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Trees whistled like the wind's instruments of choice. Racing clouds obscured the pale orb of the moon. Neng's old bones felt not just the chill, but the coming storm as that inner, all-too-familiar ache throbbed stronger than ever. The village headman wore furs, a skullcap, and even a scarf, only his overcast-gray eyes and the flattened, primitive feature of a nose risking exposure to the elements. But tonight these elements, driven by Mother-Sky, and the frozen landscape encasing Father-Earth, seemed to almost conspire together, one restless, the other watchful, waiting to pounce.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
/ ap rﬂanai Y

» &= f”‘
WLOM

‘ T KIFech






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





