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The sun ’s ray s fli cke red and die d as dus k ste ppe d con fid ent ly int o

the gla de whe re he res ted . Onl y his eye s mov ed as he per sis ted the re,

coo led by the sce nte d air dra wn dow n fro m the sur rou ndi ng woo ded

slo pes , his min d far awa y on mat ter s of gre at imp ort anc e. He had

rec ove red The Shi nta e. The lon g yea rs of sea rch and har dsh ip had not

bee n in vai n and now , fin all y, the end of his mis sio n was wit hin his

gra sp. All owi ng his min d to wan der , he fin ger ed the sho rt swo rd at his

sid e, rem emb eri ng dee ds and ene mie s sla in in the val ley s and amo ngs t

the mou nta ins of Can taé far to the wes t. Lyi ng on the gro und bes ide

him was his tru sty lon gbo w, an old and val ued fri end tha t had sav ed

him on so man y occ asi ons out bey ond the edg es of civ ili sat ion .

Sud den ly he sto ope d, gat her ed it fro m the sti ll war m gro und and

tur ned tow ard s a sol ita ry tim ber fra med cab in sta ndi ng clo se by.
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Alt hou gh the las t fai nt gli mme r of lig ht had bee n ext ing uis hed lon g

sin ce, he had no dif fic ult y in pic tur ing the bui ldi ng wit h its hea vy

pla nke d woo den wal ls and ang ula r str aw tha tch ed roo f sup por ted by

woo den cro ss -mem ber s. Nar row ope nin gs cut int o the out er wal ls wer e

cov ere d by shu tte rs, whi ch, whe n pu lle d bac k, all owe d lig ht to ent er.

An arc hed doo rwa y led int o the fir st of thr ee lar ge roo ms, wit h sev era l

sma lle r cha mbe rs at the rea r. Hig hly int ric ate car vin gs and mul ti -

col our ed tap est rie s cov ere d the int ern al wal ls, whi lst a var iet y of

wov en and dee p fur red rug s wer e sca tte red ove r the woo den flo or.

Mos t of all , how eve r, he rec all ed the sto ne fir epl ace in the mai n liv ing

are a and how , on win ter day s, a roa rin g fir e thr ew out its arm s of all

emb rac ing war mth . Eve n on a war m sum mer ’s eve nin g it fel t goo d to

be rem ind ed aga in of suc h pro tec tio n.

Wit h thi s tho ugh t in min d, he mov ed aro und the hou se tow ard s the

doo rwa y, whi ch, to his sur pri se, sto od ope n. Run nin g his fin ger s

aro und the ope nin g, he fou nd the sha tte red rem ain s of the doo rfr ame

whe re the ent ran ce had bee n for ced . For a mom ent he sto od sil ent ly,

lis ten ing int ent ly to the sou nds of the nig ht. Det ect ing not hin g

unt owa rd and fin all y sat isf ied he was alo ne, he rem ove d a tal low lam p

fro m his pac k. Usi ng his tin der box to spa rk a fla me, he suc cee ded in



lig hti ng the lam p where upo n, shi eld ing his eye s fro m the res ult ant

gla re, he ste ppe d car efu lly ove r the rem ain s of the doo r. Hal tin g

abr upt ly he gaz ed num bly aro und at the sce ne of des tru cti on tha t

gre ete d him . Wea ril y he mov ed fro m roo m to roo m, but the whol e

bui ldi ng app ear ed to hav e bee n ran sac ked dur ing his len gth y abs enc e.

A nat ive of the for est lan ds of Mar aé, he was jus t sho rt of six fee t in

hei ght , tal l for his rac e, wit h lon g bro wn hai r flo win g ove r del ica tel y

poi nte d ear s dow n to bro ad sho uld ers . Bro wn, wea the r-bea ten che eks

fad ed in to a wid e and hai rle ss chi n, whi le pie rci ng blu e eye s gaz ed

out fro m ben eat h bro ad eye bro ws tha t ang led dow n tow ard s a fin ely

chi sel led nos e. His clo the s wer e old , fad ed and sta ine d wit h con sta nt

tra vel . A cre ase d bro wn tun ic cov ere d the upp er par t of his tor so,

han gin g lim ply fro m a sli ght ly hun che d bac k. The gar men t was mad e

to ble nd int o the sur rou ndi ng woo dla nd, as wer e his dee rsk in tro use rs.

A pai r of str etc hed hid e moc cas ins cov ere d his fee t, and a clo ak the

col ou r of gra ss was tig htl y rol led wit hin a sma ll pac k on the flo or

bes ide him . Exh aus ted , he lea nt aga ins t a wal l bef ore sin kin g slo wly to

the flo or, too tir ed to thi nk cle arl y any mor e. Had his ins tin cts not

bee n dul led by fat igu e, he wou ld hav e mov ed on imm edia tel y; and

the n, per hap s, thi ngs mig ht wel l hav e tur ned out so ver y dif fer ent ly.



Ins tea d, his hea d nod ded onc e, twi ce, thr ee tim es, his eye s clo sed , and

he dro ppe d int o a dee p but tro ubl ed sle ep. ..
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