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It was nearly dawn, just three miles from the bridge across the Great Divide into Simmerian. The morning was cold. Palimay woke up in Palea's arms. Before he had a chance to see her wake, Sett burst through the tent door.

“Palea!” he shouted. “I mean, Palimay. Get up! They’re coming!”

“What is it?” Palea asked, stirring from her sleep.

“They’re coming,” Palimay replied. “It’s time.”

A look crossed her face that radiated a sadness he had never seen before. She looked at Palimay as if she might be looking at him for the last time. “You have to reclaim Emralsey.”

“What?” Palimay gasped.

“Let’s go!” Sett shouted. He looked over Palea, almost scowling at her.

Palimay stood up and shut the tent door. They dressed and rushed outside. Melchom was sitting on his horse, like an immovable statue. He turned to Palimay.

“There’s no time to gather your things. We must move now.”

Palimay looked at the hill on the horizon. There was a mere battalion on horseback, coming for him, waiving swords and readying their bows.

“Must she go?” Palimay asked.

“It’s for the best,” Melchom replied. “For her own safety. If you love her, you will let her live.”

He gave Palea one last hug and kiss. Sett raced to her side and pulled her away. “We have to go,” he growled. He leapt upon his horse and stretched out his hand. She let Sett pull her up and looked at Palimay one last time.

“I will see you again, My Love,” Palea uttered. “Come back for me.”

Before Palimay could reply, Sett ordered the horse to run.

“We must go now. They won’t rest this close to the bridge.”

“Hold on,” Palimay replied. He went back into the tent and came out a moment later, sliding his sword into the sheath. “Now I’m ready.”

Palimay straddled his horse and they left in a fury. It was easy to see which direction they needed to go. Simmerian was visible on the horizon, a dark-skied world on the other side of the Great Divide. Orange and black clouds could be seen crawling over the distant mountains. A vast desert, where Palimay and Palea spent this last night together, stretched out before the Great Divide.

The surface of the desert was dry and cracked. Large stones protruded from the ground like broken bones through flesh and skin. At one point Palimay’s horse tripped sending him crashing to the ground.

Melchom jumped off his horse and helped Palimay to his feet. He cut the gear from the horses and sent them in another direction hoping they would be free to run wild for the rest of their lives, as well as distract the army following them. He turned to Palimay and handed him the important gear from his horse.

“We go on foot from here.”

They leaped over the small gorges and over bulging stones that rose from the ground. Those who were hunting them stayed on their horses longer and gained much ground. Some fell into gorges. Others fell onto rocks and broke their bones when their horses tripped. Some drew close, to the point that Palimay drew his sword.

When the bridge was in their sight, Melchom drew his blade and fell behind Palimay. When their enemies neared, Melchom ran alongside the horses and slew the men down. He drew daggers and cut down the men who passed him trying their best to get to Palimay.
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