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      “Lightning Arc!” Nathaniel exclaimed, his voice echoing loudly in the tunnel, and a bright spark launched from his hand at the chittering mass of motini ahead of Isolde.

      The motini looked like three-foot tall marmots, if marmots wore poor-quality armor and wielded crude spears. They’d formed a spear wall in the tunnel, and their eyes glittered in the light with both zeal and terror. Terror that should have been far stronger than it was.

      The spark hit a single motini, despite his attempt to recoil out of the way, and burst into terrible, bright arcs of lightning that incinerated the motini before he could even scream, just as they reached out to touch all the motini around him, destroying nine of the creatures almost instantly. Their weapons fell to the ground smoking, and the remaining motini recoiled, chittering in horror as they wavered.

      Andrea raised her bow, taking aim as she murmured. “Explosive Shot.”

      The arrow lanced into the motini on the left, striking home before they could react. Their armor may as well have been air for all the good it did them, and the motini crumpled. Then it exploded in a brilliant ball of flames that destroyed another third of the motini, and that broke their morale, even through their zealotry.

      “Run away!” a motini wailed, turning tail and fleeing, and the others around it ran as well.

      “Better than when you deal with them,” Nathaniel muttered, and Isolde Hammerhand snorted.

      “You think that’s going to last? Motini are natural zealots. Some of them are going to try to stop us,” Isolde said, adjusting her gauntlets as she moved down the tunnel. As she walked, she glanced back at Tina. “Are you planning to help, Tina?”

      “I’m retired, and unless one of you does something terribly stupid, there isn’t a need for it,” Tina replied waspishly, the elderly Priestess glaring at Isolde. “Or if there’s someone more dangerous in here, I suppose. But I’m not wasting my mana when there isn’t a need for it. You could destroy all of these motini yourself, if they’d have the manners to stand still.”

      Isolde snorted and looked back at the path ahead of them while she spoke sourly. “That’s the attitude that got the demon a dagger in the eye, from what I heard. I don’t want any of you following his example… damned level forty nearly getting killed by a level ten adventurer. It’s insane.”

      “Luck and hubris. They really don’t mix well,” Andrea said, shrugging. Then her eyes narrowed. “We’re almost there, aren’t we?”

      “We are, so be on your guard. I doubt they’ll try to drop the tunnel on us, but that’d hurt even us,” Isolde said, glancing at the ceiling warily.

      The tunnel ahead of them wasn’t in the best shape, with fallen and cracked stone everywhere, and rubble surrounded the exit along with dozens of wooden spars, forming a makeshift wall that led into a much larger cavern, one which was partially illuminated by a blue-white radiance. Spears and bows could be seen over the edge of the wall, and a crude gate had been closed in their path.

      “Repel the unbelievers! For our benevolent lord! For dinner!” a thready motini voice cried out from in front of them, just on the other side of the gate.

      “For dinner!” the other motini chorused, and Isolde couldn’t help a dark chuckle at their ignorant fervor.

      “Juggernaut Charge,” Isolde said, and felt strength surge through her, her skin hardening as she lunged forward fast enough that the motini wouldn’t be able to react in time. She hit the wall like a trebuchet’s boulder, and it exploded outward, sending stone and screaming motini flying across the broad cavern, its ceiling held up by huge stone pillars.

      There were the usual ramshackle buildings of motini in the cavern as well, but Isolde wasn’t done, not with dozens of motini staggering back from the gap she’d torn through their defenses. She took a couple of quick steps forward and grinned.

      “Rising Impact!” Isolde bellowed, punching the ground hard, and the entire cavern seemed to shake as the motini within a dozen paces were thrown into the air, along with boulders and wood. As they began to fall, Isolde proceeded to the next stage of her attack combination. “Dragon Sweep!”

      As Isolde spun in a sweeping kick, mana rushed down into her leg. Fire erupted into the air in the shape of a dragon which roared as it spun around her, consuming all the motini in its path and leaving little but ashes in its wake. Of the four dozen motini who’d been standing nearby, only four were still alive, and for an instant those four seemed paralyzed with shock, their whiskers quivering.

      Then they screamed and ran, and the motini in the distance fled as well.

      “Told you that you could wipe out all of them yourself,” Tina said, walking through the gap calmly, and wrinkled her nose as Andrea shot a fleeing motini in the back. “Do you really have to do that?”

      “They’re a plague, and we’re going to have to clear out the mines anyway,” Andrea retorted, her eyes narrowing a little. “What, do you think that we could just leave them?”

      “Possibly,” Tina said, obviously arguing for the sake of being contrary.

      “No wonder you retired,” Nathan said, his gaze fixed on the cave entrance off to the left, silver-blue light radiating from it, and he swallowed hard, then asked, “Guildmaster, do you think that it… it’s gone?”

      “The chamber’s exposed, and there was a demon. I don’t see any other reason for someone like that to come here,” Isolde said flatly, starting toward the chamber, her gaze flitting back and forth to watch for danger. “If it is… it’ll be bad.”

      “How bad? Since, you know, there aren’t any low-level adventurers here to panic?” Andrea asked, a note of tension in her voice. “I know the seal is supposed to be important, but nothing more than that.”

      “The creatures Tarngard sealed were all so powerful that they couldn’t kill them. They could fight and slow them down, but not kill them,” Isolde grated, shivering at some of her memories. “I’ve heard of a few of them, and even saw a few lower-level types. I once saw a sand maw destroy over a thousand soldiers, and it took fifty level forty adventurers to kill it, including me. I nearly died in that fight, and a quarter of us did die. It was only level thirty-five… and all the sealed creatures I’ve heard of are over level sixty.”

      “Oh, shit. If that’s the case… whatever’s sealed could destroy the entire kingdom, couldn’t it?” Nathan asked, his voice taut, now.

      “It could,” Isolde agreed, her lips pressing together tightly. “If the seal is gone… we’re going to have to send a message to Irador. These seals were always broken into multiple parts, so Silverhoof will want to reinforce defenses around the others, while trying to figure out how to retrieve it.”

