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“Why do you have to go?”
asked the young girl, pulling on his shirt sleeve, her bright
orange hair in her eyes. “It’s not fair, Trune.”

“There’s nothing I can do,
Breah. My parents have decided,” he mumbled as he prepared for the
long, dusty walk back home. “We’re moving to Harquinn. They say
that it’s too dangerous for children on this side of The Edge. Half
of this town is already on Mournenhile’s side.”

“Don’t say his name,” she
scolded, slapping his arm.

“He was destroyed years
ago, or so they say. What is saying his name going to do? You know
I don’t believe that rubbish, Breah.”

“Just because you don’t
believe, doesn’t mean he’s not real, Trune,” Breah added as she
stopped at the fence line. Night was coming and she was not allowed
off of her family’s property after dark. Pith had been seen in the
region a few nights prior and the adults were all on edge. The
animalistic things had even been brave enough to make off with
several of Drin Kabinnin’s rams, their mutilated carcasses found a
league away in the foothills.

The appearance of Pith
stragglers could only mean that those of the east were gathering an
army once more, to what end no one could be sure. Luckily, their
small town of Thaerym was sheltered from the eyes of Mournenhile by
the Vorian Mountains and the inhabitants most often ignored.
Somehow these mindless creatures had found their way through the
mountain passes and into their town.

It was happening far too
often for Trune’s parents. Moving away was largely his mother’s
decision, his father arguing to the very last, but eventually
giving in and making the arrangements. They were lucky, Trune’s
family, for they had enough money to make the move to Harquinn.
Most, like Breah’s parents, could not afford such
things.

“It’s because you’re too
curious, isn’t it, Trune? You’re always getting into something that
you shouldn’t,” Breah said with a shake of her head.

Trune bit his lip and
shrugged.

“You went to the caves
even though your parents had forbidden it,” she added. “When
someone claimed to have seen a demon in the forest, you had to see
for yourself.”

“It wasn’t a demon. When
I-“

She cut him
off.

“That’s not the point,
Trune. One day, your curiosity is going to backfire on you. Your
parents are trying to protect you,” said Breah.

“So, you’re on their
side?” he asked, one hand on his hip.

“Of course not. I would
never take sides against you, you know that. You’re just too nosey
for your own good,” Breah said.

“It’s just the way I am,”
Trune explained as he stared into the distance.

“And
it’s the reason that you have to leave this place and your
friends.” She paused for a moment, turning her face away. “It’s the
reason you have to leave me.”

They stood together for
several moments in silence, lost in thoughts of hopelessness. They
were just children and this was completely out of their control.
Trune found himself regretting the decisions that she had spoken
of. If he had only ignored the stories, stayed away from the caves
and the forest, perhaps he could have remained with Breah in
Thaerym. He found himself hating his parents for taking him
away.

"The day after tomorrow,
we are off to our new home," Trune explained as he stepped into the
dirt path that led back home. "So, tomorrow we will spend every
moment together. How does that sound?"

She managed a half-smile
and nodded.

"I would like that," she
said.

"I'll see you then," Trune
replied and waved, turning his back to her and heading for
home.

He had lied to her. They
were leaving in the morning. He would rather his last day with her
be one of happiness and smiles instead of tears. He bit his lip and
quickened his pace, trying to ignore the pain inside. He hoped that
she would eventually forgive him. Perhaps he would never know. What
were the chances of the two of them ever meeting again?

He turned one last time
and saw her still clutching the fencepost, watching as he
disappeared over the rise. Just as he lost sight of her, he saw her
wave to him and it nearly broke his heart.

 


 


 


Harquinn was just as he
expected it to be. Its huge stone wall was an imposing sight as
their wagon rumbled along down the road toward the main gate. The
tall buildings within were dotted with bright purple awnings and
banners that gently rippled in the wind. Although the city was
ruled by mages, it was every boy's dream to one day serve in
Harquinn's army, one of the most important fighting forces on the
western side of The Edge. Trune had little hope of becoming a
knight, however, being already in his twelfth year. Never having
served as a page, he had no chance of being chosen as a squire.
There was no such training in Thaerym. By the time one had become a
squire in Harquinn, one had already gone through seven years of
training, much of it performing the simple duties of a servant, but
also attaining the skills of combat.

Trune wondered what this
new life would bring. His father was not optimistic, made obvious
by his constant grumbling and barking at his mother.

"Now, listen, son. Things
are much different behind these walls, understand?" his father
called back from his seat at the reins. "You can't go getting into
trouble like in Thaerym. These people will lock you away, son and I
won't be able to bargain with them to get you back out. I know you
think you're good with that sword I gave you, but the warriors here
are masters of the blade."

Trune simply nodded as he
stared at the high parapets in awe. He knew that the population of
this city was nearly one hundred times that of their hometown. This
place certainly did not feel safer to him and he began to develop a
strange and uneasy presence in his gut.

 


 


 


School was a nightmare.
The other children gawked at him as he entered the room in his worn
clothing and began to whisper among themselves. He found himself
longing for his friends in Thaerym and the simple one-room
schoolhouse that they had attended. He became quiet and withdrawn,
assuming the role of the outsider and was ignored by the others.
Within a few weeks, he took to skipping his classes and found
himself wandering the streets of Harquinn during the
day.

The school was situated
very close to the massive barracks that housed the city's knights,
which itself rested in the shadow of Councilkeep, home of the
mages. Beyond the back gate of the barracks, was a large open
courtyard in which the soldiers trained. Trune began to frequent
the area on a daily basis, huddling just out of sight behind the
large rain barrels to watch the warriors practice their combat
skills. Day by day, the clash of metal on metal rang out and the
shouts of men, both young and old. He found himself in complete
amazement over their strength and skill.

He imagined the pride they
had, wearing their beautiful suits of deep blue armor, only their
hardened eyes visible through the slits in the great helms. The
commander in charge was a tall, muscular man with a mane of wavy
red hair. He seemed very young to have attained that rank, but when
he spoke, the others obeyed without hesitation.

Trune observed them each
morning as they went through their drills. There were many
straw-filled mannequins that took the brunt of their attacks, but
near the end of each day, they would don their armor and train
against one another. He found himself longing to join them and test
his skills against the young men that were advancing through the
ranks. After several weeks of silent observation, he had memorized
many of the moves, following as the red-haired commander
demonstrated various techniques to his pupils.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
SHADEWRAITHS OVER

PANDARTA

WILLIAM KENNEY





