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 Run faster he had to run faster.  His breath came out in 

short gasps, his chest heaving.  Left, right it didn’t matter 

where he ran.  He had to get away, he had to keep running.  The 

marble floors were slick with blood but he kept running ignoring 

how his feet threatened to slid out from under him.  His limbs 

ached and burned from exertion.  He couldn’t stop running.  If 

he stopped he was dead.  He was covered in deep cuts that he 

didn’t feel.  He felt nothing but fear and the need to survive.  

The sword in his hands felt heavy and foreign.  He swung it with 

abandon and without skill at those who attacked him.  The 

intruders had wickedly curved blades writhed in blue-black 

flames.  His heart leapt into his throat as one of those blades 

was thrust at him.  He yelled and brought his heavy sword up in 

time.  Stabbing wildly and frantically he was barely surviving.  

Running, he was always running.  Screams came from every 

direction at once terrifying him, freezing his soul down to the 

marrow of his bones.  With the screams came the sounds of battle 

in the once peaceful halls of his home.  He turned left and 

stumbled into a hallway full of dead men.  Blood was everywhere, 

screams were everywhere.  He ran the other way.  He turned right 

past a smashed door.  Screaming, a girl was screaming from 

inside.  Her blond hair was matted red with blood.  He didn’t 
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look at the bodies of the man and woman lying next to her.  She 

tried to cling to them, he pulled her away.  He grabbed her hand 

and they ran.  She was still screaming.  She was always 

screaming.     

 A child screamed outside.  Gabriel Renatus woke up 

violently.  His head jerked up from its resting place on his 

desk.  Grabbing the long dagger resting on a small stack of 

papers he bolted to the open window terror threatening to 

overwhelm him.  He thrust his head out the window and searched 

frantically for the source of the scream.  Everywhere he looked 

he could see the ghostly forms of the Enth’delo assassins coming 

in waves across the harbor of the island.  Grotesque burns 

crisscrossed across their bald heads in a unique and almost 

beautiful pattern.  The flames from the duel-wielded blades the 

Enth’delo carried creating a garish aura around each Assassin 

Priest.  Thousands came through the trees to the west, their 

flame-wrapped blades already dripping with blood.   

He blinked rapidly, squeezing his eyes shut and counting to 

ten.  When he opened his eyes again the visions were gone.  

There was no blood in sight; everything was as it should be in 

the little village.  His breathing came out in ragged gasps.  He 

clutched the sill of his window so hard his knuckles were white 

with the force.  A wave of nausea crashed over him as his eyes 
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continued to frantically sweep over the same sturdy wooden 

buildings, the same small village that he saw every day 

searching for any possible threat.   

The shrill scream dissolved into giggles and his eyes 

landed on a group of children playing in the courtyard below.  

He heaved a sigh of relief, the panic slowly beginning to ebb 

away.  His arms were shaking.  The taste of bile was in his 

mouth making him feel sick.  He ran a shaky hand through his 

already messy curly blond hair.  The dreams had been coming with 

more frequency and every time just a little bit more clear.  He 

closed his eyes and let the sound of laughter ease his tension.  

Miran, his wife, taught him how to channel the negative energy 

of the dreams through something positive until it became only a 

vague feeling of unease and then no feeling at all.  Opening his 

eyes again he watched the children play for a moment and smiled 

trying to shake away the last vestige of the achingly familiar 

panic.  He feared that no matter how much meditating he did he 

would never be rid of it.   

He shook his head of the thoughts and smiled fondly as he 

looked at the place he called home for the past three years.  

Wayfarer Island, as it was affectionately dubbed by its 

inhabitants.  The island was uninhabited and unlivable before 

Gabriel and his rag-tag army came to claim it.  They cleared 
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enough of the forest to build a base, cultivated the land and 

built a home for themselves.  To the ships that passed the 

island was nothing more than a quaint village but the houses 

were too large for families.  Instead they doubled as barracks 

for the soldiers that came here to train.  This island despite 

her lovely appearance was a training ground for the Rebirth 

Army.  There were always at least two thousand men on the island 

at any given time.  The island could only hold so many so they 

retreated back to the mainland to wait for orders and to protect 

the Holy City of Elpis.  His chest swelled with pride at their 

accomplishments.  His soldiers-his friends-had so much drive and 

so much love for their homelands it humbled him. 