      “We’ll know soon enough,” Tina said, sounding much more focused than she had before.

      Isolde nodded, glancing around the chamber idly. It was amazing how much damage the low-level adventurers had done, and she could see where the motini had been trying to excavate parts of the cavern that’d been buried. Her attention focused on the cave as they approached, though, and its light drowned out the lantern Tina was carrying.

      Stepping around the corner, Isolde stopped dead and grimaced. “Hellfire and brimstone. Looks like we’re going to need that message.”

      The cavern before her was filled with luminous titansteel crystals, all around an upraised pillar where the seal piece was supposed to be floating.

      The seal was gone, and with it, Isolde’s worst fears were realized.
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      “So, you figured out how Yonra won the game?” Fayliss asked, her eyes narrowing slightly as she looked at Besalk.

      “That’s right, and it’s so incredibly simple that I’m kicking myself for not realizing before,” Besalk said, sighing heavily as he took a sip from his cup, the glowing liquid within doing a good deal to help him relax.

      “How’d he do it, then?” Xinra asked, frowning as she folded her arms. “The chances of him having a deific flush were incredibly low, and it beggars belief that he’d get it by accident.”

      “It wasn’t an accident, but it was by chance,” Besalk corrected, looking at them, as well as Assyran levelly. The deity of justice simply smiled in return, sitting in his chair calmly as Besalk spoke. “Assyran knows how it was done, I’m certain. It’s part of his purview.”

      The gathering of deities was small, only the four of them together in one of the gardens they favored for their meetings. All around them was a lush garden and landscape, unimaginable in the mortal world due to its beauty. But that was the benefit of being gods; they could create things that no mortal could imagine, with few limits when they worked together.

      “Assyran, is that true?” Xinra asked sharply, looking at the deity with narrowed eyes.

      “Yes, of course. It didn’t break any of the rules, and I wasn’t going to give away his secret. It’s up to all of you to lay down the rules. I simply enforce them,” Assyran replied, his smile unchanging.

      “Before you ask again, what Yonra did was very simple. He gave himself terrible luck at every game before this one, at least for the last seven gatherings,” Besalk said, and Fayliss blinked incredulously.

      “What? How could giving himself terrible luck help at all?” Fayliss asked, pursing her lips as she considered the idea.

      “He was tilting the scales. Nature prefers a balance when it comes to things like fortune, and he was consistently weighing down one side,” Assyran said calmly, looking around the table. “As he said, eventually his luck had to turn, even with him weighing down that side. When it did… it balanced out. It wasn’t necessarily going to this time, or the next time, or even the time after that, but when he won, he was going to win impressively.”

      Xinra swore softly, the goddess of strategy obviously upset by the information. Fayliss could understand, as she knew the goddess took pride in carefully calculating the odds of success to give herself an advantage. Anything like Assyran had described had to offend the woman on a fundamental level.

      “Which unfortunately means we need to lay down some new rules,” Besalk said, looking at them in frustration. “It may not be improving the luck of anyone at the table, but if everyone was doing that, it’d utterly ruin the games. I don’t know about the rest of you, but I can’t abide that.”

      “Agreed,” Xinra said instantly and scowled as she added, “What about his creations, though? The apis—”

      “Were created perfectly legitimately,” Fayliss interrupted firmly, meeting Xinra’s surprised gaze as she stared back pointedly. “You may not like the strategy Yonra chose, but he won using the rules, not breaking them. I agree that the loophole should be fixed, yes, but undoing the creation of a species simply because you don’t like Yonra isn’t fair.”

      “Precisely. I have to side with Fayliss here,” Assyran agreed, his smile turning to a frown at last. “If we were to take back changes simply because someone disagreed with the strategy used to win, you would lose far more than Yonra, Xinra.”

      For a minute Xinra was silent, then she sat back suddenly, scowling as she crossed her arms defensively. “Fine, then. I still don’t like it.”

      “Speaking of the apis, how are they fitting in? I’ve spent a good deal of time figuring out what Yonra did, so I haven’t been paying attention,” Besalk asked, looking at Fayliss curiously.

      “They’ve been doing… oddly,” Fayliss replied, shifting in her chair as she considered what she’d seen over the past week, as well as being inwardly pleased with at least some of Yonra’s decisions. Despite her frequent annoyance with the god of chaos, she did rather like the apis. After a moment she continued. “There aren’t that many regions in the world where they can survive, since for the most part they can only get enough food in the giant flower regions or the jungles. That said, there are over a hundred hives, and aside from expanding quickly to fit their population, most of them are keeping to themselves and continuing as they have been.”

      “Really? That’s a little surprising… what about those that aren’t keeping to themselves?” Besalk asked, his eyes brightening.

      “The goblins in the Sandstone Mountains attacked a hive in the Viridian Sea,” Xinra interjected, a grudging smile appearing on her face as she continued. “They did decently at first, and in the end they managed to kill about a tenth of the hive before the apis rallied. When they did, though… the apis wiped out the entire attack force, and most of them are nearly level twenty already. Plus, with as fast as they reproduce, that loss isn’t going to last long. I think that the goblins are going to find they’ve met their match for the first time.”

      “There have also been a few minor conflicts between the apis and adventurers here and there, but for the most part there haven’t been any large-scale ones. I think most of the priesthoods are suggesting that caution is in order,” Fayliss added, glancing at Xinra speculatively. The admiration in Xinra’s voice at what the apis had done surprised her a little, but she wasn’t going to point that out. Instead she continued. “I don’t believe that anyone realizes how powerful or organized the apis will be. The only thing that really would contain them is their ability to find food. In any case, I’ve mostly been impressed by a handful of individual apis who’ve left their hives. One of them in particular nearly managed to kill an incubus baron who’s over level forty, and she is only level eleven. She’s a clever girl, I must say.”

      “That… is impressive. Not unheard of, but impressive,” Besalk said, sitting back and smiling in amusement. “I think I’ll have to have a look at them. I’ll admit, Yonra does have a way of shaking things up.”

      “For good or for ill,” Xinra muttered, her smile fading, and Fayliss couldn’t help a nod.

