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“Scotland during the Roman Empire refers to the protohistorical period during which the Roman Empire interacted with the area that is now Scotland, which was known to them as "Caledonia". Roman legions arrived around AD 71, having conquered the Celtic tribes of "Britain" (England and Wales) over the preceding three decades. Aiming to annex all of the island of "Albion", Romans under Q. Petilius Cerialis and Gn. Julius Agricola invaded the Caledonians in the 70s and 80s. An account by Agricola's son-in-law Tacitus mentions a Roman victory at "Mons Graupius" which became the namesake of the Grampians but has been questioned by modern scholarship. The Romans then seem to have repeated an earlier Greek circumnavigation of the island and received submission from local tribes, establishing their border of actual control first along the Gask Ridge before withdrawing to a line south of the Solway Firth. This line was fortified as Hadrian's Wall. Several Roman commanders attempted to fully conquer lands north of this line, including a brief expansion that was fortified as the Antonine Wall. Despite grandiose claims made by an 18th-century forged manuscript, however, it is now believed that the Romans at no point controlled even half of present-day Scotland and that Roman legions ceased to affect the area after around 211.

The history of the period is complex and not well-documented. The province of Valentia, for instance, may have been the lands between the two Roman walls, or the territory around and south of Hadrian's Wall, or Roman Wales. Romans held most of their Caledonian territory only a little over 40 years; they probably only held any Scottish land at all for about 80 years. Some Scottish historians such as Moffat go so far as to say Rome's presence was entirely uninfluential. "Scots" and "Scotland" proper would not emerge as unified ideas until centuries later. In fact, the Roman Empire influenced every part of Scotland during the period: by the time of the Roman withdrawal from Britain around 410, the various Iron Age tribes native to the area had united as or fell under the control of the Picts while the southern half of the country was overrun by tribes of Romanized Britons. The Scoti, Gaelic Irish raiders who would give Scotland its English name, had begun to settle along the west coast as well. All three groups may have been involved in the Great Conspiracy that overran Roman Britain in 367. The era also saw the emergence of the earliest historical accounts of the natives. The most enduring legacies of Rome, however, were Christianity and literacy, both of which arrived indirectly via Irish missionaries.”

—Scotland_during_the_Roman_Empire
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Chapter One
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Wiglaff the Beginning

“Genius is distinguished from talent, both quantitatively and qualitatively.  Talent refers to a native aptitude for some special kind of work and implies a relatively quick and easy acquisition of a particular skill within a domain (sphere of activity or knowledge).  Genius, on the other hand, involves originality, creativity, and the ability to think and work in areas not previously explored—thus giving the world something of value that would not otherwise exist.”

—Barbara Kerr, “Genius Psychology,” Encyclopaedia Britannica

Wiglaff knew he did not belong. He was different from his siblings and the villagers in every respect. His father, the great warrior Mordru, was disgusted by his eldest son’s aversion to war and the way he communed with nature. His mother, Onna, worried her husband would take her beloved son into the forest and either lose or kill him. The boy had survived through eleven frigid winters. This twelfth winter promised to be snowy and extremely cold. Wooly bears had worn thick black summer coats; such signs could not be ignored.

Everyone agreed that the boy had gifts for listening and observing. He was the first to hear a rabbit making its way through the snow. He knew the different spiders by the design of their webs. When a forest fire threatened, his nose would twitch with the first scent of smoke in the air. He would announce the fire in a song he invented, “Fire, smoke in empty air. It comes from there.” He would incline his head and point in the direction where the fire was starting. He was never wrong.

Wiglaff also played with animals, for which he was no threat. Whether a spring fawn or a ferocious bear or wolf, the boy would find ways to approach and pet the beasts and feed them from his gentle, graceful hands. When his father decided to use him as a lure for game, for a while, Wiglaff ceased his practice of communing with animals. This infuriated the clansmen who saw no use in a dreamer who would not contribute to the common welfare. He became the butt of vicious jokes that only stopped when the boy’s artistry at making sure weapons became known.

Even at this early age, Wiglaff was adept at telling poisonous toadstools from edible mushrooms. Others would bring him baskets of gathered spores, and he would sort them infallibly. Some of the poisonous ones he kept for special purposes only known to himself. As for forest plants, he knew the poison ivy, oak, and sumac and avoided them. He could find a succulent root using his nose and fingers in the damp, black soil. Like a skunk, he could find fat grubs and insects crawling just below the mosses. Seeds and nuts were his special daily harvests; the types depended upon the season. He filled sacks for use in winter, when the dried meats and fruits would run out.

