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"To Claudia, 

my sweetest surprise." 
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AUTHOR'S NOTE 

 

 

 

Somewhere in the West Seas or perhaps in the East ones, far 

away from the coast and yet not very distant from it, there is a 

big rock... or a small island. 

On top of it stands a stone with a hole in the center. 

All the stories that have been told and handed down since 

antiquity have gone through lands and seas, captured and 

transported by the wind, until they reached it. 

It is said that approaching it and leaning your ear to the hole, 

you can listen to all the stories that the wind has brought with it 

and that, blowing inside it, echo in the surrounding air. 

The legends told by the Meridia Stone can be heard by 

anyone who has the courage to arrive there, close his eyes and 

listen. 

 

Andrea De Angelis 
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PROLOGUE 

 

 

 

 

The prisoner was escorted by two creatures along the dark 

corridors of the dwelling hidden into the mountains. He was 

weak and confused. He fearfully looked at the drolts: they were 

humanoid lizards, bent and withered; their stature was short 

and their heads hardly reached his elbows. They had slim and 

elongated features, soft skin, of a cadaverous green. Their ears 

were only small orifices and their eyes, disproportionate and 

yellowish, made them look more like animals than intelligent 

creatures. 

The boy was led through dark stone corridors and finally in a 

cold room, stripped of any furniture. Right there, he was forced 

to kneel. The subtle creatures whistled something and then left, 

closing the door behind them. 

The young man looked around, scared. He didn't remember 

how he had come to that place, he had regained consciousness 

only shortly before, when a bucket of cold water was thrown 

on his face, and they had forced him to stand up and walk. He 

still felt a strong sense of nausea. 

His complexion was light; his blond hair, dirty of mud, 

covered his face. He had blue eyes and a long-limbed body, 

though muscular. 

He tried to free his hands, firmly tied behind his back with a 

thick rope; suddenly he sensed the cold and realized he had 

nothing but old rags on. 

His numbing senses were starting to come back. Blood 

swarmed into his body causing him to feel pain in his arms and 

legs. He looked at the latter and noticed scratches and injuries 

inflicted by some violent whips. His skin was red, as if he had 
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long been immersed in frozen water. Ever since he had come 

back, a severe headache persecuted him, continuing to annoy 

him with painful stabs pulsating in his temples. He felt a cold 

rivulet of blood falling on his forehead, up to his eyes. Tired 

and weak, he leaned forward, trembling in the freezing air of 

the prison. 

 

 

A few hours later, the door reopened and the two drolts 

entered, shuffling and dragging with them a young dark-hair 

man that was pushed to the ground and made kneel in front of 

the first prisoner. 

The two didn't know each other but, looking into their eyes, 

they inexplicably felt a deep rancor against each other.  

The dark-hair's face clouded.  

He had a dark complexion and rough and pointed features, 

marked by the recent tortures he was subjected to. His hair was 

long, wavy, thick and corny, dirty and combed, soaked in mud 

and blood. His pronounced cheekbones framed his black eyes. 

His shoulders were wide and his muscles tense and formed. He, 

too, was dressed in rags, confused and weakened. In a rush of 

anger, he shook his arms, trying to get rid of the strings that 

blocked his hands. 

The two young men looked at each other again, standing 

silently on their knees, facing one another. The door closed 

behind them, leaving them in the darkness. They didn't even 

say a word. A hideous and inexplicable fear laid in their hearts. 

 

 

More time passed and the cell door creaked again. A man 

came in, wrapped in a dark coat. The light coming from the 

door concealed his appearance, making his shape dark and 

unrecognizable.  
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His steps resounded slow and metallic on the stone floor. 

He reached the prisoners and stopped at their side, silent as a 

ghost. 

The boys' frightened breath was the only noise felt in the 

room. The light-haired one looked up and finally saw his jailer. 

 He was wearing a leather dress, tied with buckles and 

waistcoats. A large leather groove surrounded by two shoulder 

straps gave him an austere and menacing appearance. He was 

tall and thin, yet athletic. His skin was pale and his fingers long 

and tapered. A reddish beard framed his lips and twirled under 

his chin; he was young, but bald. His eyes were of an amber 

color, deep and restless. He had an unusual expression, lost in 

distant, dark thoughts. 

Now that he had both prisoners in front of him, a sense of 

adrenaline omnipotence pervaded him. He felt his heartbeat 

pulsing in his throat. He knelt in front of the blond boy and 

stared at his eyes with a penetrating look. 

"Do you know who I am?" he asked. 