      She didn’t like thinking about what Yonra might be up to, but it wasn’t something she was going to dwell on. Not when Fayliss had far more pressing concerns: paying attention to her various worshippers, as well as trying to figure out how to convert some of the apis to her service. They really were rather interesting.
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      “They won’t sell it to you,” Joy said, her tone matter of fact, and Cora couldn’t help a blink as she looked back into the apis’s odd eyes, with her bright yellow irises inside black sclera. The apis was pretty, with long blonde hair with black streaks and the odd black antennae protruding from her forehead. Joy’s usual smile was much fainter than normal, though, and she shifted, her translucent wings buzzing behind her briefly.

      “Why not? I know that it’s valuable, based on what you told the others when I was unconscious, but why wouldn’t they even consider selling us some of this… pure royal jelly?” Cora asked, a little perplexed at how confident Joy seemed. “Even if they don’t want money, we could always buy them something they would find valuable, I’d think.”

      “It isn’t that! It’s that making it is really really hard. Every apis eats royal jelly when we hatch, it’s what lets us grow up so fast,” Joy replied quickly, shrugging and grinning. “Queens eat only that as a larva, it’s why they’re queens! But pure royal jelly takes a lot of royal jelly to make, and they refine it more, kind of like nectar turns into honey. I didn’t make it myself, but I think it took months to make some. My being given some was incredible, and a major sacrifice for the hive. They won’t sell it.”

      “Are you saying that we shouldn’t even try? I mean, that’s how you were going to become a queen, right?” Brianna asked, looking at Joy skeptically, her eyes narrowed. “You’re a friend and sacrificing something like that… it’s huge.”

      “No it isn’t. I’m a worker, and we sacrifice ourselves for the good of the hive. To me, you’re all kind of like queens,” Joy replied simply, smiling the entire time. “But if you really want to go ask them, go ahead! I just don’t think they’ll sell it.”

      Stella glanced at Cora and quirked an eyebrow, prompting Cora to smile wryly, shaking her head as she said. “Well… I can’t not try, after what you did for me. Do you want to come with us?”

      “No, no, I want to look around town, and they asked me to leave. It wouldn’t feel right to go back,” Joy said, shaking her head quickly.

      “In that case, why don’t I stay here with her?” Stella offered, looking at Cora and Brianna, her eyes warm as the dark-skinned woman shrugged. “It isn’t that far from the hive, and I don’t want someone luring Joy into making a bad decision.”

      “I’m not going to just believe anyone I run into! You’ve warned me about that!” Joy protested, but the yellow sheen to her cheeks brightened slightly, prompting Cora to look at her skeptically, recognizing the apis’s blush.

      “No, but you also are far too trusting, and I could see someone managing to convince you something was far more valuable than it is. I heard about what happened with the yellow dress, you know… Helen told me that James barely stopped you from paying ten times the price listed on its tag,” Cora said, glancing at Brianna in amusement. “I think having someone nearby to help you is a good idea.”

      “Agreed,” Brianna said firmly, grinning as she added, “The two of us can go to the hive while you shop. I just don’t want to hear about you spending all of your money in one place, alright?”

      “Alright…” Joy said, looking a little resigned, then her antennae perked up. “Still, tell the workers I said hello! I hope they’re doing well!”

      “Sure, we can do that,” Cora said, then laughed softly, a hint of morbid humor welling up as she added, “Assuming they don’t drive me off, anyway! I did attack the hive.”

      “We’ll see when we get there,” Brianna said, shrugging. “At least we’ll have time to run, if so.”

      Cora nodded, and Stella took the chance to stand, speaking calmly. “In that case, why don’t the two of you go? I know there’s supposed to be that meeting at the guild tonight, and you don’t want to be late.”

      “True, true,” Brianna agreed, standing up as well, groaning slightly as she stretched. “Gods, it’s been an eventful few days.”

      “Hopefully it’ll settle down a little. That was… unpleasantly exciting,” Cora said, wrinkling her nose. “I’d like to avoid it in the future.”

      “See you later!” Joy chirped, bouncing to her feet, and all but dashed for the doors, which made Cora wince, wondering what the apis wanted to purchase so much. With as enthusiastic as Joy was, it could be good or bad.

      Stella laughed, nodding to them as she pursued the apis, a warm smile on her face.

      “At least one of them is sensible,” Cora murmured, prompting a laugh from Brianna.

      “Yeah, well, I wouldn’t change Joy even if I could. She’s a lovely ray of sunshine in the darkest of moments,” Brianna said, her smile turning a bit wistful as she added, “If it weren’t for her… well, I was worried, you know? I thought I was going to lose you, Cora.”

      “I thought I was going to die, too. I had no idea Joy was holding on to something like that,” Cora said, shaking her head in disbelief. When the demon’s spell had been ravaging her body, she’d known she was going to die and there was no way out of it. Then Joy had sacrificed her pure royal jelly to save her, something Cora couldn’t have asked her for, yet the apis had done it without hesitation. That was touching in a way that Cora couldn’t quite describe, and the elf was determined to pay Joy back for it, one way or another.

      “Me neither,” Brianna agreed, and nodded toward the door. “Shall we? I’m curious to see just what an apis hive is like, after seeing what Joy can do with her wax. There might not be much to it yet, but who knows for sure?”

      “Fair. It was just a hole in the ground when I visited, but that was before they changed,” Cora agreed, and taking her staff from the holder in the corner, then nodded to herself. “Alright, let’s go.”
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      Joy leaned down in front of the stand, resisting the urge to salivate as she sniffed gently, barely able to smell the honey within the jars. The honey in each jar looked the same from the outside, but she knew better, since the fragrance from within told the tale, and she half-closed her eyes, inhaling again as her wings buzzed slowly behind her.

      “Joy? Is there something strange about the honey?” Stella asked, amusement in her voice.

      “Lavender with a touch of clover,” Joy said happily, pointing at the first jar, then continued, moving across the jars. “Honeysuckle and orange blossoms. Peach and apricot. Ooh, pear and plum, that smells good! This one is a nice medley, with a slight preponderance of tulips, too.”

