-back
suggested.

“Good ideal Let's get some birds to help us do that now!” Skylion couldn’t wait.

Jug as predicted, Shadow and his scouts showed up tha night. They perched near the man tree,
obsarving it through the leaves.

Shadow turned to his scouts. “You two st fire to the main tree. Be careful: There are birds awake
there. Pour ail onto the base of the tree too.”

“Yes, dr!” The two scouts flew off with two large buckets in their claws.

Shadow waited for quite awhile, but there weren't any flames. He ordered the rest of his band to
pour oil and set fire to the camp trees and let the archers follow the scouts to protect them from behind.
Agan nothing happened. At lagt he could not wait any longer and flew to the main tree to see what had
gone wrong.

When he got close, he heard the hdting cries of crows from gticky websin the trees, and nets. He
cursed and drew out an arrow, taking careful am at a cardind sentry. But just before he let the bowstring
go, somehird ese's arrow flew out of the darkness, brushing the feathers on his head. His shot went wild
as he turned to face alarge cardind who swooped down from a branch. He had a bow in his daw and a
quiver on his back, with knives and dartsin his belt.

“l am Flame-back, leader of the Sunrise tribe” the cardind said in a thregtening voice. “Leave
now and | will let you go with your life”

“Never, fool! Death to you!” Shadow hissed, and lunged a him, saber flashing. Flame-back
nimbly skipped away and with a twang shot another arrow at the scout. Shadow ducked, the shaft
whidling by his ear. “Fght with meif you dare!” he growled. But Flame-back turned and flew out of his
Sgnt.

Furious, the scout dived after him. He came to another camp tree but didn’t see the cardina. He
ligened intently. Suddenly he snatched out a knife and threw it. The long knife fird Split an arrow that
came from that direction and then landed with a muffled thud somewhere out of Shadow’s sght. There
was a soft moan. Shadow, his eyes shining with mdice, eagerly rushed toward the sound. His black cape
billowed behind him like a ghost.

The wounded Flame-back didn’t give up. He yanked the knife out of his side and with a grunt
used it to block a deathblow amed a him from Shadow’s saber. He scrambled up, and the two birds
clashed in ablur of blades. Crows are naurdly larger than cardinds, so Flame-back’s chance of winning
the battle was dim. But his angry face and the unusud amount of weaponry on him made Shadow a little
uncertain. And Flame-back was extremdy quick-clawed and agile, so before long the scout was
breething hard.

Neither seemed to gain an advantage as they parried and thrust around the camp trees. The ar
filled with the dlangs of metd.



Shadow laughed and managed to quickly wrench Flame-back’ s knife out of his claws, but just as
fast Flame-back pulled out a scimitar and lunged a Shadow. The sudden movement caught Shadow off
guard. The scout immediatdy logt his amile as a good number of feathers were chopped off, leaving a
patch of skin bare.

Shadow was infuriated. “You'll pay for that, scdawag!” He charged at the cardind again. The
scout’s saber diced a piece of flesh from Flame-back’s claw, and the cardind dropped his scimitar in
pain. Seeing his chance, Shadow aimed blow after blow a Flame-back, and the cardina could only duck
and retreat.

“Hold on! I'm coming, Flame-back!” Skylion rushed to join the battle. He tossed a sword to the
cardind leader, and together they battled with the scout. Two were too many for Shadow; he turned and
fled. Flame-back and Skylion tailed behind.

“Here, raven!” Flame-back roared angrily, and shot dart after dart a him. One struck Shadow’s
behind, and the scout yelped, dmog fdling to the ground. But the dart hadn’'t gone deep, and Shadow
flew even fagter.

Flame-back gathered dl the strength he had to rush after the scout. He seized the raven's cape
and pulled with dl his might. Skylion joined him, and together they tried to yank Shadow back to the
camp. They dmost succeeded, but then the crafty scout cut his cape off with his saber.

After he had freed himsdf, Shadow spun around and amed his saber a Flame-back. The cardind
leader ducked, but he was a little dow. The blade bit deep into his shoulder. Thrown off-baance, the
cardind fdl to the ground.

Roaring, Skylion gave the scout a solid wing clout, battering his head.

Flame-back regained his balance and ydled, “Archers, firel”

From the treetops nearby, heads of cardinds and blue jays popped out in neat rows, bowstrings
drawn back. Shadow dropped his saber and tried to flee. Too late.

Bows went dnging. Arrows whidled from dl directions, piercing the scout’s skin. With a
horrendous shriek Shadow rose into the air. He disappeared into the night, followed by another volley of
arrows and angry shouts.

Skylion flew to Flame-beak. “I’'m dl right,” the cardind leader said. “My sde is cut, and so ismy
shoulder. But they'Il hed.”

“l gave that raven a wing clout he won't soon forget,” Skylion added. “Our archers did a
wonderful job. He won't be around for awhile”

Skylion and Flame-back were immediatdy surrounded by the Sunrise and Bluewingle warriors.
When the red and the blue shifted their gaze to the crows and ravens trapped in the nets and webs, anger
and hate boiled in thelr chests.

“Throw stones a them!” ablue jay roared. Many voices agreed.

“Don’'t, my friends” Skylion said gently. “They are now helpless and can’t harm us. We will take
them prisoner and release them one day, far from Stone-Run. But we cannot be murderers. They have a
right to live, as do dl creatures that fly, swim, or run on this beautiful earth. Swordbird would not wish us
to wrench ther lives awvay.”



The placeisfull of sorrow;

Thereisno joy, no song.

Thereisa valley without a flower,
Feeling the wind go by.