 Gabriel deeply breathed in the salty sea air that blew in 

through the window of his third floor study in the largest 

dwelling on the island.  The papers on the desk behind him 

struggled futilely against the heavy conch shell he used as a 

paperweight.  After tucking the dagger into his belt he leaned 

his forearms on the sill and took another deep and calming 

breath.  Yawning, he stretched out his ink stained fingers and 

cracked his knuckles loudly.  His hands were far more used to 

paperwork than they were handling a weapon, but that suited him 

just fine.    
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His gaze swept past the busy training yards and barracks to 

the natural inlet harbor of the island.  His smile widened at 

the sight of the ship that must have docked while Gabe was 

sleeping.  Sailors swarmed around the stately ship.  She was 

meticulously clean, her reinforced wooden hull painted a 

startlingly bright white with an equally bright red stripe 

painted all the way around.  Gabe grinned.  Red on white was the 

symbol of Rebirth, a secret nod to their army and a secret snub 

to the Emperor.   

 Gabriel pulled his head back into the study and 

straightened to his full height.  He arched his back and winced 

at the cracking sound.  The door to his study opened and banged 

loudly against the adjoining wall.  Gabe turned unsurprised to 

smile at the three men barging into the room.  He had not seen 

the captain or his energetic nephew milling about the harbor, 

they would have wasted no time in coming to him. 

 “Gabe!” A jaunty young man a few years younger than 

Gabriel’s twenty-one strode up to him and encased him in a 

friendly hug.  “How’s my favorite King in exile doing these 

days?  The island life treating you well I assume?  Any cute 

natives about?  You look tired, are you sleeping enough?  I 

thought you were married or is your lovely wife free to…”  He 

left the rest unsaid with an exaggerated wink in Gabriel’s 
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direction a huge grin splitting his face, his eyes twinkling 

mischievously.  

 Gabe grinned and hugged the youth back.  “I’m well Trent.  

Summer on the island just began.  I think it’ll be a good 

season, not too hot.  It’s good to see you and your uncle 

Captain Sid looking so well” He gestured to the squat, older man 

who arrived with Trent on the Seawind.  

 A cough sounded from Sid who was still standing in the 

doorway.  He shot Trent a severe and disapproving look.  Trent 

rolled his eyes and wink again at Gabriel.   

 “Uncle’s a bit of a fish out of water around me don’t you 

think?  HA!  Fish out of water, I’m so clever” he pretended to 

wipe away a tear of mirth.  “Damn it feels good to be on land 

again!” Trent made a show of shaking out his legs purposely 

ignoring Sid’s glower. 

 “You were just on land a few weeks ago, that’s not so long 

for a sailor such as you” Rafe was leaning against the wall next 

to the open door smirking.  His arms were crossed and there was 

an unusually playful glint in his eyes.  Nobody could be around 

Trent without absorbing at least some of his cheer, even the 

ever stoic Rafe was not immune.   
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 “Rafe!” Trent spun around quite suddenly on his heels and 

grinned at Rafe, “Are you mocking me?”  He glanced at Gabriel, 

his face a mask of mock seriousness.  “I think that’s the first 

time in his life that Rafael here has ever attempted to crack a 

joke.” 

 “Trent” Rafe deadpanned.  

 “I have news for you.” Trent paused, turning back to Rafe, 

“Well I have news for everyone but I don’t normally have news 

from Linwood but I do this time.”     

 “What news could you possibly have from there and why would 

I care?” Rafe’s brows drew together in a frown. 

 Trent’s grin faltered, “Rumor is your oldest brother’s wife 

just gave birth to their second son.  It seems that they have 

decided to name the brat after his dear deceased uncle.  Meaning 

they named the non-heir after you.”  An edge of bitterness crept 

into Trent’s tone.  “He was christened Rafael Jacob Feramond the 

Second.  There was much rejoicing within the city or so I hear.  

They waved little flags even, you should be proud!  Imagine 

Rafe, the second heir to the Lord” the edge in Trent’s voice 

hardened at the honorific “of Linwood will bear your name.”      

 Rafe emitted a low growling noise at Trent’s news and 

turned his head away to glare out the window saying nothing.  
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Trent looked at him sadly, regret and pain clearly visible on 

his face.  Gabriel could only guess at what the young man was 

thinking.  For all of Trent’s teasing he truly respected Rafe 

and hated what Linwood had become.  Rafe and Trent were both 

from Linwood and were both forced to leave once the Emperor took 

over.  Rafe, once a prince of Linwood, was proclaimed dead by 

his parents when they pledged fealty to the Emperor.  He was 

obviously still furious at his family for bending knee in 

supplication to Emperor Ansgar.   

