


	
	

	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	

TALES	OF	NARDA:	
ROAD	TO	ANDOLAN	

	
Copyright	©	2020	by	Donna	Rae	Casselman	

	
All	rights	reserved.	This	book	or	any	portion	thereof	may	not	be	reproduced	
or	used	in	any	manner	whatsoever	without	the	express	written	permission	
of	the	publisher	except	for	the	use	of	brief	quotations	in	a	book	review.	

	
This	is	a	work	of	fiction.	Names,	characters,	businesses,	places,	events,	lo-
cales,	and	incidents	are	either	the	products	of	the	author’s	imagination	or	
used	in	a	fictitious	manner.	Any	resemblance	to	actual	persons,	living	or	

dead,	or	actual	events	is	purely	coincidental.	
	
	

ISBN:	978-1-7353497-0-1	(hardcover)	
ISBN:	978-1-7353497-1-8	(trade	paperback)	

	
	

www.talesofnarda.com	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

Printed	in	the	USA	



 
 

 

 

 
 

 



	
	

1	

	
	
	

Chapter 1:  
Voyage to Narda 

	
	

awn	crept	in	quietly,	a	pale	sun	rising	out	of	a	black	sea,	
its	 soft	 rays	 dimming	 night’s	 shadow	 and	warming	 its	
cold	breath.	A	crisp,	cold	breeze	stung	Eathelon’s	face,	as	
the	 Sirine	 cut	 swiftly	 through	 the	 dark	 waters	 of	 the	

Westmost	Sea,	but	standing	tall	on	her	foredeck,	lost	in	thought,	
he	did	not	much	notice.	His	muscular	 frame	a	 shadow	against	
the	waxing	dawn,	he	pulled	his	spyglas	 from	its	 leather	sheath	
at	his	side,	a	gift	from	his	Eldarin	Mother	—	to	give	him	farsight,	
she	said,	an	ability	unique	to	the	Elvenkin,	a	race	once	allied	to	
her	people.	It	had	belonged	to	her	Father	and	had	helped	them	
find	 Melatui,	 their	 adopted	 island	 home,	 when	 they’d	 been	
forced	to	flee	Narda.	They	had	sailed	this	very	sea,	on	this	very	
ship,	and	the	voyage	had	claimed	his	Grandfather’s	life.	I	wish	I	
could	have	known	you,	Grandfather.	As	the	sun	rose	slowly	over	
the	 southeastern	 horizon,	 he	 lifted	 his	 spyglas	 to	 look	 for	 any	
sign	 of	 land,	 but	 the	 effort	 proved	 fruitless.	 He	 turned	 his	
thoughts	to	his	errand	ahead.	If	they	found	Narda	and	complet-
ed	their	errand,	would	they	return	safely?		

“Morning,	 Cap’n,”	 a	 familiar	 voice	 said,	 interrupting	 his	
thoughts.	

He	turned	to	greet	Tomas,	as	he	stepped	onto	the	foredeck,	
swinging	a	bucket.	His	crewmate	squinted	and	brushed	a	tum-
ble	of	curly	blond	hair	out	of	his	blue	eyes	then	asked,	“See	any	
sign	of	land	yet,	Cap’n?”	

“No,	Tomas,	not	yet.”	
Tomas	noticed	the	dark	circles	under	his	Captain’s	eyes,	but	

said	 nothing.	 “Well,	 our	 work	 is	 never	 done	 with	 this	 small	
crew,	so	I	had	better	get	to	it.”	

“Hold	a	moment	—	please.”	
“Sure,	Cap’n,	what	is	it?”	

D	



Tales	of 	Narda: 	Road	to	Andolan	
	

2	

Eathelon	sighed.	“Tomas,	why	do	you	and	Marchal	insist	on	
calling	me	Cap’n,	when	we	have	been	friends	all	of	our	lives?”	

“Well,	 because	you	are	 Captain	of	 this	 fine	vessel.	We	only	
offer	you	the	respect	you	are	due.”	Tomas	grinned.	“Now,	what	
is	really	bothering	you?	You	look	…	troubled.”	

“I	 am.	 There	 is	much	 on	my	mind.	My	 Father	 passed	 right	
before	we	 left	Melatui,	 as	 you	well	 know,	 and	my	Mother,	 the	
Queen,	 assumed	 the	 throne,	 as	 is	 custom.	But	 if	 someone	was	
unhappy	with	Father’s	reign,	 then	Mother	may	well	be	 in	dan-
ger	and	I	am	not	there	to	protect	her.”	

“I	know	this	 is	a	heavy	burden	on	you,	Eathelon,	but	 there	
are	others	there	to	protect	her.	Trust	your	mother	and	Celorn	to	
handle	the	situation.	If	they	did	not	feel	strongly	about	the	im-
portance	of	our	errand,	they	would	not	have	insisted	we	leave.”	

Eathelon	smiled	at	Tomas.	“I	know.	And	you	three	came	be-
cause	I	needed	men	I	could	trust,”	said	Eathelon.	

“And	you	have	them.”	
The	two	of	them	stood	at	the	rail	and	watched	the	sun	rise	

from	its	watery	bed,	bathing	the	sky	in	soft	yellow	hues.	
“Is	there	anything	else?”	asked	Tomas.	
Eathelon	 smiled	 at	 his	 perceptive	 friend.	 “A	 premonition.	

You	know	how	I	get	them.”	
“Of	what?”	
“Just	the	feeling	that	things	are	not	right.”		
“You	 have	 the	 gift	 of	 foresight,	 Eathelon.	 You	 have	 always	

been	more	prescient	than	the	rest	of	us.	Of	course	things	are	not	
right,	or	we	wouldn’t	be	here	at	all.	But	 I	know	you	will	work	
things	out.”	

“Foresight	is	not	always	a	gift,	Tomas,	sometimes	it	can	be	a	
curse.”	

Tomas	 smiled.	 “Is	 it	 not	 better	 to	 know	 what	 lies	 ahead,	
even	if	the	way	seems	dark?	At	least	then	we	can	prepare	for	it.”	

“Perhaps.”	He	 turned	 to	Tomas.	 “I	do	not	seem	to	have	 the	
same	 gift	 here	 that	 I	 had	 in	Melatui.	 How	 can	we	 prepare	 for	
something	I	cannot	foresee?”	

Tomas	placed	a	hand	on	his	Captain’s	shoulder.	“Your	worry	
is	misplaced,	 Eathelon.	 The	 answer	will	 come	 to	 you,	 you	will	
see.”	
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Eathelon	smiled	at	his	friend,	whose	words	and	faith	in	him	
gave	him	some	comfort,	though	did	not	assuage	his	uncertainty	
altogether.	

Sensing	 this,	 Tomas	 continued,	 “We	 are	 all	 anxious,	
Eathelon.	We	have	been	at	sea	 longer	than	ever	before,	sailing	
to	 a	 place	we	 have	 heard	 of,	 but	 never	 seen.”	He	 sighed.	 “But	
Narda	will	soon	appear	and	put	all	of	our	fears	to	rest.”	

Tomas	 bent	 down,	 picked	 up	 his	 bucket,	 sucked	 in	 a	 long	
breath	 of	 fresh	 air,	 and	 grinned.	 “Now,	 I	 had	 better	 get	 to	my	
chores.”	

“Indeed.	Where	is	Marchal?”	
“Below,	 cooking	 brefas,”	 replied	 Tomas.	 He	 winked	 and	

walked	off	 swinging	his	bucket	and	whistling	a	merry	 tune,	as	
ever	he	did.	

Eathelon	turned	into	the	wind	and	let	it	brush	over	his	light-
ly	bronzed	face	as	it	whistled	through	the	rigging.	He	breathed	
in	the	smell	of	salty	air	and	sea,	one	he’d	come	to	love,	for	he’d	
spent	much	of	his	youth	sailing	and	exploring	the	isles	of	Mela-
tui’s	archipelago	with	his	friends.	But,	as	Tomas	said,	they	were	
farther	from	home	now,	and	he	was	grateful	they	had	all	come	
together.		

He	 lifted	 his	 spyglas	 again	 and	 scanned	 the	 horizon,	 but	
when	 he	 found	 no	 sign	 of	 land,	 put	 it	 away	 and	walked	 aft	 to	
speak	 with	 Palo,	 his	 helmsman.	 Marchal	 was	 just	 coming	 up	
from	below	deck,	as	Eathelon	passed	by.	

“Hoy,	Cap’n,	see	land	yet?”	
“No,	Marchal.	We	are	still	a	day	or	two	out,	I	think.”	
“No	more	than	that,	I	hope.	Our	stores	are	quite	low.”	
“Well,”	 grinned	 Eathelon,	 “there	 are	 plenty	 of	 fish	 in	 the	

sea.”	
Marchal	grinned	back,	“Speaking	of	fish,	brefas	is	cooked.”	
Eathelon	appreciated	his	friend	and	crewmate	with	the	soft	

green	eyes	and	dull	 red	hair,	 the	ship’s	cook	 in	addition	to	his	
other	duties.	“I	am	not	hungry	now	...	perhaps	later.”	

“Sure	 Cap’n,	 it	 will	 be	 there	 when	 you	 are	 ready	 to	 eat.”	
Marchal	turned	and	went	down	the	galley	stairs.	

Cap’n,	mused	Eathelon,	but	after	his	talk	with	Tomas,	he	just	
shrugged	 and	 continued	 aft.	 He	 hadn’t	 slept	 much	 of	 late.	
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Whenever	he	closed	his	eyes,	his	mind	raced	with	images	of	the	
Narda	his	Mother	Lelar	had	described	 to	him.	Narda	had	been	
her	 home	 for	 a	 time,	 home	 to	 her	 family,	 her	 people.	 Now	he	
would	see	it	himself	and	he	wondered	if	it	would	look	anything	
like	 Lelar’s	 description.	 She	had	been	 a	 child	when	her	 family	
fled	 Narda.	 Perhaps	 her	 stories	 were	 more	 fantasy	 than	 real.	
She	spoke	of	it	as	a	far-off	land	of	magical	creatures	and	races.	
He	wondered	how	much	would	prove	true.	

The	Eldarin	on	Melatui	taught	all	Eldarin	children	the	histo-
ry	 of	 their	 people,	 its	 language,	 legends	 and	 culture,	 including	
the	Mallorite	 children,	 those	 of	mixed	 race	 like	 Eathelon.	 The	
history	and	culture	of	the	Eldarin	are	as	 important	to	know	as	
the	history	and	culture	of	the	Maagi,	they	said.	

Eathelon	 felt	 a	 knot	 tighten	 in	 his	 stomach	 as	 he	 pushed	
back	a	gnawing	premonition	 that	 something	did	not	 feel	quite	
right.	But	 after	his	 talk	with	Tomas,	he	 reassured	himself	 that	
anyone	heading	into	the	unknown	would	feel	such	uncertainty.		

He	 stopped	 at	 the	 ship’s	 rail	 and	 watched	 the	 sea	 foam	
around	 the	 hull	 of	 the	 Sirine,	 as	 she	 knifed	 through	 the	 deep	
blue	waters	of	the	Westmost	Sea.	He	looked	around	and,	satis-
fied	he	was	alone	for	the	moment,	reached	under	his	tunic	and	
pulled	out	a	small	green	amulet.	He	stared	at	it	a	moment,	then	
put	it	away.		

A	 gust	 of	wind	 came	 up	 suddenly	 and	 yanked	 some	 of	 his	
dark	red	hair	from	the	long,	neatly	tied	braid	at	the	nape	of	his	
neck.	A	shift	in	the	wind.	“Tomas!	Marchal!”	