There' s a riverbed without water,

Forever and ever dry.
Everything seems so dreary; it feelsjust too airy,
But on the hill, there's a small wildflower that never cries.
Because hopeiswhat it lives on.
—FROM A SONG IN THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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L IVING ON H OPE

I nthe cave Aska bathed Miltin's wounds with springweter, spread a mountain herb poultice on them,

and bandaged them gently. Miltin amiled his thanks, and then his eyes drifted shut.

Redizing that Miltin urgently needed something to eat, Aska went outside to seek food. Crawling
among the boggy puddies, the blue jay cropped the soft tips of new moss and put them in her bag. But
then Asa spied a amd| golden blossom amidst the dull green, its petdls fluttering in the light breeze. The
blue jay stood there motionless, weatching the flower bloom in the misty coldness. She knew every plant
of the woodlands by heart, but she had never seen such aflower before.

“Oh, how could something so beautiful live here? Is it a megic plant sent by Swordbird?” Aska
whispered. “Thank you, Swordbird! Miltin can be saved!” Aska dug out every hit of the flower with care
and rushed back to the cave.

Aska put the golden flower and the moss into a pot of springwater over the fire and stirred them
with a spoon. The pot boiled, giving off a ddightful smell.

Theroots, leaves, and petals bobbed in the soup asiif they were saying temptingly, “Edt, edt....”

Oh, how Aska wanted to taste it! “No! Miltin needs every drop of it to survivel” she told hersdf
firmly.

She poured the soup into a bowl and gently woke the robin. Miltin attempted to hold the spoon,
but he was too weak to do so. She fed him sp by sp. But after a spdl Miltin refused to eat any more.
“You need it to keep up your srength too!” he said.

“But you're injured! Y ou need it more than | do.”

“But who will gather food if you fal sick from starvetion?’ Miltin returned.

Aska laughed and agreed to Sp afew spoonfuls yet left most of the soup for Miltin. Aska Started
to feed the robin again, and he meekly opened his beak to the soup spoon like a hatchling.

“It tagtes....like oring...” Miltin whispered. He swallowed another beakful. “Like...like...”

“It' sthe taste of a golden flower, the taste of hope,” the blue jay finished.

Miltin woke up early the next morning. To his surprise, the pain in his shoulder from the arrow wound
hed lessened, and the cuts and dashes from the Sklarkills spears no longer burned and ached. Hetried a
practice flight and found that hiswings worked nearly as well as before.

Miltin rushed back to the cave to tdl Askathe good news. “Don't you think it's strange that | can
fly agan?’ Miltin grinned. “Let’s go out of the ravine and fly down the mountains now!”

| was right! Aska thought with wonder. That golden flower must be a magical herb sent by
Swordbird! Thank you again, Swvordbird!

Still, she was worried. Miltin seemed better and stronger, but his wounds were not completdy
hedled. Aska forced him to wait until she finished checking and changing his bandages. The wound in his
shoulder was the worst, deep and only hdf heded, and a long day of flying yesterday had adready
drained it.

The two st off.

The mig, as they went down the mountains, faded into a clear blue sky, so wecoming that it made
Aska's heart ang and Miltin's heart soar.

“The Waterthorn tribe! Mother, Father, here | come!” Miltin yeled to the sunny forest below.
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Those who died shall not have died in vain,
for they are brave soulsfighting for rightness,
and he who guards peace and brings justice to the
world shall give them a rest they deserve.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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MILTIN’S WISH

I t was nearly noon when Aska and Miltin flew over ariver.

“Look! That's the Rockwell River, which leads to my home!” Miltin called excitedly.

“We mug be near then!” Aska cried. “When do you think we should reach there?’

Miltin did a loop in the arr. “In a couple of hours a the latest,” he whooped. But as he flipped
upright again, a sudden pain seized him, causing hisleft wing to buckle. He dropped down.

“Miltin” Aska gasped. She dived after him. Fortunately the robin landed safely on the deck of a
boat, the Rippledew, which was passng by. Aska came down beside him, seedying him with awing.

The skipper of the boat came behind them. “Ahoy there, Miltin!” he caled merily. “Looks like
you need aride to the Waterthorn, eh? | hope you haven't forgotten me”

Miltin turned around. “Why, canit be...” His eyes widened in surprise. “Quaykke Lekkyauq!”

“You got that right!” exclamed the gray duck. He noticed Miltin's bandages and asked, “Are you
wounded, Miltin?’

“Nothing serious, thanks,” he murmured.

The duck looked skepticd. “You've had some adventures, that's clear,” he said. “Wdl...it's
noontime, so why don't you have lunch with me and tdl me what' s been hgppening to you?’

“Oh, wonderful!” Miltin perked up. He fdt asif he hadn’'t eaten amed for ages.

They went to the gdley and ate plum puddings and spicy sdmon stew. Over the med Miltin told
the skipper about Turnait, his escape, and the need for a Leasorn gem.

As he spoke, a sudden shiver rippled through Miltin. He winced as the movement triggered pains
dl over his body. The aid from Swordbird's magica flower was waning. He coughed and pretended to
choke on the stew. It didn't fool Aska. She shot him alook, but Miltin turned his head away.

After lunch Aska and Miltin went back outsde to the deck. She peered cdosdy a his bandages
and gasped as she saw a new patch of red soaking through the white linen around the robin’s shoulder.
“Miltin, are your wounds worse?’ she demanded.

“No. I'm—I'm fine”

“l don’'t think you're tdling me the truth,” Aska said quietly.