Surprising to say, the boy did not require teaching. This disturbed his fellow villagers more than his other foibles. The villagers could be heard grumbling amongst themselves about the sources of his unique knowledge, and why no one else had been given the privilege of knowing what the boy seemed to know instinctively. The women were jealous, especially the witches and sorceresses. They felt the boy trespassed on their sacred domains. The more they studied the boy, though, the more they were impressed. They adopted his methods where they could. When he snuck through the woods on a rainy night, they followed him. He would disappear for a while in summer months; then he would come to them with giant bullfrogs croaking in each hand.

Wiglaff’s mother, Onna, worried most when her son went into his trances. His eyes would take on a faraway look. His breath would be so shallow she feared he was dead or dying. Relaxing with his hands open except with his index fingers touching on his thumbs, he was deaf to all her questions and insensitive to her touch. 

Winna, his sister, was enlisted by his mother to watch over her brother. She resented this job at first because she felt she was as much a warrior as her father and detested weakness in men. Yet she was a female and therefore, thought to be inferior. Even though she felt constrained with the job of babysitting her elder brother, she took the task imposed by her mother to improve her own skills of seeing and protecting.

With Autumn came the increasingly colder daily rains. It also brought seeds and vibrant colors in the foliage. Caledonia became a red and gold tapestry of trees, with evergreens piercing through as a reminder of other seasons that lay on either side of winter. With fall also came hibernation and the emergence of creatures that practiced aestivation. 

Chilly weather did not seem to affect Wiglaff, though snot ran through his nose and constantly dripped as did everyone else’s in his village. Where the others were perpetually hungry and eating all the time, the boy Wiglaff had the advantage of requiring little food. He had no fat on his body, but he gained energy from drinking water from icy streams or from tickling trout whose flesh he ate raw after studying the red speckles on their light brown skin and the red fans of their gills.

One blessing from his mother’s viewpoint was his inerrant ability to find honeycombs by tracing bees to their hives. Others paid no attention to the insects preparing for the harsh winter. Wiglaff studied the paths of bees and by means known only to him, was able to find the hollow trees and stumps where the golden honey streamed. He also knew how to harvest combs of dripping nectar without apparently being stung by the guardians of the hives. 

Onna would often be surprised by her son, surrounded by honeybees, showing up at their hut’s opening with combs in both his tiny hands and honey dripping on the ground. She had a special container for these gifts, which was filled during the season and provided a binder for bags of seeds that Wiglaff also harvested during autumn.

Wiglaff’s father, Mordru, grudgingly acknowledged his son’s harvest contributions but complained he might also track and kill animals like rabbits, rats, and squirrels. The boy was not squeamish about killing game, but he had no interest in butchering meat. Instead, he communed with the others’ prey. Further, when hunters cleared animals for food, Wiglaff’s father was disturbed by what his son did with the remains.

Observing how her brother killed those animals for his private purposes, Winna noticed that he would inspect their entrails and eat the hearts and livers, and sometimes the vertebrae. One time she saw him pick up a giant rat by the tail, hold the tail while the rat pulled against him and lower a pointed rock on the back of the animal’s neck. Wiglaff skinned the rat deftly, setting aside its pelt. He beckoned his watcher and gave her the flesh while he reserved the innards for himself.

Winna wondered about her brother and often asked him in private why he did the strange things that set him apart from her and the others. On days when he felt like talking about it, he told her he was compelled by forces within him. On days when he felt like being silent, he was deaf to her entreaties. 

He knew she resented having to watch him, and he told her he sympathized, “Winna since you resent having to watch what I do, why do you do it?” He seemed genuinely interested in her motivation.

“I do what I’m told. Mother would beat me if I didn’t follow you and report what you were doing. If you were in my place, what would you do?” she asked with raised eyebrows.

Wiglaff did not answer her question. Instead, he rolled his eyes and offered her the pelts from the rats he had slain for his ceremonies, not to dissuade her from watching him, but to show her he meant no harm by asking his question. “You know, you’re as strange as I am in your own way. I don’t tell on you when you train like men with your girlfriends. I know when you sneak out at night to drill as if you were warriors.”

Winna winced, “Okay. But I have found a mission to help our villagers with my talents. What have you done? When our enemies attack, will you be cowering in the woods or fighting?”