“On	it	Cap’n,”	yelled	Tomas.	
Eathelon	felt	the	ship	turn	under	Palo’s	expert	hand	aft.	
The	crew	had	navigated	the	Sirine	across	the	Westmost	Sea	

thus	 far	 without	 incident,	 but	 Eathelon	 expected	 to	 reach	 the	
west	coast	of	Narda	by	now.	He	hoped	his	charts,	and	his	navi-
gation	were	 correct.	 He	 relied	 on	 charts	made	 by	 the	 Eldarin	
when	 they	 crossed	 this	 sea	 to	his	 isle,	 but	 they	had	 found	 the	
isle	by	accident.	

“More	sail,	Tomas!”	yelled	Marchal,	as	they	handled	the	turn.	
“Watch	that	line!”	Tomas	yelled	back.	
“Do	you	two	need	a	hand?”	Eathelon	called	out,	knowing	the	

answer,	as	he	did.	
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“Shards	no,	Cap’n!”	yelled	Tomas.	“If	we	can’t	handle	a	sim-
ple	turn,	you	may	as	well	throw	us	overboard!”	

Eathelon	chuckled.	No	reply	needed.		
The	 sails	 billowed	 out	 again	 and	 the	 ship	 glided	 along	 ro-

bustly.	 Eathelon	 continued	 aft,	 staring	 at	 the	 white	 crests	 of	
ocean	waves	that	stretched	to	the	horizon,	as	the	last	vestiges	of	
night	disappeared.		

Eathelon	loved	the	freedom	of	sailing	the	open	sea,	but	also	
respected	 its	 dangers.	 He	 recalled	 a	 warning	 his	 Mother	 had	
given	him	on	 the	eve	of	his	departure:	 “Keep	 to	 the	Westmost	
Sea,	for	it	brought	us	safely	to	Melatui.	Avoid	the	Southern	Sea	if	
you	 can.	 The	 Eldarin	 who	 entered	 it	 never	 reached	 our	 isle.”	
She’d	held	him	 long	 in	 the	gaze	of	her	soft	blue-grey	eyes,	her	
yellow	hair	 framing	her	delicate	 face,	 and	 said,	 “Come	back	 to	
me,	son.”	Her	eyes	had	moistened	then	and	his	moistened	now,	
as	he	recalled	her	words	and	face.	She	had	always	been	strong	
and	 wise,	 but	 in	 that	 moment,	 he’d	 seen	 an	 uncharacteristic	
vulnerability.	

Lelar	wished	 to	 return	 to	Narda,	 to	 the	Golden	 City	 of	 her	
youth	and	she	shared	this	desire	with	most	other	Eldarin	on	the	
isle.	 So,	 the	 Eldarin	 Council	 had	 asked	 Eathelon	 to	 make	 this	
dangerous	journey,	to	discover	if	that	were	possible.	As	the	son	
of	a	King,	who	by	Maagi	custom	must	prove	himself	worthy,	he	
could	not	 refuse,	 and	knew	his	 friends,	 capable	 seaman	 them-
selves,	would	join	him,	if	asked.	

But	on	the	eve	of	their	departure,	his	Father,	the	Maagi	War-
rior	King	of	Melatui,	who	should	have	had	many	more	years	of	
rule	ahead,	had	been	found	dead.	Stunned	and	in	grief,	Eathelon	
attempted	 to	delay	 their	departure,	 to	 find	out	what	had	hap-
pened	and	why.	But	Celorn,	Head	of	the	Eldarin	Council,	insisted	
they	 leave	 on	 schedule.	 Departures	 are	 ruled	 by	 season	 and	
tides,	 he’d	 said,	 and	 promised	 to	 investigate,	 as	 they	 sailed	
away.	

Eathelon	 knew	 the	Maagi	 custom	 of	 having	 the	 Queen	 as-
sume	rule	upon	the	King’s	death	had	long	ago	been	made	for	a	
Maagi	Queen,	not	for	an	Eldarin	Queen	to	rule	over	the	Maagi.	It	
could	prove	to	be	a	dangerous	time	for	Lelar,	and	for	Melatui	—	
and	he	was	not	there	to	protect	her!	
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But	 he	 could	 not	 now	 dwell	 on	 something	 he	 could	 not	
change,	so	he	turned	his	 thoughts	 to	his	errand	ahead	and	the	
need	 to	complete	 it	and	return	home	as	soon	as	possible.	Per-
haps	 the	 Eldarin	 would	 be	 able	 to	 return	 to	 Narda	 and	 the	
situation	on	Melatui	would	sort	itself	out.	

A	bird	called	out	above,	pulling	Eathelon	from	his	thoughts.	
He	raised	his	spyglas	and	scanned	for	land	again,	without	result.	
He	wondered	 if	 other	 lands	besides	Narda	 existed	out	here	 in	
this	 vast	ocean.	Perhaps	 the	Eldarin	who’d	entered	 the	South-
ern	Sea	had	found	some	other	isle	and	settled	there.	But	in	his	
heart,	he	knew	it	was	not	 likely.	And	what	 if	 the	Sirine	missed	
Narda	 altogether	 and	 simply	 sailed	 on	 until	 their	 stores	 gave	
out?		

Just	then,	Marchal	yelled,	“Sails	are	trimmed!”	
“She’s	gliding	along	like	a	bird,”	said	Tomas,	walking	toward	

his	Captain.	
“Ever	the	poet,	eh	Tomas?”	said	Eathelon.	
Tomas	grinned	and	bowed,	“It	is	who	I	am,	Cap’n.”	
“Good,	your	poems	and	songs	cheer	me.”	
“Happy	to	be	of	service,”	grinned	Tomas.	
Marchal	 walked	 over.	 “I	 am	 going	 below.	 Come	 along,	 To-

mas.”		
“I	have	other	duties,”	he	replied.	
Eathelon	continued	aft,	watching	the	rhythmic	swells	of	the	

rolling	sea,	its	white	peaks	foam	and	fall.	The	smallest,	yet	one	
of	 the	 finest	 sailing	 vessels	 in	 the	Eldarin	 fleet,	 the	 Sirine	 had	
borne	his	Mother’s	family	from	Narda	to	Melatui	60	years	earli-
er.	 It	had	been	 refurbished	 there	and	Eathelon	considered	 the	
odd	turn	of	events	that	it	now	carried	Lelar’s	only	son	back.	

When	King	Maalo	 died,	 Eathelon	 became	 acutely	 aware	 of	
his	 own	 mortality,	 something	 he	 hadn’t	 really	 thought	 about	
before.	The	old	tribal	wars	on	Melatui	stopped	after	the	Eldarin	
came,	 long	before	his	birth	and	his	 ‘warrior’	 training	had	been	
one	of	mock	battles,	though	he’d	trained	hard	with	some	of	the	
best	veteran	warriors	on	his	isle.		

If	someone	wanted	the	King	dead,	they	must	mean	to	harm	
his	 family.	His	Father	had	 ruled	well,	had	appeared	 to	be	well	
liked.	Would	 those	 same	people	harm	his	Mother?	He’d	heard	
rumors	 that	some	on	the	 isle	disagreed	with	Maalo’s	marriage	
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to	Lelar,	though	the	marriage	had	been	sanctioned	by	both	the	
Maagi	and	the	Eldarin.	Suppose	their	errand	failed?	Suppose	he	
did	not	return?		

In	all	of	Melatui’s	known	history,	 its	Kings	and	Queens	had	
been	Maagi.	The	Maagi	had	no	doubt	not	foreseen	an	intermar-
riage	 with	 another	 race	 when	 they’d	 adopted	 the	 custom	 of	
having	the	Queen	rule	in	place	of	the	King.	Had	he	not	come	on	
this	errand,	he	likely	would	have	taken	up	rule	himself,	spared	
his	Mother	any	danger.	But	the	errand	was	too	important	to	her	
and	to	the	Eldarin.	Should	he	succeed,	the	Eldarin	would	all	be	
able	 to	 return	 safely	 to	 Narda,	 fulfilling	 their	 one	 desire.	 He	
knew	it	would	mean	the	end	of	his	family’s	reign	on	Melatui,	but	
he	didn’t	care.		

Eathelon	reviewed	what	he’d	 learned	about	his	Eldarin	an-
cestors:	 a	 wise	 and	 peaceful	 folk	 who’d	 journeyed	 to	 Narda	
from	some	far-off	place	in	ages	past.	They’d	created	there	a	last-
ing	peace	and	prosperity,	until	betrayed	by	one	of	their	own,	a	
Tynar	Eldarin.	Tebor	wanted	to	rule	Narda	himself,	but	was	dis-
covered	and	banished	from	the	Golden	City.	Angry,	he	set	up	his	
own	house	 in	Gorst,	 in	 the	East,	 the	House	of	Tebor.	Later,	his	
descendant,	Baele,	 had	 recruited	 the	giant	Northmen	 from	 the	
Northern	Reaches	and	the	exiled	criminals	of	the	Castellan	Val-
ley	 into	his	army.	They	 invaded	the	Golden	City	and	murdered	
many	Eldarin,	forcing	the	rest	out	of	Narda.	The	Eldarin	who’d	
sailed	into	the	Westmost	Sea	had	reached	Melatui.	Those	who’d	
sailed	into	the	Southern	Sea	had	perished.		

The	 Eldarin	 found	 the	 Maagi	 unfriendly	 at	 first,	 but	 won	
them	over	eventually,	as	they	had	done	with	the	races	of	Narda.	
The	pact	made	with	 the	Maagi	King	 to	wed	Lelar	 to	 the	King’s	
son,	Maalo	ended	any	conflict.	The	intermarriage	created	a	new	
race,	 the	 Mallorites,	 Eathelon	 its	 first	 Prince	 and	 heir	 to	 the	
throne.	Other	Eldarin	intermarried	with	the	Maagi	also	and	the	
races	on	Melatui	became	three:	Maagi,	Eldarin	and	Mallorite.	

Eathelon’s	 two	closest	Eldarin	 friends,	Tomas	and	Marchal,	
joined	him	on	his	errand,	for,	 in	addition	to	being	capable	sea-
men,	 they	each	possessed	another	unique	ability	he	needed	to	
accomplish	 his	 errand.	 Celorn	 had	 chosen	 Palo,	 the	 son	 of	 a	
Maagi	chief	who’d	been	a	close	friend	to	the	King	and,	since	Palo	
had	 already	 been	 a	 sort	 of	 big	 brother	 to	 Eathelon,	 he	 was	
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pleased	with	the	choice.	
Eathelon	and	his	crew	had	been	given	three	tasks:	find	out	if	

the	House	of	Tebor	still	ruled	in	Narda	and	whether	the	Eldarin	
were	 still	 under	death	 threat	 there;	 seek	out	 the	Eldarin’s	 old	
allies	 and	 request	 their	 help	 to	 bring	 the	 Eldarin	 back;	 and	 a	
third,	secret	task,	one	known	only	to	Celorn,	Lelar,	Eathelon	and	
his	crew.	

Eathelon	 arrived	 aft	 to	 see	 Palo’s	 huge	 hands	 guiding	 the	
ship	well,	as	ever	they	did.		

“She	is	running	on	course,”	said	Eathelon.	
“Gliding	 along	 like	 a	 fine	 lady,”	 grinned	 Palo,	 his	 mouth	

spread	over	his	brown	face	like	a	half-moon.	“If	I	could	find	a	la-
dy	as	reliable,	I’d	marry	her	and	have	a	whole	crew	of	children!”	

Eathelon	 laughed.	 This	 voyage	 had	 mellowed	 Palo	 some-
what	and	Eathelon	liked	the	change.	He	mused	that	Palo,	unlike	
the	other	two,	never	addressed	him	as	‘Cap’n’.		

“I	 shall	 feel	 obliged	 to	 remind	 you	 of	 that	when	 you	 com-
plain	to	me	that	you	never	have	time	to	look	for	a	wife.	You	are	
always	busy	sailing,	hunting	and	…	well,	warrioring!”	