Miltin gazed into the distance. “You're right,” he said dowly. “I'm not. If | had let you know the
truth, you' d have ingsted on stopping to nurse me. But it won't matter if | let you know now, since we're
%0 close to my home”

He paused and dghed. “My wounds can’'t be heded. All those days of being a davebird have
worn my body down.” His head shot up; his eyes filled with anger. “Aska, you can't possbly imagine
how | was tortured a Fortress Glooming, for you've never experienced the crud whip lashings, the
panful bestings.”

“I know, Miltin. I can’t imegine how it must have been,” Aska whispered.

Miltin lowered his gaze. “You see, Aska...whenever | think of saving Stone-Run and my felow
davebirds, | forget dl my pan.”

Jug at that moment Quaykkel came over. “Ho, Miltin, I've dropped by to tdl you we're a the
Waterthorn!” he cdled. Miltin's face lit up when he turned his head and saw the familiar, beautiful woods
not far ashore.

He and Aska thanked Quaykke and bade him farewdl. They headed toward Miltin's home.

Miltin flew over the shore that he knew so well, his heart pounding. Mother! Father! Where are
you? he cdled in his heart. Aska followed, trying to catch up. She thought it strange that Miltin was able
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tofly so fagt dl of a sudden. Thejoy of seeing his home must have given im new strength.

Miltin turned back to point out a place to Aska. “See that, Aska? It's my home!” he cdled
esgerly. Aska looked ahead. At the end of the meadow of red blossoms was a verdant grove of maples,
flashing dl shades of green. Silhouettes of birds were visble anong the trees, songs could be heard
fantly.

Jugt asthey landed a the edge of the grove, a few robins hurried out. “Look, it's Miltin! Miltin!”
They clustered around him, chattering with excitement. Two of them dashed back to the trees to tdl
Miltin's parents, dl the while shouting to every other bird, “Miltin's back! Miltin's back!”

The whole Waterthorn tribe gathered around Miltin at his parents' nest house. Before he got to the
door, his parents were dready there, gregting hm with tearsin their eyes.

Miltin dipped his head. “I'm back, Mother, Father,” he said.

Miltin's mother quickly helped him up. “I’'m not dreaming, am |, my son? Let me take a closer
look a you...” she murmured lovingly. “Goodnesst Why are you wearing bandages? Are you
wounded?’

His father, Reymarsh, helped him through the door. “Let’s go into the room firgt, Miltin. Y ou musgt
be tired.”

After they had settled comfortably on cushions, Miltin spoke. “Mother, Father, this is Aska, of
Stone-Run Forest. Sheis here to ask if she can borrow our Leasorn gem.”

“What happened? That hawk again?’ Reymarsh quickly asked with grave concern.

“The hawk Turnatt made me and the other captives davebirds a his fortress in Stone-Run. He
a0 attacked Aska s tribe and other birds there. They need our help. Father, you must lead your troops
to Stone-Run with the Leasorn tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?’

“Yes or it'll be too late. Turnatt will attack Aska's tribe.”

There was slence. “You need a good rest,” Reymarsh said in a low voice. “And you know the
ritud didn’t work perfectly. Swordbird didn’'t stay long enough, and we don’'t know why.”

“Promise me you will go tomorrow...” Miltin begged.

Reymarsh nodded dowly. Miltin faintly smiled. He opened his beak asif to say something more
but suddenly collapsed.

The room was in a turmail. Miltin's mother called his name again and again. The medicine bird
quickly came. “Miltinisin danger, I'm afraid,” he reported gravely after an examination.

Miltin's mother burst into tears. “How can you bein such a state, Miltin?’ she wailed. “You were
hedthy and well before you were captured! How can you be so sick after just over amonth?’

“Madame, you need to be cdm. Let Miltin rest,” the medicine bird said.

After afew hours Miltin's eydids fluttered and opened a crack, reveding his dry and tired eyes.
He did nothing but breathe raspingly for along time. His head spun with dizziness and pain, and he could
hardly see anything but numerous spots before his eyes. He fdt asif hiswhole body were in a bonfire.

The flower sent by Swordbird had helped him, he redlized. But it couldn’t hed him. All Swordbird
had been able to do was to give him srength to reach home and complete his misson. “Thank you,
Swordbird,” he whispered fantly.

“Miltint Miltin” He heard Aska cdling his name. He was not sure where Aska was. She seemed
to be far off....

A warm, unfamiliar feding enveloped him. No. He could not just let it come. Miltin tried his
hardest to speak, but his throat was too dry for him to utter a clear word. His firg attempt ended in a
round of terrible coughs and hacks. But soon he managed a amdl, weak whisper.

“A-Aska...” he croaked. “I cannot go on to bring my davebird friends to freedom. Please
complete the task for me. You are a powerful, determined blue jay, and | choose you to finish it. Soon |
will die. | wish | would see Turnait be destroyed and the davebirds go free, through your eyes” He
paused jus alittle and attempted a smile. The strange feding once again tried to swalow him. He turned
to his parents. “Father! Please fly with Aska, to Stone-Run.... Turnatt must be destroyed....” His voice
grew bardy audible. “I love you, Mother and Father....”



The grange feding came a third time to take him away. Thistime Miltin did not sruggle to keep it
off. He let the warmness go through his whole body; he fdt as if he were soaring. A burst of brilliant
colorsfilled hisvison. They soon merged into a shade of blood red. The red turned into black. Miltin felt
asif he were flying through a dark tunnel. The tunnd seemed endless, full of twists and turns. He was not
afraid; he ventured on.