The other village boys taunted Wiglaff tirelessly. They called him names, like coward, dreamer, and crazy. Wiglaff pretended not to hear them. When they got rough and shoved him, Winna stepped between her brother and the bullies. They learned not to tangle with Wiglaff’s sister. When she took offense, she never forgot why she did so. 

Winna’s ability to win a fight against even the strongest village boys became a legend. A few large, strong boys decided they would gang up on her, but she defeated them all by stealthy means. Those would-be-warriors never forgot the lesson: “Don’t ever tangle with Winna!” 

Her father laughed when he heard how his daughter defended her brother. Wiglaff might be considered an imbecile and coward, but Winna was everything Mordru had wished in his son. Grudgingly he began letting her train as a warrior, while purposely excluding his son and supposed heir from the privilege. Mordru set Wiglaff to carving shafts for arrows and spears or handles for clubs and axes, for the village arsenal. To these, the boy attached wet strips of leather, fastened flint, and other hard stones he had found and chipped to sharpness.

Training for war was constant because Caledonia was always at war. Village raided and fought against village; tribe preyed on tribe; clan warred against clan. Even within families, jealousy and spite divided all parties. No one seemed to agree with anyone else. For Wiglaff’s parents, Mordru and Onna, this was not an unjust or unusual situation; it was the way things always had been. Wiglaff had not experienced war outside his nuclear family until his twelfth winter. Because game was scarce, and nature had not been as bountiful as usual with nuts and fruits, one village raided another. Most often, raids involved theft of stores, weapons, and small damage to property. Sometimes, though, villagers were injured. Sometimes villagers were even killed; men, women, and children.

Wiglaff was deep in the forest when the raid began. He heard a great commotion and fell to the forest floor, crawling into sough that covered him. He hid and watched from where he lay. He saw the members of the raiding party and memorized the features of each man. He heard their names as they addressed one another. When the raiders departed with their plunder, he followed them stealthily and heard their remarks to each other about another planned raid against his village. 

That evening when Wiglaff returned to his hut for his dinner, he listened to his father and sister discussing the raid in cryptic terms. His father waved his hands and threatened to find, track and kill the robbers. Winna seconded his plan, gripping her hands into fists, her eyes flashing defiance and death to the enemy villagers.

Onna’s eyes scanned her family, and asked, “Wiglaff what do you think?” 

Lowering his eyes, the boy mumbled the names of the raiders. He said, “I followed them to their village and heard them talk about their plan for a second raid on the village tomorrow night.” 

Mordru narrowed his eyes, “Are you sure of what you’re saying?”

“Yes, Father.”

Mordru looked doubtful and turned to Winna for confirmation.

Winna stood tall as she defended her brother saying, “Father, if Wiglaff says it’s so, believe him. I do.”

Both Mordru and Winna were astonished by the waif’s intelligence and initiative. They asked a dozen questions wanting to know where he hid when he heard the raiders planning, how many total raiders were involved, the name of their leader, the weapons they carried, and so forth. Wiglaff answered all their questions clearly without hesitation. 

“If you were a warrior, you would have attacked the raiders and taught them a lesson they’d never forget.” Mordru scoffed.

Onna came to Wiglaff’s defense. “Is it wise for a single unarmed boy to attack a dozen fully armed raiders? I don’t think so.” Turning to Wiglaff, she asked, “Will you lead a band of our men to the place where they can teach these outlaws not to underestimate us?”

Wiglaff thought for a moment and told Mordru and Winna, “I volunteer to lead you and a dozen of our men to the raiders’ village.”

***
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EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, Wiglaff, with Winna at his side, led Mordru’s troops to the village where the raiders were dividing up their spoils, right in the village square. Rushing by the boy and his sister, Mordru and his men slew the raiders and took back their stores as well as the supplies and weapons of the raiders’ village. They burned the raiders’ huts to the ground and left the women and children weeping and vowing revenge.

Wiglaff and Winna did not realize it at the time, but Mordru made this counter-raid his method of retaliating against all marauders. Winna was so impressed by her brother’s acumen, she decided to become a silent tracker and to school herself off her brother’s skills of observation. She had the warrior’s impatience, where Wiglaff had no sense of urgency at all. Because Wiglaff loved his pesky sister in spite of her constant tattling on him, he cautioned her how to track silently, how to read forest signs and how to remain unobserved.