 Silence filled the room.  A sharp stab of sadness mixed 

with pity shot through Gabriel for his friends.  He gently put a 

hand on Trent’s shoulder to turn his attention away from Rafe 

and Linwood.  “What news of Adal’heidis?” he said quietly. 

“Much.” Gabe watched curiously as Trent’s sorrowful 

expression cleared and focused sharply.  “The city was crawling 

with Enth’delo a few months ago but now they’ve practically 

disappeared.” 

“Why?” Rafe said tersely. 

Rafe asked pushing himself off the wall and stood beside 

Gabe.  He stood a few inches shorter than Gabriel but while Gabe 

was wiry Rafe had the muscled build of a soldier used to 

wielding the sword he carried at his hip with practiced ease. 
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“Aye, it’s bad news and good news.  Grand Emperor Bastard 

built up his army to ranks far beyond what was seen in the Grain 

Wars.  He pulled them to a camp outside of the city” He spit on 

the ground. “Had to raze a few hundred acres of farmland to do 

it too.” 

Gabe frowned, “He means to invade again.” He exchanged 

glances with Rafe.  “Do we know where?” 

Trent pulled a rolled up map out of the satchel that was 

slung across his chest and hanging loosely at his side.  He laid 

the map over the papers strewn about Gabe’s desk smoothing out 

the creases.   

“They haven’t left Ackerland yet but those dirty Assassin 

Priests have started to leave their pretty encampment outside of 

Adal’heidis” He gestured towards the long, almost tear drop 

shaped continent in the center of the map.  “We went up and down 

the Starke River for weeks.  They’re definitely heading East.  

They seem to have left Adal completely and are moving slowly 

through the forests of Lin.” 

“They march on Linwood?”  Rafe narrowed his gaze at the 

map. 

“No, the Lord of Linwood licks the toe jam off the feet of 

their illustrious Emperor.”  Trent spit on the ground again in 
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contempt.  “We think” Trent paused and shot Rafe a look that was 

ignored.  “We think that they’re planning on using the port of 

Thilenem in the Lin as a base and moving out from there across 

the Cold Sea.”  He looked up and hesitated, “From there he could 

go anywhere.  He could come here even.”   

“East.”  Gabriel murmured.   

Gabriel studied the map for a moment.  He looked at the 

blank spot of map between the continent of Ackerland and the 

much larger land mass of Vipul.  The continents seemed to 

stretch out fingers towards each other in the far north.  Where 

those fingers reached to meet lay Wayfarer Island.  He frowned; 

it wouldn’t make sense to send a force of that size to this 

island.  He traced a finger from Thilenem in an arcing line to 

the far southwestern side of Vipul where Leblos the city of the 

Enth’delo lay.       

“They don’t mean to come here, they don’t know about us and 

even if they did they wouldn’t send such a force.”  Gabriel 

didn’t take his eyes from the map.   

“Elpis” Rafe spoke quietly, “he won’t just invade Elpis 

like he did Adal’heidis.  He’ll raze the Holy City to the 

ground.”  Rafe’s voice shook.  “They’ll hit from land and sea.  
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I’d bet that they’re mustering a force from Leblos just as 

strong or maybe stronger.  The Holy City won’t stand a chance.” 

Gabe looked at Sid for confirmation.  Sid hesitated a 

moment and then nodded once.  Gabe sighed and rubbed a hand 

across his forehead.  A city of Healers, it was a city of peace.   

“How long?” Rafe spit out between gritted teeth.  “There 

are only about 5000 of our men guarding the city now they can’t 

defend Elpis from a force of that size.” 

“Hard to say.” Trent rubbed his chin thoughtfully, “They 

don’t have enough ships.  Even if they bring all of their 

warships over from Leblos-which would take at least two months 

alone-they still won’t have enough to transport the number of 

Assassin Priests they have gathered.   They’ll have to build.  

I’d put it at less than a year.  My best guess is that they’ll 

try to invade with the first thaw of next spring.” 

