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On top of discovering the saga that awaits, I’d like to invite the most curious among you to take a look at the pages on my website dedicated to the Chronicles of Galadria, and available through this link.

There, you’ll find more information about:


	The translation process, the languages that are already available, and how to contribute if you feel like translating this adventure.

	The origin of the story and what the writing process looked like when I was working on the novel as a teenager, in the 2000s.

	The music tracks I composed to go with the book, gathered under the “Chroniques de l’Autre Monde” series of albums, along with videos that combine those tracks with excerpts from the various volumes.

	The animation series project based on the story and whose purpose is both to leverage a new medium to strengthen the emotional impact of the Chronicles of Galadria and expand its audience, and to convey its main themes and key messages in a clearer, more structured fashion, thanks to extensive upfront preparatory work (whereas writing the book was a more spontaneous process).



Also, feel free to share your opinion wherever you purchased this volume, as it’ll help others decided whether that story is for them (and I always enjoy reading my audience’s comments)!

Alright. It is more than time for you to discover the adventure that is to follow. Enjoy reading, and enjoy the journey...

To all who still know how to love...
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​Chapter 1
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HOW long had he been walking? Glaide had no idea. Shinozuka – and even the hill – had long since disappeared from his field of vision. He thought about nothing, reflected on nothing. Sometimes he looked at the ground, sometimes he looked in front of him. He knew, aptly enough, that he was in no state to make an objective judgement about what he was doing, so he preferred simply advancing to thinking. A rosy tint suddenly appeared on the horizon. In the distance, the young man could distinguish mountains, and behind them loomed the sun, a gleaming red ball of fire.

“Dawn,” he murmured. “Already.” His lips felt swollen from keeping them so tightly clamped together. The fatigue of the miles he had traveled weighed down on him suddenly, and he felt obliged to sit. His thoughts surged to the surface, confused and foggy. He didn’t try to order them. He simply sat there, contemplating what nature held up before him. In his heart of hearts, he wished this moment would not end. This moment of serenity shouldn’t give up its place to the abyss full of doubts and uncertainties that threatened him.

He suddenly heard noise: groans, the striking of weapons. A battle was happening somewhere nearby, of that he was certain. In the hilly terrain, the teen had not noticed that he was no longer alone. Besides which, he had taken pains to avoid the roads. Intrigued, he moved to seek out the origin of the sounds. He climbed to the top of a butte, laying on his stomach at the summit so that he could remain hidden in the vegetation. He crawled slowly towards the battle.

The knoll couldn’t have been more than nine feet up, but upon reaching the very top, the boy was able to see what he was approaching: an older man held off a group of creatures that nearly had him surrounded: a dozen orks, along with two or three smaller and less muscled creatures, that Glaide assumed must be goblins. Already five bodies lay on the ground, covered in wounds from a sword. The young man was surprised; it seemed the monsters had attacked someone stronger than them. 

They suddenly launched their own attack in unison. In a flash, the man threw his weapon in the air, stepping around a goblin so that the circle didn’t close in around him. He caught his weapon and – without turning – planted it in the small body of one of the aggressors. He again threw his weapon above him as he dodged the slow and ill-assured attacks. A few moments later, the sword fell back into his hand, and he took to swinging it about, sometimes in front of him and sometimes behind him, riddling three orks with wounds. The wounds, however, weren’t deep, and it would take more than that to stop these killing machines. The man seemed to know that, and yet, rather than continuing to slash at the three injured orks, he went after the others. With the same technique, his weapon swung around him as he dodged and sliced. Glaide, however, was perplexed: to all appearances, the technique didn’t work well, as none of the assailants were dead, and it had been more than ten minutes since the battle began.

“If this continues much longer,” thought the adolescent, “he’ll grow tired; He’s not exactly young...” Glaide made his weapon reappear; a little action would no doubt do him good. But his intervention wasn’t necessary. The old man, after having distributed a few strikes to all of his adversaries, and having injured them all, gave them a few mortal wounds, rapid and precise. The bodies all fell at almost the same time, covered with wounds. The stranger sheathed his sword, threw a glance around himself, collected his bag, and continued down the road, leaving behind him the field of battle and eighteen cadavers. He didn’t appear to be the least bit tired, and only a small drip of sweat on his forehead gave any sign that he was coming from combat. He quickly disappeared over the horizon.

Glaide remained in his hiding place. He had no interest in speaking with this man. No, he had no interest in speaking with a master of the Murockai technique. The teen had immediately recognized the aerial fighting technique that characterized the school, as well as the sword the man carried – very similar in shape to Jeremy’s. Besides, Gryth had said that his master was to return shortly, and it seemed he was indeed on his way. 

