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 To my daughter Sara,

in the hope that this story

will make evenings more

enjoyable for her children

in the same way it has made hers
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Prologue

In the 8th Era of  the time of  Ulum: before the battle of  Lemor, prior to the 
Great Flood and ahead of  the Gathering, in the lands of  Arishtar, the times were 
peaceful. 

King Arkadon reigned over the lands of  the sacred Mount Umar that looked 
austere and unapproachable in the distance. The peak wasn’t visible with the 
naked eye and the cliffs were inaccessible. A heavy fog surrounded the central area 
forming an impenetrable thick ring. 

Lightning and thunder came out of  that firm mist, making it unbearable and 
even unthinkable to get closer. There was no grip, cave nor path beside the main 
way. White and polished stones from the mines of  Simpur paved the road forming 
a giant white snake that stretched and climbed up the west side of  the mountain. 
It reached the gates of  Kardon, taking its name from the sacred city.

The gate, ancient as time itself, was built with ondrum’s wood, almost 
unavailable in those days but more sturdy than any existing metal. Carved with 
Kardonian axes, figures and faces of  ancient gods, the gate seemed to forewarn 
travelers who managed to arrive there. A mystic and disturbing aura surrounded 
the place. Beyond the gate, an endless stairway led to the city of  the Undyings 
(according to the book of  Iljia, 1st chapter of  the 1st Age) and the landscape at the 
end of  the ascent, left one breathless.

At the entrance of  the city stood two pillars, built with enormous squared 
blocks of  marble, linked by a central ark. Indefinable symbols covered their 
surface which only Iljia’s Book could give them their meaning.

Seven white towers, placed in a half  circle, surrounded the main square of  the 
city. There were no doors at the base of  the towers, only narrow staircases without 
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railings, and with hanging steps connecting to the towers at their shortest side. The 
staircases turned around the towers reaching the tops where a short opening could 
be discerned. The roofs were incredibly sharp almost looking like needles reaching 
for the sky.

The plaza was round, with a pit in the center radiating a marvelous light, white 
as ice yet somehow warm and comforting.

On the left side stood the Council Palace, a hexagonal building austere looking 
and imposing. No windows on the walls, just a crystal dome on top to let the light 
brighten the inside. When the sun was at its zenith, a display of  colors would 
decorate the floor of  the palace.

A maze of  houses and endless paths swarmed with moving people who were 
walking on the right side of  the plaza which led directly towards the towers and 
the Council Palace. At certain times of  the day, when the sunbeams pierced 
through the towers, the architecture seemed to compose the Silver Dragon of  
Prikiar in the sky.

The origin of  the seven Kings, living in the city, was forgotten in the dim and 
distant past, maybe from the beginning of  time itself. Those fabulous lands were 
immersed with legends and tales, handed down from generation to generation in 
every corner of  the world.

The land at the foot of  the sacred mountain was harsh, sparsely vegetated, with 
enormous rocks just taller than six fathoms with plain tops. Rock highlands 
appeared with the surfaces gleaming and looking polished as if  by magic. 

Only some Goljis tribes, people originally nomadic, settled in those territories 
after the Great Drought.  Only those peoples could adapt themselves to live and 
survive in the deplorable conditions. The tribes explored the gorges and natural 
caves and often entered the inside of  the rocks. 

During one exploration, they found a flowing lukewarm river.  No one in 
nearby lands knew about the river. It became a sworn secret within each tribe in 
the highland. The water’s streams aided the growth of  various types of  plants, 
with purple flowers and velvety leaves that grew even in the darkness. The plants 
were used to prepare herbal teas and healing concoctions that legend stated were 
miraculous.
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Two leagues south were the green expanses of  the Valley of  the Slopes, a weird 
shaped stretch, lacking of  plains, but full of  gentle slopes shifting in different 
directions. Some routes, built with astonishing precision formed a pattern up and 
down, allowing travelers to cross the region. The only rule for building a pathway: 
it should never cross a slope in the middle so as not to harm the growing 
vegetation. Hence, the path turned out to be not only very winding, but quite 
treacherous.

The green expanses were full of  a local plant growing fairly low to the ground 
called longleaf. The plant grew and flourished as far as the eye could see.  It grew 
only two spans and had strong leaves, growing up to two fathoms. The plants were 
used for building huts, roofs and strange umbrellas useful in the rainy season.

