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King Malimar waited in front of his altar. He was on his knees staring at the statue of Shanglin when Ifar, Elshin’s replacement, knocked on the door.

“Enter,” he commanded.

Ifar walked up to the altar, respectfully, and waited off to the side. He carried a satchel over his arm and a glum look on his face.

King Malimar rose to his feet. “What’s the news?”

“He’s dead, My King.”

The King scrunched his face with confusion. “Dead?” He shook his head. “You mean Palimay is dead?” A smile rose on his face. “If Melchom dead, too?”

“Not Palimay or Melchom, my King. Shanglin is dead.”

The King’s smile fell to a look of disbelief. “Shanglin? He can’t be. He’s a god!”

“I’m afraid it’s true,” Ifar stated. “Messengers reported finding his body in the forest. Denizens had gotten to it, but here is the proof.” Ifar pulled out Shanglin’s torn sky-blue cloak from the satchel. The jewels had been stripped off.

King Malimar walked over to him and lifted the cloak, focusing on the bloodstains. He tightened his fists and screamed. “He’s a god!” He tossed the cloak toward the altar. When he missed the statue of Shanglin he swung his hand and smacked the statue, along with the offerings. In a rage he sent them scattering across the floor.

“Shanglin has failed me,” the King growled.

“My King. The messengers reported that Astaroth’s army is marching toward the border of Berth and Paragon. There have been no reports of war, farms being looted, or violence provoked by the Sentinels.”

“Is that so?”

“There’s more, My King.”

King Malimar faced his servant with a look that struck fear into him.

“S-some of the people are saying that Rowlen has joined them.”

“Rowlen?! Are the reports true?! Is it him or NOT?!”

King Malimar stepped toward Ifar and he shuttered. “It-it’s him. The people are certain of it.” Ifar hoped to alter the King’s mood to one of hope. “Shall we summon the Wrythe?” he asked.
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