The young man rolled over, facing up towards the sky. The sun was up now, and it had to be seven or eight in the morning. Everything around him was calm and quiet; he was in no danger. Everything on his mind pressed in on him; it was time to deal with it all. With his eyes still trained on the blue expanse above him, Glaide let his thoughts flood in. Starting out vague and imprecise, they soon began to take on order. In turn, the young man felt first despair, then joy, then pain, and then guilt. The conflicting emotions warred in his heart. He forced himself to be calm, and to analyze the situation objectively. He began to speak aloud.

“My name is Glaide. I arrived on Galadria because the Book of Eternal Twilight held a prophecy about Emily and Gwenn. Jeremy is the protector of Gwenn, and I am the protector of Emily and as such...” His voice cracked, but he forced himself to continue, saying, “and as such, I was supposed to always remain near her, and never to abandon her, unless it was to protect her.” He immediately felt the need to justify himself, and submerged himself in his reasons for leaving, which seemed to be more or less valid. He cut off the explanations and continued his monologue. “We had weapons and needed to learn how to use them. Several different schools existed, all created by Novak the Liberator. Jeremy began to study the Murockai style, and I...” The things Glaide was sure of ended there; he would have to move on to his doubts.

“I’m learning nothing at the moment. I’m searching for a master of the Iretane style who can teach me what he knows. My goal is to master this technique so I can protect my magg and my friends. I’ll find them again once I’ve become stronger.” The young man had clarified his goal, and now he began to feel more calm. His ragged breaths calmed and became more regular. Yes, he knew what he needed to do. A tiny voice in the back of his mind, though, warned him that it would not be easy. He chose to listen to the voice, and began to answer it out loud. 

“At this point, this man could be anywhere in the Known Lands. He was seen for the last time in Shinozuka two years ago. I don’t know how he thinks, and I don’t know where he would want to go.” As he said those words, he felt anger begin to win the battle in his heart. “So where do I go now?” He sat up, angry now. “That man could be anywhere,” he raged. “What am I doing here, chasing a shadow? Argh! No, calm down, Glaide. Calm down...” He laid back down, his breath quickened after his rage. 

Soon, though, his face brightened into a smile; his despair left him. The sudden bout of anger had reanimated him. He now felt full of courage. Yes, the man could be absolutely anywhere, but he had all of Galadria before him. He did not need to search for the man. It would be enough to go wherever he wanted, and to ask for information in the taverns that he would certainly be stopping at. But where to start? Glaide remembered that Zorick had mentioned dwarves; according to him, they lived in the mountains to the east. 

“That’s it,” whispered the young man. “I’ll go to see the dwarves! They’re usually creatures of good, so I shouldn’t have any problems with them.” Though he really didn’t know what he would talk about with them, the teen wanted to travel. He had not yet gotten around to contemplating his true reasons for leaving, and he was already beginning to miss his friends. Plus, he knew that his sword fighting technique left something to be desired. But to the devil with all of those answerless questions and that fatalism. He was going to become the Destroyer, and for that he would need to know how to fight, but he would also need to know Galadria! His decision was made: he would start by seeking out the dwarves, and eventually the elves, all in the process of looking for information about the master of the Iretane technique. 

Glaide jumped to his feet, filled with renewed vigor. The day ought to be beautiful, and it was time for him to get a move on! However, it had been nearly twenty-four hours since he last slept. He collapsed back down, vanquished by his fatigue. The sun continued to rise, tranquilly, and there seemed to be no threat of danger. He decided to rest on the butte that he had still not yet left.

The young man awoke slowly several hours later. He took a moment to recall recent events, then he sat up. He ached everywhere. “Right, sleeping on the ground isn’t all it’s cracked up to be... I’ve got plenty of aches and pains now,” he complained aloud. He got up, thinking all the while that he couldn’t remember having such aches and pains when he and his friends had rested on the way to Shinozuka. Maybe the excitement of the trip had made him forget them? He promised himself he’d look for a solution to the problem as soon as possible, then he continued on his journey. 

While nibbling on some of his provisions and drinking some water from a gourd, he headed back to the road. He wanted to reach a village, and walking without a marked path was the best way to fail at that! His map indicated that a town called Morthiaz was in the area, so he headed in that direction. While traveling, he discovered that the gusts of wind that blew around him lifted the dust of the road into the air; a traveling cape would be a necessary addition to his things. Besides, a thick one could act as a blanket, giving him a softer mattress to lie on then the bare ground! He decided to procure one as soon as an opportunity presented itself.

The young man continued on his way for another hour. He whistled, sang, and talked to himself to fill the time. But the great spaces he traveled through, so full of silence, finally silenced him as well. He looked about him at everything nature had to offer, admiring the way the golden rays of light played on the tall plants, and the way the shadows of the trees he passed seemed to dance around him. The spectacle couldn’t replace a real conversation, however, and the solitude of it all began to weigh down on him. 