The boy, weakened, didn't answer. 

"No, don't you? It seems you don't even know who your cell 

companion is." 

The man stood up and looked at the other young man from 

above. He removed the cloak and, out of an inner pocket, 

pulled out an old volume bound in black leather. 

"Do you know this book?" he asked, dusting its cover. The 

prisoner didn't open his mouth. "No" said the man, sighing. 

"Well, I thought you were more well-read, since your name is 

quoted in its pages", he knelt again. "This is one of the ancient 

emblems drawn by the Hermit of Eldunia. Written in an arcane 

language, now extinct. Its pages are filled with mysterious 

quarts, in which one can read the plot of fate, intricate as 

brambles in a garden, unknown to mortals. They conceal the 

destiny of every living creature. I had to struggle a lot to get it 
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in my hands", the jailer taped the book's cover with his fingers. 

"But it seems to have been worth it." 

He raised the boy's chin with his hand making their eyes 

meet. "You know, it's amazing how hermits are able to read 

about future events, pointing their gaze between the folds of 

space and time. Reading complicated intrigues, otherwise 

invisible and unattainable". A strange smile was painted on his 

face. "Even more, it's amazing how the universe never lies and 

what is predicted, inevitably, comes." 

The man stood up and walked around the light-haired young 

man. "But what really amazes me is how fate can let someone 

write down what should remain unknown. So why revealing 

what will happen if someone, one day, can read it and do what 

he wants with the new knowledge acquired? Isn't that a 

paradox? Doesn't it mean that the skewers of the obscure hedge 

haven't yet fully sprouted? That fate itself doesn't exist and that 

the future is still to be written?" 

An euphoric, almost delirious look was painted on the face of 

the man. He opened the book, browsed the pages, and came 

back to the dark-haired boy. 

"In these verses your destiny is written, and the things you 

will do in these lands." He approached the prisoner and 

enclosed his cheeks with his fingers. "Oh, yes... I bet that if you 

looked at your cell companion straight in the eyes and in the 

depths of his soul, you might be able to see the battles you'd 

have to face in order to decide your fate... and that of the Lands 

of Asha." 

He closed the book. His face suddenly became dark and 

serious. "But unfortunately for you, this won't happen." 

The man got silent. 

The two boys, weak and exhausted, trembled. 

"So this is the look of two legends that will never be born" he 

said. 
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He turned on his heels and walked with resolved steps to the 

half-closed door of the prison. Outside, the drolts were waiting 

for him, and when they saw him they bowed their heads, 

prostrating with reverence. 

"Ragos..." mumbled one, repentant. 

"Kill them." 

He left the room without turning. The creatures looked at 

themselves, a bad grin deforming their faces. They headed 

toward the boys and encircled them, armed with spears and 

rusty knives. 

 

 

Ragos walked through the cold stone corridors as the 

screams of the young men resonated, acute and deafening, 

behind him. He came to a door leading outside. 

The wind whirled the rocky and snowy walls of the ridges, 

raising gray clouds towards the stormy sky. At the most 

impervious point of the mountain range, high peaks closed in a 

circle to form a crater. On one side of the peak rose the 

dwelling excavated in rock. The facade reminded of that of an 

ancient temple; the pediment was supported by tall columns 

and the entrance was protected by statues of dragons sculpted 

in stone. A bridge led to the entrance that faced a precipice, a 

tongue and a mouth that the mountain widened to anyone 

approaching. When the suns dropped to the west, the twilight 

abandoned the walls and the doors closed. 

The sky stormed by a tempest stood threatening in front of 

Ragos. He watched the clouds died of red, illuminated by the 

flaming fire of the far craters that stood behind the peaks of the 

Black Mountains. Under him, the earth was sunk in darkness; it 

seemed that, at the foot of the mountains, there was only an 

endless abyss. 
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Silent as the cold breath of death, the Sihildrakôl, the Black 

Dragon, landed on the balcony and the stone trembled. It 

looked like a Volcanoes Lavic , but it was an unusually large 

specimen; although it had majestic black wings with a dark 

membrane, the forelimbs were small and deformed. It's skin 

was thick and leathery, dark as the onyx and dotted with scales 

that reflected the light of lightning and volcanic eruptions. 

With a grim look, Ragos approached the beast, slipped a foot 

into the stirrup and sat down in the saddle. He spurred the rep-

tile and made it fly up. 

Surrounded by a dark and cruel silence, they crossed desolate 

valleys and dry mountains heading for their next destination. 