“I	have	other	skills,”	Palo	defended.	
“Of	that,	my	friend,	I	have	no	doubt,”	chuckled	Eathelon.	
Tomas	suddenly	appeared	on	the	aft	deck	with	a	tray	of	food	

for	Palo.	
Seeing	it,	Palo	complained,	“Fish	again?”	
But	his	complaint	rolled	off	of	Tomas	like	water.	“You	know	

very	well	our	stores	are	low,	and	besides,	you	like	fish,”	
“Yes,	but	for	every	meal?”	replied	Palo.	
Tomas	shrugged.	“Save	your	complaints	for	the	cook	—	I	am	

just	 the	 delivery	 boy.”	 He	 set	 Palo’s	 plate	 down	 hard	 on	 the	
deck.	 “I	 have	 more	 important	 things	 to	 do	 than	 bring	 an	 un-
grateful	 crewmate	 his	 brefas.”	 He	 winked	 and	 walked	 off	
whistling.	

“Cheerful	as	ever,	that	one,”	said	Palo,	reaching	for	his	food.	
Eathelon	laughed,	“Yes.	I,	for	one,	like	it.”	
Palo	took	a	bite	of	fish.	“I	have	never	met	anyone	as	cheerful	

as	those	two,”	he	said	it	with	a	mouth	full	of	fish.	
“Nor	are	you	likely	to,”	replied	Eathelon.	
True,	 for	Tomas	 and	Marchal	 often	did	 their	 chores	 singing	

cheerfully.	And,	though	Palo	pretended	to	be	annoyed	at	times,	
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Eathelon	 knew	 he	 secretly	 liked	 it.	 Eathelon	 appreciated	 the	
light	mood	his	friends	created	on	the	voyage,	for	his	mood	had	
darkened	after	his	Father’s	death.		

He	finished	up	with	Palo	and	headed	back	up	the	port	side,	
inspecting	the	ship	as	he	went.	Despite	the	many	duties	of	a	lim-
ited	 crew,	 they	 had	 all	 managed	 to	 keep	 the	 Sirine	 in	 good	
condition.		

Eathelon	felt	the	change	in	the	weather	before	he	observed	
it.	 The	 sky	 began	 to	 darken	 as	 he	 went	 below	 to	 check	 his	
charts.	 He	 sensed	 an	 oncoming	 storm.	 He	 had	 a	 bite	 of	 food,	
noted	the	low	water	stores	and	went	back	on	deck.		

Tomas,	at	work	on	the	rigging,	recited	a	poem:	
	
The	Sky	dared	the	Sun	to	a	game,	painting	itself	in	hues,	
The	Sun	shifted	yellow	to	gold,	invading	the	Sky’s	subtle	blues,	
The	Clouds	floated	into	the	game,	playing	hide-and-seek	with	
the	Sea,	
The	Sun	dodged	its	puffs	without	shame,	but	the	Clouds	would	
not	let	it	be,	
They	frowned	at	the	Sun,	casting	gloom,	as	the	Sea	danced	its	
playful	waves	high,	
Then	Night	 rolled	 in	 too	 soon	and	dropped	 its	 curtain	down	
on	the	Sky.	
	
“I	like	it,”	Eathelon	called	out.	
“Thanks,	Cap’n.	I	hope	I	can	remember	it.”	
“You	will,	my	poet	friend.	Now	get	up	the	mast	and	tell	what	

you	 see.	 I	 want	 your	 keen	 eyes	 on	 this	 weather.”	 He	 handed	
Tomas	his	spyglas.	

Tomas	 scrambled	 up	 the	 rigging	 like	 a	Hoona	Monkey	 and	
scanned	the	horizon.		

“If	 Narda’s	 shore	 is	 anywhere	 near,	 these	 clouds	will	 soon	
hide	it,”	Tomas	called	down.	

Eathelon	shrugged.	Well,	maybe	land	will	appear	before	this	
storm	moves	in.		

But	it	was	not	to	be.	The	clouds	thickened	so	fast	that	by	the	
time	Tomas	scrambled	down	to	the	deck	and	handed	back	the	
spyglas,	it	had	turned	black.	

Eathelon	headed	aft	again,	for	Palo	had	10	years	more	sail-
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ing	experience	than	the	rest	of	them.	
Tomas	bumped	into	Marchal,	who	was	trying	to	catch	more	

fish,	a	look	of	concentration	on	his	face.	“Is	there	something	on	
your	mind	besides	catching	supper,	Marchal?	Look	at	the	sky!	I	
believe	we	are	in	for	a	storm.”	

“Yes,	I	do	not	much	like	the	look	of	this	weather,	but	I	need	
something	to	add	to	our	stores.	To	answer	your	question,	I	was	
thinking	 about	 how	 to	 describe	 this	 little	 adventure	 to	 our	
friends	back	home.	I	cannot	put	it	all	down	in	rhyme	like	you.”		

“Rhyme	does	seem	to	be	my	gift.	What	have	you	worked	out	
then?”	

“The	two	of	us,	sitting	in	front	of	the	fireplace	at	the	Mali	Inn	
with	our	friends	gathered	around,	each	of	us	telling	our	adven-
ture	in	his	own	way.	Yours	will	be	exciting	and	full	of	rhyme,	of	
course.”	

Tomas	laughed.	“And	how	will	you	tell	yours	then?”	
“I	am	still	working	that	out.”	
“You,	 my	 factual	 friend,	will	 probably	 tell	 it	 like	 a	 history	

lesson	—	boring!	From	the	look	of	this	sky,	though,	I	think	the	
journey	is	about	to	get	much	more	adventurous!”	

They	laughed.	
Marchal	felt	a	tug	on	his	line.	Some	hapless	fish	had	caught	

his	 hook	 and	 struggled	 to	 get	 free.	 Marchal	 struggled	 harder	
and	Tomas	 jumped	 in	 to	help,	 for	 the	 fish	was	 very	 large.	To-
gether	they	overpowered	it	and	hauled	it	in.	A	single	blow	to	its	
head	sealed	its	fate.	Marchal	gathered	up	his	gear,	wrestled	the	
fish	over	his	shoulder	and	headed	for	the	galley.	

Eathelon	passed	him,	as	he	reached	the	stairs.	“Nice	catch!”	
“All	in	a	day’s	work,	Cap’n,”	grinned	Marchal,	and	he	hauled	

it	down	the	stairs.	
Eathelon	appreciated	Marchal’s	cooking.	Palo	could	cook	but	

was	 needed	 at	 the	 helm.	 Tomas	 excelled	 at	 sails	 and	 rigging.	
Eathelon	served	as	Captain,	crew	and	navigator.	The	four	made	
a	workable	crew	for	the	Sirine.	The	fact	that	they	were	lifelong	
friends	added	pleasure.	

Eathelon	gazed	the	sky	with	concern,	as	he	spoke	with	Palo.	
The	largest	man	aboard	by	far,	Palo’s	hands	were	twice	the	size	
and	 his	middle	 twice	 the	 girth	 of	 Eathelon’s.	 He	made	 a	 good	
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helmsman.	Eathelon	relieved	him	now	and	then	so	he	could	go	
below	 to	 sleep	 for	 a	 few	 hours,	 but	 Palo	 preferred	 to	 spend	
most	 of	 his	 time	 at	 the	 helm.	 Tomas	 and	Marchal	 brought	 his	
meals	 to	 him	 there	 as	 a	 courtesy.	 Eathelon	 liked	 having	 Palo	
remain	 at	 the	 helm.	 The	 helmsman	 knew	 every	 motion	 and	
strain	of	the	Sirine	and	kept	her	securely	on	course.	

“I	do	not	like	the	look	of	that	sky,”	Palo	stated.		
“Nor	 I.”	 said	 Eathelon.	 A	 knot	 tightened	 his	 stomach,	 as	 a	

raindrop	hit	his	face.		
Suddenly,	out	of	nowhere,	hundreds	of	tiny	black	fish	broke	

the	surface	of	the	water	and	flew	into	the	air	all	around	the	ship.	
They	spread	transparent	fins,	like	bird	wings,	thrashed	about	in	
the	 waves	 and	 flew	 into	 each	 other	 in	 mass	 confusion.	 They	
thumped	hard	against	the	ship’s	hull	and	emitted	a	high-pitched	
sound	 that	 pained	 the	 ears	 of	 the	 crew,	 who	 were	 forced	 to	
duck	and	cover	their	ears.	They	watched	in	astonishment,	as	the	
tiny	 fish	 fluttered	 and	 flailed	 about	 for	 several	 minutes,	 then	
dove	back	under	the	dark	water	and	disappeared.		

“That	was	the	strangest	sight	I	have	ever	seen,”	said	Tomas.	
“What	 kind	 of	 fish	 were	 those	 anyway?”	 asked	 Marchal.	

“They	had	wings!”	
“I	have	never	seen	or	heard	of	one	before,”	replied	Eathelon.	
“Nor	I,”	added	Palo,	“not	even	in	tales	of	the	old	fishermen	at	

the	Mali.”	
“That	sound	pained	my	ears,”	said	Tomas.	
“It	tied	my	stomach	in	knots,”	remarked	Marchal.	
“Well,	thankfully	they	are	gone	now,”	said	Eathelon.		
Another	 raindrop	 fell,	 then	several	more	as	Eathelon	stuck	

out	his	hand	to	catch	them.	“We	had	better	batten	her	down.	I	
think	we	are	 in	 for	some	bad	weather.	Marchal,	 see	 if	you	can	
rig	something	to	catch	the	rainwater.	We	may	need	it.”	

“Aye,	Cap’n,”	replied	Marchal.	
The	wind	picked	up	as	the	crew	busied	themselves	prepar-

ing	the	ship.	
“Tomas,”	said	Eathelon,	handing	him	the	spyglas.	 “Get	aloft	

again,	but	do	not	stay	up	long.”	
“Aye,”	Tomas	replied,	and	he	scrambled	up	the	rigging,	sing-

ing	robustly:	
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Oh,	a	sailor’s	work	is	never	done,	
he	works	from	dawn	to	setting	sun,	
he	works	his	fingers	to	the	bone,	
though	never	does	his	work	alone,	
with	crew	and	Captain	all	together,	
under	clouds	and	in	fair	weather,	
under	sail	and	hand	in	hand,	
he	works	until	he	reaches	land,	
and	then,	because	he’s	done	his	best,	
at	anchor,	ship	and	sailor	rest!	
	
Eathelon	shook	his	head	and	chuckled.	Is	there	nothing	that	

dampens	his	spirit?	
Eathelon	noticed	an	eerie	yellow	glow	behind	the	darkening	

clouds	and	his	 face	 tightened	 in	 concern.	A	pang	of	homesick-
ness	hit	him	in	the	belly	and	he	felt	a	momentary	remorse.	He	
had	 courage	 enough,	 but	 being	half	Syndar	 and	half	Maagi,	 he	
had	 long	 felt	 conflicted	 about	who	he	was	 and	what	 he	might	
prove	to	be	—	wise,	like	an	Eldarin,	or	a	fierce	Maagi	Warrior?	
Probably	some	of	both,	he	guessed.	

“Hoy!	Off	the	starboard	bow!”	Tomas	called	down	from	the	
rigging.	

Eathelon	 thought	 maybe	 Tomas	 had	 sighted	 land,	 but	 it	
turned	out	to	be	something	quite	different.		

“Greatfish!	Greatfish	to	starboard!”	Tomas	yelled	down,	with	
excitement.		

Marchal	went	over	to	the	rail	to	look.	Palo	secured	the	wheel	
and	went	 over	 to	 join	 him.	 Eathelon	 came	 over	 to	 see	 if	 they	
should	alter	course,	but	the	greatfish	were	far	enough	away.		