Obviously, the buildings were far from the slopes. The village of  the Celdi was 
in the western border of  the plantations where the plains began. The village 
consisted of  approximately fifty single story houses, of  the same size and similar 
one to the other.  The houses had pitched roofs, one window for each wall and a 
double door with a hole in the middle. They were built with impressive skill, using 
mud and longleaf. The walls were polished and the leaves gave the walls a restful 
greenish color. The furniture was built using folca wood and made the inside of  
the houses warm and relaxing. The houses weren’t particularly refined but quite 
strong and very durable.

The Celdi were tradespeople, quite ambitious and skilled in creating 
exceptional contraptions and machinery. They sold longleaf  in markets and fairs 
over all the known lands. Once a year, the villagers loaded their wagons and 
travelled to the far region of  Perjas, in the extreme north of  the known lands, 
where all the tradesman gathered. Even some Goljis travelled there with their 
handmade pots filled with precious dried herbs.

East of  the slopes, there was a forest of  centuries-old trees taller than fifty 
fathoms. Such a thick forest made it impossible to have a clear view of  the area: 
the sunlight came through the branches, and the sun rays looked like blades 
cutting the forest.
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Legends told of  people with strange powers who lived in the depths of  the 
forest but neither the Celdi nor the Goljis ever saw them, at least until that 
moment.

Every year there were four harvests of  longleaf, and each one of  them felt like 
a religious experience. The preparation was detailed with every single person 
having a precise job. For example, some took care of  harvester machinery, others 
lifted the leaves before cutting, and some followed the storage or the setting up for 
the excision.

Storage workers unloaded the wagons and put the crops in the huts in a precise 
manner. Leaves were excised and placed in a wheel activated with a 
counterbalance. The workers placed the leaves in the inside border of  the wheel 
that was spun at high speed. The centrifugal force pushed aside the humidity in 
the pores almost completely removing it. To avoid decomposition, green leaves 
were put on extractable shelves allowing for good aeration and a fine seasoning. A 
feature of  the plant was its elasticity, even dried, that would keep a softness. 
Therefore, it could be used in numerous ways and for long periods of  time.

On the third day of  the second harvest in the 8th Era of  Ulum, the sky turned 
black. A powerful wind started to blow and the crops scattered on the slopes. The 
Celdi, frightened, tried to save as many of  the crops as they could. No one had 
ever seen such a phenomenon. Even though their concern was over the crops, 
anxiety and dismay began to grow in their spirits.

What occurred after, leads us to tell the incredible story that begins at this point 
in time. The story uncovers a world ruled by mysterious and arcane powers. 
Numerous people were involved, many of  whose bravery set an example for future 
generations.
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Chapter One

Elamar’s choice

The sudden climatic disruption startled the Undyings and the situation was 
everything but calm. A bad omen took shape and, while the Celdi worried about 
their crops, a gloomy shadow hovered from the top of  the slopes.

Without noticing the danger and force within the ominous winds, the Celdi hid 
as best as they could behind their overturned wagons. The sky kept darkening, the 
crops scattered everywhere, the unfortunate people tried to retreat towards their 
huts. Suddenly, while they were moving toward the village, a flash followed by a 
whirlwind petrified everyone.

King Arkadon materialized in the center of  the whirlwind, his bearing and 
austere figure stood out of  the darkness surrounding him. He stood still for a few 
moments, head bowed, eyes closed, and with his hands on his staff  stuck into the 
ground. He slightly opened his eyes and time seemed to stand still. Without 
moving his head, he uttered, with a deep tone, a chant in a language unknown to 
the Celdi: 

«Al bény de nai ismàil rumai ne dicta brand ish chair ni mei
ablics maira nu qium stair

pliun crev niu marn’fad kynh runai ish chair ni mei
ablics maira nu qium stair.»

Immediately the wind gathered around him and started whirling clockwise. 
King Arkadon opened his arms, lifted his head and the wind exploded into the sky, 
opening a hole in the darkness and dispersing the clouds.
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The dark slowly scattered, while astonishment and curiosity took the place of  
the terror in the people. Everyone turned their heads upward, watching the 
miraculous events occurring around the King.

Nayla, daughter of  the Celdi’s leader, was entranced by the stern and 
commanding figure that helped them. Then the King disappeared without leaving 
a trace returning everything back to normal. Only the hole in the ground where 
the King’s staff  was placed remained visible.

«Come quickly and take a look at this.» Nayla said.  «In this place the soil is 
burned, right where that man was standing.»

«Probably nothing is going to grow here anymore.»  Olef  stated, looking 
annoyed. He was the elder of  the group, not realizing the seriousness of  what just 
happened. 

A subdued murmur grew among the crowd.  Everyone gathered around the 
place observing the scorches and the hole in the ground.

«Who was that man? What is happening? Is it possible that no one knows 
him?»  Nayla asked, raising her voice.