The wind had changed and with it something else. That 

night, fate had undertaken a new and unpredictable path. 
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1 

 

INTO THE LANDS OF ASHA 

 

 

"The Lands of Asha are full of elemendragons swarming 

around. Each of them came from an element or from a 

byproduct, such as snow from water or lava from rock. Their 

name comes from the element that generated them, from the 

characteristics or the place where the eggs were brooded." 

From Aldoniv's Hunting Diary, Wild Spirit of the First Cyclic 

Era of the First Spirit. 

 

"It is not wise to venture into uninhabited places, nor to those 

near the Wild Zones; the territory of a Crested of the Canyons 

has an extension of ten square kilometers and its noise reaches 

similar distances; you would be dead before even setting foot 

in its kingdom." 

Taken from The races and magic of dragons, by Silmenius 

Dologh, wizard and alchemist of the First Cyclic Era of the 

First Spirit. 

 

"Better than a mug of beer and a roasted lamb is a mug of 

fresh beer and a freshly baked roasted lamb." 

Popular proverb in the region of Rockycape. 

 

 

Mohegan sat with his back leaning against the rocks, hidden 

in the creeks so that he couldn't be seen. He had treaded the 

steep hiking trails on horseback, and now he was at a decent 

altitude, where the vegetation was scarce and left room for 
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stones, boulders, and a few hundred meters higher up, for the 

last snow. 

A few hours before sunrise, he had left the remains of a 

mountain bison carcass in a turf on the edge of a forest; then he 

found a place to hide and stood waiting in silence. The traces 

left by a Craters Adamantine had led him through forests and 

woods; then, coming to a village, he had learned from some 

inhabitants that the reptile had been seen lingering between the 

peaks. 

For some time now, in their hunting stunts, elemendragons 

came too close to villages, killing and taking animals and 

livestock. Years before, they had been relegated to living in the 

so-called "Wild Zones", whose extension had been reduced by 

the reclamation works of the four Founding Knights. Mohegan 

had always been hunting elemendragons who trespassed, but 

he began to realize that the phenomenon was becoming more 

and more frequent. Their habits had changed and nobody knew 

why. 

He spent the long wait waxing the ropes of his bow and 

glueing the lanyard wound to the ends of the handle that, after 

so many hunting strokes, tended to loosen. The bow in his 

hands was sturdy and durable, carved and decorated with ivory 

and mother-of-pearl by a weapon manufacturer native of his 

own village; there was engraved a dragon wrapped around a 

closed hand, a symbol that was often adopted by thieves, 

mercenaries and dragon hunters, whom people called the Wild 

Spirits. 

He also had knives, which he wore in a leather lining with a 

shoulder strap, a long sharp sword with inlaid handle, and a 

halberd with blades at both ends tied to his back; it was the 

weapon he preferred, because of the advantage it offered in 

battle, against both men and dragons. 
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During hunting battles he wore a leather armor, reinforced 

with steel plates. Its skin was thick and well-worked, but it 

wasn't of any animal. It was made of dragon leather, the only 

one that could protect him from the flames spilled by the 

reptiles themselves. 

 

 

A glitter of air came to him and a shadow passed over him, 

silent as wind. 

Not far away, a young wildragon landed on the remains of 

the bison carcass, cradling it between its claws. He was a male, 

as big as a horse, covered by solid black scales reflecting 

daylight with bluish reflections, making it look protected by a 

dark and shiny armor. 

Mohegan admired its agile and longitudinal features, its 

serpentine and resolute movements. It had four paws, the 

frontal ones winged, also used to sweep the prey. 

The beast grabbed the flesh with its teeth, savoring its 

nauseating aroma. From its mouse and nostrils, black jets came 

out, wrapping around its muzzle as it slammed the corpse. 

Mohegan knew that the Craters Adamantine could prove to 

be a fearsome adversary; its saliva, tongue and claws were 

poisonous and lethal. It hunted herbivores sprinkling the grass 

with the odorless foam that trampled them, turning them into 

easy prey, or killing an animal and then pouring in it the liquid; 

then it left, leaving it unattended. Upon the arrival of a 

carnivore, it waited for it to sag its jaw till the poison had an 

effect, then it attacked both preys and ate them. 

Mohegan pulled an arrow from one of his two quivers, never 

losing sight of the dragon. The tip was a small sharp harpoon; 

at the apex of fletching there was a lanyard of iron, resistant 

and carefully bonded. 
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He waved and dug the arrow, ready to throw it, but contrary 

to what he hoped the winged creature didn't get to the ground 

to eat, but grabbed the bison and got up. Mohegan shrugged, 

took aim, stretched the string, and pulled it. The harpoon tip 

hissed in the air and pierced the tail of the reptile. 

