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      High on a nameless mountain, death stalked Tomas’ trail, hunting the warrior like a relentless bloodhound.

      Tomas climbed, hoping to outmaneuver his old nemesis one more time.

      His fingers bled as he pinched a tiny projection of stone with his right hand.

      He kept his body pressed tight against the cold rock as the wind whipped across the sheer face. It tried to separate man and mountain, seeking any crack it could wedge wider.

      Tomas let go of the hold he’d been grasping with his left hand. Thick clouds overhead obscured Tolkin’s face, nearly blinding him to whatever awaited above. He crawled his hand up the rock, fingertips searching for the next hold.

      He heard the wind building to his left. Trees that had been swaying now groaned and creaked as the gust bent them over. It hit him a moment later, and he felt his hips peeling away from the stone. Blood made his tenuous grip slick.

      They waited for him below. A nightmare menagerie of predators. If the fall didn’t kill him, they would. It didn’t want him on this mountain anymore.

      His left hand scrambled, seeking anything that would keep him glued to the wall.

      There, above him, his middle finger found a little pocket in the stone, barely large enough for three fingers. He jammed his fingers in, tightened his grip, and held his position.

      A moment later the gust passed, moaning at its failure.

      Fingers secure, he lifted his right foot up to a thin ledge he’d used for his hands a minute ago.

      It wasn’t much, but after what he’d just climbed, the ledge felt like a plateau.

      He looked up. The climb above was easier, but not easy. The holds grew larger, and a crack running down the rock whispered a promise of an easier ascent. But a single mistake would still put him at the bottom of the cliff. His arms and legs were heavy with exhaustion. He refused to look down.

      “Want help?” Elzeth asked.

      Some dangers frightened him far more than falling to his death. “No.”

      Elzeth rumbled but didn’t argue. They both knew Tomas couldn’t spare the focus.

      He mapped out a route in his mind, imagining the moves he would have to make. Then he climbed.

      As the holds became more numerous and easier to grip, a new temptation threatened him. The desire to be off this cliff made him want to hurry, to scramble to the top and collapse, exhausted, on the trail above.

      In haste, mistakes were likely, and it only took one to fall to his death below. He forced himself to focus on every move.

      Sweat mixed with blood. Sharp stone ripped and caught at his clothing. His forearms burned.

      He climbed on.

      “One’s coming,” Elzeth said, calm enough one might believe he hadn’t just doomed their whole climb.

      “Hells,” Tomas cursed.

      He was only a bit over halfway up.

      “And another,” Elzeth added.

      Tomas climbed faster, but for every foot he ascended, his heart sank further. He’d seen them climb and knew he couldn’t match their speed. He risked a look down.

      Two creatures followed him, climbing up the face he’d struggled against with the ease of a pair of mountain goats. They were shaped like enormous spiders, hooked appendages grasping every hold and crack without problem. He imagined those same hooks tearing through his skin.

      Far beneath the spiders, the undergrowth of the woods rippled with movement. Countless creatures searched for him. However they communicated, word hadn’t yet reached the others about his position far above them.

      Hope remained.

      A thin thread, perhaps, with a pair of shears hovering dangerously near. But hope, nevertheless.

      Tomas pulled himself higher, finding an even wider ledge he could balance on without needing to grip the rock with his hands. He held on anyway and twisted to meet his assailants.

      They reached him a few seconds later. He kicked out, catching the one in the lead just before it could hook into his leg.

      It made no cry as his foot connected with its body.

      The force of the kick dislodged its hooks in the stone, and it fell.

      Tomas’ victorious grin faded when the creature latched back on to the rock a few feet below.

      He kicked at the second one, but it had learned from the mistakes of its predecessor. It danced to the side, then jumped on his back.

      Sharp hooks tore through his clothing, finding purchase in the muscles of his upper back. Hot needles of pain twisted and sank deeper. Tomas bit back his own cry of agony and suffered in silence. He wouldn’t be the one to alert the others below.

      He twisted, trusting his life to one hand and foot so that he could smash the creature on his back against the rock. He felt it crunch between his back and the stone, but the hooks didn’t release their grip. If anything, the creature held on tighter.

      He slammed his back against the wall again, but the angles were wrong. Maybe he hurt the spider, but he wasn’t hitting it hard enough to do real damage.