      “You can tell all of that from the smell?” the vendor asked, prompting Joy to open her eyes fully again, looking up to meet the bearded man’s surprised gaze. “I mean, I know you’re an apis, but I thought honey was honey.”

      “What? Oh no, of course not!” Joy said, shaking her head firmly. “No, the nectar of different flowers is very different, and a good mix of nectar is vital to a good honey. Not that ones made from a single type of flower aren’t particularly tasty, but they aren’t as good for us. That’s what the humblebees said, anyway!”

      “Humblebees?” the man asked, blinking several times.

      “That’s what the apis call their priests,” Stella explained, shrugging as she looked at Joy. “Are you getting anything here, then?”

      “Um, while I’d like to, I think I’ll come back later,” Joy said, looking at the jars longingly, particularly at the pear and plum honey, but forced herself to stand. “While a treat is good, I wasn’t planning to shop for honey. I wanted to see if I could find some silver ore.”

      “Silver ore? What do you need silver ore for?” Stella asked curiously, the woman’s expression growing more intent, to Joy’s rising amusement.

      “That is a secret!” Joy replied triumphantly, grinning at the human as she rolled her eyes, but the woman couldn’t help her own smile.

      “If you say so,” Stella said, shaking her head as she added, “Also, we’re in the wrong part of the market if you want ore. That’s on the other side of the market, near the blacksmiths.”

      “Oh, whoops. I just went in the direction of what smelled good,” Joy said, blushing as she grinned at Stella. “Thanks for coming with me!”

      “Not a problem,” Stella said, nodding to the man as she added, “We’ll see you later.”

      “Sounds good to me,” the merchant said, shaking his head as Joy headed back into the colorful crowds, practically bouncing in excitement while Stella following in her wake.

      She had so many plans for the silver, now that she’d passed tenth level. Joy wasn’t sure how she knew that she could use it, but the possibilities were exciting.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Ack!” Cora exclaimed, diving out of the way of the superheated spray of foul-smelling liquid, and dirt ground into her robes as she rolled behind a huge leaf.

      Sizzling and bubbling sounds filled the air as there was a sound like heavy raindrops slamming into a forest, and Cora flinched as she saw the leaf bubbling where the spray had hit it.

      “You okay?” Brianna asked breathlessly, then yelped. “Ow! Stop it, you oversized bug!”

      Cora peeked out from behind the leaf and blanched as she saw the beetle Brianna was on top of pull away from the rocks it’d just slammed her friend into. The horse-sized beetle was yellow with mottled red spots, and it was swaying back and forth violently, trying to dislodge Brianna as well as the sword buried in its back.

      Another beetle was nearby, and its abdomen was curled around to point in Cora’s direction, which prompted Cora to quickly pull her head back before it sprayed again. The smell was terrible, but that was what they got for not keeping as close of watch over their surroundings as they should have. Bombardier beetles were one of the more serious threats in the Flower Forest.

      “I’m fine! You? This isn’t a rodeo!” Cora replied, standing up again and brushing off her robe, her thoughts racing. The cone a bombardier beetle could spray was rather wide, which made fighting them difficult at best.

      “My sword is stuck!” Brianna snarled, prompting a wince from Cora. “Incoming!”

      “Crap. Oh shit,” Cora yelped, just as the beetle stepped around the edge of the leaf, its mandibles working as its abdomen arched again. She jumped to the side, and barely in time as it unleashed a boiling, hissing spray of liquid, while she kept running, circling the giant insect.

      The beetle turned quickly, the spray continuing for what seemed like an eternity as Cora barely stayed ahead of it, one hand holding her robes high enough that she could keep moving. If the spray hit her, Cora was certain that if she didn’t die, she’d wish she was dead, as the liquid was well past the point of boiling when it came out of the insect. While she ran, her thoughts raced, and she grimaced, gritting her teeth as she came up with an idea.

      “Die, you stupid, pain in the ass—” Brianna yelled behind Cora, and Cora caught a glimpse of her friend with a dagger out, viciously stabbing the beetle she was on top of in the head, using her sword as a handhold.

      Then the spray ended, and Cora screeched to a halt, spinning to face the beetle that had been attacking, with it far too close for her comfort, pointing her staff at its midsection as she exclaimed, “Lightning Blast!”

      An orb of electricity slammed into the insect, causing it to convulse slightly, but Cora knew that wouldn’t last, not based on some previous experience. Instead, while it twitched she lowered her aim and cast another spell. “Ice Blast!”

      The orb of freezing cold slammed into the tip of the bombardier beetle’s abdomen, encasing it in a layer of freezing ice, and the creature shuddered, then started to move again. Cora turned tail and ran again, her voice taut. “I hope this works!”

      The beetle shook off the electricity and turned to Cora, its abdomen arching around for yet another spray, and Cora ducked behind a gigantic tulip stem this time, her heart pounding as she braced herself for yet another spray.

      There wasn’t any sound for a moment, then a muffled bang split the air, and there was a horrific squelching sound as bits began to rain over the forest floor. Brianna gagged loudly, then demanded, “Oh. Oh gods. What did you do?”

      Cora peeked around the edge of the stem, and her eyes went wide. The beetle Brianna was on had stopped moving, and her friend was staggering, trying to cover her nose to protect herself from the foul gag-worthy stench that filled the air, and yellow liquid had sprayed across Brianna’s armor and hair. Cora’s stomach lurched a little, and she looked at the spot where the beetle had been.

      There wasn’t much in the spot, but bits of yellow gunk had been blasted across the forest floor, including chunks of exoskeleton and a mostly-intact upper body of the beetle that was still twitching from where it was caught in some thorns thirty feet away. Cora swallowed her bile, trying to speak.

      “I… I plugged the sprayer,” Cora said, barely able to talk as she shuddered. “I thought it’d… keep it from spraying, not do that.”

      “Gods… gods, the smell! It’s all over me!” Brianna said, pulling her sword out of her victim as she retched.

      “I… how about we go hit the river first? I… I think you need to wash off,” Cora said, barely resisting the urge to vomit at this point. “We don’t need what they drop.”