Unfortunately, it was young and strong; it continued its flight, 

annoyed by the pain the arrow had caused him. The Wild Spirit 

saw the iron cord rolling. It was tied to a trunk that spat out 

halfway through the path, trapped among the branches of other 

trees, interrupting the flight of the beast and making it fall in 

the middle of the forest. 

Mohegan ran through the shrubs and approached the place 

where the dragon had fallen. He barged his way through the 

muddy ground with his bow tied to his back and the sword in 

his hands, walking and trying not to make noise. He turned to 

the left and, between ferns and creepers, he saw it plodding in a 

marsh, trying to get rid of the rope that had twisted around its 

paws in the fall. 

The elemendragon looked up and hissed against the hunter. 

From its mouth came a whitish drool, stained with blood. 

The hunter didn't waist time and threw himself against the 

reptile that, in a lightning stricken gesture, repulsed him with 

its tail. Mohegan was hurled against the trunk of a tree and fell 

to the ground. He opened his eyes and wiped himself from the 

mud, bent over in pain. The elemendragon was still entangled 

in the rope; at every movement it got knotted more and more 

around its paws. 

Mohegan had been lucky; the tail of the reptile was full of 

black bruised poisoned bones that had missed him by an inch. 

He clutched his sword between his hands and threw himself 

back in battle. He lowered and rolled on the ground to avoid 

another shot. He got up and dodged the reptile that tried to 

scratch him with its fingers. The attack was followed by a 
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stroke of the wing. This time the hunter put the sword in front 

of him and resisted the impact. The knife penetrated into the 

skin of the dragon that yelped from pain. Mohegan sank it even 

more and tried to tear the wing membrane of the beast to 

prevent it from rising again. 

The air behind Mohegan's head moved; again the tail hissed 

over him, but he managed not to be hit and scratched it with the 

sword. The dragon twisted, and with the injured wing repulsed 

the Wild Spirit. It turned its muzzle; the long thin tongue came 

out of its mouth and strode towards the face of the hunter. 

Mohegan glanced up just in time and stopped it with the edge 

of his blade. The organ wrapped around the weapon and the 

dragon pulled it out of his hand. 

The hunter ran to the reptile, unarmed. He jumped on its back 

and thrusted his powerful punches around his neck, trying to 

make it lose its grip. The dragon roared enraged, and made him 

drop the sword to the ground. Mohegan jumped, rolled to the 

ground and grabbed it, a moment before the reptile crushed 

him with its paw. He turned and struck the dragon's shoulder. A 

flicker of black blood sparkled in the air pouring onto the legs 

and arms of the hunter, who yelled when he felt his skin being 

corroded. He couldn't allow the dragon to get closer. He 

clenched the sword in his hands and threw it sticking it in its 

neck. He picked up the bow and shot an arrow pierced through 

its paw, nailing it to the trunk of a tree. He shot another one and 

blocked the tail of the animal against a second plant, thus 

subtracting it its defensive limbs. He ran around the dragon in 

pain, and climbed onto its back. The winged beast managed to 

unseat him; the hunter quickly got up. He spat on the ground 

and climbed it again. As soon as he managed to keep his 

balance, he pulled the sword out of the reptile's neck and 

squeezed a cut, sinking it to the bottom. The dragon roared and 

Mohegan kept pushing, clenching his teeth when blood 
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splashes struck him, burning. After another three hits, the blade 

cut off the reptile's neck, dropping it into a puddle of dark and 

dense mud. 

 

 

Silence fell onto the woods where the battle had taken place. 

Mohegan jumped down from the carcass of the animal and 

looked at it silently. He spat the earth from his mouth and 

turned the sword in his hands. He had to cut off a dragon's limb 

to prove the killing. 

He walked the path into the woods and reached Gahul, his 

horse. The steed was agile and mighty, with dark hair and long 

wavy horsehair. It had big hooves surrounded by long hair; the 

bridle and the saddle, decorated with gold-plated silver and 

copper plates, gave it a gypsy look. It belonged to the breed of 

Aynewa, brave horses, favored by the Wild Spirits, because 

they were brave enough to face an elemendragon. 

Mohegan approached the traveling companion and tickled its 

mouth, bothering him for fun. He leaned against its face as he 

used to do whenever he came back from a clash. 