He shot through the opening of the tunnd and into the sky. Miltin's wings no longer hurt, his chest
and back no longer ached, and he fdt happy and free. Looking behind, he could see his body lying in the
nest bed. Around it were his parents, Aska, and his tribe friends. They were crying. All the Waterthorn
birds were crying. He hovered in the air for aminute, gazing at them, carving dl of them into his memory.
“Good-bye, Mother and Father. Good-bye, Aska. Farewd |, Waterthorn,” he whispered, tears in his
eyes. After awhile he rductantly turned and flew toward the skyline, till his tribe was no longer visble in
the distance. He flew higher and did loops in the air. Higher and higher he went, until he was flying next to
the sun.

“He s gone, gone to Sky Land,” whispered Reymarsh, gazing sadly at the gill form. He leaned on the hilt
of his sword, trying to hold back histears. “Turnatt, you'll pay!”

Miltin's mother sobbed. Aska, with tears streaming down her cheeks, steadied and comforted
her.

Aska sorrowfully looked &t the robin’s peaceful features. Miltin had a little amile on his face. The
afternoon breeze ruffled his feathers. He seemed to be adeep, dreaming of wonderful things. He could
livein his dreams forever.

Rest in peace, Miltin, Aska thought. | will fulfill your wish.

Thewind blew softly over the maples, as if in mourning.

The next day Reymarsh and his tribesbirds held a funerd for Miltin and planted blue flowers on the
grave. After tha the robin leader readied his troops and took out the red Leasorn. They flew toward
Stone-Run with Askain the lead, chanting furioudy, “Down with Turnatt! Set the davebirds free!”



Preparedness may avert danger.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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PREPARATI ONS

T urnatt waited for Shadow’ s return, eager to hear of the destructions of the cardinds camp.

Those little woodbirds killed a score of my best soldiers, he thought. I'll see them destroyed!
To pass the time, heidly turned the pages of the Book of Heresy, dthough he knew every paragraph by
heart. “ Defiance spreads like a plague,” he murmured to himsdf, quoting his favorite passages. “Let no
one oppose you, even for a second. Crush them before thoughts of rebelion can spread.”

But Shadow had been Ieft with no archers or scouts, hdf a cape, some patches of bad skin, and
wounds from arrows and darts—none serious but dl panful. He was winging his way, not back toward
Fortress Glooming, but deeper into the forest, away from the cardinds and the blue jays and away from
the hawk lord as well. Shadow had no intention of returning to face Turnatt and confess hisfailure.

First there was that strange incident at the Waterthorn tribe, he mused as he flew. Then
those cardinals and blue jays defeated Sime-beak, and now even | could not conquer them.
Turnatt’ s fortune is changing, the raven decided. HE s no longer a lord | wish to serve.

The deep shadows of the midnight forest swallowed the raven, and nobird could tdl where he had

gone.

Glenagh sat in the hdl of the cardinds main tree, bandages wound around his head. In front of him was
the Old Scripture of the cardinds.

In the margin of the last page of the Old Scripture, Glenagh noticed some words: “The fird verse
will make Swordbird appear; the second will make him stay long enough. The firg verse is in this book;
the second will be from your heart. Express your wishes there.”

Glenagh stared at the page, his heart thumping excitedly. Here was the key. At lagt he knew what
was needed to bring Swordbird and make him stay. He dipped his quill pen in the inkwel and started to
write quickly on afresh piece of paper.

Aska, Reymarsh, and his tribe fighters pushed on with ther journey to Stone-Run during the night. They
passed the White Cap Mountains quite smoothly, avoiding the Sklarkills by traveing in darkness. In the
morming they soon passed the border and entered Stone-Run.

“I'm in your embrace again, dear Stone-Run,” Aska murmured happily. She forgot dl the
hardships on the journey and sped up, flying faster and faster.

The shortest way of getting to the Bluewingle camp was to pass the cardinds home fird. So
Aska, Reymarsh, and his robins headed there. Before they drew near, some cardinds darted out.
“You're back, Askal” they cried.

Aska introduced Reymarsh and the robins to them, and the birds talked while they flew.

“Where s Miltin?’ one of the cardinas asked.

Everybird became sad and slent a the question, especialy Reymarsh, whose face filled with grief.
Aska sad in a low voice, “He had been too serioudy wounded at Fortress Glooming, and we were
attacked in the mountains as well. He passed away not long after he reached home.”

The birds fdl slent, mourning.

After awhile Aska broke the slence. “How’smy tribe?’

“We have bad news, Aska,” a cardind answered with his head bowed. “Your tribe trees were
burned by Turnat’'s birds.”

Aska gasped in horror. “Have birds taken the flight to Sky Land?’

“Only a few, may Swordbird bless ther souls. The rest are living with us now. Come and see
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them.”

Before the cardind finished his sentence, they had dready landed on the threshold of the Sunrise
camp. Flame-back, Skylion, Glenagh, and others greeted them warmly, welcoming them insde.

Reymarsh took the red Leasorn gem out of histunic. “Here' s the Leasorn that you urgently need,”
he said, passng the gem to Flame-back. “With it, and the  Song of Swordbird,” the great Swordbird can
be caled”

Flame-back accepted the Leasorn and gingely hdd it close to his eyes, examining it. The
multifaceted gem was tranducent and bright, and it seemed as though there were countless crystd
windows ingde. When Flame-back turned it dowly, it gave off gleaming red sparks. Everybird gathered
around the gemin awe.

“Have you got the * Song of Swordbird’?” Reymarsh asked Flame-back and Skylion.

Skylion turned his head to Glenagh.

“Yes” Glenagh nodded.

Reymarsh sad, “Lagt time, when my tribe caled for Swordbird, Swordbird didn't stay long
enough after he appeared. We don’t know what we did wrong. | only hope things will be different for
your tribe.”

“I believe s0,” Glenagh began with enthusasm. “I found the ingtructions for the second verse of the
‘Song of Swordbird’ in the most unexpected place.” He held up a piece of paper.