      “No shit!” Brianna agreed, gasping as she began rushing away from the beetles, and Cora followed her as quickly as she could.

      This wasn’t how she’d wanted the trip to the apis hive to start.
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      “Um, what the hells?” Brianna protested, stopping in shock, while Cora stood with her mouth agape. Both of them were still a little damp from washing off in the river, but that wasn’t something that felt like it mattered, not under the circumstances.

      The last time Cora had been here, there’d been a few honeycombs in sight, along with the odd paper around many hives, but otherwise the hive had been little more than a large cave entrance, nothing more. She’d heard that a few other adventurers had come out to take a look since then, and they’d said that the apis were building, but she hadn’t gotten any details from them.

      Now, she could hardly even recognize the area. A huge, hexagonal palisade had been constructed around the area, though where they’d gotten the trees from was a question Cora couldn’t answer, and the trees were connected by thick layers of wax. The base of the palisade was made from stones, and Cora thought that they were mortared together, but she couldn’t be sure. Either way, the ten-foot tall palisade would have been something of a surprise on its own, but that wasn’t the extent of it. It was the towers that truly shocked her.

      The interior of the palisade was mostly obscured by the wall, but several towers extended above them, each hexagonal as well, though with timber spars anchoring the corners, while wax walls extended between them. Three towers were nearly forty feet tall, and as they watched, Cora could see a dozen workers on ladders slowly positioning a wax wall against the newest section, which would make it at least fifty feet tall in the end. There were only a few apis with wings, but dozens of them were moving in and out of the gates, scattering to attend to the flowers that surrounded the compound.

      “It’s been what, a week? And they’re already building something like that?” Brianna asked, her disbelief palpable.

      “Don’t ask me!” Cora protested, looking back at her friend. “I thought we might see a few houses, not something like this! Joy didn’t strike me as… well, an architect!”

      “She did build that bridge, though, and without any plans. She even fit the posts into the holes without any way of measuring it,” Brianna said, her shock slowly fading into wonder. “Maybe they’re just natural architects, and we didn’t realize it.”

      “Maybe so,” Cora admitted, her gaze moving to the apis, and as she did, she shivered as she realized something. A couple of the guards were keeping an eye on them, she noticed, but that wasn’t the issue. Instead, she nodded at the workers leaving the hive and spoke. “Ah, Brianna? Are you seeing what I am? About all the other apis.”

      “What… oh,” Brianna said, blinking as she looked around, then frowned as she asked, “Do they all resemble one another?”

      The workers coming out of the hive were eerily similar, in Cora’s view, a fact which wasn’t helped by how all of them wore essentially identical armor and weapons. Each had chitinous black armor like full plate that hugged their figures, while they had rapiers at their sides as well. They also had yellow hair with black highlights, black eyes with bright yellow irises, and black antennae extending from their hair. For that matter, over nine out of ten of the ones she saw had the same style hair that Joy did, down to the length. Only a few had shorter hair.

      “It’s certainly eerie,” Cora said, blinking several times, then frowned unhappily as she admitted, “In fact, it makes me sort of understand why she thinks workers are replaceable. When they all look interchangeable…”

      “I suppose, but—” Brianna began, then paused as her gaze rose and she spoke sharply. “We have company.”

      At the same time she spoke, Cora spotted the six flying apis that started in their direction. Half of them had heavier-looking armor than most of the apis possessed, and in their hands they held long, wicked-looking spears. The other half wore armor more like Joy’s, which was a bit lighter, and they had rapiers and bows, which disconcerted Cora a little. The idea of flying apis with bows didn’t exactly make her feel better.

      “I see them. I’d say we should just wait and see what they do. If they attack, we can always run,” Cora replied after a moment, feeling just a little tense. Or a lot tense, since she remembered one of those apis stabbing her in the back the last time she was here.

      “Sounds good. They are level ten, though, based on what Joy said,” Brianna murmured, but she didn’t draw her sword, simply watching the apis approach.

      The tension seemed to grow as the women approached, and Cora worried a lot, wondering how to explain the situation if they were allowed to speak. Her worries lasted right up until one of the lancers came into easy earshot, though.

      “Hi! We’re here to find out why you’re out here. Are you just wanting to look at the hive, like the others?” the apis asked cheerfully, her mannerisms and voice so similar to Joy’s that Cora almost did a double take. On the other hand, the apis sniffed, then her nose wrinkled as she looked at them more closely.

      Brianna’s mouth was slightly open, and after a moment the Swordswoman closed her mouth and swallowed before speaking a bit hesitantly. “Ah, no, that’s not why we’re here at all. We actually were wondering if we could meet with someone in the hive, to discuss buying something.”

      “Oh, like the merchant!” the apis replied, looking at her companion, who nodded in agreement.

      “In that case you’re going to want to meet with an attendant,” the second apis said, pointing her lance toward the hive as she smiled, seeming far too much like Joy as well for Cora’s comfort. “They only meet inside the hive, so you’ll have to come in and wait. They’re busy, most of the time.”

      “That seems reasonable to me,” Cora agreed, looking at Brianna as she asked, “Bri? Your opinion?”

      “I’m fine with it. After meeting Joy, I’m a bit more comfortable with the idea… even if I still find what happened with you apis strange,” Brianna said, looking up at the women as she added, “No offense is meant; it’s just that you appeared practically from nowhere.”

      The apis all laughed, some louder than others, and then the first spoke, grinning as she did so. “None taken! You can’t be as surprised as we were, and there’s a lot to learn, now that we’re apis. There’s just one thing we have to make sure of, though. You aren’t going to cause trouble, are you? We had one person try to take our things without asking, and we really don’t want to have to stab you.”

      “Um, no, of course not,” Cora said, a bit taken aback at the thought, blinking up at them. “We’ve been traveling with an apis, as a matter of fact. Joy, though I was told she had to leave the hive.”

      “Oh, we know. We could smell her on you,” the apis replied, waving off the comment airily, then grinned. “I’ve heard about her! She’s the first one to get a name in the hive, even if she left afterward. Just head for the gates, then, they’ll tell you where to wait. Bye!”