Wiglaff became the eyes and ears of his village that winter. He understood his role and stayed out late each night watching for new trouble. When snow fell, he let it cover him so he could watch from a snowdrift unobserved. The silence of snow allowed him to hear the sounds of men moving through the forest. If they moved toward another village, Wiglaff took no notice. If the noises indicated a threat to his own community, he would withdraw quickly and silently to raise the alarm. 

Sometimes Winna would watch alongside him. When there was something to report, he would then send her running to their father. While she ran through the woods, Wiglaff continued to watch the raiders. 

Wiglaff’s father, Mordru, was so effective dealing with the thieves, they wondered what special powers he employed to gain an advantage. To the raiders, children like Wiglaff and Winna did not figure in their thoughts, so they never could discover that the secret was the young brother and sister working as a team.

One raiding party walking through the snow happened on Wiglaff’s hiding place. They found the boy playing with twigs and leaves. He had caught a vole and placed it in a cage of woven wood and bark. The raiders laughed and jostled the boy before they continued toward the village on their marauding venture. Winna, who was hiding a short distance from Wiglaff at that time, sprinted to the village to raise the alarm. Meanwhile, Wiglaff followed by moonlight the trail the raiders had left in the snow. He used their footsteps to mask his own. In this way, he discovered how the raiders had skirted a neighboring village to lay blame on others for their deeds.

Returning to his village, Wiglaff found Mordru in a council of war to retaliate against the community which had sent the raiders. Knowing his father would not like hearing the truth, Wiglaff told Onna and Winna what he had learned about the raiders’ origin. Onna took this information to her husband, but Mordru was already convinced the neighboring village had attacked. He would not listen to the facts and had no time to listen to his worthless son.

The result of Mordru’s hot-headed determination was that his attack on the innocent village the raiders had intended to use as scapegoats, was ultimately used as a lesson to anyone else planning to steal from his village. Meanwhile, the real raiders sat calmly in their own village square dividing their spoils while the attack ensued. Wiglaff’s father only realized his mistake when no evidence of the spoils was found in the village his men attacked. He ordered the village burned to the ground even though its villagers were not to blame. 

When truth is not the basis for war, errors compound swiftly. The actual raiders forged an alliance of communities to punish the marauders from Mordru’s village. Though it was a time of ice, wind and freezing rain, the multi-village attack against Mordru’s village came soon thereafter. Wiglaff’s father and his men did a creditable job defending themselves, but some brave warriors died. 

With her spear, Winna made her first kill of a raider who was about to hack down her father from behind. This taste of death made her proud and sealed the young girl’s fate as a future warrior. Her father never forgot her action. Afterward, though, he could never acknowledge what had happened. Mordru’s esteem would have diminished among his male warriors if it became generally known that his life had been saved from death by a mere girl.

Having defeated an alliance of communities, Mordru’s village ironically became even more vulnerable than before. The opposing alliance of communities grew. This, in turn, caused Mordru’s village to form partnerships of its own. Wiglaff realized the import of the coming war. He did his part by fashioning the weapons, and he spent part of his day in seclusion to discover how else he could assist his fellow villagers. Winna followed her brother into his seclusion and sat nearby while he did strange things she did not understand.

Going into a trance, Wiglaff murmured to himself while he held out his hands, palms upward. He fetched out his captive vole from its cage. He sacrificed it with one of his sharp flint knives. Flaying the tiny corpse, he chopped the neck and crunched the vertebrae between his teeth. He then cut out the heart and liver and ate them. Looking upward, he made a cawing sound. A crow descended and landed on the ground in front of him. From Wiglaff’s hand, the crow ate pieces of vole meat. It then began to talk with Wiglaff, who answered, cawing as if the two understood each other perfectly. Winna sat captivated by what she saw but remained silent to witness her brother’s methods.

When the crow took off, Wiglaff came out of his trance and cleaned up the area where he had conducted the sacrifice of the vole. Winna took this opportunity to ask him questions.

“Brother, a crow came and talked with you. What did you say to each other?”

Wiglaff nodded. His eyes focused on hers. “The crow and I discussed the information I needed.”

Winna shook her head. She was not satisfied with his answer. “What information did you request?”

“I told him to gather his fellow crows and fly to each village for a day’s march in all directions to discover which villages were friendly to ours and which were allied against us.”

She frowned. “And you think the crow will return with the information you want?”

Wiglaff fixed his gaze on her and asked her, “Why shouldn’t the crow do that?”