Gabriel straightened to his full height.  “That’s nearly a 

year.  It gives us some time to plan.  I say if we cut off the 

head of the snake the rest of the body will shrivel up into 

nothing.  The Enth’delo do as their told otherwise they stay in 

their sandblasted city and don’t bother anyone.  We must put our 

plans into motion now.  Ansgar must be eliminated.  Rafe, how 

ready are the men that are here?” 
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Rafe grinned mirthlessly.  “They are more than ready to 

fight for their King.  They’ve been waiting for years.  They 

have learned all they can from sparring and training here.”   

“Good, start preparing the best to leave.  Start sending 

men in groups of four or five to Adal’heidis.  Give them 

assignments to stay undercover and contact Benry.  He’s the best 

spy we have.” Gabe turned towards Trent. “What other news from 

Adal’heidis Trent.  How is the city now that the Enth’delo 

assassin priests have left?”  

Trent’s mischievous grin climbed back onto his face.  “Ah 

now that’s where the good news comes in.”  Trent’s eyes sparkled 

with enthusiasm, “She fights for her freedom.”  

“What?”  Gabriel’s brows drew together in confusion. 

Trent rubbed his hands together impishly. “Riots are 

breaking out in the streets and important documents are stolen 

from the estates of Ansgar’s nobility.  The city is in chaos” he 

paused tapping the side of his nose.  “But for those of us 

observant enough it’s an organized chaos.  The city is being led 

by someone.  She fights back together.” 

Gabe’s brow narrowed, “A resistance?” 

“Aye, a rumor here a rumor there but they all lead to the 

same place.  The city is in turmoil and Ansgar is so busy 
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looking east that he can’t see what’s going on right in front of 

his nose.” Trent said gleefully. 

“Who leads them?” Gabe said, excitement filling him.   

Trent shrugged, “It’s a mystery really.  Some rumors say 

that the resistance is lead by a council but others say it’s 

just one person.  It doesn’t really matter though does it?” 

Gabe spun away from the group and looked southwest out of 

the window.  He couldn’t see it but he knew home was there.  It 

had not felt this close since the day Adal’heidis fell, the day 

he escaped.  His mind whirred and he felt hope swelling 

painfully in his chest expanding and tightening at the same 

time.   

“She fights back.”  Gabe grinned at the group, “If Ansgar 

plans to invade with spring then we will invade with the fall.  

We will take back what was taken from us and we will avenge what 

was taken from us.  We will take back the city and protect her 

people and then we will liberate the rest of Ackerland and all 

that Ansgar has destroyed.  By the time next spring rolls around 

the Enth’delo will have dispersed because the Emperor will have 

his head on a pike.”  

Gabe looked at his fellow conspirators for support.  Rafe 

looked back at him pride shining in his eyes smiling softly.  
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Trent was grinning widely and even the ever silent Sid had a 

small smile on his lips, although on Sid’s weathered face it 

looked more like a grimace.  For the first time since he and 

Rafe escaped Adal’heidis ten years ago during the massacre of 

his home Gabe allowed true hope to wash over him.    

They worked tirelessly into the night drawing up defense 

plans as well as attack. Excitement spread from the group 

throughout their island hideaway.  Gabe felt it bubble up 

through the cracks in the floor and spread outward through the 

holes in the wall.  Training would be increased and the armory 

would need to be doubled.  Letters needed to be sent to Elpis, 

especially to the Lord Healer and their allied forces in the 

East.  The air on the island crackled with eager anticipation of 

the battles to come.  By the time Gabriel finally crawled into 

bed next to his already sleeping wife it was nearly dawn and 

every soul on the island felt the tangible hope of the coming 

storm that they would unleash.  

Gabriel awoke a few short hours later gasping and clawing 

his way out of another nightmare.  Flashes of hallways dripping 

with blood, fog covered streets, and the never-ending screams 

from a little girl haunted him.  He squeezed his eyes shut and 

tried to will the macabre images away.  He listened but found no 

comforting sounds coming in through his window this time.  Only 
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the harsh clanging of swords practicing in the yard below 

reached his ears fueling his panic.   

He thrashed about in bed, his arm inadvertently hitting 

against something soft.  He opened his eyes and saw that Miran 

still lay sleeping next to him undisturbed by his restlessness.  

He placed a hand on her protruding belly and watched her deep 

breathing.  She was smiling in her sleep as if she knew 

something he did not.  She probably did.  He focused on the 

rhythm of her breathing and slowly calmed down narrowing his 

thoughts and field of vision until all he saw was her.  He 

leaned forward with a smile and kissed her forehead gently.   