      “Goodbye,” Cora replied, a little stunned as she watched the six apis flutter off, then looked at Brianna in confusion. It took her a moment, then she asked, “Did that just happen? I expected them to be… I don’t know, stern or something.”

      “Yes, it happened… and stern? Have you met Joy?” Brianna replied, her tone teasing as she grinned back at Cora, then admitted, “True, I didn’t expect them to be quite so cheerful either, but I think we should’ve realized what they might be like from her attitude. That might change in the future, but I’m certainly not going to object to this.”

      “True enough. Most demi-humans that stick to themselves are rather xenophobic, so getting a meeting would be hard,” Cora said, her emotions calming down as she started toward the hive.

      Brianna nodded, circling a flower as she did so. As they walked, Cora caught sight of a group of apis outside the palisade, at least thirty of them, and she slowed down marginally as she realized they were using what looked like hoes to tear up the ground. She wasn’t sure what they were doing, not entirely, but it looked like they’d thoroughly churned the soil for several dozen feet.

      It took Brianna a moment to realize that Cora had slowed, and her friend paused, following Cora’s gaze, then blinked, putting her hands on her hips as the human murmured, “What is going on there?”

      “They’re tilling the ground!” an apis voice interjected, causing Cora to jump slightly, then she looked up to see an apis looking down from a dandelion about ten feet over her head, smiling brightly at them. “The humblebees said that we could do something called tilling, and plant our own flowers, so that we could get nectar more easily.”

      “Oh, that makes sense; we call it farming,” Brianna said, blinking up at the apis. “Thank you for answering the question.”

      “You’re welcome!” the woman chirped, then her wings began buzzing, and the apis took flight, heading for another nearby flower.

      Cora watched the woman go, then laughed, moving forward again as she murmured, “That was startling. I didn’t even realize she was in the flower!”

      “There are a lot of them, and it makes it hard to keep track,” Brianna agreed, leading the way as she added, “I really hope the town manages to befriend them, since the apis seem to be nice, for the most part.”

      “You and me both,” Cora said, looking up at the wall as they drew closer, then focused on the apis guarding the door, nodding to her as she said, “I’m Cora, and this is Brianna. We were told we might be able to meet with an attendant?”

      “Of course! You’ll need to wait in the dining hall, though,” the guard said, and looked at a nearby worker, who looked up from the container she was moving: a big, six-sided wax crate. “Would you take these two to the dining hall?”

      “Sure!” the apis said, her eyes brightening as she set the crate down and straightened, looking at Brianna and Cora curiously, then nodded toward the big center building with a grin. “It’s right this way!”
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      Cora was bemused as she stepped past the guard and into the central compound, confused and impressed by what she was seeing.

      All around them, apis were working industriously, reminding her of the phrase ‘busy as a bee’. There were a couple of apis in a hole in the middle of the compound, along with a pile of dirt next to where they were digging, making her suspect they were digging a well, while the buildings she’d seen were just the start, with several adjacent structures built or under construction, each of them fairly large and with the six sides the apis seemed to favor.

      Many of the apis were swirling around the compound, especially near a structure built over the location where Cora recalled entering the hive the previous week, a thought which startled her. The apis certainly didn’t seem to care about personal space, and—

      Cora’s thoughts jarred to a halt as she did a double take, seeing a figure that was distinctly different than the apis she’d seen so far. The man almost blended in, with his similar coloration and clothing, but he stood out nonetheless, with an elegant figure and muscular arms. It was the first male apis she’d seen, and despite herself she found her lips pursing in surprise.

      “Cora! Where are you going?” Brianna interrupted, and the moment that Cora’s gaze pulled away from the apis, he vanished into the crowd.

      “Sorry, sorry… I just got distracted. I saw a male apis,” Cora said sheepishly, shaking her head as she forced down the impulse to blush.

      “Oh, one of the drones? They’re around, and helping! The change means they live longer, so we’re having to figure out what to do with them,” their guide chimed in, heading toward the double-doors leading into the building.

      “Why didn’t they live very long?” Brianna asked, fortunately speaking for Cora.

      “They died after mating,” the apis said bluntly, shrugging as she continued. “We’d go to other hives and let them have our drones, and they’d send out theirs… it worked well enough. Now we have to find other apis to trade drones, which will be a little more difficult. The queen said she’s going to figure it out, though!”

      “A-ah,” Cora said, blinking as she thought about the attractive man dying, then shook her head firmly. She was not going to think about that more, not when she found both male and female apis rather mesmerizing. Fortunately, most of the apis struck her as too innocent for her to be terribly attracted to. “I didn’t know that, obviously. Now, this is the dining hall?”

      “That’s right!” the apis confirmed, opening the door and gesturing around. “Choose a spot where you want, and the attendant will find you. I don’t know how long it’ll be.”

      The room was fairly large, but it was filled with tightly packed tables and benches, while in the back was a table with a pair of apis behind it. There was a huge container next to one apis, who was dishing honey from it into bowls, while the other apis handed the bowls and spoons to apis who’d lined up in front of the table. All the dishes were made of wax, and with the walls made of the same substance, Cora was starting to have a hard time telling apart the floor from the walls or furniture. Worse, from her perspective, the apis were packed together tight.

      “Thank you,” Brianna said for them, and Cora belatedly nodded, opening her mouth to speak, but the apis was already gone, waving as she headed back toward the gate, where another apis was moving the crate she’d had initially.

      “That… was quick. Well, shall we?” Cora asked, gesturing at the nearest empty spot, and Brianna nodded, stepping forward to slip onto the bench.

      While Cora joined her, the human studied the table, then rapped on it and nodded, murmuring. “This is a lot like that bridge Joy made, don’t you think? The outside is a bit more opaque, but I can see the hexagons inside it. I’ll bet its light, too.”

      Cora looked more closely, and after a moment she saw the honeycomb that Brianna had mentioned, though it was hard to see through the mostly opaque exterior. She nodded in agreement, looking around as she replied quietly. “You’re right, and I agree about the weight. For that matter, what do you think, are the walls the same way? They’re just thick enough that it’s hard to tell for sure, but I think they’re made the same way, just with larger hexagons.”