From the very beginning, the adolescent had known that traveling alone would prove to be trying, both for mind and body, but he had chosen to try it anyway. He had not been wrong; having no one to speak to besides the wind might appear poetic, but after a few hours, it was exasperating above all else. He finally decided that in the future, he would try as often as possible to travel with other people, even if that required him to change his course or walk more slowly. After all, he was in no hurry; no one was waiting for him. Or that is, they waited for him, but it would be months – or even years – before they would meet again, so what was a few more days, in the scheme of things?
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GLAIDE finally reached Morthiaz in the late afternoon. He arrived by a little-used path; however, the place was fairly large, probably because of its proximity to the capital, and once he reached the main road, he found it was busy and full of people. The sight reminded him of the people who were important to him. “What are my friends doing now? Are they searching for me? Might I run into them here?” Glaide asked himself. In the depths of his heart, he really didn’t care either way; if he ran into them, he would continue with them, but if he didn’t find them, he would continue on his way alone. However, the young man didn’t cross paths with anyone he knew in that city. 

He decided to spend some time in the marketplace. The cries of the merchants, the bargaining, the general impression of life happening in that place would do him some good. He passed several different maggs with their protectors, often men and women in their thirties, while some appeared older. He was careful to keep his own weapon hidden. If he was recognized as a protector, and someone started asking questions, it would be rather uncomfortable having to explain where his magg was! The market stalls were filled with a diverse collection of merchandise, with weapons here, spices there, and all of them always surrounded by the roar of the merchants extolling the virtues of this product and that product. 

Glaide smiled, then set out to find a cape. He wanted one that would fall nearly to his feet, and that would be simple and inexpensive. He found exactly what he was looking for in an inconspicuous stand, set back a little behind the others. The merchant sold necklaces and little charms that didn’t look very important. However, in the middle of all of the odds and ends, he saw a pile of magnificent brown material. The cape appeared to be immense. The young man approached, and the merchant lifted his eyes to look at him. He was very old, and had dark skin. A few days beard, white in color, seemed to eat up his face. His bushy eyebrows lifted when Glaide asked to see the folded piece of clothing. The stranger got up slowly, lifted the piece of merchandise, and let the material unfold entirely. 

The young man stared at the cape for a moment without a word. It couldn’t have been less pretentious. The material was thick, and would offer excellent protection from the cold – which didn’t really seem to exist here – as well as against dust. The merchant held out the cape to Glaide, encouraging him to try it on. The young man put on the cloak and noted that it fit him perfectly. The cape covered him both to the front and to the back, but with a gap to the one side that would allow him to easily grab his sword. At the same time, the material could easily be thrown fully behind him, so that it wouldn’t hinder him in a fight. The cape also had a number of folds of material towards the top, under his chin, that would allow him to protect his mouth if he wished. The young man immediately felt better, wrapped up in the cloak as he was. He paid what he owed, thanked the merchant, and continued on his way, his new cape blowing in the wind. 

The next thing to do was to find a convoy, or at least a small group of people who were headed towards the mountains. He looked at the map, and found another small village that would be on the way; he would probably have an excellent chance of finding someone else who was headed there as well. However, he soon found that his efforts were in vain; when evening had come, he found himself seeking lodgings in an inn, after still having found no companion for his journey. His spirits were low, falling even lower when he realized that traveling alone held another disadvantage: how could he set up watches? He couldn’t stand guard all night, and while he slept, he would be at the mercy of any adversary that came across him. He realized that an army could pass by him, and he wouldn’t notice! He had no choice, then: in the future, he would have to look for a secure place before he could consider taking a rest. Imagining himself sleeping high up in the branches of a tree didn’t seem pleasant at all. But for the moment, he had a comfortable blanket at his disposition, and he made sure to appreciate that luxury, which would certainly be rare after this.

Morning arrived, and Glaide – still grumpy at the idea of not having a traveling companion – headed towards the entrance of the village to continue his journey towards the mountains. A faint breath of hope remained: maybe he would come across someone on the way? His wish was soon granted, because after walking a few hundred meters, he heard a cry from behind him.

“Hey! You there! With the cape! Wait up!”

The adolescent turned around and saw a man huffing and puffing in the distance, one index finger pointed in his direction. He was young – about twenty five. At his side stood a woman who had to be about the same age.

“Yes, wait for us, please!”

Glaide stayed where he was. He was certainly surprised, but he hoped above all that these young people would accompany him, and, since he was sure they were a protector and his white magician, he was confident they would. The two individuals came up in front of Glaide, their faces red from running. “Very few people travel towards the east from here, and we had given up finding any traveling companions, and then lo and behold, here you are,” exclaimed the man, patting Glaide on the shoulder amicably. “I am Tyv, a protector, and this is Paeh.”

