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All persons, places, and locations in this work are fictional. Any resemblance to anyone living or dead is coincidental. 


Between the Wrath of the Horde and the sorrows of High Winter, there was an age unfathomed. Wealth and power were amassed. Empires were built and toppled. This was the era of the world of Pangora, and these are the legends from that age...
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The Nomad materialized atop a mountain of sand, the tired sun at his back. A mirage to some and a daydream to others. At his side, the Whispering Dunes murmured on a fleeting breeze. Mar holak. Turn back. Before him, a few of the brightest stars shone in a layer of melted blue. Another stiff wind carried sand off the peaks and into the valley below. Land of the Five Suns. A crescent of towns in an otherwise barren wasteland. Eroded mountains cradled them in an embrace of false relief from the ravages of the desert.  

He tugged his brown cloak closer. Heat radiated from his sunbaked hide. The once arid scorch of daylight simmered into an iridescent sunset. Cool winds dried the sweat to his exposed arms. 

He rubbed the maroon hide of his horse’s neck. “Time’s running short, Sarrabah. We’ll have to make camp soon.” 

A grunt.

“No backtalk.” He fetched a pouch from the side of his saddle. “I don’t like it either.” 

Sarrabah shook out his mane.  

He palmed the silver medallion and ran the dry pad of his thumb on its inscriptions. “An ancient weapon of great power. No wonder Rav Teneshag wants to get his paws on you. Knowing your hiding place could prove valuable.” His keen vision homed in on a faint flickering light at the base of one of the mountains surrounding the valley. It climbed a handful of paces, then sank into the mountainside. “First, I’ll need some financial leverage.”

He nudged his horse down the slope toward the light source. Coming back to the area was at the bottom of his wish list. The reigning Rav Teneshag was a power-hungry madman. His touts of coming conquests were many and widespread. Not to mention, he had been searching for his stolen medallion for the better part of the last year. The weapon in his hands was like trying to put out an inferno with olive oil. 

The Nomad put his prize back in its pouch and secured it to his other belongings. “Won it fair and square.”

Sarrabah begged to differ. 

“It does matter how I came about it.” He tugged his reins to the left. “I didn’t know that guy stole it.”

Another harrumph. 

“Of course, he wants it back.” He scratched the mangy patches of hair on his leathery cheek. A pinky grazed the silver scorpion tail that dangled from his left ear. His fingers drifted to the four diamonds embedded under a gray eye. “Perhaps for the right price, he’ll get his weapon. Depends on what the market will bear.” 

A sharp gust twirled long black hairs into his face. The Nomad guided his horse to a pair of boulders and climbed down. “Don’t wander far. I won’t be long.” 

He removed his cloak and draped it across the horse’s back, exposing his bare torso to the elements. He dusted off his beige pants as he wove among brittlebush and scant trees to the top of the footpath.

A breath whistled out of the cave around pointed rocks that jutted out like a cat’s incisors. The upended mining car peppered in rust told the Nomad that Rav Teneshag had long forgotten about this operation. He followed the iron rails inside where water dripped somewhere in the darkness. His mysterious light source had disappeared. Let’s fill the pouches and get out of here. He took up an abandoned pickaxe in the loose sandstone and pulled a weathered lantern off its nail. Drips gathered into rivulets, meandering between his soft brown boots. His pale cloud of light warbled among the mine’s uninviting walls. The mineshaft had no other tenants, save piles of loose earth and crates of rotten wood. Fifty paces in, a deep blue sparkle stole his attention. 

The Nomad set his light source at his feet. “Still have some treasure in you yet.” He traced the seam of sapphire ore up the wall. “Enough to exchange for a few thousand talens.” 

The tip of the implement came down with exhausted effort. A line of sparks jetted from the impact. The wastes have gotten the better of you. The next attempt broke off some ore and the end of his pick. 

He cursed the tool and spun it around. “How long have you been laying here?”  

The Nomad went back to work, chipping away at the economic lifeblood of the region. His tinny strikes rang around the hollow in the mountain. Shards of varying sizes came free and dropped to the ground. 

He bent down and filled his pouch. “Ought to suit my needs for now.”

A youthful scream chased the echoes of snapping timber. He secured his pouch and took up the lantern. “A bit young to be a scavenger.” 