      The second creature reached him again. Tomas kicked with his free leg, but couldn’t hit it. The spider on his back dug deeper. The one below him jumped onto his leg and wrapped around it, hooks finding purchase in the muscles of his calf.

      The thread of hope snapped, cut in half with one decisive cut.

      “Elzeth?”

      “Yes?” His voice was sweet and innocent, as if he didn’t already anticipate Tomas’ request.

      “I’ve changed my mind.”

      “About time.”

      Tomas feared the moment of transition, the single heartbeat where he couldn’t be sure his body would be his own.

      In the space of a single breath, the course of a man’s entire life could change.

      Strength flooded his tired limbs. His vision and hearing sharpened.

      And deep below, in the heart of the mountain, something even darker stirred, called to attention by Elzeth.

      But Tomas remained, wholly himself. When he had the time, he promised to let out a sigh of relief. For now, it was time to fight.

      The spider on his back died first. Tomas slammed it once more against the stone, and this time the hooks lost their grip. The spider fell off him and tumbled down the cliff.

      The second one joined the first when he kicked at a jagged stone. It crunched between his shin and the rock, and then it, too, plummeted into the woods below.

      There was no point in trying to hide.

      It knew where he was, and now the only question was whether it would pursue him this high up the mountain. Tomas scrambled up the remaining face, his grip strong and his balance sure. One small rock broke off in his hand as he grabbed it, but he had enough forward momentum to reach another hold. A minute later he was at the top of the cliff. His destination wasn’t far now.

      He spared a moment to look down at the challenge he’d just defeated.

      And immediately regretted it.

      The creatures that had been searching the woods for him now knew where he was, and they were coming for him. A dark mass of countless skittering shadows rose up the sheer side of the cliff.

      Others would seek different routes.

      He almost let Elzeth rest, then thought better of it. There would be no hiding. Not from this.

      He hiked, ever higher.

      The monstrous being at the heart of the mountain waited for him. It knew what he wanted, and it would do everything it could to stop him. Unfortunately, it had a lot more friends on this mountain than he did.

      As he ran, Tomas only had one thought running through his head.

      If he survived this, the next person he passed who asked for help was getting a very different answer.

      He was going to tell them “no.”
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      Five days earlier

      Tomas stared at the house as he scratched at the back of his neck. He stood on a small rise, and his gaze carried for miles. Off in the distance, dark mountains stretched toward the sky, snow-topped peaks melting into the clouds above.

      Far below the summits, spring was in the air. A cool west wind blew down from the mountains, but when the sun broke through the clouds, Tomas was tempted to peel off a layer of clothing.

      “Seems like a pretty nice place,” Elzeth said. “You think this might be a place you want to settle down?”

      Tomas looked at the house. “Seems a bit crowded.”

      Elzeth chuckled. “So we keep going?”

      “We do. But maybe we stop here first.”

      Directly to the south of the house, Tomas counted five people turning the soil and planting seed. He couldn’t decide if he should call the plot of land they worked an enormous garden or a small field, but it was one of the two.

      Though he couldn’t see much of what was behind the house, he occasionally caught the familiar scent of manure on the breeze and assumed animals were involved.

      He let himself be silhouetted for a minute. Eventually, one of the figures below spotted him and waved in greeting. Tomas returned the wave and resumed his journey.

      Elzeth barely flickered to life. “Expecting any trouble?”

      It was always a valid question in these parts. With no law to fear, it was as easy to kill a stranger as it was to break bread with them. And these far frontiers attracted those who hadn’t fit well in society in the first place.

      But those he crossed paths with tended to be hospitable. There was more than enough space for everyone, and why kill for food and supplies that were offered freely?

      Tomas watched as four of the five figures went into the house. The one who remained was the one who had waved. The father, most likely. He went to the side of the house. When he returned, he carried something long and thin.

      A rifle, cradled in his arms. No typical settler, then, to be able to afford such protection.

      Even from a distance, Tomas could see the weapon was held loosely and pointed down. The father who held it didn’t expect to use it, but wanted it at hand.

      “I don’t think so,” Tomas said.

      Elzeth returned to the deep slumber that was his normal state of being.

      It took Tomas nearly twenty minutes to reach the home. He stopped about thirty feet away from the man and gave a short bow. “Greetings. My name is Tomas.”

      The farmer matched the bow. “Tatum. If you mean us no harm, be welcome.”

      “Thank you kindly.” Tomas came forward. “Wasn’t expecting to find a house this far west.”