They	had	all	heard	the	tales	of	 these	gigantic	sea	creatures	
and	wanted	to	witness	the	rare	sighting,	one	few	had	been	priv-
ileged	to	see.	They	all	stood	at	the	rail	and	watched,	as	the	huge	
undulating	 beasts	 swam	 gracefully	 several	 hundred	 yards	 off	
the	 starboard	bow.	They	 rose	and	 fell	 in	 the	dark	water,	 their	
long	sleek	backs	curving	in	and	out	of	the	churning	waves.	The	
largest	of	all	sea	creatures,	the	greatfish	sprayed	multi-colored,	
iridescent	seawater	fountains	high	into	the	air,	from	large	holes	
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in	 their	 dark	 backs.	 They	made	 a	 show	 for	 the	 crew,	 spewing	
their	rainbow	fountains	high	into	the	darkened	clouds,	the	eerie	
yellow	glow	alight	behind	 them.	The	 scene	 looked	unreal,	 and	
almost	 magical.	Magical	 land	 of	 odd	 creatures	 …	 Eathelon	 re-
called.	

“Look,	how	 they	move	 in	 rhythm	 to	one	another,”	 said	To-
mas,	“and	spray	the	rainbow	fountains	at	timed	intervals!”	

“How	do	they	do	that?”	asked	Marchal.	
“I	do	not	know,”	replied	Eathelon.	
“An	old	sailor	at	 the	Mali	 Inn	 told	me	 that	greatfish	have	a	

slimy	 substance	 in	 their	 breathing	 holes	 that	 turns	 seawater	
into	that	rainbow	of	color,”	said	Palo.	

“How	could	he	possibly	know	that?”	challenged	Marchal.	
“He	said	he	sailed	on	a	ship	that	hunted	greatfish,	but	much	

regretted	doing	so.	The	crew	cut	the	creatures	up	and	sold	the	
meat	and	other	parts.	The	man	sailed	no	more	with	 that	crew	
after,	 for	he	 could	not	 tolerate	 the	hunting	 and	killing	of	 such	
beautiful	creatures.”	

“I	have	never	seen	anything	like	them,”	remarked	Marchal.	
“They	are	...	unique,”	added	Palo.	
“Magnificent,”	said	Eathelon.	He	became	momentarily	lost	in	

a	memory,	 triggered	 by	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 creature’s	 spray,	 of	 a	
time	when	he’d	accompanied	his	Mother	to	Melkatu,	a	beach	on	
Melatui’s	southern	coast.	He’d	climbed	atop	a	giant	rock,	where	
the	sea	pushed	its	salty	brine	up	through	a	hole,	spewing	water	
forth	at	 timed	 intervals,	 like	 these	greatfish.	He’d	been	10	and	
the	 power	 of	 the	 sea	 spewing	 forth	 had	 frightened	 him.	 He’d	
scrambled	 back	 down	 to	 sit	 on	 the	 sand	 beneath	 the	 falling	
mist,	but	later,	had	mustered	his	courage	and	gone	back	to	con-
quer	 his	 fear.	 He’d	 stood	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 blowhole,	 arms	
outstretched	to	meet	the	sea	and	dared	it	to	take	him,	a	foolish	
and	dangerous	stunt.	Would	the	sea	remember	his	dare?	

“They	are	turning!”	Tomas	yelled	down.	
The	creatures	had	turned	south.	
Not	 that	way,	 thought	Eathelon,	but	 then	 the	 greatfish	 own	

the	seas.	They	have	no	reason	to	fear	the	Southern	Sea.	
The	crew	went	back	to	their	task	and	Palo	kept	the	ship	on	

course.	As	he	worked,	Eathelon	thought	about	what	they	would	
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do	when	they	arrived	in	western	Narda.		
We	will	anchor	at	Balor	Bay,	stay	in	the	best	inn	in	Bali,	take	a	

short,	 well-earned	 rest	 then	 purchase	 the	 supplies	 we	 need	 to	
cross	 the	Brunhyl	—	Hamlan’s	 high	 coastal	 hills	—	 to	Andolan.	
We	will	continue	north,	across	Southern	Hamlan	to	Malta	and	on	
to	the	Golden	City.		

It	 was	 Celorn’s	 suggested	 route,	 for	 his	mentor	wanted	 to	
ensure	that	they	beached	as	far	from	Eastern	lands	as	possible,	
until	they	could	determine	whether	or	not	the	enemy	still	ruled	
there.	As	 they	sailed	closer	 to	Narda,	Eathelon	grew	more	and	
more	excited	about	 seeing	his	Mother’s	 childhood	home.	Most	
of	 her	 family	 had	 perished	 in	 the	 Golden	 City,	 but	 Celorn	 and	
Lelar	 had	 told	 him	 everything	 they	 could	 remember	 about	 it	
and	 how	 happy	 the	 Eldarin	 had	 been	 living	 there.	 Now	 he	
would	see	it	himself,	walk	its	streets.	His	heart	skipped	a	beat.	

Eathelon	 ordered	Tomas	 down	 to	 the	 deck,	 then	 a	 sudden	
squall	 erupted	 into	a	wild,	 churning	maelstrom.	The	crew	had	
little	time	to	react,	as	it	unleashed	its	fury	upon	them	and	they	
all	 scrambled	 to	 meet	 it	 head-on.	 A	 gust	 of	 gale-force	 wind,	
filled	with	rain	and	seawater,	hit	the	ship	hard	on	the	starboard	
side	and	 listed	 it	 to	port,	 sending	Marchal	 sliding	 into	 the	rail.	
Eathelon	held	onto	the	rigging	and	helped	Tomas	down,	as	Palo	
tightened	 his	 grip	 on	 the	 wheel.	 Lightning	 struck	 all	 around	
them	as	 the	waves	and	wind	pounded	 the	 ship	 from	every	di-
rection.	

“Hold	on!”	yelled	Eathelon,	as	Tomas	landed	on	the	deck	and	
grabbed	for	the	rail.	

The	small	crew	worked	furiously	to	keep	the	Sirine	afloat,	as	
the	 tempest	 tossed	 it	 about	 like	 a	 toy.	 Eathelon	 wondered	 if	
he’d	made	an	error	in	his	course	calculation,	or	if	there	was	an	
error	in	the	charts,	but	in	truth,	the	growing	tempest	had	driven	
them	off	course	to	a	place	where	the	Westmost	Sea	and	South-
ern	Sea	currents	collide	and	they	found	themselves	 in	the	grip	
of	 the	 stronger	 current	 of	 the	 Southern	 Sea,	 as	 the	 storm	 un-
leashed	its	full	fury	on	them.	

“Hard	to	port,	hard	to	port!”	Eathelon	yelled	to	Palo	over	the	
howling	wind.	

Palo	 turned	 the	 wheel	 with	 all	 of	 his	 might	 and,	 though	
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strong,	struggled	to	keep	the	ship	upright.	
“Tomas,	Marchal,	over	here!”	Eathelon	barked.	“Help	me	get	

the	sail	down.!”	
A	wave	washed	 over	 the	 starboard	 side	 and	 sent	 them	 all	

crashing	into	the	rail.	
“Hold	on!”	he	yelled.	The	last	thing	they	needed	was	a	man	

overboard!	
The	three	men	began	to	work	frantically	to	get	the	mainsail	

down,	as	the	wind	threatened	to	rip	it	to	shreds.	Ship	and	crew	
were	 thrust	 atop	 mountainous	 waves	 and	 pushed	 down	 into	
watery	valleys	over	and	over	again,	 and	before	 they	 could	get	
the	sail	down,	the	gale-force	wind	ripped	it	apart	and	the	Sirine	
floundered.	

The	killing	storm	had	come	up	out	of	nowhere	and	Eathelon	
knew	 that	 the	 Eldarin	 ships	 of	 old	must	 have	 been	 sunk	 by	 a	
storm	like	it.	Only	by	the	skill	of	the	brave	crew,	and	perhaps	a	
little	luck,	were	they	kept	from	the	bottom	of	the	sea.	

But	 the	 storm	 did	 not	 last	 long.	 It	 passed	 after	 only	 a	 few	
hours	and	the	exhausted	crew	inspected	the	ship	and	found,	to	
their	surprise,	that	it	had	sustained	minimal	damage.	The	main-
sail	had	ripped,	but	they	had	a	spare	in	the	hold.	The	ship	had	
taken	on	water	below,	which	left	a	mess,	but	no	critical	damage.	
This	 fact	cheered	them	and	they	set	about	making	any	needed	
repairs,	 after	 which	 Tomas	 and	 Marchal	 fell	 exhausted	 into	
their	bunks	for	a	few	hours	of	sleep.	Eathelon	offered	to	relieve	
Palo	at	the	helm,	but	Palo	refused.	

“Go	get	some	rest	yourself,”	he	said.	
“We	are	off	course,	Palo.	I	fear	that	we	have	strayed	into	the	

Southern	Sea.”	
“You	 may	 be	 correct	 to	 say	 so,	 though	 I	 hope	 you	 are	

wrong.”	
“As	do	I.”	My	premonition	of	doom?	Eathelon	could	not	get	an	

accurate	bearing	in	the	low-lying	clouds	that	now	obscured	sky	
and	horizon.	

Tomas	and	Marchal	came	back	up	on	deck	after	two	hours,	
so	 Eathelon	 went	 below	 to	 rest,	 but	 made	 Tomas	 promise	 to	
wake	him	in	two	hours	more.	By	the	time	he	came	back	on	deck,	
the	sun	had	almost	set,	and	dark,	low-lying	clouds	drifted	over-
head.	 The	 black	 night	 soon	 followed	 and,	 by	morning,	 a	 thick	
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mist	had	formed	around	the	ship,	the	dawn	a	pale	ghost	behind	
it.	 The	wind	 died	 and	without	wind,	 the	 Sirine	 drifted	 on	 the	
current.	

Eathelon	 went	 aft	 to	 speak	 with	 Palo,	 whose	 haggard	 ex-
pression	told	much.		

“How	am	I	supposed	to	get	us	back	on	course	in	this	cursed	
fog?”	asked	Eathelon.	

“I	do	not	know	Eathelon.	I	have	a	bad	feeling	about	this.”	
“I	cannot	tell	where	we	are	or	which	way	to	set	our	course,	

Palo.	Even	the	best	navigator	could	not	navigate	in	this	cursed	
fog!”	

“Just	do	your	best,	Eathelon.	Your	instincts	are	good.”	
But	without	the	wind,	adrift	on	a	calm,	ghostly	sea,	encased	

in	dense	fog,	the	crew	could	see	little	beyond	the	ship’s	rail	and	
do	little	but	drift	with	the	current.	

“I	must	 somehow	 reset	 our	 course,”	 Eathelon	mumbled	 to	
himself,	but	he	had	no	 idea	how	to	do	 it.	He	had	never	before	
been	in	a	situation	like	this.	A	feeling	of	dread	washed	over	him	
and	this	time,	he	could	not	shake	it	off.	

The	Sirine	drifted	for	several	hours	in	eerie	silence,	punctu-
ated	by	the	splash	of	mild	waves	against	her	hull	and	rhythmic	
groans,	 as	 she	 rocked	 restlessly	 on	 the	 fickle	 sea.	 The	 crew	
wisely	used	this	time	to	make	needed	repairs,	and	to	rest.	

Happily,	by	noon	the	next	day	the	wind	returned,	billowing	
out	the	sails,	and	the	Sirine	began	to	glide	along	briskly	over	a	
more	 willing	 sea.	 The	 horizon	 remained	 obscured	 by	 distant	
fog,	 however,	 and	 Eathelon’s	 instinct	 told	 him	 they	 headed	
south,	not	west.	His	concern	deepened	as	he	realized	more	fully	
that	they	had	indeed	strayed	into	the	Southern	Sea.	There	was	
little	they	could	do	about	it	now	but	hope	they	reached	Narda’s	
shores	soon.	