“mmm” she stretched lazily, her eyes still closed. “Morning 

love, I didn’t remember you coming to bed last night.”  

“No you wouldn’t, you were snoring like a bear” Gabe 

grinned at her and winked. 

“Bastard” she slapped him playfully on the arm her eyes 

opening slowly.  “Careful, what you say or your daughter will 

never forgive you for hurting her poor mothers’ feelings.” She 

put her hand over Gabe’s on her stomach and gave it a gentle 

pat. 

“Daughter?”  He smiled wistfully, “How can you tell?”  
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“Oh just a feeling” she smiled secretively.  “Call it a 

mother’s intuition.”   

“How much longer, do you think?” Gabe’s face softened as he 

gazed at his pregnant wife.  He felt so much pride, so much joy 

at the idea of being a father.   

Miran sighed grumpily.  “About three more months, I’m not 

nearly fat enough to be close to giving birth yet.”   

“You’re not fat, you’re beautiful.”  He pushed a strand of 

brown hair off her neck and kissed the tip of her nose. 

Gabriel rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling 

listening for a moment to the harsh sounds of the training 

soldiers.  If he strained his ears he could hear Rafe barking 

orders to them.  Miran sat up and faced him concern on her 

slightly round face.   

“What’s wrong love?” 

He looked up at his wife, her dark brown hair in messy 

disarray.  He reached up and stroked her smooth cheek fondly.  

He thought about telling her that the dreams were getting worse 

but he didn’t want to worry her.  There was nothing left for her 

to do to ease his pain.  Even as the only child of the Lord 

Healer she could not heal this.     
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“Nothing my dear, don’t worry so” He leaned forward and 

kissed her lightly on the lips  

Miran rolled her eyes, “You know better than to lie to me, 

you’ve hardly been sleeping lately.  Is it the nightmares 

again?”  

Her eyes filled with concern and she put a warm hand on his 

brow.  Gabriel frowned.  “No, that’s not it” he lied turning his 

face away from her.   

“Then what is it?” She didn’t believe him, he could tell as 

much but she was letting it drop and he was grateful for it.  

“It’s just that sometimes I feel that it’s wrong to bring 

such a precious life into being at such a time as this.  Yet at 

others I feel as if this is the perfect time, we’re starting a 

war yes but we’re also protecting your homeland and reclaiming 

mine.  And when this is all over we’ll have two kingdoms to give 

to our child.”  

 “We are not bringing her into a life of war Gabe.”  She 

said fiercely, “we are stopping a tyrant and we are giving her a 

life of hope and peace.  If you have to kill a few bastards to 

ensure her a happy and healthy future then so be it.  Do not 

doubt your mission.”  
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Gabe smiled up at her and nodded.  “I am not doubting, 

don’t worry.”  He lied again.  He did doubt, very much so.  

Miran grinned mischievously.  “Good, now get your cute arse 

out of bed and back to work before I kick you out.  And will you 

do something about that racket outside?  They are giving the 

baby a headache.”  She shot Gabe a fake pout and pulled the 

blankets up to her chin cuddling into them. 

Gabriel laughed loudly, his eyes twinkling with mirth.  

“Yes ma’am!”  He gave her a mock salute and did as she bade 

springing out of bed ignoring the troublesome thoughts that 

plagued him.   

A few minutes later he was outside and in the training 

yards observing the regimen that Rafe organized for the 

soldiers.  He scanned across the lists impressed with the 

progress the men had made.  Most of his soldiers were volunteers 

from Vipul.  Some were renegades from Ackerland, people like 

Trent and Sid who had just cause to hate the emperor.  And there 

were a precious few who already were soldiers.  The men who 

aided in the escape on the night Adal’heidis fell.   

He searched over the heads of the sparring soldiers for 

Rafe.  He found him off to the side of the lists in a small 

dirt-worn clearing surrounded by four of his best soldiers.  
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Rafe held his sword in front of him defensively as he turned in 

place in a slow circle.  Gabriel watched intently as two of the 

men lunged at Rafe with their blunted practice swords drawn.  

Rafe ducked his head under a fierce swing and side-stepped the 

solders with ease.  He brought his sword down across the 

shoulders of the first man with a loud crack bringing him down.  

The third and forth soldiers advanced on Rafe and began circling 

him along with the second man.  Rafe watched them warily, his 

movements tightly controlled.  He pressed an attack on the 

second soldier, ramming the man with his shoulder simultaneously 

striking out with his leg at the third landing a kick to the 

man’s stomach.   