“A second verse!” Reymarsh cried. “1I've never heard of it.”

“You'reright,” Glenagh explained. “If we make the second verse ourselves, and it comes from our
hearts, then Swordbird will not just appear but stay. I ve finished the second verse. Here.”

Reymarsh read it eagerly. “Greet. It' s wdl written. Let’s make some more copies for everybird.”

“Don't forget ud” aloud voice sang out. Lorpil, sanding nearby, had been ligening. “If there is
music involved, the Willowleaf Theater must play and sng. We have our professona pride, you know.”

Skylion laughed and promised to get copies of the mudc to the theater birds. “But where should
we put the gem during the ritud, Reymarsh?’

“Wdl, when we did it, we firg put the gem on a platform. But redizing the danger of its getting
snached away by the enemy hirds, we let a tribesbird carry it in his beak. It's dangerous work,”
Reymarsh said. “That bird could eesly become a target for the enemy.”

“Let me hold the Leasorn during theritud. I’'m not afraid,” Aska said quietly.

Glenagh patted her back. “Y ou've done alot for Stone-Run, young lass. You should rest a bit.”

“l need to fulfill Miltin's last wishes” Aska dipped her head. Everybird became slent when they
heard this.

As Aska left the meeting room, she saw a blue jay stlanding in front of her. He held a red rose hdld in his
claw, the firgt rose blossom of the year.

“It'syou, Cody. What a surprise!” Aska exclamed.

“Thisflower isfor you, our heroing,” Cody said sncerely, and handed the rose to Aska.

When Turnait redlized that Shadow was not going to return, he was so angry that he dammed the Book
of Heresy shut. He shook his wings and screeched his rage so loud thet it made everybird's ears in
Fortress Glooming ring for severa seconds.

He would no longer send his cgptain and soldiers to do this job, Turnatt decided. He would lead
an attack againg the woodbirds himsdf.



They stared through the splendor of the lights,
through the clouds of faint colors that veiled
the sky, for they knew behind them,
he was here, finally here.

—FROM A STORY IN THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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§\NORDBI RD!

T he afternoon sun lazily shone on the cardinds camp. Everything seemed to be cam, but the birds

were dill wary. They knew Turnatt would not leave them done for long.

A young cardind on watch poked his head out of a tree but suddenly drew back in terror.
“Turnatt's coming! He's got an army of crows and ravens to attack ud”

Surprise and darm spread among the woodbirds in the blink of an eye. Everybird pushed aside
leaves to get a better view. There they were, in the southern sky, a dark speck leading a flow of smdler
specks, coming closer and closer.

“Get our troops ready!”

“Where' s the Leasorn gem? Give it to me”

“I'll pass the song sheets”

Reymarsh boomed in his deep voice, “Everybird, prepare for battle! Quick!” Soon about 80
woodbirds prepared to greet Turnat's 130 or more crows and ravens. The cardinds, blue jays, and
robins pulled out their weapons. They formed a circle around the cardinds  camp with their backs to the
tribe trees. Some were gationed in the air; others were on the ground. The woodbirds raised ther
wegpons as the leaders of the red, the blue, and the robins roared therr war cries Smultaneoudly.

“Power of the sun! Sunrise, chargel” the cardinas shouted.

“Attack! Bluewingles forever!” the blue jays ydled.

Therobins did not miss a beat. “Degth to the enemied Waterthorn, fight!”

Thewar cries enraged Turnait. “Go on and yd| for dl you're worth,” he growled. He ordered his
cgptain to send out attack dgnds Turnatt's soldiers rushed a the defending birds, who braced
themsdlves to hold ther line and keep the attackers off. Arrows flew. Birds screamed in pain. They
battled in the air, wings and swords flashing. But the defenders were outnumbered. They could not hold
out forever.

Aska, Glenagh, Cody, and the theater members flew as quickly as they could to the top of the
man camp tree. Aska held the Leasorn gem in her beak, and the theater birds brought ther instruments
to play the song. Dilby played the harmonica, Kadtin the flute, and Mayflower the claringt. Alexandra
plucked the harp, Parrae tapped a amdl drum, and Lorpil shook the maracas. Cody, leading the song,
turned his face to the blue sky:

There's a place we know that holds peace.
There' s a time we know that treasures peace.
There' s a reason we know why we want peace.
There' s a bird we know who can create peace.
Swordbird, Swvordbird!

Oh, let us have peace.

Oh, let us have freedom once more.

Let the evil be driven away.

Let the forest be filled with sunshine.
Make the land a peaceful place once more.
May peace and freedom be with birds forever.

The others followed his example, and soon they were dl anging their hearts out. The song was SO
touching thet the air trembled & it; the song was so magicd that the trees swayed with it.
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The theater members played with so much emotion that they were logt in the music. Never before
had they played so wdl. The red Leasorn in Aska's beak shone brighter and brighter, more and more
beautiful with every note. From the gem, countless beams of red light streaked out to the sky, as if
awaiting the arriva of Swordbird. Aska raised her head high. The blinding light was unbearable, but she
remained motionless with her eyes closed. Swvordbird! Come to Stone-Run, Swordbird! she thought
over and over.

The song increased in volume a every note, and it seemed as if the whole forest could hear it. It
encouraged the woodbirds and frightened the crows and ravens. The words about peace and freedom
mede the woodbirds stronger and more courageous. The crows and ravens began to fdter.

Turnatt was alittle troubled by the anging, but he told himsdf again and again, “Don't ligen to that
rubbish song!”

The hawk lord turned to his captain, Slime-beak. “Get those soldiers back to fighting!” he
bellowed. “Pay no attention to that song!”