He approached the saddle which held bags, blankets, and 

rolled curtains. He squeezed the reptilian paw into the upper 

pocket and headed to Rockycape, a village inhabited by 

humans and Selvians where he hoped to succeed in placing the 

booty at a good price. 

 

 

He tied the horse in front of the entrance of the emporium 

and got in, anticipating the happy meeting that was waiting for 

him. The place was carefully set up; on the wood-covered walls 

there were shelves of products from all over the Lands of Asha. 

Plants, bulbs and roots, some to eat, others to plant, others to be 

used to produce infusions. There were various types of drinks, 
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oils and spices sorted by date and by category. Stored in old 

robust ash furniture, you could find travel bags and shoes, 

samples of processed leather skins, fur and fabrics that you 

could buy by the meter. There were also many types of strings, 

knives and useful tools for a trip; jugs, mugs and bottles, or 

tools for craftsmen or miners such as limes, shades, picks and 

hammers adorned every corner of the store. On the free spaces 

of the walls were hanged animal heads and ancient tapestries 

depicting hunting scenes, while you could find books and 

volumes containing hunting techniques or culinary recipes on 

others. 

The store was lit by the low light of the morning, coming 

from the semi-opened shutters of the wooden windows. 

Mohegan headed to the counter and placed the limb of the 

beast on it. 

"Here's your dragon, Bhor!" he said aloud. "You'll earn 

something this month too!" 

The door behind the counter opened and a man came out, 

wearing a kitchen apron stained with gravy and vegetables. He 

had a long brown beard from which white tufts came out. His 

deep dark eyes were barely visible, between the thick eyelashes 

and the many wrinkles that creaked on his face. He had a big 

body and seemed someone with whom it was better not to 

quarrel. His hands were large and full of calluses as a cook, 

hunter, and cutter hands usually are, all jobs that Bhor practiced 

daily. 

"Mohegan, here you are! Even this time you're back in one 

piece!" the old man was surprised to see him again. "What did 

you bring me this time?" 

"An Adamantine wandering along the slopes behind Rocky 

Point" Mohegan put his hand over the dragon's paw. "A few 

more days and it would have been a problem." 
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"It had already been for somebody" Bhor said. "The old 

Orbak, a few days ago, woke up with a dozen sheep less... I bet 

it was that dragon. Where did you leave the rest?" 

"Immediately after the first junction of the path, coming from 

Rockycape. Along the road leading to the ridge. There's a 

sloping lawn just above the big rocks. Send your brothers, 

you'll find it there." 

Bhor smiled, wiping his hands with his apron and looking at 

the dragon's leg resting on the counter. 

"Why don't you come with us?" he asked. "I know you want 

to see Thain and the others. If you come back for lunch, you'll 

find dragon meat and boar thighs, cooked in a vegetable soup." 

Mohegan laughed, realizing how well he knew his tastes. 

"Okay, I'll go with them"; he set the traveling bag on his 

shoulder. "Without a guide, Thain would get lost even in a 

vegetable garden!" 

 

 

The village of Rockycape was as he remembered it. There 

were no more than twenty houses in the area, some of them in 

wood, others built in mountain stones. Looking at the busy 

farmers, the jarcrafters carrying water, animals, and playful 

children, it seemed that time had stopped. 

However, Mohegan thought of how many similar villages he 

had seen devoured by flames and reduced to ashes by the 

passage of a Rock Asher or an Island Spotted. Elemendragons 

didn't venture often into the world of men, but when they did, it 

always ended in tragedy. 

Destruction scenes ran in front of Mohegan's ice-colored 

eyes, cold and deep mirrors of a restless soul. A brown beard 

descended from the corners of his lips, two ebony earrings 

adorned his ears. He had a fair skin despite the time spent 

riding under the sunlight. His head was bald and he had no 
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eyebrows. Even his thin body was glabrous. His hands told of 

long hunting trails and many kilometers treaded between one 

village and another. He was a siderean, tall, muscled and 

genetically hardened by the cold places where his breed had 

evolved, but also by the hostile and unspoiled places where he 

had traveled. 

He took a deep breath; happy to be in that enchanting place, 

walked to the Bhor brothers' home and knocked on the door. 

A young man came out, with a powerful body, who, realizing 

who had knocked, open his eyes wide, widened his arms and 

squeezed his friend in a strong hug. 

"Look who's there!" he said aloud, moving away from him to 

look at him better. "Mohegan, the hunter! What dragon are you 

running from this time?" 

"From the same one that has been perching on the roof of 

your home" Mohegan replied. 