“Pleased to meet you. My name is Glaide.” The young man looked around and had to admit that it didn’t look like many people were inclined to travel towards the east. 

As though he could read his mind, Tyv said, “There is just one small village a few days walk in this direction, which explains why so few travelers come this way, but a protector and his magg should give aid everywhere. And now that there are more of us, the journey should be much more agreeable!”

“Tyv,” interrupted Paeh calmly, “We should perhaps ask Glaide if he wants to travel with us, before we impose ourselves on him.”

“Oh, I accept, with pleasure,” he replied with a laugh.

“Alright then, let’s go!” said Tyv.

The group began to move again. Glaide was glad to have company, and he felt much safer. He waited for a few minutes, and then began to ask questions.

“So, where are you from?”

“A small village to the south. Adrish. Have you heard of it?”

“Umm... Yes, actually,” stammered the young man. “Yes, I passed through there once, though I didn’t really have time to see much.” Adrish had been close to Rackk; he had better be prudent, and take care not to say anything wrong. The man soon began to speak again.

“As I said before, we’re heading to Yzur, the village to the east, to see how the inhabitants are, and if we can do anything to help them. Then, we’ll head back towards the south. And you, what brings you to this corner of the Known Lands?”

“I’d like to come across some dwarves, in the mountains there,” responded Glaide.

“Dwarves! Hmm, well, you’re a bold one, then. Have you never met one before?”

“No, never. I want to see if they really are anything like people say they are,” he said, then added to himself, “Or at least, like what I’ve read of them.”

“Little warriors, slow, but more solid and unyielding than any wall! Interesting,” responded Tyv.

Glaide hesitated to reveal the final goal of his journey, but then decided that it could do no harm, and said, “I’m also looking for someone... the master of the Iretane technique. I st...” Glaide bit his tongue. He’d been about to explain that he’d started his training in Rackk! He continued quickly, so that they wouldn’t notice his distress. “I started asking around for some information here and there, but I quickly discovered that the last master teaching that technique was hidden away in some unknown part of the Known Lands...”

“Yes, that seems to be true,” commented Tyv wistfully. 

“If you want to learn Iretane, then you surely know that it is only taught to protectors,” intervened Paeh. “In that case, I have to say I’m surprised to see no magg at your side.”

Glaide bit his tongue again, for the second time in only moments. He had just revealed what he was without even realizing, and worse than that, he remembered all of a sudden that Drekhor had already told him that Iretane, unlike other styles, was only taught to protectors. He decided, then, that he’d better tell the truth. “My magg is in Shinozuka, with two friends.” Seeing the jaws of his companions drop open, he hurried to add, “Listen, she’s no longer with me for her own safety. Everyone has their own secrets, and it isn’t the time for me to reveal mine, but I can say that I’m a terrible fighter, and I want to learn Iretane to better be able to protect her.”

Tyv and Paeh remained silent for a moment, then the latter declared, “As far as I’m concerned, if you’ve left your magg behind, then I’m sure you have good reasons for doing so.”

As if to underscore what she had said, Tyv added, “And coming back to the dwarves, what do you hope to learn from them?”

“Mmm, I don’t really know. To be honest, I don’t have anything in particular to discuss with them. I’d just like to run into them.” That wasn’t entirely true, though. Actually, the fact that elves and dwarves were so far removed from the rest of the world intrigued the young man. He wanted, above all else, to see these roads traveled by the innumerable other races and creatures of this world. But how could he convince these powerful warriors to leave their hideaways? That was the question. Glaide had an idea that if things continued as they were, and if he didn’t get himself killed beforehand, then a major battle would be inevitable. This would be a good occasion to rally all of these peoples. The young man didn’t know when such a war would start, or if it would really happen at all, but as long as he had nothing else to do, he wanted to offer his services to the dwarves, so that they might owe him a debt. He could then call on them to join the ranks of men when the time came. The plan may not exactly have been morally sound, and the young man knew that rendering such a service with his slight talents would be nearly impossible, but he needed to have a goal and a reason to go on. 

At this point, silence fell on the group. Glaide noticed that the young woman was looking at her companion expectantly. She seemed to be waiting for him to say something. He didn’t seem to have noticed, though, and continued to gaze fixedly at the horizon. She cleared her throat, but Tyv didn’t react. Finally, she spoke.

“Tell me, Glaide, you must know at least a little about using a sword by now, right?”

“Yes, of course, but really, very little.”

“Good, and you must know that many enemies travel on these roads; a traveler always has to be ready to defend their life.”

“Right, of course.” The young man couldn’t see where she was going with this train of thought.

“But, truth be told, using a sword so often can make your hands sore.”