      “We’re the last one as far as I’m aware, at least in this area.” Tatum’s eyes drifted to the sword at Tomas’ hip. “You a soldier?”

      “Was, once.”

      “That why you’re out here?”

      “More or less.”

      “Wrong side?”

      “The government tells me I was, at least.”

      That brought a grin to Tatum’s face. “Well, come on in. I’ll introduce you to the family.”

      Inside, Tomas met Godiva, Tatum’s wife, as well as his sons Harlow and Heath and his daughter Wassa. He took an immediate liking to them. Godiva kept glancing at his sword, clearly nervous but too polite to mention it. To ease her mind, he took it off and placed it against a wall by the door. She gave him a small nod of thanks.

      He quickly became the children’s sole concern. He grinned at their endless questions and offers for assistance. Far from being gracious hosts, he suspected they saw him as a way of getting out of their daily chores. But they brought a smile to his face regardless.

      He took the water that Harlow, Tatum’s oldest, offered. The other two pulled out a chair for him to sit on, which he gratefully accepted. Tatum sat across from him while Godiva called for the children to help her prepare a lunch. “Do you have any particular destination in mind?”

      “Someplace without people.”

      Tatum laughed. “You’ve passed through dozens of miles of empty land just to get here. If that’s really what you’re looking for, you must have been walking with your eyes closed.” But he didn’t press the matter. People didn’t come out this far without a reason, but more often than not, it was one they didn’t care to share.

      Before long, Tomas found himself at a long table, smiling at the children’s stories of life on the frontier. From what he could gather, the family had been here for nearly two years. The conversation quickly became a contest between the children to see who could tell their visitor the most impressive story. Harlow spoke of an enormous bear he’d seen, that he claimed he hadn’t been frightened of. Wassa talked about how she helped her mother all day and made the best biscuits.

      “My daddy killed a woman,” Heath said, a proud smile on his face.

      The boisterous table fell silent.

      Tomas guessed Heath wasn’t more than five, and the child looked around the table, aware he’d done something wrong but not sure what.

      Tatum’s gaze was turned down, and Godiva cleared her throat. “Tatum was a doctor, back east. A good one, too. One day he lost a patient he was operating on.”

      Tatum reached out and laid a hand on top of Godiva’s. He looked up. “Her brother blamed me. Took it to court, but I was found innocent. So he took justice into his own hands. Turns out, he had friends in the Family. We fled, and he pursued.” He let go of Godiva and spread his hands wide. “So here we are.”

      “Long ways out,” Tomas remarked.

      “First place we felt safe,” Tatum said.

      There was a moment of silence. Heath, apparently eager to continue the conversation, pointed at Tomas’ sword by the wall. “How ‘bout you? You ever kill someone?”

      “Heath!” Godiva scolded.

      “It’s all right,” Tomas said. It was an innocent enough question, and Heath was too young to know it was rude. “No,” he lied. “I have not. I try to avoid fighting.”

      “And that’s a lesson you all should learn,” Godiva said.

      They finished their meal, and Tomas stood. “I’m grateful for your hospitality, but I’ll be taking my leave now. Don’t want to trouble you any more than I already have.”

      The children groaned, but Tomas caught the look Godiva and Tatum shared. Godiva allowed the children to say their prolonged farewells, then herded them to their chores around the house. They offered him plenty of food for the road, which he accepted. His pack had been getting light the last few days. In return he gave them some hides he’d collected. Tatum accompanied Tomas outside. “You planning on going up into the mountains? Maybe do some prospecting?”

      “Might head up the mountain. The idea was just to keep heading west. No interest in prospecting, though. Why?”

      “Don’t suppose you’re the type of man to heed a warning, are you?”

      “Depends.”

      “Don’t go up into those mountains. Once you reach them, head south instead. I hear the range isn’t so difficult to cross once you’ve gone a week or two that way.”

      Tomas looked out at the mountains again. “What’s up there?”

      “Don’t know, but we get a steady trickle of prospectors coming through this way. Maybe a dozen or so in the few months. People who go up there never come back.”

      “Maybe they’re all up there digging gold.”

      “I don’t think so.” Tatum hesitated. “You can call me crazy, but there’s something else in those mountains. Something unnatural. There’s more sagani up there than I’ve ever seen in one area.”

      That was an interesting claim.