The captain hurried away. To cdm his uneasness, the hawk joined the fighting. Whomever he
met, he killed, but each woodbird was braver than the last.

As soon as the find note of the firg verse faded into the air, the sSky grew darkish gray. It became
grayer, and grayer...and flash! There was never so bright a light, so intense that dl the birds couldn’t
hdp closng thar eyes. It seemed for a second that everything in the forest was as white as new snow.
Nothing happened to the woodbirds and the theater birds, but some of the soldiers of Fortress Glooming
screamed as ther visons became dark forever.

A smdl whirlwind appeared in the center of the sky. The wind sucked in clouds and soon
developed into a spird of bright colors—glowing rose red, soft golden yelow, lush spring green, vivid
peacock blue, and eegant violet. The colors seemed dive, moving, mixing, and changing. Sparkles
gligtened from the whirlwind as it picked up speed, like amdl stars dancing in the dark. The winds grew
stronger and stronger, strong enough to blow the crows and ravens right off the ground. They struggled,
flapped, and yeled. But they were sucked into the whirlpool of colors and never seen agan.

Strangdy, the wind did nothing to the woodbirds or the theater members. They stood dill,
watching the wonder unfold before their eyes.

But Turnatt didn’t get the title of tyrant for nothing. He was a dy hawk. Seeing the wind grow
gtronger, he snesked away from the battleground and into a cave. He didn't redize that in this cave
huddled the red and the blue. Fortunately for the woodbirds in the cave, the hawk didn’t venture very far
indde. He stayed in the entrance, observing the sky and the cardinds camp.

Suddenly a streak of forked lightning lit up the whole forest. An earsplitting roll of thunder
followed, a sound that vibrated aong the grounds and made the tal trees shake. When the lightning faded
away into the midy air, there hovered an enormous white bird holding a gleaming sword. Swordbird!

The bird had flashing eyes and a light-built frame. He seemed like a gigantic dove &t first Sght, with
dark orbs, ared hill, and scarlet fedt. Y et he was different from a dove. He had the gentleness and grace
of a swan, the nobility and speed of an eagle, though he was three times larger than the two added
together. His wingspan resembled a pae spread of clouds, fanning above the forest.

Swordbird' s dazzling sword looked like a deek Slver dragon, and the Leasorn embedded on the
hilt was the dragon’s eye. The “dragon” sparkled with a myriad of rich, colorful ripples that intertwined
with the red rays from the gem in Aska's beak.

Through the glare of the Leasorn light, Aska could see the guardian of peace, Swordbird. Her
heart swelled with joy. Swordbird, she thought, you're really here. Swordbird amiled at her, and she
beamed back.

Glenagh's beak fdl open in awe. He quickly adjusted his spectacles in order to have an even
clearer look at the white bird. That lean, muscular figure, that magnificent sword, and those
feathers of shimmering whiteness. Precisely like the descriptions in the Old Scripture, thought
Glenagh, amazed.



Skylion, Flame-back, and the rest of the woodbirds and the theater birds thought of dl the
Swordhbird stories Glenagh had told them before. It was hard to bdieve that Swordbird—the wonderful,
holy Swordbird from those tales—was truly here.

After playing the interlude, Cody and the singers began the second verse of the song.

Where thereis peacethereislove,
Where there is peace there is friendship,
Wherethereisfreedomthereis happiness,
Where there is freedomthereisjoy.
Peace and freedom! Peace and freedom!
Oh, we shall ever regjoice,

Oh, we shall ever be thankful
When peace and freedomring true.
The freedom fighters shall not have died in vain,
The evil shall be punished.

Oh, Swordbird, please give us hope
In the times of darkness.

May Sone-Run be a wonderful forest again.

Turnatt, crouching in the cave, dmog fainted from fear. This was the second time in his life he had
seen Swordbird. He tried to back away, but his legs didn't work. So he leaned againg the mouth of the
cave, peering a the sky. Ahal He saw a blue jay on one of the camp trees, with a shining thing in her
beak. It must be that thing that made Swordbird appear! If | wrest it away, Svordbird will vanish,
Turnait thought. He was just about to rush out to Aska but hesitated. Svordbird will probably kill me if
| go out. I'd better remain hidden here.

In the darkness Turnatt couldn’'t see the other birdsin the cave, but they could see him, silhouetted
agand the lignt from the entrance. They held ther breath. Some of the birds who were able to wak
carefully picked up some spears, waiting for an opportune moment to throw them at Turnatt.

Swordbird spread hiswings even wider and headed for the cave. Turnatt shrank back. Jugt a that
moment he heard a whidling noise behind him, the sound of something being thrown. The next thing he
knew, a sharp spear struck his rear end, and severa others brushed by. Without thinking, he leaped
forward, amogt flying into Swordbird.

Swordbird waved his sword and pointed it at Turnait. Turnatt dipped his head to avoid its shiny
beams. He heard Swordbird talking to himin hismind.

You, hawk! The last time | saw you, you were endaving birds at the Waterthorn. | blinded
your left eye and gave you a chance to give up vice. But you threw it away. You came to
Sone-Run, built Fortress Glooming, stole more eggs, and caught more woodbirds. Now your day
of doom has come!

“No! No! Mercy, Swordbird!” Turnatt begged, bowing down before the terrifying white bird. But
his angle ydlow eye darted cunningly about. Swordbird frowned and shook his head but lowered his
sword alittle. Turnatt seized his chance. He leaped up from the ground and, flapping his wings furioudy,
rushed a Aska

Aska wasn't afraid. She held the Leasorn higher as she took out her saber and pointed it at
Turnait. Cody legped forward, ready to defend her.