Thain looked up at the ceiling. Then he looked at Mohegan 

with a smile. 

"You always want to joke, don't you? Come on in, I'll give 

you something to drink!" 

"Your brother has already invited us to lunch" Mohegan said, 

pointing towards Bhor's emporium. "We are waited along with 

your brothers, but before that, we have a job to do. There's a 

Craters Adamantine waiting south of the ridge, we must bring 

it to the shop. It will be a good workout for you, judging by the 

pounds you put on!" 

"You'll need my help" Thain said pointing a finger in 

response to the hunter's sarcasm. "This Adamantine must be 

one of those that I left alive only for novices like you to 

practice!" 

 

 



THE LEGEND OF THE KNIGHTS OF ASHA 

34 

Shortly before lunch, they had already torn apart the dragon's 

carcass and were ready to come back. 

Thain opened the line. He had long black hair tied up with 

leather strips and a dark wild beard around his mouth. He was 

the second-born, but his body had nothing to envy Bhor's. He 

had clear green eyes, the skin face marked by hard work in the 

countryside. He was wearing clothes that suited the climate of 

that region, sewn with heavy fabrics and adorned with 

sheepskin flaps. 

During the return journey, Mohegan noticed that, from a 

stretch of the trail, one could see Amstha in the distance, the 

Second Enchanted Town, Fortress of Amshad, the Second 

Knight. 

From the point where he was now, he could admire the tall 

calcareous marble towers crowned by green oxidized iron 

domes. The city stood on a fertile plateau, partially surrounded 

by the mountain range of the East Mountains. 

The city was considered one of the nine wonders of the 

ancient world, but for a long time, first from the towers and 

strongholds of the Knights of Asha, and then also from 

buildings and houses, black and dense fumes spilled into the 

sky. When they fell, the air in the streets of the city got heavy 

and foggy. 

Mohegan looked at Gahul horsehair moving fluently, turning 

his gaze away. Perplexed, he went back to look at Amstha. 

With the tail of his eye, he seemed to see a shadow passing 

between two rocky tips immersed in the clouds. Perhaps it was 

just tiredness starting to be felt. 

 

 

To celebrate the unexpected visit of Mohegan, all four 

Thilden brothers had gathered around the table: Bhor, Thain, 

Melyr and Keltan. 
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Melyr had brown hair with red reflections, amber eyes, alive 

and bright, and a loud voice. He wore dirty clothes because he 

was in charge of the vegetable garden and of the stables in the 

village. Keltan was the youngest and most silent one. While the 

other brothers were robust and proud, his body was smaller. 

Bhor was the strong firstborn, Thain was fearless in battle, 

Melyr was agile and bold, and Keltan, in spite of all, watched 

over them so that no one got hurt because, even though they 

had their strenghts, the four brothers also had defects, first of 

all they crodeformeingoked their elbow a bit too much. 

Lunch was great and after laughing and singing some short 

song to celebrate hunting, among boiled meat and filled beer 

mugs, the five were tired and satiated. They talked about old 

adventures, recalled funny episodes, and so much so that, 

without worrying, they re-set the table for a snack. They 

continued to laugh at themselves and their relatives until dinner 

time came, and so they packed the table again to enjoy other 

meals prepared by Bhor. 

"So, Mohegan, enough talking about the past" Thain said, 

stretching his feet on the table. "How are you doing? It has 

passed a while since you weren't seen here!" 

"I've seen better times" Mohegan replied. "For someone like 

me who can only hunt dragons, this isn't a good time." 

"But it is for others!" Melyr laughed. "If you don't have to 

work it means we can be quiet!" 

The brothers laughed, and Mohegan with them. 

"You laugh well, you" replied the hunter, wiping his mouth 

from beer foam. "If I didn't do this job, at most I could throw 

myself into some forge or some haberdashery. I'd set old 

armors or sew some harness of who knows what Era." 

"You wouldn't last one day!" laughed Bhor. "Maybe with 

steel, you could almost make it, but then you'd start mistaking 
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the smell of the shop owner's underpants for who knows what 

dragon and who knows how it would end!" 

The five friends laughed. 

"In any case, I don't think you understand what I meant" 

Mohegan remarked. "It's not a good time for me, because there 

are too many dragons! They cross the usual hunting areas and 

are more fierce and aggressive, while for me... the years pass. 

The point is, I've thrown many of them out, but now, in their 

eyes, it seems to see the fire of madness burn." 