The forth soldier let out a cry and swiped at Rafe’s 

stomach with his practice sword landing a hit that made Rafe 

grunt in surprise.  He rounded on the man, carefully controlled 

anger evident on his face.  Gabriel’s eyes widened as Rafe 

dropped to the ground and swung out a leg knocking the soldier 

off his feet.  Rafe quickly sprung up pointed his sword at the 

man’s throat indicating a kill and swung wildly at remaining two 

soldiers.  They attacked him at once he leaned back avoiding one 

blow but taking the other at full force.  He flipped his sword 

up in the air and caught it by the blade and jabbed the hilt 

into one of the soldier’s stomach doubling him over.  Rafe 
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kicked the man’s legs out from under him and flipped the sword 

again, the point of his blade pressed against the man’s throat 

simulating a killing blow.   

The final soldier tossed his blade from one hand to the 

next and back again.  He and Rafe circled each other as the 

three fallen soldiers lay still feigning death.  Rafe lunged 

forward thrusting his sword at the man.  Their blades met with a 

hard clang.  Gabriel thought he could feel the reverberation of 

the metal vibrate through his bones.  Rafe spun in a circle on 

his heel, striking out his sword and again his blade was met.  

Gabriel watched entranced as they seemed to fly with 

choreographed precision.  Rafe’s face was a mask of fierce 

concentration.  His opponent ducked and parried blow for blow 

until finally Rafe swung his sword furiously and landed a hard 

slice to the soldiers’ chest knocking him over and into the 

dust.   

Gabriel grinned, impressed by his friends’ prowess.  He 

clapped enthusiastically as he walked towards Rafe who was now 

helping the fallen soldiers to their feet stoically.  They were 

wincing and rubbing their respective wounds and shooting Rafe 

curious glances but staying silent.  
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“Well done my friend” Gabriel’s grinned widened as Rafe 

frowned at him, “I can hardly best one man with a sword let 

alone four.”   

“Yes well you can hardly pick up a sword” Rafe bit back  

Gabe rolled his eyes, “True but I have much better aim than 

you with throwing knives and with a bow.  And anyway who wants 

to play with swords all day when they have a county to take 

over.”  Rafe turned his head away trying to hide a smirk but 

Gabriel caught it.  “Ahhh I saw that, don’t think I missed it.”   

Rafe waved the soldiers away ignoring Gabriel, “Go on men, 

rest up you have your normal training routine to get to this 

afternoon.”   

Gabe watched as Rafe cleaned up the area, hanging the 

practice swords on their pegs.  A vein in Rafe’s jaw visibly 

throbbed and Gabriel frowned.  He’d known Rafe his entire life.  

Rafe spent the majority of his childhood in Adal’heidis.  His 

father the former King of Linwood sent him to ward with the High 

King Renatus as a young boy.  As a lesser son Rafe had often 

been shoved aside in Linwood to make room for his older and 

supposedly more important brothers.  It was always a source of 

bitterness in Rafe having been cast aside so easily by his 

family.  Yet he came to love the Gabriel’s family and claim them 



  22

as his own.  He was fiercely loyal to Gabriel’s older brothers 

with whom Rafe was closer to in age and it was largely because 

of Rafe’s protection the night Adal’heidis fell that Gabe 

survived.     

“Rafe” Gabe frowned slightly at the perpetual grimace on 

his friends’ face.  “Come with me down to the harbor.  I’ve 

things I need to discuss with Sid.”   

He really didn’t and Rafe knew it.  Rafe gave a curt nod 

and stalked off down the packed dirt lane towards the harbor.  

Gabriel’s frown deepened as he silently followed him.  Rafe’s 

entire countenance screamed tension and anger.  The walk to the 

docks was fairly short.  Gabriel could easily see the sailors of 

the Seawind milling about unloading cargo and preparing for 

their next voyage.  Sid was busy barking clipped orders and 

pointing with gnarled finger at tightly packed cargo boxes 

containing needed supplies for the Island.  Trent was sitting on 

top of one of the cargo boxes peering at a checklist of sorts, 

he looked up as Gabriel and Rafe passed giving them a wide grin 

and a wave.  Rafe veered slightly off the path and down a gently 

sloping hill that led down to a somewhat hidden small sandy 

beach.   