      Brianna nodded, but didn’t say anything. It was probably because the apis were watching them at this point.

      It was obvious, since the apis would just look directly at them, and Brianna and Cora stood out like sore thumbs, with how much like one another the apis were. Cora couldn’t imagine how difficult it would be for almost anyone to infiltrate the hive, though she was sure that it was possible. The right abilities could make up for almost anything, and getting a disguise would be difficult, but definitely possible. That was the one advantage to them all looking so much alike, she suspected.

      The apis continued with their meals, though, and the conversation Cora could overhear was… strange, to say the least. The apis discussed the best ways to build walls, containers or cells, as well as taking each other’s advice quite seriously, while others talked about the best places to harvest nectar and pollen, still others were talking about the activity of giant aphids attacking some of the flowers, and wondered aloud if they were going to be sent to clear up some of the infestation. It was both like and unlike discussions in towns, and yet… the harmonious attitude around them was the strangest thing. There weren’t arguments at all, and she hadn’t heard a single name spoken.

      “So you’re our guests. Welcome to the Tulip Hive,” a woman said, startling Cora despite her attempts to keep alert, and the woman circled the table to take a seat on the bench opposite them.

      The woman looked little different than the workers, save that she was slightly taller, had a subtly different pattern to her armor, and she had a flowing, diaphanous gown that descended from her waist. The woman looked at them curiously, then tilted her head expectantly.

      “Would you be the attendant, then?” Cora asked, forcing down her curiosity and trying to ignore all the apis around her.

      “That’s right. I’m one of the queen’s attendants, and am tasked with taking care of many things throughout the hive,” the apis agreed, nodding as she added, “I’m told you are called Brianna and Cora. From previous encounters with non-apis, we’ve learned that names are important to your people, so I have been given the name Emissary.”

      “I… see. Pardon me if I’m surprised; I just didn’t expect what we found here,” Cora said, smiling wryly as she added, “Neither of us did, actually. We never expected you to have built so much in such a short time.”

      “Of course, we entirely understand. As for us, we’re working hard because we have to,” Emissary said, gesturing at the door as she continued. “We’re halfway through spring, and our requirements for space have increased threefold so we must prepare for next winter. If we do not have shelter, many apis will die in the winter, and we require more food during the winter, as we’ll be active more. Because of that, we need additional stores of food, and activities with which to keep ourselves busy. Time is precious, and the hive cannot afford to waste it.”

      Cora wasn’t sure if that was a hint to get on with things or not, but she chose to take it as one, since she didn’t want to upset the apis. Taking a deep breath, she considered how to approach the subject briefly, then spoke.

      “Well, the reason we came here is because of one of our friends, Joy. She was a member of your hive not long ago, but was told to leave,” Cora explained, shrugging as she added, “Joy joined us afterward, and we ended up in a dangerous situation by accident.”

      “Joy, I remember her,” Emissary said, smiling warmly as she added, “I was the one who told her she was no longer a member of the hive. I somewhat envied her chance to see the world, in truth. Hearing that you were in danger, though… that is more troubling. I assume you made it out safely, though. I smell her scent on the pair of you.”

      “You can smell her? And that she’s alive?” Brianna asked, sounding as taken aback as Cora felt.

      “Of course we can. Much of our nature is based around scent; it allows us to follow the trail of other apis, as well as find flowers more easily,” Emissary said, shrugging as she added, “Determining if an apis we’ve followed has died is also rather important, so we can tell when they aren’t producing pheromones. It wouldn’t do to fly into a spider’s web, after all.”

      “Ah. I… hadn’t thought of it that way,” Cora replied, feeling oddly self-conscious now. She cleared her throat, then continued. “Yes, we managed to get out alive, but only because Joy made an incredible sacrifice for me. I was poisoned by a demon, and nothing we could do could stop the poison, so she gave me something of hers. She gave me her pure royal jelly, to keep me from dying.”

      The sudden silence that enveloped the room caught Cora off guard, as every apis stopped moving at the same time. Most of them were looking at her, and a couple even stopped in the middle of raising their spoons to their mouths. It was eerie, and Cora tensed, looking at Brianna in confusion. The pause was only for a moment, though, as the apis quickly went back to what they were doing.

      “Ah,” Emissary said, her smile fading into an expression of sorrow. “We will mourn her sacrifice, then.”

      “What? But she isn’t dead!” Brianna protested.

      “No, but she will be,” Emissary replied, then paused, looking at them closely for a moment before asking, a touch hesitantly, “Or… do you not know?”

      “Not know what? We know she gave up her chance to change into a queen, and that’s why we came here. We wanted to see if there was a way to purchase more of the pure royal jelly for her,” Cora said, an icy sensation starting to creep around her heart. Something about Emissary’s reaction was terrifying. “Even if you don’t value coins, we thought that there might be something else you might want that we could get for you.”

      “Mm, I believe I understand,” Emissary said, then murmured, “It’s so hard to be cheerful when speaking of this, but… I suppose I must.”

      “Speaking of what?” Brianna demanded, her annoyance growing stronger, which simply worried Cora more.

      “Of death, of course,” Emissary said, her voice cheering up as she placed a smile on her face, shrugging at them. “As you don’t know, it’s only right to tell you. Our queens have a lifespan much like those of humans, though in a different manner. Unless slain or taken by disease, our queen will live for a full century and be able to perform her duties for all that time. That is not the case for attendants, drones, or workers, though.”

      The icy sensation was growing stronger, as was fear within Cora, and she swallowed before she asked, softly, “How long do you live for?”

      “Attendants and drones live for approximately three years. Workers live for two and a half,” Emissary replied, looking at Cora and Brianna calmly as she continued. “Our hive has approximately thirty thousand apis in it, and to keep up with those we lose daily, at least thirty apis hatch each day.”

      Cora choked, suspicions rushing through her about what Emissary was getting at, but the apis hadn’t finished yet. “For workers, half their life is spent entirely in the hive. Only those who no longer produce royal jelly are sent out foraging, which is the second half of their lifetime. Joy has less than six months left, which was part of why she and a dozen other apis were exiled.”