      Tatum must have noticed his look. “Or you can ignore my warnings. Everyone else does. We just had a lone prospector and daughter come through here the day before last, and they kept right on riding, no matter how I tried to tell them it was no place for a young girl. Got the feeling the man felt he didn’t have much choice, though.”

      “I appreciate the hospitality, and the warning,” Tomas said. “I’ll admit to being curious about the sagani, though.”

      Tatum turned and joined him in staring out at the mountains. “If sagani are your interest, I’d advise you to look elsewhere. They aren’t right up there.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Tatum didn’t answer for a moment. Then he sighed. “I suppose it doesn’t matter if you think I’m mad or not.” He took a deep breath. “Up there, the sagani are evil.”
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      The sun crawled across the sky like a lazy child, warming the world below. Despite the heat of the day, when Tomas now looked to the mountains, he fought the shivers that ran down his spine. The peaks that had once looked majestic now loomed overhead, jagged and mean.

      Tomas was not a superstitious man. The world contained more mysteries than knowledge, but that was only because explanations had not yet been found.

      Elzeth shared his agitation. His stomach roiled like the great sea on a stormy day.

      “Think he’s mad?” Tomas asked.

      “No,” Elzeth said.

      “Believer?” The First Church of Holy Water had no love for sagani. They called the mysterious creatures evil.

      “He didn’t have any of the symbols of the church in his home,” Elzeth pointed out.

      It wasn’t conclusive evidence, but enough for Tomas. Tatum hadn’t struck him as a believer. Or mad. Because Tatum expected Tomas to doubt the warning, Tomas was inclined to believe it.

      “Going to take a look?” Elzeth asked.

      Tomas grunted. “We’ll see when we get there.”

      A half day of walking brought Tomas to the foothills of the mountain range. The land gradually sloped upward, leading to a line of shorter mountains that guarded the taller peaks behind.

      Tomas looked south and saw the route Tatum would have him take. There were no human paths here, but Tomas saw how he might parallel the foothills for many miles. The summits far in the distance looked less tall than those here.

      A reasonable choice.

      “Tomas,” Elzeth warned.

      His vision sharpened, and out of the corner of his eye, he saw grass part as something moved through it. He turned his head so that he could watch the new arrival.

      It kept low to the ground, revealing only brief flashes of color. When it stopped, there was no sign of its presence.

      Tomas waited.

      Minutes passed. Tomas’ left hand inched toward the hilt of his sword. With his thumb, he loosened the sheath’s grip on the weapon. Few creatures in the world were faster than an attacking sagani, and a single moment might mean the difference between life and death.

      Elzeth coiled like a spring, ready to blaze to life if needed. Tomas would need the help. Even smaller sagani, as this one promised to be, were deadly.

      A small head, modeled after any number of snakes, rose from the grass, just high enough to see Tomas clearly.

      The sagani stared at him, and Tomas matched the stare.

      No one could say for sure exactly how intelligent the sagani were. From Tomas’ own experience with Elzeth, he believed the question was meaningless. Humans tried to measure the sagani’s intelligence using a ruler that had humans as the apex. But the sagani were measured on a different ruler entirely. They didn’t think as humans did, so any comparison was bound to be futile.

      Not that any of the scholars gave his opinion even a second of consideration.

      This creature made Tomas doubt, though. He swore he felt a cold intelligence behind its gaze, as human a stare as he’d ever seen.

      Even the warmth of the sun felt cold.

      Then it was gone. The snake-shaped sagani dipped its head out of sight and it slithered quickly away. West, in the direction of the mountains. Tomas lost it within a few seconds.

      “That wasn’t like any sagani I’ve ever met,” Elzeth said.

      “Agreed.” He looked to the south. An easy path, still covered in the light of the falling sun. Then he looked west, his gaze traveling to high places that might have never felt the tread of a human foot.

      “I want to go up there,” Elzeth said.

      “Really?” Of the two of them, Elzeth was most often the sensible one.

      “Couldn’t tell you why, but yes.”

      Tomas did, too, but he suspected Elzeth already knew.

      He looked again to the south, the grasses turning shades of gold in the early evening. Up ahead, the shadows grew deeper as the sun approached the tips of the peaks.

      Tomas sent a silent apology to Tatum, then started the hike up the foothills.

      It didn’t take long to find the evidence of the passage of other humans. The land funneled humans and animals alike onto predictable paths. Tomas had seen it hundreds of times. On many hills, a traveler could hike straight to the top, but they never did. They zigged and zagged up the slope to keep the incline manageable. Humans cared less about distance and more about the ease of their next step.