But before Turnatt got close, the sword of Swordbird sparkled with brilliance. Turnait ingtantly
burgt into flame. A screech of horror came from the bl of fire as it dropped to the ground.

“Turnatt’'s dead! Turnatt’'s dead!” the woodbirds cheered.

Swordbird came low, hovering above their heads. He smiled and spoke to them in their minds.

Turnatt is no more. Enjoy freedom and peace again. Peace is wonderful; freedom is sacred.
Aslong as there is peace and freedom, there is tomorrow. Farewell, friends.

I will always watch over you.



Swordbird beat hisimmense wings, flying higher and higher until he was no more than a white spot
inthe gray sky. The woodbirds and theater birds flew after him for awhile, waving and caling good-bye.
Gradudly the sky turned blue, and a rainbow hung in the air, arainbow that promised peace.



No joy can be compared to that of being free.
—FROM THE OLD SCRIPTURE
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FREEING TH E_SLAVEBIRDS

When evening came, a paty of birds—robins, blue jays, cadinds and theater

members—appeared in the sky above Fortress Glooming.

“Free the davebirds Free the davebirdd” they chanted, waving their weapons in rhythm.

Hearing this, the soldiers who had been |eft in Fortress Glooming became frightened and uncertain.

Turnatt must’ ve lost the battle, they reasoned, or else how can the woodbirds come here?

“If Lord Turnait is dead, then what's the purpose of saying here? Waiting for death? I'd rather
fledd” one of the soldiers cried.

Sill uncertain of Turnatt’'s fate, the remaining crows and ravens flew over the fortress walls and
toward the mountains.

When the woodbirds landed on the fortress' s ground, they heard voices. “Over herel Over herel”
the davebirds ydled from the compound.

The woodbirds pried open the compound door and rushed ingde. There was much hugging and
crying. When Reymarsh saw the davebirds he caled to histribeshirds, “Quick, remove ther chaind”

Whilethelr bonds were being cut off, the davebirds couldn’t help wincing and crying out in pain.
The pieces of metd had worn into ther flesh, dmost embedded in their skin. But they were so glad.

The davebirds were freg; they were davebirds no longer. During their celebration they seemed to
remember something. “Come with ud” they said, and led the woodbirds to a hut outsde. The woodbirds
broke into the hut and went ingde to ingpect. The food before their eyes shocked them.

“Aren't these apples, pine seeds, raisns, and roots ours?’ Heet-tail gasped.

“These wanuts, honey, mushrooms, and raspberries are from my tribe!” said Brontéin anger.

“These are the eggs stolen from the blue jays” Cody exclaimed.

“Look, those are our cardinds eggd We should carry them back. Maybe they’ll dill hatch,” said
acadind.

All the birds moved the food to the fortress meeting hall, preparing for a feast.

The crystd chandelier in the hal was beautiful when they lit the candles on it. When the birds of
the Willowleaf Theater began to play musc, everybird started to dance and sway. Ther hearts fluttered
with the notes. In the ar and on the ground the birds danced gracefully, findly at peace.

On one sde of the dance floor, Skylion, Flame-back, Glenagh, Reymarsh, Dilby, and Tilosses
stood together, talking.

“My tribeshirds and | are leaving tomorrow,” Reymarsh said.

“So soon?’ Flame-back was surprised. “Why, you can rest aday or two in Stone-Run.”

“No, when | léft, | wasin a hurry. There are gill many things that need to be settled,” Reymarsh
replied firmly.

“We are traveling south too,” Dilby cut in. “Our theater balloon has just been fixed, so we can
journey together.”

Glenagh looked worried. “What about the freed davebirds? They can't fly so soon.”

Dilby smiled. “Don’'t worry,” he said. “Some of them can travel in our hot-air balloon.”

“Beddes, the davebirds who are unable to fly can stay in Stone-Run to rest and hed ther
wounds” Flame-back offered. “They can leave whenever they want to, or they can settle here”

Skylion nodded in agreement. “Right. Stone-Run’s abig place; there's room for everybird.”

“Thank you dl for your help and generosity. Our debt for your saving our lives can never be paid,”
Tilosses exclamed.

The other five amiled a him. “Let’sthank Swordbird,” Glenagh said, gesturing with both wings to
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the ky.

Ealy the next dawn, when the morning glow dyed Stone-Run Forest red, the theater baloon had dready
started to rise up into the air. In the basket there were aso freed davebirds beside the theater members.
Reymarsh and hisrobins flew on either side of the baloon.

There were cdls of good-bye both from above and below.
A new day began in Stone-Run.
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EXCERPT FROM THE_STONE'RUN C_
HRONICLES

—EXCERPT FROM PAGE 312, VOLUMEXVIII, OF THE STONE-RUN CHRONICLES

I t has been about eight seasons since Swordbird came and removed Turnait from Stone-Run.

Whenever our youngsters see a rainbow, they run up to me and take me outsde to see it. They ask me
whether it is the same as the Swordbird Rainbow and beg me to tdl them the stories about Swordbird.
Of course the Swordbird Rainbow is different from any others: Y ou can see it move from one end of the
Ky to the other, like a shooting Star.

The freed davebirds are happy again. Most of them have returned home, but some have stayed
with us. Fortress Glooming has been made into the Stone-Run Library. Now Stone-Run is indeed a
wonderful place.

The wedding of Cody and Aska is soon to be held. Of course, as one can expect, most of our
youngsters during the days of Turnatt have already had children. It shocks me to think how old | am.