It’s none of your business. Let fate run its course. He groaned. “Sounds like a child.” Who cares? Finding the weapon before Teneshag uses it is why you’re here. 

He turned toward the mine’s entrance. Desert winds droned past the opening. The vision of his wife and son in an inferno haunted his imagination once more. “I must.” 

He spun on a heel and followed the rails down the slope through cobwebs and under deformed support beams until it ended in a wall of stone. Sharp gasps and a whimper from his right. 

“Hello? Who goes?” His baritone gravel received no reply.

The path was a tough fit. Other seams of blue twinkled as he shuffled past. “Anyone there?” His words found themselves and nothing more. At the other end, the path surrendered to a shelf. The rim of a shallow chasm flickered in the dying torchlight at its bottom. 

A wet cough and gurgle. “Help.”

A boy, no more than ten by the look of it, lay sprawled on his back at the bottom. To the boy’s left, the sputtering torch. To his right, a strewn sack of sapphire and talens. 

“Don’t move,” the Nomad said. “I’m coming down.” 

He went to a rickety ladder in the corner of the ravine. The spider webs between its steps didn’t bolster his confidence any. “One way to find out.”

He tested the top rung, which held up under his athletic frame. The ladder voiced its protests as he descended. Down one, then another. The last three steps gave out under their rot and decay, sending the man to his rump. His commotion frightened a snake into the empty eye socket of a skull at his hip. He hopped up and hurried to the boy’s side, rubbing his wrinkled neck. You could do something about those if you wanted. “Not this time. That will have to wait.” 

The youth’s big brown eyes and freckled cheeks begged for a miracle. The right side of his ribcage was crushed. Blood seeped through several of the yellow and gray stripes on his tunic. Red streams crept down his shaven head. The tassel of braided black hair at its crown lay matted to his left ear. Shallow spurts and another cough. 

“Easy, boy.” The Nomad rested on his knees. “Don’t speak. It sounds like you punctured a lung.” He took a cleansing breath. “Remain still. This won’t hurt.”

The Nomad fell into a deep state of calm. The mines, the boy—-everything vanished into the mental void. A brief gust swept through the chasm and vanquished the flame. Light from the diamonds in his cheek pierced the dark, then pulsed. An aura of matching energy radiated from the child. It took on his likeness and drifted away from his terrestrial form. 

The Nomad lifted his arms. His diamonds shone brighter as he fought to keep the child’s spirit down. “Hold.”

The spiritual energy coalesced at eye level. Its face smiled. The torso held the same crumpled ribs. The Nomad held up his left palm and the spirit obeyed. Its ethereal tail snaked from the boy’s waist and lingered in his stomach. As the Nomad lowered his right hand, the spirit receded back into its body, wrenching a sharp gasp from him. 

He rested his hands on the boy’s chest. “Return.” 

Bones cracked and hissed. The child’s torso expanded to its former shape. The trails of blood crawled back into their wounds, then sealed themselves and vanished. The brilliance of the Nomad’s diamonds faded, leaving the feeble lantern atop the ledge as the final stronghold of visibility. He helped the boy up and led him from the unknowns of the mountain into the mysteries of the desert.

Layers of violet and black bridled the western skies. A lone denizen of the wastelands howled from its perch in the folds of anonymity. When the Nomad had led them a safe distance from the mines, he unrolled his bed and set a fire. 

He studied the youth under a stern eye. “What’s your name?”

The boy glared at the lapping flames in silence. 

“If you’re going to share my camp, you’re going to tell me who you are and what you were doing in a death trap like that.”

The boy dug the tip of his sandal into the ground. “Eddefu.” 

The Nomad ripped off a sliver of his jerky and handed it to him. “What were you doing in that mine?”

Eddefu sniffed the meat. “Same as you.”

“I doubt that.”

The boy’s brown glare held contempt. “Were you not taking sapphire from the mountain yourself?”

The Nomad rolled the gristled morsel around in his mouth. He could lead this situation into a conversational circle, or cut to the chase. “I’m going into the towns to trade. What’s your excuse?”

Eddefu gnawed the end off his meat. “I was taking it back to help free my older sister.” His brow furrowed. “Who are you?”
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