Another	 day	 and	 night	 took	 them	 closer	 to	 land	 but,	 as	
morning	 broke	 on	 the	 last	 day,	 the	 sound	 that	 came	 to	
Eathelon’s	ears	turned	his	blood	to	ice	—	the	sound	of	the	sea	
racing	 to	 shore.	The	 Sirine	had	drifted	 in	 too	 close	during	 the	
night.	 By	 the	 time	 the	 crew	 saw	 the	 reef	 looming	 ahead,	 they	
had	little	time	to	react,	as	the	ship	was	pulled	portside	into	it.	

“Hard	 to	 starboard!	 Hard	 to	 starboard!”	 Eathelon	 ordered,	
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over	the	chilling	sound	of	waves	breaking	off	the	port	side.		
Palo	turned	the	wheel	with	all	his	might.	
“More	sail!”	barked	Eathelon,	but	when	he	saw	Marchal	and	

Tomas	already	on	it,	he	ran	to	help.	
Too	late!	The	ship	slammed	hard	into	the	reef	portside	then	

shuddered,	like	a	soldier	who	has	received	a	mortal	wound.	
Eathelon	looked	at	the	immense	rock	sticking	out	of	the	wa-

ter.	A	reef?	But	no	reef	was	marked	on	the	charts!	
He	had	no	time	to	think	about	that	now.	The	rocks	ripped	a	

hole	 in	 the	 port	 side	 of	 the	 ship	 and	 the	 Sirine	 began	 to	 list	
steeply	in	that	direction.	

Tomas	ran	for	the	galley	stairs.	
“Don’t	go	down	there,”	cried	Marchal,	 “it	 is	probably	 flood-

ed!”		
“I	 must!”	 Tomas	 responded.	 “There	 is	 something	 valuable	

Eathelon	needs!”	
The	ship	slammed	into	the	reef	again	and	shook	violently!	
“Shards!	Right!”	 said	Marchal,	 realizing	what	 it	was	and	he	

followed,	 sliding	 down	 the	 stairs	 as	 fast	 as	 he	 could,	 as	water	
poured	 into	 the	 ship’s	 belly	 through	 a	 gaping	hole	 in	 the	port	
side.	

Eathelon	realized	the	same	thing	and	ran	for	the	stairs	too,	
just	as	the	ship	slammed	hard	into	the	reef	again.	This	knocked	
him	down	hard	 to	 the	deck	 and,	 as	 he	 staggered	 to	his	 feet,	 a	
piece	 of	 loose	 rigging	 struck	 him	 in	 the	 head.	 He	 fell	 uncon-
scious	to	the	deck.	

No	 longer	 able	 to	 control	 the	 ship,	 Palo	 abandoned	 the	
wheel	and	ran	to	help	Eathelon.		

Below	 deck,	Marchal	 called	 out	 to	 Tomas	 in	 the	 dim	 light,	
“Where	are	you?”	

“Over	here!	My	leg	is	stuck.”	
Marchal	 followed	 his	 crewmate’s	 voice	 and	 found	 him	

struggling	with	a	fallen	beam	that	had	pinned	his	leg.	
“I	will	 try	 to	 loosen	 it,”	said	Marchal.	He	 looked	around	for	

something	 to	 use	 as	 leverage	 and	 found	 a	 piece	 of	 wood.	 He	
dragged	it	through	the	water,	which	by	now	had	risen	almost	to	
his	knees,	then	saw	why	they	were	both	not	already	completely	
submerged	—	the	rock	that	made	the	hole	in	the	side	of	the	ship	



Tales	of 	Narda: 	Road	to	Andolan	
	

18	

also	partially	blocked	 the	 flow	of	water.	But	he	knew	they	did	
not	have	much	time	before	the	water	rose	further.	

Marchal	tried	with	all	of	his	might	but	could	not	budge	the	
beam.	

“Leave	it,	Marchal!	Listen!	There	is	something	you	must	do!”	
“What?	I	am	not	leaving	you,	Tomas.”	
“I	know,	I	know	but	you	must	listen!”	Tomas	held	up	a	cloth	

sling	with	something	inside.	
“Get	 this	 to	Eathelon!	You	know	he	must	have	 it!	Go!	Then	

come	back	 for	me,	 if	you	will.	Meanwhile,	 I	will	 try	 to	 free	my	
leg.”	

Marchal	grabbed	the	sling	and	bolted	up	the	stairs.	When	he	
reached	 the	 deck,	 he	 looked	 around	 for	 Eathelon,	 but	 did	 not	
see	him,	so	called	out,	“Eathelon!	Where	are	you?!”	

“Over	 here!”	 came	Palo’s	 voice.	Marchal	 followed	 it	 to	 find	
Eathelon	sprawled	face	up	on	the	deck,	Palo	bent	over	him.	

“What	happened?”	
“It	 looks	 like	 a	 piece	 of	 rigging	 hit	 him	 in	 the	 head	 and	

knocked	him	unconscious.	He	is	starting	to	come	around	now.”	
The	 ship	 slammed	hard	 into	 the	 rocks	 again	 and	 this	 time	

began	to	break	apart.	
Alarmed,	Marchal	 said,	 “Tomas	 is	 trapped	below!	Give	 this	

to	Eathelon!	I	must	go	back!”	
“We	have	 to	get	off	 the	 ship	Marchal	—	 it	 is	breaking	up!”	

Palo	yelled	to	be	heard	over	the	sound	of	crunching	wood	and	
crashing	waves.		

But	Marchal	had	bolted	and	was	already	halfway	to	the	gal-
ley	stairs.	

“Save	Eathelon	 if	you	can,”	he	called	back.	 “I	must	 free	To-
mas.”	 Then	 in	 a	 voice	 he	was	 not	 certain	 Palo	 even	 heard,	 he	
added,	 “If	 we	 don’t	 make	 it	 out,	 tell	 Eathelon	 we	 will	 always	
have	his	back.”	

Marchal	 flew	 down	 the	 galley	 stairs	 and	 by	 the	 time	 he	
reached	Tomas,	the	water	had	risen	to	his	chest.	The	belly	of	the	
ship	had	filled	with	floating	debris.	

“It	 is	no	use,	Marchal,	my	leg	is	pinned	tight.	 I	do	not	think	
we	can	free	it	in	time.”	He	hesitated	a	moment,	then	added,	in	a	
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choked	voice,	“Get	off	the	ship	while	you	still	can.”	
“I	 am	 not	 leaving	 you,”	 Marchal	 said	 calmly,	 and	 he	 dove	

back	under	 the	water	and	 felt	 the	problem	with	his	hands.	He	
could	barely	make	out	the	beam	in	the	dim	light	that	filtered	in	
through	the	tear	in	the	ship’s	wall	and	he	saw	that	Tomas	was	
right	–	his	leg	was	pinned	tight	and	he	knew	the	beam	was	too	
heavy	for	him	to	handle	alone.	Still,	he	had	to	try.	He	would	not	
abandon	his	friend.	

Back	on	deck,	Palo	put	the	cloth	sling	over	his	shoulder	and	
lifted	a	groggy	Eathelon	to	his	feet.	He	half	dragged,	half	walked	
him	to	a	small	lifeboat	and	lifted	him	into	it.	He	lowered	it	into	
the	water.	The	Sirine	hit	the	rocks	again	and	nearly	spilled	them	
both	 into	 the	 churning	 sea.	 When	 they	 reached	 bottom,	 Palo	
rowed	with	all	of	his	might	to	get	them	away	from	the	sinking	
ship.	Looking	back,	Palo	saw	the	ship	break	apart	fully	and	the	
sea	rush	in,	unhindered.	

In	those	last	moments,	luck	wholly	deserted	ship	and	crew,	
and	 somewhere	 off	 the	 coast	 of	 southern	 Narda,	 the	 Sirine,	
pride	of	the	Eldarin	fleet,	broke	apart	fully	and	sank	into	an	un-
derwater	 chasm,	 taking	Tomas	and	Marchal	with	her.	And	 the	
malevolent	Southern	Sea	closed	its	hungry	mouth	over	them.	

Palo	rowed	desperately	 to	keep	the	 lifeboat	 from	the	suck-
ing	 current	 of	 the	 sinking	 ship	 and	 he	 managed,	 by	 sheer	
strength	 and	 a	 stroke	 of	 luck,	 to	 find	 a	 hole	 in	 the	 reef	 large	
enough	for	the	little	boat	to	pass	through.	It	landed	in	a	calmer	
bay	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 reef.	 Grunting,	 Palo	 rowed	 for	
shore.	

Dazed	 from	 the	blow	 to	his	 head,	 Eathelon	 lay	back	 in	 the	
boat,	his	eyes	fixed	on	the	sky.	A	window	opened	in	the	clouds	
above	 and	 a	 great	 white	 bird	 appeared	 —	 the	 largest	 bird	
Eathelon	 had	 ever	 seen.	 The	 beautiful	 creature	 floated	 effort-
lessly	 on	 the	 air	 currents	 above,	 watching	 the	 drama	 unfold	
below,	then	suddenly	 flew	down	to	where	the	ruined	ship	had	
been,	circled	twice	and	followed	the	boat	across	the	bay.	Then	
the	giant	bird	flew	away	as	Eathelon	watched	it	become	a	speck	
and	disappear.		

Then	darkness	took	him.		
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Glossary of  Terms 
	
	
Aldo	 (All-doe)	 the	 Fire	 Stone,	 a	 Tynar	 Seontir,	 of	 opaque	deep	

red	set	in	a	bronze	base	decorated	with	flames.		
	
Aldona	(Al	do	na)	Earlyfall.	
	
Alisia	 (Uh-lee-see-uh)	 the	 eldest	 daughter	 of	 the	 Elvenkin	 Na-

thin	and	Tiana.	
	
Aneron	(An-er-on)	King	of	Hamlan,	King	of	the	West.	
	
Antebba	(An-teh-buh)	a	seaport	on	the	west	end	of	Tebe	Inlet,	a	

major	 trading	 port	 for	 western	 Narda,	 Flax	 and	 the	 Flax	
Isles.	

	
Andolan	 (An-do-lun)	 the	 fortress	 city	 built	 into	 the	 Brunhyl,	

which	 houses	 the	 King	 of	 the	 West,	 his	 government	 and	
most	of	the	citizens	of	Hamlan.	

	
Aresten	 (A-res-tun)	 Captain	 of	 the	 Guard	 of	 Hamlan,	 Arestor’s	

Father.	
	
Arestor	(A-res-tor)	 son	and	heir	of	 the	Captain	of	 the	Guard	of	

Hamlan.		
	
Aynor	(A-nor)	city	of	the	Lit'ls,	in	the	Sylvan	Mountains	near	the	

source	of	the	Harmen	River.	
	
Baele	(Bay-elle)	 self-proclaimed	Lord	of	 the	East,	of	 the	House	

of	 Tebor,	 usurper	 of	 the	 Eastern	 throne;	 his	 line	 are	 de-
scendants	of	the	Tynar	Eldarin.	
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Baat	a	small	bat	in	the	caves	of	Narda.	
	
Baer	a	small	black	bear	of	the	forests	of	Narda.	
	
Baerwolff	 large	 animal	 with	 a	 baer	 body	 and	 wolff	 head	 that	

lives	only	in	Elvenvale.	
	
Bali	(Bah-lee)	a	 large	seaport	 in	Balortin,	on	the	western	coast	

of	Narda.	
	