“Umm... Well, yes, I suppose so.”

“Isn’t that right, Tyv? That regularly using a sword makes your hands sore?”

Tvy, who had been silent up until then, seemed to snap out of his reverie, and exclaimed, “Right! Yes, we have a gift for you, then! Good thing I thought of it!”

“You mean, good thing I was here,” grumbled Paeh.

Glaide let out a laugh.

“Here,” Tyv said. With a big smile, he pulled a magnificent pair of fingerless black gloves out of his sack and offered them to the young man. Glaide was delighted. All of the equipment he had bought, and he’d completely forgotten to ask about gloves! He adored the gloves, which perfectly matched the leather cuffs he already wore.

“But I couldn’t possibly,” he stammered. “I...”

“I don’t want to hear it! This is a gift to help you remember meeting us. We know just how difficult the quest of being a protector can be, especially when you feel weak or incapable of protecting those that are dear to you. Take care of these gloves, and who knows? Perhaps we will see you again, and when that moment comes, I’ll be pleased to see you wearing them!”

“Oh, well thank you. Thank you very much,” Glaide said, putting on the gloves that he held. He wanted to try them out, and pulled out his sword. After taking a moment to wield his sword about him, he realized that the gloves truly were comfortable. He’d never really noticed before, but his hands did hurt after all of that sword practice, and the gloves really did reduce that pain enormously. Having to use gloves really seemed to be inevitable for someone who wanted to use a blade for any prolonged period of time.

His companions smiled benevolently as they watched his gestures. Just like when he had gotten his new clothes, he looked thrilled. However, his joy was short-lived. As they approached a stony knoll that appeared to be some kind of sculpture from a different age, fifteen orks surged out at them. It was clearly meant to be an ambush. They were huge, well-armed, and wore heavy armor.

“Black orks,” cried Glaide, his face pale. “Watch out! They’re very dangerous, and there are a bunch of them!” He took up a guard stance. Paeh held out a hand towards him, and he was instantly covered with a blue shield. That reassured him, but he couldn’t chase away the memory of his last encounter with these monsters, that had turned out so disastrously. “Don’t move, Glaide,” said Tyv. “Just watch. Paeh, are you ready?”

“Ready when you are!”

The young woman, with her right arm still held out towards the teen, used her left hand to touch the sword of her protector. It was only then that Glaide noticed this sword was shaped much like his own. The instant her fingers touched the metal, it became a brilliant, almost blinding, white. He felt no wind at all, so different from the tornadoes that spun around Emily and Gwenn when they used magic. “What is that?” whispered the young man, still sheltered behind a wall of blue light.

The man spun to face his enemies, who had not yet made a move. However, they wasted no time in cries and shouts, instead charging immediately. Tyv took up a guard position: he raised his sword, holding it at eye level, and stepped back with his right foot, bending his leg to support himself. The position immediately made Glaide recall the position Uziere, his late master of Iretane, had used.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter 3

[image: ]




THE battle would be one against fifteen, and still Tvy smiled. The first creatures dashed towards him, and he dodged their attacks, then delivered a rapid counter-attack. His blade pierced their armor without difficulty, and the injuries the blade delivered were mortal ones, almost as if they had delivered a particularly virulent poison. Three bodies fell. With a quick hand motion, the magg sent two orks that had just surrounded the protector flying. 

“Telekinesis,” thought Glaide, dumbfounded. 

Tyv parried the attacks of his adversaries without difficulty, though they had to be at least a head taller than him, and each possessed muscles twice as big as his own. Furthermore, he used a very unusual sword technique: he would block an attack from an adversary in front of him, then kill an adversary directly behind him, before it even had the time to attempt its own attack. The protector dodged about constantly, always moving to a new position before making an attack. There were blades all around him, but he seemed to be in complete control of the situation. 

“At any rate, it seems to be very effective: already only six orks remain, and none of them have come anywhere near me,” thought the young man. “Tyv forms quite a barrier!” 

Paeh intervened several times, sending adversaries flying. The attacks of her protector seemed quite simple, unlike those of the Murockai School, but each was marked by its precision, as well as its deadly strength. Soon only one ork remained. Tyv took a step to the side, side-stepping its attack, then decapitated his prey. Paeh withdrew the protective barrier from Glaide then. He still stood in his guard position, his mouth open wide. 

“Incredible,” he said with a gasp. Then he thought to himself, admiringly, “Black orks seemed so powerful when Baras sent them after us... And now, at fifteen to one, the battle didn’t even last ten minutes!”

“So Glaide, what do you think?” asked Tyv. “Nice, aren’t they, these black orks...”

“That was... impressive. You’re so strong! And you, too, Paeh! Maintaining a shield around me, while throwing those creatures around like so many feathers! And the magic in the sword, that light... What was that? That seemed extremely deadly!”

