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The Continent, principal landmass of the planet Isska, 3815 BX

TT = tribal territories. 1 = Shimell, capital of Varradenn. 2 = Location of Battle of J’Dath.
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Shimell, Varradenn

Autumn, 3815 BX

Ethmaal Henshoom, The Fayshonn of Varradenn, stepped up onto the Story Stone at the heart of the Halladeen Zimall, aware that this would the last time he would ever do so. Indeed, it might be the last time he would ever tell a Story. This might, in fact, be the very last day of his life.

Physically, he was a typical Varradennish man in his late sixties. His Honnish-white hair and beard were long, and the bulging belly beneath his dark-grey cloak was evidence of a lifelong passion for good food and wine. And yet spiritually, Henshoom was by no means typical. As Fayshonn, he was the prophetic leader of the nation – the anointed spokesman of the Anthall.

Throughout his 43-year Fayshonnic career, he had been at loggerheads with the Royal Family – first with King Bransheen IV, and then with his son, Bransheen V. With every passing year, they had dragged the nation further from the true Way of the Anthall. Frequently Henshoom had publicly spoken out against the evils of Royal policy.

The Anthall had been very patient. He had given the nation ample time and opportunity to turn back to him. But there had been no turning back – not even a hint of it – and the Anthall’s patience was now exhausted. Today, Henshoom had the unenviable task of telling the nation that the time of judgement was upon them.

At that moment the Story Stone felt like a very lonely place to be. Henshoom gazed down at the circular slab of purple-green marble, its intricately carved surface worn partially smooth by the feet of all those Fayshonns who had stood here over the centuries, telling their Stories about the Anthall and the things he had done for the Varradennzi, for all Followers of the Way, for Isska and all its peoples.

Today was the beginning of the week-long Journey Festival, when the Varradennzi remembered and celebrated the great trek in which their ancestors, under the guidance of the Anthall, had migrated from their prehistoric homeland on the far side of the Inner Sea to their new lands here in Varradenn. This was the most important festival in the Varradennish year. There could be no more appropriate time for Henshoom to say what he had to say.

He looked out at the 5,000-strong crowd gathered under the ancient limestone arches of the Halladeen Zimall – a sea of white hair, white-grey-yellow freckled skin and big grey eyes. There were people of every kind here today. Young and old, male and female, rich and poor, townspeople and country folk, the illiterate and scholars.

He knew that a few among the crowd – the true Followers of the Anthall – would agree with every word he was about to say. But the majority, while they respected him, wished he didn’t take the Way of the Anthall quite so seriously, as they felt it interfered with their own personal agendas. And then there was the small minority who were actively hostile to Henshoom.

Among this group were the scholars who called themselves Fayshonns but didn’t truly know the Anthall they claimed to serve. Indeed, they felt that the old faith was too crude and simplistic for these enlightened modern times. They just wanted Henshoom to shut up and retire, leaving them to redefine the Way of the Anthall as they saw fit.

Also among the hostile group were the King and his ministers, sitting in a private balcony overlooking the common people and immediately behind the Story Stone. Henshoom was glad he would be facing away from them, preaching to the crowd. He had no wish to see the anger that would surely be written on the King’s face by the time he had finished speaking today.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
. Fayshonn =






OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
THE OCEAN

3rd Xunnish
Kingdom

Ch'Hoth

Varradenn

Moshemm