Balor	Bay	(Bah-lor	Bay)	a	large	bay	in	Balortin,	the	major	fish-

ing	region	for	western	Narda.	
	
Balortin	 (Bal-ortin)	 city	 on	 the	western	 coast	 known	 for	 ship-

building	and	fishing.	
	
Banth	a	seaport	on	the	northeast	coast	of	Grenelan	near	the	Bay	

of	Gorst.	
	
Battle	 of	 Two	 Rivers	 site	 of	 an	 early	 battle	 that	 destroyed	

Toldor’s	 Keep,	 one	 in	 which	 Teold,	 the	 only	 son	 of	 King	
Toldor	fell;	it	lies	above	Forwyn	Crossing	near	Harna	Falls.	

	
Bay	 of	 Fauber	 (Bay	 of	 Faw-bur)	 a	 long,	 narrow	 bay	 between	

Flax	and	the	Lowlands,	fed	by	the	Islin	River.	
	
Bay	 of	 Gorst	 a	 bay	 between	 Gorst	 and	 Grenelan,	 fed	 by	 the	

Ramas	River.	
	
Bay	of	Hond	a	large	bay	between	south	Newelan	and	the	Hond	

peninsula,	fed	by	the	River	Dansen.	
	
Began	(Bay-gin)	sire	of	the	House	of	Began,	lineage	of	the	Kings	

of	the	East.	
	
Benold	(Bay-nold)	capital	city	of	northern	Grenelen.	
	
Bezlar	(Bez-lar)	a	major	city	of	southern	Gorst.	
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Birra	(beer-uh)	large	black	spy	bird	of	the	East.	
	
Blu-tailed	sarow	(sorrow)	a	small	blue-tailed	bird	of	the	forests	

of	Narda.	
	
Blubel	a	small,	delicate,	blue	bell-shaped	wildflower	of	Narda.	
	
Brefas	first	meal	of	the	day.	
	
Brega	 (Bray-guh)	 a	 small	 city	 in	 the	Grenhyl	north	of	Harwyn	

Crossing.	
	
Brenin	(Brennan)	servant	of	Lord	Valdir's	deceased	father.	
	
Brik	leader	of	a	small	band	of	Northmen.	
	
Brunhyl	 (Broon-hill)	 or	 Brown	 Hills	 that	 separate	 Southern	

Hamlet	from	Holling	Vale;	so-called	because	they	are	brown	
most	of	the	year.	

	
Caleopsi	 grass	 (Kay-lee-op-see)	 a	 tall	 grass	 of	 the	 plains	 of	

Numar	 that	 causes	 drowsiness	 and	 irritation	 until	 one	 be-
comes	immune	to	its	effects.	

	
Carmindol	(Car-min-dol)	Lamplighter	Inn,	a	small	 inn	in	Ando-

lan.	
	
Castellan	Valley	 (Cas-tel-lan	Valley)	 the	vast,	 dry	desert	 region	

between	the	Sylvan	Mountains	and	Fyr	Mountains.	
	
Castletop	home	of	the	House	of	Began	in	Newcastle.	
	
Catacombs	 of	 Malta	 subterranean	 Eldarin	 burial	 grounds	 be-

neath	the	Golden	City.	
	
Celorn	(K-lorn)	Syndar	head	of	the	Eldarin	Council	in	Melatui.	
	
Ché	caat	(Shay	cat)	a	domesticated	caat	 that	 can	shrink	 to	 the	
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size	of	a	mouse	or	grow	to	 the	size	of	a	 large	dog,	 then	re-
turn	to	normal	at	will.	

	
Chikka	 a	 small,	 tasty	 wildfowl,	 sometimes	 domesticated	 by	

farmers	and	raised	for	food;	akin	to	a	grouse.	
	
Ciara	(See-are-uh)	youngest	daughter	of	Nathin	and	Tiana.	
	
Conteberi	 (con-tuh-berry)	 a	 small	 pig-like	 animal	 of	 the	 flat-

lands	and	lower	slopes	of	the	mountains	of	Melatui.	
	
Corbellan	 (Kor-bell-un)	 an	 old	 fortress	 in	 the	 northern	part	 of	

the	Castellan	Valley,	captured	and	occupied	by	the	armies	of	
the	House	of	Tebor.		

	
Cornth	a	major	seaport	at	 the	southern	tip	of	Newelan,	a	port-

of-call	 for	 the	 trade	 ships	 between	 Eastern	 and	 Western	
Narda,	the	Flax	Isles	and	Hond.	

	
Danil	(Dan-ul)	grandson	of	Nami,	owner	of	The	Old	Bookshop	in	

Heath.	
	
Dansen	River	primary	river	of	Eastern	Narda	that	flows	from	the	

Fyr	Mountains	above	East	Wood,	down	to	the	Bay	of	Hond,	
used	 to	 transport	 goods	 and	 people	 between	 Grenelan,	
Newelan	and	Hond.	

	
Dar	Bartil	Proprietor	of	Dar	Bartil's	Bed	and	Supper,	 the	major	

inn	of	Heath.	
	
Darian	 leader	 of	 the	 Rangers	 of	 Numar	 and	 one	 of	 Eathelon’s	

companions.	
	
Debat	(de-baht)	a	village	in	Deblan	at	the	northwestern	foot	of	

the	Eathen	Mountains.	
	
Denton	a	port	city	near	the	mouth	of	the	Teb-Arnor	River	on	the	

peninsula	that	forms	the	southern	side	of	Balor	Bay.	
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Dilli	a	purple	wildflower	of	Narda.	
	
Druid	an	ancient	religious	order	thought	to	practice	mysticism;	

no	Druids	actually	exist	in	Narda,	they	are	only	a	myth.	
	
Druid	on	the	Moors	Meolin's	father,	Mereador,	who	assumed	the	

guise	of	a	Druid	to	hide	his	identity.	
	
Drubot	 (drew-baht)	 a	 small,	 light	 dugout	 canoe	 with	 a	 single	

sail.	
	
Eastmost	Sea	the	sea	on	the	east	coast	of	Narda.	
	
East	Wood	a	dense	wood	on	the	eastern	slopes	of	the	Fyr	Moun-

tains	 near	 the	 source	 of	 the	 River	 Dansen,	 populated	 by	
Elvenkin.	

	
Eathelon	(Atalon)	Prince	of	the	Mallorites,	son	of	Maalo,	King	of	

Melatui	and	Lelar,	his	Syndar	Eldarin	mother	living	in	exile.	
His	name	means	wise	warrior.	

	
Eathen	Mountains	(Eee-tun	Mountains)	highest	of	the	mountain	

ranges	 of	 Narda;	 it	 runs	 north	 and	 south	 along	 Narda's	
western	side.	

	
Egin	 Pass	 (Eee-gun	 Pass)	 a	 high	mountain	 pass	 in	 the	 Eathen	

Mountains	beneath	Mt.	Athel,	the	only	direct	route	inland	to	
Malta	from	the	west	coast	of	Narda.	

	
Eldan	(El-dan)	an	Elvenkin	of	Northwest	Wood.	
	
Eldarin	 (El-dare-in)	 the	 colonizers	 of	 Narda	 in	 the	 First	 Age,	

trusted	 advisors	 to	 the	 Kings	 of	 Narda;	 the	 three	 Eldarin	
races	are	Syndar,	Nydar	and	Tynar.	

	
Elvenkin	 an	 ancient	 race	 of	 elf-like	 beings	 living	 in	Northwest	

Wood	 and	 East	 Wood,	 once	 allies	 of	 the	 Eldarin	 and	 the	
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Kings	of	Narda.	
	
Eolengwas	 (Ay-oh-len-gwas)	 the	 ancient	 language	 of	 the	 El-

darin,	it	later	devolved	into	the	common	speech	of	Narda.	
	
Eredian	(Air-rid-e-un)	the	landing	place	of	the	Eldarin	in	Narda	

on	the	northwest	coast	in	the	First	Age.	
	
Erl	an	old	Fyrl	geologist	living	in	the	caves	under	the	Fyr	Moun-

tains.	
	
Esol	(Ee-sul)	evil	son	of	Lord	Baele	of	the	House	of	Tebor.	
	
Faramon	(Fare-a-mon)	an	Elvenkin	who	befriends	Eathelon	and	

his	companions.	
	
Fargo	 primary	 seaport	 of	 Flax,	 at	 the	 entrance	 to	 the	 Bay	 of	

Fauber.	
	
Farli	 (Far-lee)	 Darian’s	 lieutenant	 who	 leads	 the	 Rangers	 of	

Numar	in	Darian’s	absence.	
	
Fellin	a	city	in	northern	Flax	near	the	top	of	the	Bay	of	Fauber.	
	
Firlis	 (fur-lees)	 tiny	 telepathic	 creatures	 of	 Elvenvale,	 whose	

bodies	 can	glow	at	will	 and	whose	 speech	 sounds	 like	 gig-
gles	from	eating	giglrut.	

	
Flax	a	region	in	eastern	Narda,	south	of	the	River	Niwe,	flanked	

by	the	Bay	of	Fauber,	separated	from	Newelan	by	the	Nahyl.		
	
Flaxling	a	horse	bred	 in	Flax	used	primarily	by	 the	Rangers	of	

Numar;	akin	to	a	halflinger.	
	
Flax	 Isles	 islands	 in	 the	 Southern	 Sea	 comprised	 of	 two	 large	

and	several	small	 isles,	 the	 largest	of	which	 is	Suvrii,	a	key	
trading	port	and	home	to	the	exiled	King	of	the	East	and	his	
family.	
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Flik	Lord	Rini's	son-in-law.	
	
Forth	a	seaport	far	north	on	the	west	coast	of	Narda.	
	
Forsil	(For-sul)	the	northernmost	visible	star	in	the	Nardan	sky,	

a	key	navigation	point	for	sailors.	
	
Forwyn	Crossing	northern	crossing	of	the	Teb-Arnor	River	that	

lies	between	Southern	and	Northern	Hamlets.	
	
Fyr	Crossing	(Fire	Crossing)	a	pass	 thru	 the	Fyr	Mountains	be-

tween	the	Castellan	Valley	and	Gorst.	
	
Fyrls	(Fī-ruhls)	once	called	Fyr-Lit'ls,	cousins	to	the	Lit'ls	of	Ay-

nor,	they	live	in	the	caves	beneath	the	Fyr	Mountains.	
	
Fyrcaat	 (fire-cat)	 ancient	 caat-dragon	 of	 Narda,	 with	 a	 long	

sleek	hairless	body,	skin	like	leather,	 long	slender	legs,	and	
wings	 and	 varied	 in	 color	 from	 common	 mottled	 green-
brown	to	red-brown,	yellow-brown	and	(rare)	brown-blue;	
fierce	 and	 menacing	 in	 temperament,	 it	 has	 pointed	 ears,	
yellow	 eyes,	 a	 short-reaching	 fiery	 breath	 and	 a	 long	 tail	
with	poisonous	barbs.		

	
Fyr	Mountains	(Fire	Mountains)	longest	and	widest,	ancient	vol-

canic	 mountain	 range	 of	 Narda,	 it	 extends	 from	 northern	
Gorst	down	into	Newelan.	

	
Gazlag	(Gaz-lag)	capital	city	of	Gorst.	
	
Giglrut	(giggle-root)	an	edible	tuber	that	offers	a	refreshed,	up-

lifting	sensation;	it	grows	in	Elvenvale	and	is	a	staple	in	the	
diet	 of	 the	 Firlis,	 making	 their	 speech	 sound	 like	 giggles,	
which	is	how	giglrut	got	its	name.	

	
Giinabird	 (gin-uh-bird)	 a	 large,	 tasty,	 flightless	 bird	 of	 the	

plains,	akin	to	a	pheasant.	
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Gorst	 the	 northernmost	 region	 of	 eastern	 Narda,	 seat	 of	 the	
House	of	Tebor.	