In two days we are going to celebrate the Feast of Peace and Friendship a our camp (south of
Fortress Glooming). Everybird is busy preparing for it. The cardinds and we have joined together, and
we cdl oursaves the Stone-Run Forest tribe. The Waterthorn birds and many friends from far away are
invited to celebrate the fedtival. It just warms one's thoughts to think of dl the ddicious food that will be
prepared.

Thisisa short summary of what has happened since Turnatt perished. The temptation of a freshly
brewed cup of acorn teais too greet for meto resst; | will put an end to this entry.

To conclude, | would like to quote Swordbird’ s words: “Peace is wonderful; freedom is sacred.”

Glenagh, Head of the Sione-Run Library
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EPILOGUE

A POOL OF LIQUID GOLD

/ \ska and Cody landed hdfway up the hill. “There. Thereitis” Aska whispered softly, pointing.

Cody nodded, looking at the top of the hill. “Yes, it's just like what you told me, Aska. A dot of
white in the midgt of the blue sky and the blue flowers. | can even see the bluets, forget-me-nots, and
gentians around it.”

Aska tried to amile through her tears. “Yes. It hasn't changed for seasons; it's just the way it was
then.” She sniffed as memories flooded her head. “I remember that day asif it were yesterday....” She
darted to cry.

Cody put awing around her shoulders. “Now, now, Aska. You know we shouldn't stop when
we' re hdfway there. Come on!”

The two blue jays once agan flew. They fluttered a short distance and landed on the hilltop. The
late-afternoon wind's bregth stirred the flowers and grass by the grave, meking smdl rudling noises. The
two birds let therr eyes dowly sweep over the inscription on the headstone.

MILTIN SILQUORE
A loving son, an honest friend,
and atrue warrior who came home
despite troubles and hardships.
He sacrificed hislifeto help others
and will be remembered forever.

The words were dightly worn from ran and wind, but they were ill diginct. The marble
headstone glisened in the fading light. Aska stood there motionless. Tears blurred her vison as she
remembered the cheerful, amiling robin.

Aska sniffed. “Miltin,” she whispered, “I am back. | have seen Swordbird; | have seen the tyrant
Turnatt die; | have seen the davebirds happy and free. | hope, through my eyes, you saw them too.” She
brushed away atear and smoothed her feathers as the wind changed direction. “Miltin, I’ve brought you
agift, agft that can only mean peace.” Aska took a package out of her pack. She carefully unwrapped
the cloth. “A feather, Miltin. It is not any ordinary feather. It is Swordbird's. This | give you, Miltin. Rest
in peace.” She insarted the beautiful feather into the ground among the blue flowers.

Aska stepped back to look. The snow white feather seemed to make the blue of the flowers even
brighter. It brought an amost livdy look to the tombstone. Miltin would like that, Aska thought.

Cody stood &t the gravestone. He wanted to say many things but could only utter a few. “Brother
Miltin, I represent Stone-Run to thank you. We will never forget that you saved our lives. Rest in peace.”

The two blue jays remained at the grave for along time before they took off. After flying for a few
seconds, Aska looked back. Her sadness changed into joy, for she saw that the feather of Swordbird
made the tombstone sparkle. She had never seen such a beautiful scene. The seting sun's rays
shimmered on the flowers and the tombstone, gilding the blue and white colors until they seemed like a
poal of liquid gold.
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MAJOR CHARACTERS
ALEXANDRA—hummingbird, a member of the flying Willowlesf Thester, harpist.

Aska—blue jay, amember of the Bluewingle tribe, cousin of Bronté, and, later, the wife of Cody.
BONE-SQUAWK —crow, cook of Fortress Glooming.

BrRONTE—Dlue jay, a member of the Bluewingle tribe.

BuG-EYE—Crow, dave driver of Fortress Glooming.

Coby—hlue jay, amember of the Bluewingle tribe, and, later, the husband of Aska.
CROOKED-SHOULDER—Crow, a gate guard of Fortress Glooming.

DiLBy—Iloon, a member of the flying Willowlesf Theseter, plays harmonica and vidlin.
FLAME-BACK—cardind, leader of the Sunrise tribe.

FLEA-SCREECH—Crow, a oldier of Fortress Glooming, dave catcher.

FLEET-TAIL—Ccardind, a member of the Sunrise tribe.

GLENAGH—Dblue jay, a member of the Bluewingle tribe, a respected elder, bookkeeper, expert in the
ancient language, and, later, head librarian of the Stone-Run Library.

GLIPPER—Tlycatcher, adavebird of Fortress Glooming.

K AsTIN—tufted titmouse, a member of the flying Willowleaf Theater, flutis and pianis.
LARGE-CAP—crow, a gate guard of Fortress Glooming.

LorPL—gannet, a member of the flying Willowleaf Theater, comedian, plays the maracas.
MAYFLOWER—junco, a member of the flying Willowlesf Thegter, darinetist and pianis.

MILTIN SILQUORE—T0bIN, a davebird of Fortress Glooming, a member of the Waterthorn tribe, son of
Reymarsh.

PARRALE—Wwood duck, a member of the flying Willowlesf Thester, drummer.,
QUAYKKEL LEKKYAUQ—duck, skipper of the Rippledew.
ReEYMARSH—obin, leader of the Waterthorn tribe, father of Miltin.
SHADOW—aven, scout of Fortress Glooming.

SKyLION—blue jay, leader of the Bluewingle tribe.

SLIME-BEAK—Crow, cagptain of Fortress Glooming.
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SWORDBIRD (WIND-VOICE)—Wwhite bird, guardian of peace, son of the Great Spirit.
TILOSSES—Sparrow, an old davebird of Fortress Glooming.
TURNATT—hawk, lord of Fortress Glooming.

WIND-VOICE—the same as Swordbird.
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