Thain sipped his beer and looked at Mohegan with a half-

smile. "Congratulations, I see that you have also learned to 

emphasize tales!" 

"No joke" Keltan said with a loud voice. "The village of 

Soddenstone, southeast of Amstha, was attacked by a creature, 

no more than two or three weeks ago. Something weird lies in 

these mountains, something strange. Some even doubt that it's 

a wildragon. None of them has ever attacked a village with 

such ferocity." 

"It might have been a Tusked Bear, some say that on the 

High Peaks you can still find some" said Bohr. 

"So far away from its territory? Those creatures only lay 

serious damage if they move in pack" Thain objected. 

"Let's hope not... or maybe yes, who knows how the meat of 

those Bears is?" Melyr contemptuously laughed. 

They all laughed together, only Bohr remained thoughtful. 

"You know" he said, pointing at Mohegan, "I don't usually 

believe to all the stories I hear, neither from compatriots nor 

from strangers who come here, but I won't tell you what I'm 

about to tell you if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes." 

The hunter, who was smiling at first, suddenly became more 

serious. 
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"The mountains around Amstha... are no longer safe. 

Shadows are wandering in those places... too close to the 

Enchanted City." 

Mohegan looked at him. "Shadows" he repeated. "Flying 

shadows?" 

Bhor looked at him, realizing that the hunter wanted to know 

more. "You know the Ancient Legends and you know that 

many of us consider them only old stories... I'm also skeptical 

about it" he rubbed his forehead. "As you know, however, 

elemendragons attack only villages and countries because they 

fear the spells that surround Enchanted Cities. They don't 

understand it, but they sniff them and fear them. Only a 

sentient dragon would approach the Cities, but the dragons 

around there don't have the size of what I think I've seen a few 

nights ago." 

Silence fell among them. Bohr was not the type to speak 

nonsense, the others knew it well. It was as if a shadow had 

fallen in the room, almost as if the obvious answer to that 

enigma floated in the air, but no one wanted to hear or say it. 

"A Volcanoes Lavic" Mohegan finally said, breaking the 

atmosphere. 

The eldest son beat the mug on the table. "For Orbafh! You're 

young, Mohegan!" he said. "Young as I was many years ago. I 

know what hunting dragons is for you. Listen to me…" 

"I know where you're getting at" Mohegan said, "but you 

already know the answer." 

"Don't go" Bohr said. "Those people don't owe you anything, 

you know it. They don't know what it's like to live outside 

those walls. They don't know what it's like to live here." 

"I know" Mohegan agreed in a loud voice. "You say it for my 

good, it's clear, but that's not what I'm worried about." 

Mohegan hated to admit it, but he had different thoughts 

from Bohr about Enchanted Cities. His old friend tended to get 
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rid of rich people from the circle of his sympathies, more 

inclined to devote time and attention to humble and 

disadvantaged people. Mohegan shared and appreciated that 

way of seeing things, but his life was also related to hunting 

and business. He didn't like what the Enchanted Cities had 

become nor the isolation in which their inhabitants tended to 

live, but it was true that those were the only places where 

money circulated without much difficulty, ending in the hands 

of hunters and mercenaries like him. He would willingly 

change the mind of the people who lived there, but his greatest 

concern was for his sustenance: if something had happened to 

the City, his sustenance would also have been affected. 

He thought of his village, Lakeshore. Since he had left, he 

had rarely thought about returning. But few years before, the 

thought had returned several times, so much so that he had 

finally decided to go back, during a hunt in those territories. 

As he approached the village, he had heard the locals say that 

it had been attacked by many Raskhiti elemendragons, fire-

related ones. Among them there was also a Volcanoes Lavic, 

unusually large compared to its kind. It seemed to be the boss 

of those infernal reptiles that had destroyed and burned 

everything, killing most of the inhabitants and doing the same 

with neighboring countries. Mohegan had listened to the 

stories, but it seemed to him that something didn't figure; it was 

unlikely that elemendragons attacked as a single pack, even 

more guided by a sendragon. 

The reptiles had gone away, leaving only death and 

destruction behind them. Mohegan decided to let go and 

continue his travel. Yet, when he heard about Raskhiti dragons, 

the instinct of investigating to find out who or what had 

destroyed his village grew strong. 

Bohr looked at him as he was immersed in his thoughts. 

"It's not sure they're the dragons you're looking for. I'm not 
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even sure it's a Volcanoes Lavic, damn it. People describe it 

more as a monster. Those areas are dangerous, you don't have 

to approach it, enough." 