	
Gorthag	northernmost	city	on	the	east	coast	of	Gorst.	
	
Grenelan	 (Gren-ellen)	 the	 region	 in	 eastern	 Narda	 between	

Gorst	and	Newelan,	divided	by	the	Rym	Mountains.	
	
Grenhyl	 (Gren-hill),	 Green	 coastal	 hills	 of	 Southern	 Hamlet;	

Brega,	Holling	Vale	and	Hollin	all	lie	in	the	Grenhyl.	
	
Haga	 (Ha-guh)	 primary	 seaport	 of	 northern	 Grenelen,	 on	 the	

Bay	of	Gorst.	
	
Hagi	(Hah-gee	<hard	g>)	a	Lit'l	hunter	of	Aynor,	Oni's	hunting	

partner.	
	
Hagid	(Ha-gid)	a	Nardan	slang	term	used	to	denote	an	evil,	ma-

licious	person.		
	
Hamin	(Hay-min)	Administrator	of	the	House	of	Healing	in	An-

dolan.	
	
Hamlan	 (Ham-lin)	 the	 region	 of	 western	 Narda	 ruled	 by	 the	

King	of	the	West.	
	
Hamstead	 (Ham-sted)	 a	 village	 in	Hamlan	between	Heath	 and	

Harwyn	Crossing.		
	
Harmen	 River	 a	 major	 river	 of	 Narda,	 sourced	 in	 the	 Sylvan	

Mountains	near	Aynor,	that	flows	south	through	Northwest	
Wood	and	joins	the	Teb-Arnor	at	Harna	Falls	then	branches	
tributaries	into	the	Lowlands	as	it	flows	south	to	Tebe	Inlet,		

		
Harwyn	Crossing	(Har-win)	southern	crossing	of	the	Teb-Arnor	

River,	south	of	Brega.	
	
Hawir	(How-ur)	an	Elvenkin	of	Northwest	Wood.	
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Heath	(Heeth)	a	major	city	between	Antebba	and	Andolan.	
	
Heidl	 (Hi-dul)	 a	 healer	 in	Newcastle	who	 is	 also	 a	 spy	 for	 the	

West.	
	
Highland	Gap	a	 narrow	mountain	 pass	 on	 the	 east	 side	 of	 the	

Eathen	Mountains,	 the	only	direct	passage	 from	the	North-
ern	Reaches	into	Hamlan.	

	
Hinthu	(Hin-too)	the	only	trading	port	of	Hond,	it	lies	at	the	tip	

of	the	peninsula.	
	
Hod	 a	 Ranger	 of	 Numar	 under	 Darian’s	 command,	 posted	 in	

Heath.	
	
Hollin	the	primary	city	of	Holling	Vale.	
	
Holling	Vale	the	wine-growing	region	of	western	Narda	that	lies	

between	 the	Grenhyl	 and	 coastal	 hills	 north	 of	 Balortin;	 it	
produces	90	percent	of	the	wines	of	western	Narda.	

	
Hond	 the	peninsula	 at	 the	 southern	 tip	 of	Grenelan,	 a	 farming	

delta	and	fishing	region	for	eastern	Narda.	
	
Hoona	Monkey	a	small	monkey	of	Melatui	with	a	bottom	like	a	

baboon.		
	
Islin	River	 (Eyes-lin)	 a	 river	 in	western	Narda	 that	 forks	 off	 of	

the	 River	 Harmen	 at	 the	 southern	 tip	 of	 Northwest	Wood	
and	flows	south	to	the	Bay	of	Fauber,	branching	tributaries	
into	the	eastern	side	of	the	Lowlands.	

	
Jan	 a	 Ranger	 of	 Numar	 under	 Darian’s	 command,	 posted	 in	

Heath.	
	
Landon	 the	 prince	 son	 of	 King	 Landrin,	 heir	 to	 the	 Eastern	

throne.	
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Landrin	deposed	King	of	the	East	living	in	exile	in	the	Flax	Isles,	

a	friend	and	ally	to	Aneron,	King	of	the	West.	
	
Laurin	(Low-rin)	an	Elvenkin	of	Northwest	Wood.	
	
Leaf	a	Nardan	variety	of	tobacco.	
	
Lelar	 (Lay-lar)	 Syndar	 Eldarin	 mother	 of	 Eathelon,	 Queen	 of	

Melatui.	
	
Lesil	(Le-zul)	a	spy	for	the	West	who	travels	on	trade	ships	be-

tween	 the	 Flax	 Isles,	 Antebba	 and	 Cornth	 to	 gather	
information	for	the	West.	

	
Lian	(Lee-un)	eldest	son	of	the	Elvenkin	Nathin	and	Tiana.	
	
Liana	(Lee-ah-na)	princess	daughter	of	King	Landrin.	
	
Linea	(Li-nay-uh)	Elvenkin	wife	of	Lord	Valdir.	
	
Lindili	a	yellow	wildflower	of	Narda.	
	
Lit'l	a	race	of	Nardans,	perfectly	proportioned	little	people	who	

stand	about	three	feet	tall	on	average	as	adults.	
	
Lothan	(Lo-	thin)	an	Elvenkin	of	East	Wood.	
	
Lord	Valdir	(Lord	Val-deer)	Elvenkin	Lord	of	East	Wood,	a	dis-

tant	cousin	to	Lord	Mengalan,	of	Northwest	Wood.	
	
Lothingel	(low-thingul)	a	healing	herb	of	the	Eldarin	which	can	

counteract	poisons.	
	
Lowlands	 an	 uninhabitable	 region	 that	 divides	 western	 from	

eastern	Narda,	characterized	by	uncharted	waterways,	bogs,	
marshes,	poisonous	flora	and	fauna	and	various	other	crea-
tures	of	unknown	origin;	the	Trelks,	though	now	extinct,	are	
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thought	to	have	originated	there.	
	
Maagi	(maj-eye)	native	warrior	race	of	Melatui.	
	
Maalo	 (Mah-lo)	 Eathelon’s	 father,	 the	 Maagi	 warrior	 king	 of	

Melatui.	
	
Malea	(Muh-lee-uh)	a	young	girl	rescued	from	eastern	soldiers	

by	Eathelon,	M.C.	and	the	Druid.	
	
Mallorite	Eathelon's	race,	the	new	race	created	by	the	intermar-

riage	of	Eldarin	and	Maagi.	
	
Malta	(mahl-tuh)	the	region	in	northern	Hamlan	that	houses	the	

Eldarin’s	Golden	City.	
	
Maltinia	(mal-tin-ee-uh)	a	golden	flower	of	the	Eldarin	that	co-

vers	the	hills	of	Malta.	
	
Marchal	(Mar-shul)	Eathelon’s	friend	and	member	of	his	crew.	
	
The	 Marshes	 the	 uninhabited	 area	 at	 the	 northern	 end	 of	 the	

Lowlands	which	contains	tall	grasses,	reeds,	bogs,	pools	and	
several	poisonous	species	of	flora	and	fauna.	

	
Mayurna	 (May-yur-nuh)	 the	 Eldarin	 name	 for	 Melatui,	 named	

after	 the	 ship	 that	 brought	 their	 ancestors	 to	 Narda;	 the	
name	translates	to	Morningstar.	

	
M.C.	nickname	of	 the	moorcaat,	Moreopolinopholes	because	his	

name	is	too	long	and	too	difficult	for	most	to	pronounce.	
	
Melannor	(Mel-uh-nor)	Mereador’s	Nydar	Eldarin	wife,	Meolin's	

mother.	
	
Mellærna	 (May-yur-nuh)	 the	 ancient	 Eldarin	 spelling	 for	

Mayurna,	pronounced	the	same.	
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Melatui	(Mel-a-too-ee)	the	Maagi	isle	on	which	the	Eldarin	set-
tled	 after	 they	 fled	 Narda	 during	 the	 Great	 War,	 home	 of	
Eathelon	and	Palo.	

	
Mengalan	 (Men-gay-lin)	 Lord	 of	 the	 Elvenkin	 of	 Northwest	

Wood.	
	
Meolin	 (May-oh-lin)	 daughter	 of	 Melannor	 and	 Mereador,	 an	

Eldarin	raised	by	Elvenkin	in	Northwest	Wood.	
	
Mereador	(Mary-a-door)	a	Syndar	Eldarin,	Meolin’s	father,	also	

known	as	the	“Druid	on	the	Moors.”	
	
Merlon	(Mur-lon)	a	seaport	on	the	southern	coast	of	Newelan.	
	
Midnight	the	ché	caat	mascot	of	the	Black	Caat	Inn.	
	
Moors	of	Gorst	a	hilly	area	of	northern	Gorst	at	 the	 foot	of	 the	

Fyr	Mountains,	often	covered	in	mist	and	fog.	
	
Moorcaat	a	large	ancient	intelligent	caat	of	Narda	with	an	ability	

to	telepath	and	change	his	coat	to	blend	in	with	his	environ-
ment.	

	
Moreopolinopholes	 (Mor-ee-oh-pole-in-off-oh-lees)	 the	 moor-

caat	M.C.,	 thought	 to	be	 the	only	 living	moorcaat	 in	Narda;	
he	is	very	old,	has	a	sense	of	humor	and	lives	on	the	Moors	
of	Gorst	with	the	Druid.		

	
Mt.	Athel	(A-thul)	 the	highest	peak	 in	 the	Eathen	Mountains	at	

14,950	feet,	it	has	a	year-round	glacier	at	the	top	and	is	the	
source	of	the	Teb-Arnor	River.	

	
Mt.	Fava	(Fa-vuh)	a	high	peak	on	Suvrii,	where	the	exiled	King	

of	the	East	has	built	his	home.	
	
Mt.	 Kinli	 (Kin-lee)	 a	 mountain	 on	 Melatui	 under	 which	 the	

Tombs	of	the	Kings	lie,	where	Eathelon's	father	is	buried.	
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Mt.	Malucan	(Mal-oo-cahn)	a	mountain	peak	on	Melatui.	
	
Mt.	Melani	(Meh-lahn-ee)	Melatui’s	highest	peak.	
	
Nahyl	 (Nay-hill)	or	Naked	Hills,	an	extension	of	 the	Fyr	Moun-

tains	 that	 lie	 between	 Flax	 and	Newelan	 and	 are	 so-called	
because	they	are	barren	except	for	hearty	scrub	plants;	the	
yellow	stone	of	the	Nahyl	was	used	to	build	the	city	of	New-
castle	and	Castletop.	

	
Nami	(Nah-mee)	Darian’s	friend	and	owner	of	The	Old	Bookshop	

in	Heath.	
	
Narda	(Nar-duh)	the	planet	colonized	by	the	Eldarin	in	the	First	

Age,	subject	of	the	Tales	of	Narda,	a	fantasy	adventure.	
	
Naoli	(Nay-oh-lee)	a	deserted	coastal	city	of	Numar.	
	
Nathin	 (Nay-thin)	 the	 Elvenkin	 brother	 of	 Tholin	who	 lives	 in	

East	Wood.	
	
Newcastle	capital	city	of	Newelan,	seat	of	government	for	east-

ern	Narda,	home	of	The	House	of	Began	until	overthrown	by	
Baele,	Lord	of	Gorst	and	occupied	by	Eastern	soldiers	led	by	
Esol,	Baele’s	son.	

	
Newelan	 (New-ellen)	 southern	 region	 of	 eastern	 Narda	 bor-

dered	 by	 the	 River	 Dansen,	 East	Wood,	 the	 Nahyl	 and	 the	
Southern	Sea.	