«I know him!» a Golji’s boy, with amber skin from the sun, answered. He 
approached Nayla and the others with a fast and firm step.

Rarely did the two tribes meet each other. This only happened in the great 
market of  Perjias. There weren’t hostilities between the two tribes but the 
meetings between them were minimized. Each preferred to stay in their own 
lands.

Therefore, feigning indifference, Nayla asked the stranger, «Who are you? I’ve 
never seen you here. What are you doing in our land?»

Even though curiosity was tormenting her, Nayla’s tone was quite annoyed. 
Her pride hardly accepting that a Golji’s boy knew more about the mysterious 
man than she did, even though she was the daughter of  the Celdi leader.

«I am Elamar, of  the Highlands, and the lands of  those who walk on them.» 
answered the raven haired boy.

Hence, Nayla was about to answer in a sarcastic way, but she decided to humor 
the newcomer and find out what he might know about the mysterious apparition. 
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«Fine, let’s talk about it in the village. Let us see if  you can truly give an 
explanation about what just happened.»

Then, while some Celdi stood there straightening up the wagons and 
attempting to collect the tradable crops, Nayla and Elamar, followed by a large 
number of  curious youngsters, made their way to the village. They took the 
winding path leaving the slope’s valley. 

As they reached the main square, everyone sat in a circle, similar to evenings 
when they gathered to tell stories in front of  the bonfire. The boy and the girl sat 
in the middle of  the circle.  Elamar began by telling the events that led him to the 
Celdi’s village.

«It was a bright sunny day and I was hunting a drill, a quite big wild rabbit that 
lives in the area. Suddenly I saw the drill reach a crack in the rocks, but before it 
could disappear, I took my sling and from a three lengths distance I struck him in 
the back of  the head, dazing him.»

«Nobody can strike a drill from a three length distance!»  Nayla interrupted, 
with an incredulous tone.

Elamar didn’t say anything. Instead he looked around, took a rock the size of  a 
walnut, stood up and placed it in his sling.  Then he pointed a finger to a hat on 
the other side of  the village on top of  a fence roughly at six lengths distance, 
around thirty steps of  a grown man. With his right hand, he started spinning his 
sling so fast making it almost invisible. After a few seconds, the hat was hit and 
knocked off  the top of  the fence. 

Elamar sat quite composed as if  nothing amazing had happened.  And, with a 
satisfied expression on his face, was ready to proceed with his story. 

The Celdi were astonished and amazed as they gazed at the hat on the ground.  
Everyone was speechless, including Nayla.  

Elamar then proceeded with his tale: 
«I went to get the drill and noticed a sparkle coming from the crack where the 

drill was about to hide. I was curious so I decided to widen the hole and climb 
inside. Using a spiked pole I crumbled the rocks around the hole and after two 
cycles, I could widen the crack enough.» 

 «I slipped inside the hole and found myself  in a big cave.  That didn’t surprise 
me, it was normal to find some big caves in the highlands. So I kept on exploring. 
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As I was moved forward, I realized that I was inside the largest and deepest cave I 
had ever seen. The floor was smooth and polished, like the highlands surface, and 
through some little cracks in the ceiling, the light allowed me to see more of  the 
cave.»

The Celdi were completely absorbed by the boy’s story, and as he continued 
talking others came to sit in the circle to listen after they had finished gathering the 
crops. 

«As I was saying, I advanced with the sling in my hand, and after walking for a 
while, I found myself  at a dead end. In front of  me, a big wooden door blocked 
the way and a difficult to describe woodcut was carved showing four words with 
unknown characters.»

«I stood there staring at the symbols for a while. I don’t know why but those 
inscriptions were somehow familiar, and in my head they transformed from 
pointless carvings to harmonious sounding words. I pronounced those four words 
without paying attention to what I was saying and the door opened! The light 
from inside the door became brighter. As I was moving forward, attracted by the 
brightness, I saw a man standing in the way. With a calm and clear voice he asked 
me to come closer, and not be afraid. I was not afraid, I was sure that man didn’t 
mean any trouble.»

«I noticed that he had an amber colored matt bracelet in his hands. He 
introduced himself  as Arkadon, the King of  the Undyings and that he wished to 
give me Ephir’s Bracelet. He said that very few people had worn it and that I 
could become one of  them. Arkadon said it was destiny that brought me in that 
magical place just moments before the bracelet reappeared and it was my choice 
whether to take it or not. The King made me understand that the fate of  many 
depended from my decision, therefore I had to think carefully.

King Arkadon’s name was spreading from mouth to mouth between the Celdi 
who sat there listening. The legends regarding the King of  the Undyings were 
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