Keltan looked at Bohr. "You're not referring to the 

premonitions of the Ancient Clarvoyants, are you? Those that 

say that the ghosts of the murdered elemendragons wander in 

the shadows, at the gates of the Four Cities?" 

"I didn't say that!" Bohr grumbled, getting more and more 

annoyed. "In any case, they're not things that concern us. I just 

think it's better to stay away from those hillocks and those 

ridges, at least until fogs have gone away and the Season of 

Frost will be over." 

The brothers looked at each other, then stared at Mohegan. 

The hunter sighed, resigned, "All right, I'll think about it 

before going to take a look" he said, drinking from the mug. 

The four brothers continued to look at him silently.  

"If I ever do it!" Mohegan raised his arms and surrendered to 

his friends. 

"I trust that bit of sense that you still have" said Bohr, 

stretching out the mug for a toast. "I already imagine a dragon 

bringing me your arm and expecting compensation, next time!" 

Bohr laughed. 

 

 

The next morning, Mohegan got up early as the sky began to 

shine, pink behind the stone walls surrounding the village. He 

went to take Gahul to the stable and seal it. He breathed the 

familiar smell of leather and horse sweat. He dissolved the 

knots and made sure it had eaten at night. He put the 

compensation in coins into a travel bag pocket and climbed the 

saddle. 

A booty like that was worth much, at that time. With a dragon 

similar to the one he had killed, they could gain from its skin, 
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claws, scales, teeth, and virtually everything else. It was 

certainly a good deal for Bohr. With these thoughts in mind, 

Mohegan proceeded along the path leading to the valley, giving 

a last look to the village and greeting his friends, whom he still 

imagined laying in their beds, with beards and clothes smeared 

with beer. 

The air was still fresh and Mohegan had to cover himself 

with his heavy suit of buffalo leather, his neck and sleeves 

adorned with a silver-fox fur. The winter snow had thawed for 

a long while now, but early in the morning there was still a 

taste of the pungent air that had accompanied the hunter's 

awakenings for a long time. 

He walked on Gahul on the downhill road to the fertile valley 

that was home to various villages and the town where the 

legendary Knight Amshad had lived. 

Amstha had been built in a very remote past in the northwest 

of the plain that stretched from the East Mountains to the Blue 

Woods, ancient forests that sank between it and the Great 

Islands region. 

Despite the dark smoke, the ancient city stretched across a 

vast plateau connected to the mountain range through high 

aqueducts that carried water throughout the city from the 

Springs of Alkenha, the goddess of fertility; two gigantic 

dragons sculpted in the mountains guarded the outcrops from 

which the Geneth waters fell impetuously. Neighborhoods of 

houses and palaces were among fertile cultivated fields, lakes 

and rivers. The plateau had an elliptical shape, and at its 

margins, high waterfalls crashed in the valley below. At the 

center of the vast plateau the palace of Amshad was erected. It 

had been built with clear ivory-colored marbles and, within 

each of its many floors, there were hundreds of rooms. The 

exterior of each level consisted of a large circular corridor 

adorned with arches supported by inlaid columns. A large 
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closed staircase crawled around the palace, interrupted by four 

towers, of increasing height, directed at the four cardinal 

points; it started from the base and almost reached the top of 

the old building. The towers, on the other hand, contained 

rooms and lounges used by members of the Order of the 

Knights of Asha, the protectors of the free lands, knights of the 

mighty sendragons. They were oriented towards the largest 

waterfalls that surrounded the city, also in line with cardinal 

points. 

 

 

Mohegan descended the steep path leading down to the 

valley, the Enchanted City always in sight, and when he came 

to an end, he turned to the left, traversing a stretch of the long 

road that led to the Blue Woods. 

He looked at the ridges Bohr had talked about. 

He couldn't decide. Although he had argued otherwise, 

something pushed him to look at those areas. But he didn't have 

a good knowledge of the lands south of Amstha. He only knew 

that the villages around the Enchanted City enjoyed good 

relations with the Second Regent of Crown and Memories, and 

that some of them were called the "Outposts of the Enchanted 

Cities." Throughout the valley there were commercial routes; 

wagons and caravans sprang from all the Lands of Asha, some 

even from the islands to the west of Ilenthia, the Land of the 

High Clouds. 

In one of them there had to be a good forge to fix weapons 

and armor, but Mohegan didn't know well any of these 

“outposts of civilization”. He had crossed those areas hunting 

dragons and didn't give much importance to the affairs that 

didn't concern him. His village was very far from where he was 

now, almost on the other side of the world. 
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