“It was pure light,” responded the young woman. “White magic in its most natural state. For these monster – creatures issued from the deepest and darkest of shadows – it is worse than the most virulent of poisons. Each wound, no matter how slight, causes death. Of course, for monsters that are more massive than these, like minotaurs, or even chimeras, it takes a bit more than a papercut. However, it certainly gives us some considerable strength!”

“I do see that, yes,” agreed the boy. His brain was working at its top speed to process all of this. The couple had just used white magic through the blade of a sword. Everything that the young man had learned about eorens came back to his mind. It was possible to combine eorens with weapons, according to the arms merchant. Decades before, it had been enough to merely have a magician with you, so that he could directly invoke the flux in your blade. Today, however, only a few ancient relics could still take on that kind of power. The merchant had added that the weapons of Protectors could accept neither eorens nor flux, but that they could theoretically be infused with white magic, a theory that had been corroborated in a discussion the man had had with a disciple of Iretane, and who had declared that that was the goal of his training. The heart of the adolescent beat faster. To all evidence, Paeh had instilled white magic in the sword of Tyv – a sword that looked much like that of the younger man. He didn’t know what to say, and his heart was beating like a drum. He found himself forced to accept a possibility that he would never have dared to imagine: he very likely found himself in the presence of a man who knew the technique of Iretane. He stammered out a few incomprehensible words, then finally posed the question that was burning the tip of his tongue – with a voice made loud by excitement and nerves. “Tyv... are... are you...”

“Hmm?”

“Are you... Do you know Iretane?” His companion smiled and nodded. Glaide’s heart practically jumped out of his chest, and then he continued, “Do you know where to find... the master of Iretane?” 

However, his companion shrugged his shoulders powerlessly. “It’s been years now since I finished my studies, and I know nothing about where you could find the one you are seeking. He lived for a while in Shinozuka, and that is all that I know.”

Glaide couldn’t hide his disappointment. It seemed that Tyv knew nothing about the person he was searching for. He had probably been a disciple of Uziere, and simply didn’t want to reveal the existence of Rackk to a stranger – something that was of little importance now, anyway, since the village existed no longer. Either that, or he had been a disciple of the other master of Iretane, in which case he had no reason to hide his location from a protector in need, which would mean he probably truly didn’t know where to find him.

Glaide felt a sudden desire to tell these people everything: the beginning of his training with Uziere, in Rackk, the fate of the village, and his standing as Destroyer. These people before him, even if they could not give him a destination, could at least escort him. 

“But to what end?” thought the young man. “Even if my assumptions are correct, which isn’t necessarily true, and suppose they were to believe me, what would give me the right to monopolize their time, to impede them in their roles of protector and magg, and beyond that, to be a burden and potentially put their lives in danger, all for an indeterminate amount of time?” He sighed deeply. “Well, then I still don’t know where to go.”

“Hey, don’t be discouraged!” said Tyv. “Look, you were lucky enough to come across us. Running into a disciple of Iretane is very rare, and so luck is certainly smiling on you.”

“Mmm...” sighed the adolescent absently. He was incredibly disappointed to still have no idea where to look. However, as the group again took to the road, he took the opportunity to ask his companions many of his questions. In that way, he learned that infusing a weapon with magic wasn’t terribly complicated in and of itself. All it really took was lots of practice, because it required the magg and her protector to unite their thoughts and emotions. The concept remained murky, and Glaide wasn’t very interested in hearing all of the details; after all, he didn’t have his magg at his side. However, he tucked one thought away in his mind: it really was possible to infuse a weapon with white magic. 

He asked Tyv to teach him something, but Tyv refused to teach him anything. The most he would do was allow the adolescent to compare swords with his. The two could practically be twins; the blades were both almost the same width, and made with the same general proportions. The protector agreed that his sword was certainly formed for learning the Iretane technique. 

Hours passed. Silence fell on the group, and no one tried to break it; the three companions didn’t need to say anything more. The calm atmosphere was filled with serenity and peace, instead of the trepidation that had haunted Glaide on his way to Morthiaz. In fact, the young man even seemed relaxed. It seemed his companions had already forgotten the scuffle with the black orks, and he decided that the attack was probably just a chance encounter, and had nothing to do with the hunt for him. 

The day reached its end, and the three set up camp for the night. Glaide wanted to help, and so Paeh taught him to listen to his surroundings in order to find water. The young man expressed his wonder at finding that there were many rivers around, despite the fact that it hadn’t rained for so long – though on realizing that he’d again nearly given away his ignorance, he hastily added that he had traveled very little, and had until then simply used water he brought with him in his gourd. He also remembered that during the journey to Shinozuka he and his friends had been able replenish their water thanks to the many people they had crossed paths with along the way. The young woman laughed aloud, and simply replied that there were mysteries in this world that no one could explain. 