      The trail he found barely deserved the name. When he first crossed paths with it, he bent down to observe it more closely. Maybe two dozen pairs of feet had beaten the trail over the course of the past year. Not many, but still more than he expected. Horses had been on it recently. He saw a pair of tracks running west, and another pair running east. The set running east looked like they had been galloping.

      He followed the trail. Once, he thought he spotted another sagani observing him, but Elzeth was resting, and Tomas wasn’t sure.

      Before long he heard the familiar sounds of running water. Another couple of minutes of hiking brought him to a small creek. The trail he followed paralleled the creek for a few hundred feet, and then Tomas froze in place.

      He sniffed the air, and Elzeth came to life.

      The scent was all too familiar. With Elzeth, the power of it stung his nostrils.

      Blood.

      Tomas drew his sword, more on instinct than reason. It wasn’t fresh blood, but who knew what scavengers he might come upon?

      He followed the scent, already fearing what he might discover.

      His nose led him farther up the trail, to a place where the creek briefly widened into a small pool. Beside the pool, a camp had been made.

      Tomas ignored the details of the camp. A body lay near the remains of a fire, mutilated almost beyond recognition.

      Tomas approached, studying the scene with an experienced eye. He’d seen too many of the dead in his years, too many ways to die. Whatever had killed the man before him had been particularly vicious.

      He squatted down next to the body, ignoring the stench.

      “The prospector Tatum told us about?” Elzeth asked.

      “Most likely.”

      “Didn’t Tatum say he had a young daughter with him?”

      “He did.”

      “So where is she?”

      Tomas looked around the camp. Even a cursory glance was enough to tell him it was empty other than the body. Tomas stood upwind of the miner’s corpse and sniffed the air, but didn’t catch the scent of any other bodies.

      Not a foolproof method, by any means, but curious all the same. He looked back at the body of the prospector.

      Tomas didn’t think the girl was anywhere near.
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      “Search for her?” Elzeth asked.

      Tomas considered for a moment. If nothing else, it gave him an excuse to indulge in his curiosity. “I’d like to.”

      Elzeth settled into a comfortable slumber. Tomas turned to the camp. If he knew what happened here, it might help him find her.

      He returned to the body of the miner, examining both the man and the wounds he’d suffered.

      The miner was short and lean. His muscular arms and back told the story of a man who’d spent much of his life swinging pickaxes. He had light hair and an impressive beard, now coated in blood. The absolute lack of fat on his body made Tomas suspect the man wasn’t wealthy.

      Of course, that almost went without saying. A wealthy man didn’t drag his daughter into unknown lands at the barest sliver of hope that he might find a life-changing vein.

      The wounds on the body confused Tomas. The prospector had a number of sharp cuts that looked like a sword had inflicted them. But there were more jagged cuts as well, putting Tomas in mind of a claw or talon.

      Scavengers had been hard at work on the body, too. There were a lot of parts missing.

      From the grotesque expression frozen onto what remained of the man’s face, he hadn’t died easy.

      Tomas looked off in the distance, but the mountains held no answers for him. A group of bandits with dogs, perhaps?

      He shook his head. If that had been the case, he would expect to see bite marks from the dogs.

      He couldn’t say exactly how the man died. Killed was killed, though. He let the problem rest and moved on to the rest of the camp.

      Two bedrolls had been placed on the other side of the fire from where the body lay. They were undisturbed, and the first threads of a story began to weave themselves together. One large pack and one small pack lay haphazardly by the bedrolls. They’d been looted.

      Tomas went to the packs and looked through them. Clothes remained inside, as did common supplies. A handful of coins had been stuffed near the bottom of the small pack. Near the big pack, Tomas found mining tools, including two sticks of explosive. He took those. They were almost as valuable, and as useful, as bullets.

      The only commodity missing was food.

      What kind of bandit killed for food and left the explosives and money? Tomas scratched his head.

      Nearby, Tomas found bark rubbed off a pine tree where it looked like horses had been tied. The horse tracks leading west ended here and doubled back down. The horses, at least, had escaped the slaughter.

      He finished his investigation by making a circle around the camp, looking for tracks. He found more than he expected. No small number of animals had visited the area recently, and they’d come from several directions. At first, the only human tracks he could find were around the camp and on the trail that led higher up the foothills. If bandits had killed the miner, they’d followed the trail down.