	
Niwe	River	(Nee-wuh	River)	a	river	flowing	west	out	of	the	Fyr	

Mountains,	south	of	Fyr	Crossing,	down	into	the	eastern	side	
of	 the	 Lowlands	 where	 it	 joins	 the	 Islin	 above	 the	 Bay	 of	
Fauber.	

	
Nolin	(No-lin)	youngest	son	of	the	Elvenkin	Nathin	and	Tiana.	
	
Northwest	Wood	home	of	 the	Elvenkin,	 it	 lies	between	the	Syl-
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van	and	Eathen	Mountains.	
	
Numar	(New-mar)	the	southernmost	region	of	Hamlan	and	Dar-

ian's	homeland.	
	
Nydar	 Eldarin	 (Ni-dar	 El-dare-in)	 one	 of	 three	 Eldarin	 races	

who	colonized	Narda	in	the	First	Age;	they	are	primarily	en-
gineers	and	architects	of	the	major	structures	of	Narda.	

	
Oni	(Oh-nee)	a	Lit’l	hunter	of	Aynor,	Hagi's	 friend	and	hunting	

partner.	
	
Orte	(Or-tay)	the	Eorth	Stone,	a	Nydar	Eldarin	Seontir	of	opaque	

dark	green	set	in	a	silver	base	decorated	with	lothingel.	
	
Paalam	a	tropical	tree	of	the	Flax	Isles.	
	
Parma	 the	 History	 Stone,	 a	 Syndar	 Eldarin	 Seontir	 of	 opaque	

white	with	multi-colored	veins,	the	Eldarin	teaching	stone,	it	
sits	 atop	 a	 short	 gold	 stand	 in	 the	 shape	 of	 an	 open	 book	
with	a	pair	of	hands	atop	it	which	holds	the	Stone.	

	
Petiperl	(petty-purl)	a	delicate,	soft	pink	 flower	growing	 in	 the	

wooded	areas	of	Narda,	akin	to	a	tiny	peony.	
	
Pizo	(peezo)	the	breed	of	horse	used	by	the	King’s	Guard	of	An-

dolan,	akin	to	an	all-black	gypsy	vanner.	
	
Plains	 of	 Baerlan	 (Plains	 of	Bare-lin)	 the	 barren	 desert	 region	

that	sits	between	Northwest	Wood	and	the	Fyr	Mountains.	
	
Pynth	 (Pinth)	 primary	 city	 of	 southern	 Grenelan	 which	 lies	

south	of	the	Rym	Mountains	and	north	of	the	River	Dansen.	
	
Pyru	(Pie-roo)	a	port	on	 the	eastern	coast	of	Grenelan	used	 to	

import	goods	from	western	Narda	and	Gorst.	
	
Queen's	Rose	a	deep	red	rose	named	for	Aneron's	 former	wife,	

Siri,	mother	of	Stefen	and	Scirra.	



D.R. 	Casselman	
	

337	

	
Rabellan	(Rah-bell-in)	city	 in	the	desert	at	 the	southern	end	of	

the	 Plains	 of	 Baerlan	 inhabited	 by	 mercenaries,	 who	 are	
outcasts	and	criminals.		

	
	
Rabet	(ra-bit)	a	large	brown	rabbit	with	long	ears,	found	on	the	

plains	and	in	the	woods	of	Narda.	
	
Raesta	(Ray-es-ta)	a	port	city	on	the	southeastern	coast	of	Ham-

lan,	whose	primary	export	is	brew.	
	
Ramas	River	(Rah-mus)	a	river	in	eastern	Narda	that	flows	from	

the	Fyr	Mountains	 into	 the	Bay	of	Gorst,	 creating	a	natural	
divide	between	Gorst	and	Grenelan.	

	
Razlan	(Raz-lin)	a	southern	port	of	Gorst	located	across	the	Bay	

of	Gorst	from	Haga,	used	for	trade	between	Razlan	and	Ha-
ga.	

	
Rena	(Rena)	Earlyspring.	
	
Rini	(Ri-nee)	Lord	of	the	Lit'ls.	
	
Rinna	Fern	a	high	blue	fern	of	Nardan	forests	that	can	grow	to	

six	feet	or	higher	and	often	grows	in	large	thickets.	
	
Rulæn	 (roo-lun)	 tallest	 and	 most	 majestic	 tree	 of	 Northwest	

Wood	and	East	Wood,	 it	 has	 a	 smooth	 red-bark,	 can	 reach	
200	feet	or	higher,	lives	hundreds	of	years	and	houses	some	
of	the	Elvenkin	families.	

	
Rym	Mountains	(Rim)	a	mountain	range	that	extends	almost	to	

the	coast	of	 the	Eastmost	Sea	and	divides	Grenelan	 in	 two,	
north	and	south.	

	
Saluna	Meadows	(Suh-luna)	a	wide	meadow	in	Melatui	near	the	

Tocuni	River.	
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Sark	warden	of	the	prison	under	Castletop	in	Newelan.	
	
Scirra	(Shear-uh)	princess	daughter	of	King	Aneron.	
	
Shandlir	 (Shand-lur)	 a	 Nardan	 loyal	 to	 King	 Landrin	 and	 the	

House	of	Began,	given	sanctuary	in	East	Wood	after	refusing	
to	live	in	Newelan	under	Esol’s	rule	following	the	Great	War.	

	
Silmaria	(Sil-mare-ee-uh)	a	white,	star-shaped	bloom	native	to	

Narda.	
	
Sinda	 companion	 to	 Liana,	 former	 companion	 to	 Aliana,	 King	

Landrin’s	deceased	wife.	
	
Sinter	Hawk	a	large,	ancient	telepathic	hawk	of	Narda,	used	as	a	

messenger	bird	by	the	Eldarin	and	Elvenkin.	
	
Siri	 (Seer-ee)	 King	 Aneron's	 first	 (deceased)	 wife,	 mother	 of	

Scirra	and	Stefen.	
	
Seontir	(Say-un-teer)	ancient	“Seeing	Stones”	of	the	Eldarin,	five	

in	 all:	 Aldo,	 the	 Fire	 Stone,	 Orte,	 the	 Eorth	 Stone,	 Ule,	 the	
Wind	Stone,	Parma,	 the	History	Stone,	and	Yala,	 the	Power	
Stone.	

	
Snivl	(sni-vul)	a	large,	worm-like	creature	of	the	Great	Dune	De-

sert.	
	
Soba	(So-buh)	Lord	of	the	Fyrls.	
	
Somi	(So-mee)	an	old	jeweler	on	Tìvia,	second	largest	island	in	

the	Flax	Isles.	
	
Southern	 Sea	 the	 sea	 at	 the	 southern	 coast	 of	Narda,	 prone	 to	

sudden	violent	storms.	
	
Spyglas	 (spy-glass)	 a	 small	 telescope	 used	 to	 see	 things	 far	

away.	
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Stagar	(Stag-are)	a	seaport	in	Gorst	on	the	northeastern	edge	of	
the	Bay	of	Gorst.	

	
Stefen	(Ste-fin)	prince	son	of	King	Aneron.	
	
Suvrii	 (Soo-vree)	 largest	 of	 the	 Flax	 Isles	 and	 the	 island	 on	

which	King	Landrin	and	his	family	live.	
	
Sylmar	(Sil-mar)	an	Eldarin	resort	on	the	southern	banks	of	the	

River	Dansen	below	East	Wood,	used	by	Nardans	as	a	spir-
itual	retreat,	but	now	largely	abandoned.	

	
Sylvan	Mountains	(Sil-vin	Mountains)	northern	mountain	range	

of	Narda	that	divides	Hamlan	from	the	Northern	Reaches.	
	
Syndar	Eldarin	(Sin-dahr	El-dare-in)	eldest	and	wisest	of	the	El-

darin	races,	rulers	of	the	Great	Council,	teachers	and	healers	
of	Narda.	

	
Tanbark	Sails	are	sails	made	from	the	bark	of	the	hymil	 tree,	a	

conifer	of	the	forests	of	Narda	and	Melatui;	the	Eldarin	cre-
ated	 hymil	 farms	 on	 the	 slopes	 of	 the	 Grenhyl	 to	 meet	
demand	and	to	ensure	the	trees	did	not	become	extinct	from	
over	 harvesting;	 tanbark	 sails	 are	 used	 in	 sailing	 because	
they	are	more	durable	than	cloth	sails.	

	
Teb-Arnor	River	(Teb-Ar-nur)	the	major	river	of	western	Narda	

whose	origin	 lies	on	 the	eastern	slope	of	Mt.	Athel,	 it	 joins	
with	 the	Harmen	 River	 at	 Harna	 Falls	 then	 flows	 south	 to	
the	 Westmost	 Sea;	 wild	 and	 swift	 in	 the	 north,	 it	 runs	
through	deep	chasms	and	is	not	navigable	until	it	passes	be-
low	Harwyn	Crossing.	

	
Tebe	Inlet	(Teb-bee	In-let)	a	small	bay	on	the	east	coast	of	Ham-

lan	at	the	southern	tip	of	the	Lowlands.	
	
Tebor	 (Te-bor)	 sire	 of	 the	 House	 of	 Tebor,	 a	 rogue	 Tynar	 El-

darin,	 traitor	 and	 creator	 of	 the	 lineage	 of	 Baele	 and	 Esol,	
enemies	of	the	West.	
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Tiana	(Tee-ah-nuh)	Elvenkin	wife	of	Nathin.	
	
Tìnith	(Tin-ith)	an	Elvenkin	of	Northwest	Wood.	
	
Tivia	(Ti-vee-uh)	second	largest	isle	of	the	Flax	Isles.	
	
Tocuni	River	(Toe-coo-nee)	a	 large	river	 in	Melatui,	 sourced	 in	

Mt.	Malucan.	
	
Toldor	(Tol-dur)	sire	of	the	House	of	Toldor,	 lineage	of	Aneron	

and	Kings	of	the	West,	and	lineage	also	of	the	Captains	of	the	
Guard.	

	
Toldor’s	Keep	Hamlan’s	northern	 fortress	on	 the	eastern	 slope	

of	Mt.	Athel	in	the	Highland	Gap,	built	during	King	Toldor's	
reign	in	the	First	Age.	

	
Tomas	(Toe-mas)	Eathelon’s	friend	and	member	of	his	crew.	
	
Trelk	a	creature	of	the	Lowlands,	akin	to	a	small	troll,	now	ex-

tinct.	They	earlier	migrated	to	the	Moors	of	Gorst,	where	the	
Moorcaats	killed	them	all.	

	
Tualo	 (Too-ah-low)	 Palo's	 deceased	 father,	 a	 Maagi	 Warrior	

Chief	and	close	friend	of	King	Maalo.	
	
Tull	a	large	beast	used	by	the	Northmen	in	battle.	
	
Tynar	Eldarin	(Ty-nar	El-dare-in)	youngest	of	the	Eldarin	races,	

the	 Tynar	 are	 primarily	 craftsmen,	 farmers,	 smithies	 and	
ranchers.	

	
Ule	 (Oo-lay)	 the	Wind	 Stone,	 a	 Nydar	 Seontir	 of	 opaque	 dark	

blue,	 set	 in	 a	 silver	 base	 decorated	 with	 sun,	 moon	 and	
clouds.	

	
Ulu	(Oo-loo)	Palo’s	mother.	
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Vinte	(Vin-tay)	the	topmost	peak	in	the	Brunhyl	at	the	10th	level	

of	Andolan,	the	level	which	houses	the	King’s	family	and	the	
Watchtower.	

	
Westmost	 Sea	 the	 western	 sea	 in	 which	 Eathelon	 began	 his	

journey	to	Narda.	
	
Yala	(Yah-la)	the	Power	Stone,	a	Syndar	Eldarin	Seontir	of	clear	

crystal,	set	in	a	gold	base	decorated	with	celestial	bodies.	
	
	
	