That evening, Tyv proved himself to be an excellent cook, preparing potatoes, beans, and some other vegetables that he carried with him. Glaide, who usually failed at cooking even simple pasta and hamburgers, managed to perfectly grill some juicy steaks. After the feast, he insisted on taking the first watch, though his companions had urged him to sleep through the night and leave it to them.

The next day passed in much the same way. The three companions spoke from time to time, but then left each other in peace to contemplate their surroundings in silence. The adolescent noticed that he was traveling more slowly than he had traveled with his friends. At that time, though, they had been in a hurry to reach Shinozuka, and now he thought more and more that he would like this journey to last forever; reaching Yzur would mean leaving Tyv and Paeh, and returning to a solitary existence for who knows how long. And the young man was under no illusions: judging just from the number of people traveling to Yzur, he knew that no one would be walking to the mountains that he so hoped to reach.

A small group of goblins had the misfortune of crossing paths with them, and Tyv insisted that Glaide take part in the combat. The magg invoked protection – as a security measure – and the young man threw himself into the heart of the action. The more experienced protector took the opportunity to give him a few small bits of advice, most notably on how to deal with enemies armed with lances, as was the case here. The boy was actually quite successful: no attack reached the wall of blue. He was careful throughout the fight not to let the goblins surround him, and he always took care to keep his adversaries within his field of vision. Unlike Tyv, who seemed to have eyes in the back of his head, and could see everything that happened all around him, Glaide concentrated on dealing with just one opponent at a time.

The group set up their camp just as evening fell. Some calculations told them that the village should be no more than a few kilometers away; they would reach it the next day, sometime during the morning.
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The next morning, Glaide, Tyv, and Paeh took their time before heading back onto the road. The couple seemed to dread the approaching separation as much as the adolescent did. However, they had to go, and two hours later the city wall appeared on the horizon. The city had been built on a small hill, overlooking the surrounding woods and forests. It couldn’t have been more than a couple of miles away, but it took nearly an hour for the group to arrive, since they were advancing at such a tranquil pace; they suddenly seemed to have many things to say to each other before they arrived and parted ways. 

The young man commented on how close the mountains that he hoped to reach appeared to be. Instinctively, he compared them to Fyth. These mountains were not as high, with peaks that looks much less jagged, and much less menacing. These mountains gave off an impression of strength, but none of Fyth’s unwholesome atmosphere that had seemed so smothering for the adolescent. “It’s strange,” he thought, “but you could almost say they seem to be inhabited by some kind of benevolent force... They don’t give the impression of being against everything, of fighting their surroundings; they seem to be one with their surroundings, with nature.” The more he looked at them, the more he thought that searching at the base of these mountains would not be a problem. He even felt safe in their presence, as if covered by a protective shadow. “These are much better!” he thought. “Even if it takes days of searching there for me to discover the dwarves, at least I’ll be in good humor!”

The group arrived at the village around noon. They ate together, and talked for a while longer. It seemed that Tyv and Paeh had decided to return to the south once they had done what they could here. They had been traveling in the north for a long time, and they wanted to renew some old acquaintances. They would first head towards the southeast, then return to Adrish and their families in the southwest for a while. Glaide promised to look for them there, once he’d found what he sought. 

The trio wandered about the roads of what was apparently much more a tiny village than a city; there were few merchants in Yzur, and the inhabitants seemed to take care of their needs themselves. They saw farms all over. The city was a self-sufficient enclave, and it was easy to see that voyagers were rare here. And besides, apart from the rather oblivious Glaide, who would come up with the idea of adventuring so close to the limits of the Known Lands? And to what end? The servants of Baras themselves seemed uninterested in this place. The young man hoped that it would stay that way, and he didn’t want to stay too long in this tranquil little community and risk attracting trouble. 

Paeh and Tyv quickly reached the conclusion that their services were unnecessary here. Having already decided their next destination, they didn’t want to wait around needlessly. They rented horses, and said their good-byes quickly. Though they all felt a tightness in their chests, they contented themselves with soberly saying, “Farewell”, “good luck”, and “until we meet again”. Then, the riders rode off at a gallop, enveloped in a great cloud of dust, leaving Glaide alone.

He stayed for a moment to watch his friends disappear into the distance. He, who was habitually so emotional about separations, contented himself with simply watching them in the distance, an absent air about him. He knew that finding Tyv and Paeh again would be extremely difficult, and he felt his chest tighten again. However, he forced himself to smile, thinking all the while that he was starting to toughen up. Then, his gaze fell on the gloves. Yes, he would count on seeing them again, and showing them that their gift had been useful to him. He thought for a moment about the joy he would have at again meeting the friends that he had made and lost. Would his life always be like this? Running this way and that, always searching for shadows? Coming across amazing people, only to leave them again? Perhaps... 