      When he approached the pool of water, he found smaller human prints. Barefoot. The right size for a younger girl. They went to the water, then back to the camp.

      Tomas frowned and looked across the pool. In the fading light of the day, it wasn’t easy to see. He stirred Elzeth to life.

      There was a disturbance on the other side of the pool. And small prints, booted.

      “She crossed the stream,” he announced.

      He looked up and down the water channel. It narrowed again higher up, so he ran up and found a place to jump over. He didn’t even have to return to the pool. He found her tracks heading west, climbing the foothills.

      “Hold on,” Elzeth said.

      Tomas came to a stop.

      “You know what happened?”

      “Not exactly,” Tomas admitted. “They’d made camp, but they were attacked before falling asleep. So probably late afternoon, early evening. I think the girl was bathing in the pool when the attack happened.”

      “And they missed her?”

      Tomas blinked as he considered the implication. The pool had only been about fifteen feet from the camp. And the bandits had looted both packs. They’d been there for a few minutes, at least, and they would have known a second person was near. “Maybe she’s good at hiding?”

      “Put yourself in her place,” Elzeth said. “If you’re a young girl, and your father gets killed in front of you, what are you going to do?”

      Tomas looked down the hill at the plains below. “I’d run back to Tatum’s. It’s the last safe place I saw.”

      “So why is she running up the hill and away from safety?”

      Tomas thought for a few moments more. “Revenge?”

      “Possible,” Elzeth admitted. “Or she’s more scared of Tatum than she is of the mountains.”

      The idea didn’t sit well with Tomas. He considered himself a good judge of character, and Tatum had seemed like a good man.

      He couldn’t rule out Elzeth’s suspicion, as unlikely as it seemed. The mysteries on this mountain were piling up. “I suppose the only way to know is to ask her.”

      “That attack happened yesterday,” Elzeth pointed out. “What are the odds she survived a day without her father, in these mountains?”

      It was a question that didn’t need answering. Whether the girl was alive or dead, Tomas would search for her. He had to know, and if the girl was alive, he could escort her back to Tatum’s place. She’d have a future there, hard as it might be.

      He followed the girl’s trail. She’d kept close to the stream, leaving muddy footprints whenever she neared too close to its banks.

      He supposed sticking to the stream had been wise. Water was life, and lack of it would be the first thing that killed her, assuming nothing else did.

      But the path on the other side of the stream was clear to see. The girl might be close to water, but she’d also be easily visible to anyone walking up or down the trail. Like the bandits who killed her father.

      A half mile up the stream, he found a disturbance. The girl had broken away from the stream, and from the looks of it, had tried to find a place to sleep.

      Her bedroll was back at camp. He imagined her, cold and alone, shivering under the two moons. He wasn’t a terribly sympathetic man, but no child should have to endure that.

      The good news was, she’d endured the night. Her tracks continued west. If the timeline in his mind was accurate, that had been this morning. Depending on how strong she was, she couldn’t be too far ahead of him. If he pushed through the night, he should find her.

      The sun set, and for a time, the world was dark. Tomas paused his pursuit. Even with Elzeth, it would be too easy to lose her trail. Tolkin would rise in less than an hour, and then he would have more light to follow her by.

      He sat down in the same place where she’d lain the night before and pulled some food from his own pack. Godiva had supplied him well, and her food was delicious. Nothing made a meal taste better than miles of hiking.

      Tomas had just finished when he heard something moving in the darkness, across the stream.

      A sliver of Tolkin rose in the east, its pale red glow casting dim illumination over the scene.

      From the sounds, Tomas had expected an animal.

      Instead, he saw a human.

      It was a man with unkempt hair and a beard that came almost to his chest. He was filthy, and Tomas caught a scent of him on the breeze that almost made him gag.

      Tomas didn’t move. In the weak light he didn’t think any human eye could spot him in the grass.

      The man’s head snapped around with unnatural speed. When it stopped, the man was staring at him. His eyes were wide and possessed no reason.

      The man gnashed his teeth, snarled, and charged at Tomas’ position. It was only then Tomas caught the dull glint of a bloody knife in the man’s hand.

    



OEBPS/images/waterstone.jpg
y- 3

WATERSTONE
MEDIA





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/eye-of-the-hidden-world_front.jpg