      “No…” Cora breathed, her thoughts flickering to Joy’s bright, happy face, and how the apis had delighted in her new dress the previous day.

      “What about becoming a queen? Doesn’t that extend your lifespan, then?” Brianna demanded, leaning forward. “If we gave it to her—”

      “Assuming she reached level twenty, yes. It would give her the full lifespan of a queen, another full century… at least in theory,” Emissary replied, meeting Brianna’s gaze with a shrug. “Unfortunately, our stock of pure royal jelly was all but depleted when we sent out the exiles. We don’t have enough of it to give any away safely, and making more takes time. For a hive of our size, we can create one vial of pure royal jelly every six months.”

      The explanation was like a punch in the stomach for Cora, and she gasped, gulping down air for a moment, then she quickly asked, “You don’t have any?”

      “I didn’t say that. I said that our reserve was almost depleted,” Emissary corrected, shaking her head unhappily. “We have enough for an emergency, but only just. If we were to lose the queen, we must have some on hand. Otherwise the hive will perish.”

      Cora couldn’t say anything to that, utterly numb, now. The sheer weight of what Joy had given up for her was suffocating, and she could feel the tears welling up in her eyes.

      “There’s no way we can get any in time, then?” Brianna asked, her voice shaking. “I mean, if she has less than six months, and it takes you that long just to make more…”

      “Why would you say that? I just said, for a hive of our size, we can’t do it,” Emissary said, smiling at Brianna, and her expression caused a spark of hope to kindle for Cora. “But the bigger the hive, the more efficient it is. Hives get up to about twice our size, and they can make pure royal jelly twice as fast as us, just as we can make it twice as fast as a smaller hive. You could find one of them, and they might be willing to trade the jelly. I have no idea what they’d ask for it, probably materials of some kind, but they might. Or you could find one of the other workers who left and see if you could purchase it from them. There are options, but I’m afraid that we can’t help you.”

      “I see. Well, thank you for the honesty, and your advice,” Cora said, her voice shaking slightly as she blinked back tears. “I wouldn’t even know she had that little time left if you hadn’t told us. She never said anything.”

      “Of course she wouldn’t. For us, every day is a chance to live to our fullest, so why would she dwell on how much time she has left?” Emissary said, shrugging slightly, then added, “Besides, that she gave it to you is quite telling. It tells me that she regards you as a member of her hive, and that is high regard indeed. Any of us would give our lives for another member of the hive, or for the hive itself. What she did tells us much. You will be welcome here to speak with us if you ever have need, Cora.”

      “Um, thank you,” Cora said, blinking several times as the apis rose from her seat, then headed toward the door.

      Brianna didn’t move, and the shock on her face matched how Cora felt. For a minute they just sat next to each other wordlessly, a minute that felt like an eternity to Cora.

      Finally, Brianna stood, and offered Cora a hand. Cora took it silently, letting her friend help her up, and they headed outside, as worry and just a hint of hope swirled around within Cora’s heart.

      “Have you heard anything about these other exiles?” Brianna asked when they were halfway to the gate.

      “No. The only apis seen traveling on her own that I’ve heard about is Joy. The rest were obviously members of this hive,” Cora replied automatically, her gaze playing across the apis she saw rushing about. She’d likely live as long as two hundred of them put together, or even more. She’d already lived as long as any ten of them would manage, even if they were attendants, and that was horrifying.

      “Neither did I, but I hoped,” Brianna said, nodding to the guard as they left the palisade, her voice shaking. “I thought that what she did was incredibly selfless before, but now… what do we do?”

      “I…” Cora paused before saying anything, her thoughts racing, then she took a deep breath and let it out, continuing more levelly. “I think we need to move on. Even if it’s a bit risky, we’re only a week from Irador. We can find out where a bigger hive is there, and that might give us a chance to save her. By all the gods, I’m not going to let her die if I can help it.”

      “Fair,” Brianna said, nodding in agreement, then cracked a smile as she added, “First we need to chastise her for not telling us, though.”

      Her comment prompted a laugh from Cora, and she looked at her friend incredulously.

      “You think that’ll do any good?” Cora asked, skeptical that anything could darken Joy’s mood, or convince her to do something she didn’t want to.

      “No, but it’ll make me feel better,” Brianna replied, shrugging.
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      “So, another of them has failed,” the queen said, letting out a faint sigh as she shook her head.

      “Not necessarily, but most likely,” Emissary agreed, bowing her head as she stood in the queen’s chamber.

      The room was far different than it’d been the previous week, much as most of the hive had been changed. There were furnishings to make the queen more comfortable, along with the attendants and drones that lived with her, and the numerous cells where she could lay her eggs. Rather than having her come to the cells, the hive had decided it made more sense to bring them to her, and replace them as needed.

      Still, the situation wasn’t promising, in the queen’s opinion. Of over a dozen apis who’d been sent out in the hopes of founding new hives, they’d already found the bodies of half of them, their precious pure royal jelly either destroyed or vanished, which was a terrible thing. At least with Joy the loss had been for a good cause, but it was saddening. She couldn’t fault Emissary’s handling of the meeting, either, as nothing she’d said was untrue.

      “Perhaps they’ll manage to save her. If not, and if they return here near the end of her time when she’s high enough level…” The queen paused, then shrugged. “If they do, we can give them one of our last vials. It won’t be a great risk at that point, and we’ll almost have another. Do not tell them that, however. Our need is great as well.”

      “As you say, My Queen,” Emissary agreed, raising her head, then departed from the chamber.

      The queen watched her go, and internally she hoped that the adventurers would save Joy. Her feelings weren’t for the worker’s sake, she knew that much, but it was for the species.

      The more hives there were, the greater the chances that the apis would survive.

    



OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/treth-greyscale-left-final-map.jpg
The Lands and Seas of

Legend
Capital
Major City
Town
Ruins/Abandoned
Underwater Ruins






OEBPS/images/treth-greyscale-right-final-map.jpg