He let down his cape so that it enveloped his body, burrowing his face in the material up to his nose. Then he began walking, moving faster and faster in the direction of the mountains.
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​​Chapter 4
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YZUR rapidly disappeared from view. Glaide moved ever faster forwards, sporting a huge smile, the sun warming his face. Actually, it wasn’t so bad to be alone from time to time. After a few hours of walking, the path – which up until then had been of dirt, with a few tufts of grass here and there – began to become pebbly, and after a few more kilometers, there was no longer any trace of dirt among the pebbles. 

The impression of safety that emanated from the mountains didn’t stop as they grew taller; in fact, the closer the adolescent came, the more confident he felt. However, the sun was already starting to set, and it would be impossible to sleep among those peaks that same evening. 

Taking advantage of the last rays of light, he spotted a promontory that he climbed up. He found a position high up, facing the only route for accessing his position: a relatively abrupt slope that would take a bit of climbing to scale. In that way, any potential aggressor, unless he could jump twelve feet in the air, would have to climb up – and at the same time, make a good deal of noise. “Noise that, I hope, will wake me,” thought Glaide. He ate his supper rapidly. The shadows around him had begun to disquiet him, and, not wanting to panic, he forced himself to lay down immediately after the meal. His cape proved itself to be an excellent pillow, and a reliable blanket at the same time.

[image: katana]

The young man awoke suddenly during the middle of the night. The noise that woke him wasn’t coming from the slope, but rather from below his perch. Still half asleep, he approached the edge of his hiding place – trying to be as inconspicuous as possible – so that he could see what was there. He had to suppress a cry of surprise when he discovered the procession of hideous creatures who were occupied with parading back and forth under his promontory. They carried torches, and the shadows they projected created patterns on their faces, making the members of the procession even more monstrous. Some were orks – both the black orks, and the weaker variety – while others seemed to be more animalistic in appearance. Glaide recognized two or three minotaurs, accompanied by chimeras. There were also some smaller monsters, with the upper bodies of humans, but with horns on their heads and the feet of goats. All in all, the group had to be made up of thirty or forty creatures. 

The young man froze in place as though petrified, hoping against hope that he hadn’t been seen. What did all of this mean? What were those things doing there? Were they searching for him? He wasn’t sure. The group didn’t seem to be looking for anything; they seemed to be headed somewhere. None of them spoke. The monsters stared blankly in front of them, their faces completely empty of expression. The noise that had awakened Glaide had been the scraping of boots, the ringing of swords, and grumbling. But where were they going, then, marching east like this? There were no more villages in this direction, only the mountains. Suddenly an ork lifted his head. He scanned the horizon with his evil yellow eyes, made a sign with his head, and so commanded the procession to turn towards the north. They passed over a hill and disappeared from view of the boy, who rolled onto his back, breathing rapidly. He knew he had to lay perfectly still for now: his enemies were still close. As he waited for them to move out of hearing distance, he gradually relaxed without even noticing, and slowly drifted off to sleep.
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Glaide woke with a start. The sun had just begun to rise, and it was chilly. Remembering what he had seen, he quickly checked to see that there was no longer any danger. Then, he wrapped his cape around his shoulders again, and descended the slope, looking for any traces of the creatures that had passed below his lucky hiding place. However, he found nothing. 

“What does that mean, then?” he asked himself. “I’m sure I wasn’t dreaming. I saw them; they were right there!” He followed the path that the procession had taken, but he could find no trace. He exclaimed aloud, “Right, I must be going crazy then. Unless...” He let that word hang in the air. An icy shiver went down his spine, then he added in a whisper, “Unless what I saw didn’t really exist...” Slowly, Glaide lifted his eyes towards the hill where the monsters had passed. “Unless they were...” Here he swallowed painfully. “they were ghosts...”

The sun was up, but its rays couldn’t warm the adolescent. He felt icy cold from fear. He forced himself to speak aloud, gradually mastering the trembling in his voice. “Right, of course! I should have expected something like that! In the middle of all of these sorcerers and monsters, all that was missing were ghosts. And I suppose, vampires and zombies, too! That would explain why they had such blank expressions, though. I suppose that every night, they follow some predetermined path, perhaps repeating what they were doing when they died. If it happened just after the hill that they passed over, then if I would have followed them, I would have seen them disappear. Or perhaps I would have seen them confront other ghosts, the enemies of their day, locked in eternal combat...” Glaide shivered. All of the creatures that frightened the children of Earth, that we never stopped claiming didn’t exist, took on a form of their own here. Anything was possible... Absolutely anything. 
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