Gabriel nearly ran into Rafe when he whirled around angrily 

as soon as they reached the secluded beach.  He said nothing but 
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paced up and down the sandy strand.  Gabriel stood off to the 

side and waited.  It was better to wait for Rafe to start 

talking.  Gabriel had learned over the years that pushing him 

only made him the more obstinate.     

“Not even their first born Gabe” He turned suddenly and 

glared at Gabriel.  “I know it shouldn’t bother me.  I gave them 

up as my family a long time ago but this is just so…” He trailed 

off and Gabriel could hear Rafe grinding his teeth. 

 “I know mate, they’ve given you an insult instead of the 

honor they’re proclaiming.”   

Rafe sighed wearily, the anger seemed to drain out of him 

in a single instant and his shoulders slumped forward.  “My 

brother Pete never did understand what decorum is.  Now his 

youngest son will carry on the name of a youngest son.  

Bastards.  And his older brother will push him around just 

like…”  He cut himself off again, his fists clenched tightly at 

his sides. 

“You know though,” Gabriel walked up to Rafe and clapped 

him on the shoulder.  “When this is all over and we’ve reclaimed 

Adal and liberated all of Ackerland that little boy will be 

blessed with the name of a hero.  A figure of legends, they’ll 

cheer your name in the streets and it won’t matter that you 
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weren’t first in line for the throne of Linwood.  They’ll only 

remember that you freed them from a tyrant.” 

Rafe gave Gabriel a wry look, “is that what you tell 

yourself Gabe?”  

Gabriel shrugged, “sometimes but not really.  All of my 

brothers truly are dead and anyway there was never the animosity 

or jealousy among us the way there is with yours.  We weren’t 

jealous of each other. We loved and supported each other.”   

“Bah” Rafe started pacing again, “My family, they’re still 

a bunch of groveling bastards.  I hate them for what they’ve 

done, not only to me but to our country.”  

“You know they only did what they had to do to survive and 

to ensure the safety of your people.  I don’t blame them in the 

slightest for bending knee to Ansgar, and neither should you.”  

Gabriel shot Rafe a stern look.  Rafe had never forgiven his 

family for what he saw as a betrayal to the High King Renatus 

and his family.  “What would you have had them do?” he said 

quietly 

“Fight” Rafe said without the slightest hesitation.  “I 

would have had them fight back.” 
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“They would have died, and the Woods would have been burned 

to the ground.  They had no one to protect them.  Adal’heidis 

had already fallen.” 

Rafe stayed silent and he turned to look out across the 

sea.  Gabriel waited a few moments but he realized that Rafe was 

done talking.  Rafe spent most of his time brooding but it took 

something he truly felt passionate about to incur his anger.  

Gabe stood beside his friend and gazed out at the sparkling 

water with a smile. 

“Miran thinks she’s going to have a girl.  She told me this 

morning.” Gabe grinned, “As much as I’d love a son I can’t help 

but feel pure joy at the thought of having a daughter.”  He cast 

a furtive glance at Rafe to gauge his reaction.  “If we do have 

a girl, do you think it would be alright if I named her after…”  

He faltered and had to swallow down the lump that had risen up 

into his throat.  “If I named her after Arianna?  Do you think 

it would honor her memory in some small way?” 

Rafe’s adams apple bobbed up and down as he swallowed hard.  

A pained look flashed across his angular features but was gone 

in a second.  “I think she would squeal in delight at the mere 

thought of you naming your child after her.  She would have 

loved it Gabe.”   
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Gabe nodded, he was glad for his friend’s approval.  They 

stood together a few meters apart watching as the waves crest 

and broke against the shore.  Two brothers in all the ways that 

mattered they were born of war and baptized in the blood of 

revolutions.  They both felt it in different ways, the miserably 

aching feelings of loss.     

The sound of the tide was soothing to Gabriel.  Standing 

here he could almost feel his tension and his nightmares slip 

away into the sea.  They both turned to leave at the same time 

heading back towards the bustling harbor.  He stood at the top 

of the small hill and watched for a moment the activity that 

surrounded him and his Island.  Gabe felt a stillness settle 

into his heart and he reveled in it.  He watched as Sid ordered 

Trent around and Trent’s subsequent eye roll.  He watched Rafe 

stride confidently towards the barracks and the training 

soldiers.  He knew Miran and their unborn child were most likely 

still in bed.  He breathed in deeply and he swore that he could 

almost see the peace that lay just out of his reach.   

 