Winna laughed and stood up to shake her arms and stretch her legs. “When do you expect the crow to return?”

Her brother shrugged. “Maybe the crow won’t return, after all. Of all birds, it’s the only one that recognizes me in a crowd. One day it flew onto my shoulder and cawed for food. Since then it has taken me a long while to earn the trust of this bird. I don’t expect you to believe me. I’m going to build a small fire. Would you like me to make you a pair of vole skin gloves? I can keep the fur on or shave it off. If you want to wear the gloves when you wield weapons, you’ll want the pelt off.”

Winna considered this for a moment. “Shave the skin. I want to have the gloves be an extension of my own skin. I’ll use resin to help me grip the twelve spears you’ve made me.” She looked down at his hands, which deftly shaved the vole’s skin. He then extended the tiny pelt between two sticks in the ground where he would build his fire.

“You’ll see this skin will suit your needs. I’ve already prepared two dozen like it. I’ll sew them together tonight. You can drop by for them right here tomorrow morning. By then I should have heard from my friend the crow.” As he said this, Wiglaff made the fire spring to life. A curl of smoke rose up through the pines and oaks around the small clearing. Wiglaff and Winna heard the bounding of deer which had smelled the burning wood of the fire. As her brother once again went into a trance, Winna withdrew. She returned to their village to help the warriors prepare for battle.

Mordru was glad to see her. “Do you think you can prevail upon your worthless brother to make a few more spears before tomorrow morning?” He was clearly upset at the prospect of fighting with insufficient weapons.

“Wiglaff is on a mission to discover which villages are for us and which are against. He’ll know by tomorrow morning. Do you think the information will be important?”

Mordru contemplated that for a moment. “All right. After Wiglaff reports on the enemy tomorrow morning, he can make more spears. We have precious few to fight the large enemy force assembling against us. As for you, what do you intend to do to help?”

Winna set her jaw and said, “Wiglaff is fashioning vole skin gloves so I can wield my spears. I’ll be ready to fight by noon tomorrow. Right now I’d like to distribute pine resin to all your warriors if you’ll let me do so.”

Mordru nodded. “We’ve had good luck so far in battle. But luck may not be enough against what we’ll face in the next few days. Numbers matter. If only we could reduce the numbers of the enemy while brewing up a diversion and causing fear at the same time.” He then turned to hearten his troops with stories and plans for their defense. As he spoke stridently to the rapt audience of men around the fire in the village square, Winna deftly moved among them dispensing resin dust, which they gratefully rubbed between their hands. When she had finished her task, Winna withdrew and sought Wiglaff to tell him of their father’s needs.

She discovered her brother sewing together her vole-skin hand coverings. He asked her to hold up her hands so he could fit the skins over them. The skins he had prepared were shriveled and shrunken from having been soaked and dried, but they would stretch and become smooth as he pulled them to fit. He trimmed the sewn skins and adjusted them on her hands, so each of her fingers fit through a different opening. He made two hand coverings exactly the same and stretched them as he worked them down her palms and tied them at her wrists. She worked her fingers when they were tight over her palms, and then she applied powdery resin on both her bare fingers and the skins. Wiglaff handed her a spear so she could wield it. She smiled as she tossed it from hand to hand.

“The skins work perfectly. See how when I hold the spear with both hands, the shaft will not slip?” She hit the butt of the spear on the ground, then placed it against her foot and lowered the pointed end with the flint head toward an imaginary enemy. She did a few more maneuvers, jabbing and slicing in the air. Finally, she extended the spear at full length, the base of the shaft in one hand. She lunged forward, then wheeled around in a wide, slicing motion. “No more blisters!” Winna said with a laugh while she joined Wiglaff for a dinner of nuts, seeds, and fruit. She noticed her brother had fetched another live vole, which cowered in the cage by the fire. 

“Oh, our father wants you to fashion more spears. He’s worried we won’t have enough for the battle. He also wants a diversion and something to frighten the attackers.” She hesitated and wondered whether Wiglaff had heard what she said.

After a few moments, he raised his head from looking into the fire. “He’ll have his diversion, and the enemy will be afraid. If you look in the armory, you’ll find I’ve added two dozen spears with the flint heads. The others may not have noticed the additions. They don’t notice much anyway. Tell Father not to worry about the diversion he wants. As for fright, my crow will help with that.”

Winna looked doubtful. Her brother was always being cryptic. “Can you be more specific? Father will understand what he sees ... like the spears. He hates innuendo and visions. You know that. Give me details! Otherwise, I won’t tell him anything.”

Wiglaff looked toward the setting sun. The forest was already darkening in anticipation of nightfall. He put more wood on his fire before he spoke. “What makes villagers more fearful than anything else?” He asked to answer her question with one of his own.

“They fear the unknown. They fear the uncontrollable. They fear the certainty of death.”

Wiglaff nodded. “You remember those fears from when we talked before. Good.” He reached behind his back and brought out a small container containing a viscous, black liquid. “I made this just for the occasion. It answers all the fears you named.”

Winna said, “All I see is a gummy, black liquid.”

“That’s all it appears to be. But it’s a strong poison. I cooked some special beans and was really careful to avoid the fumes. Do you want a demonstration of the poison’s power?” He did not wait for an answer but dipped the end of a twig in the liquid and extended it toward the vole’s mouth. The animal licked its lips where the applied liquid lay. Then the vole arched its back, shuddered and expired. Quickly, Wiglaff removed the vole from its cage and cut off its head. He gutted the creature, careful to put aside the contaminated head and innards. He sliced the corpse into sections. “Do you have any questions?” he asked her with a grim smile.

Winna asked, “How will this poison help us in the fight?” 

“You will not be joining our father’s warriors, will you?” Wiglaff asked while contemplating the pieces of raw vole that lay bloody on the ground before him.

Winna’s lips pressed together, and her eyes flashed with disappointment. “You know I’ll never be accepted among them. Why do you ask?”

Wiglaff smiled. “More can be done from the outside of the main fighting force than from within it. Let’s say you use your bow. You dip your arrowheads in this viscous liquid and shoot the enemy from a hiding place.”

Winna smiled too. She reached for the container with the poison, but Wiglaff held out his hand to stop her. “This poison is strong; you’ll have to take special precautions. If the smallest drop of poison gets on your fingers or in your mouth or eyes, nothing can save you from its effects. One more thing, if it is poured on a fire, the smoke from that fire will kill anyone who inhales it.”

She knit her brow and asked, “Why are you telling me this? Are you trying to scare me?”

Wiglaff looked sad. “I’m trying to save your life. I’m also suggesting that after you wound several of them, you should go to their villages and, one by one, put the poison in their village fires. An arrow having its arrowhead dipped in the poison should be enough. Just don’t be downwind when you shoot the arrows into the fire. If the enemy should surround or capture you, use your poisoned arrows to cut yourself free.”

She nodded, now fully understanding her mission. Wiglaff handed her the container with the poison. She handled it carefully as she walked it back to the village. Behind her, she heard the sound of a crow cawing and her brother’s answering caws, in a now familiar rhythm. Evidently, the messenger crow had returned with the required information. She would return in the morning to obtain the message for their father.

Mordru was still stirring the hearts of his troops with the kind of language warriors like to hear. Seeing Winna approach the fire, he told his second in command to continue inspiring his troops while he spoke with his daughter. They walked out of earshot of the warriors to talk.

“So what does your brother Wiglaff say about the additional spears?” Mordru asked.

Winna nodded and gestured for her father to follow her to the armory hut. 

“As you can see, Wiglaff has provided many additional spears.” 

Mordru examined one spear carefully. Then he counted the spears. “I hate to admit it, but these spears are good quality, and forty are sufficient for our current needs. What else did Wiglaff say?”

“He gave me a poisonous potion that he made especially for me. Father, he plans for me to go ahead of your men and use the poison on my arrows, so at a distance, I can cause the fear you wanted.”

Mordru considered what his daughter said. “I’m not easy about having to send you on this dangerous mission, well ahead of my warriors, but I can’t deny the wisdom of doing so.” With a nod, he blessed the idea.

While Mordru returned to the fire and his men, Winna gathered two bows and two dozen arrows. She applied poison to the arrowheads, careful not to get the gummy substance on her fingers. Winna had plenty of poison left over to use on the enemy fires. After hiding the poisoned arrows, the bows and the container of poison where no one was likely to find them, she stood outside the magical circle of warriors to hear what her father had to tell them. Her heart leapt with anticipation of glorious battle. She remembered her first kill on behalf of her village and thirsted for more enemy blood. Her only regret was that she might not be able to save her father a second time from death if she was out wreaking havoc on the enemy. She resolved to raise this issue with Wiglaff at dawn.
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