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Dah Rai
[Paper Shepherd]

The Dha Rai was an ancient monk-like order of Scribes. For 
millennia they roamed the world in search for stories and 
fables, as well as historic facts, in order to put them to paper. 
The Third North King built a Great Library in Kahri’Tenor 
[House of the King] for the Dah Rai to store their writings.  
The most important history and decrees of Alathia were held 
in a magnificent book called The Dah’Phar [The Document 
 of Truth]. It was kept at the centre of the library bound in a 
metal casing made from indestructible metal, forged in the 
deepest Mines furthest North of Alathia, and was protected 
by an impenetrable lock. The book holds the dying words 
of the Fourteenth and last North King and has not been 
seen since the Kah’Nath took control of Alathia.



On a dark Winter day not much more than forty years ago the 
Kah’Nath overran the Great Library in Kahri’Tenor and killed 
all the Dah Rai that were unfortunate to have their placement 
there.  In the days that followed they hunted our brothers that 
were wandering the Worlds and killed them too.  Why we do not  
know, and I forgive you for not knowing this story at all.  It is one  
that the Kah’Nath are not keen to tell and they have kept every 
thing surrounding that day in the darkest corner of knowledge.    

Since the Earliest of Times, the Dah Rai have travelled the Worlds  
with one single purpose: to gather stories, fables, and historical  
facts in order to preserve the Memory of Man, and adhered  
to one simple rule: to note down any story we encounter without  
judgement, prejudice or adjustment.  We have never been a threat  
to any King nor an enemy of any  People.  Why we were singled out to  
die, is a question that has clouded the minds of the few of us that 
survived.  

Here in the Second Library that we have carved into the ancient hills  
of Danarcia, our spirits have only been kept afloat by a single  
rumour: that the Elder, Navithian, survived the attack on the  
Great Library and that the most important book of them all, the  
Dah’Phar, is safe in his hands.  For decades we have searched  
in secret but there has been no trace of the Dah’Phar or indeed  
of him… until half a Tear ago.  Word reached us that an old man  
had been found in a cave in the Banat Valley, and that he  
had an unusual chain round his neck.  We sent out Brothers to lay  
eyes on him and when they returned they had indeed the  
Elder of the Dah Rai with them.  He is old, near blind, and not  
able to fathom what is happening to him or who we are.  But as  
the voices from Helgoth have grown in strength and anger I am  
compelled to lift the veil of mystery that lays heavy upon our People.  

I am Patar of the Dah Rai and I break ink in this notebook to recount  
our meeting. So began Navithian: 
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I am Navithian, the Elder of the Dah Rai, the last Holder of  
The Hands, and you, my foreign friend, have found me in dark  
times.

 My being has harvested so many years beyond expectation  
that my limbs have lost their use and anything but words tastes  
like dust in my mouth.  What little I can now see has the hue 
of cloudy milk forced from an old goat and my troubled mind  
can no longer grasp the future but only find rest in what was.  In 
all honesty I confess I have speculated of late, which would find 
me first… the Faculty, Nardaeth or someone like you… I am glad 
it was you, and with whatever ability I can muster from this bed  
to which I am now bound, I will answer your question and tell  
you all I remember from that last day in the Great Library at 
Kahri’Tenor.  
 
 Only I ask you to be ever mindful that I am but an old fool, 
whose memory has played more tricks on him than he would 
care to admit.  What I did just moments ago seems as distant as 
my adventures in the time when my years were only a score or 
two.  Yet those memories are clear as the sky over Raglathan, the 
Cloudless Isle, while yesterday is written on paper as dark as the 
mines in the ancient home of the North Kings. 
 
 Some days I find myself silent from dusk till dawn, unable to  
recount even the most simple of thoughts.  On others my speech 
flows like a babbling brook trying to keep up with my thoughts 
that rush like a river to the sea, lets I get lost in the branches  
of the delta before it reaches its destination, like now in this  
simple underground chamber… yes, unless my nose too plays 
tricks on me, I am sure we are under ground… why I do not 
know… it seems ironic to me that when we are in possession 
of all our senses we do not use them to their full potential… 
the sum not being bigger than its parts… it is only when we 
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loose one or more that we realise how much more capable the  
others are… I am sorry, my foreign friend, I shall begin… but do  
forgive that having been surrounded for most of my life by the  
best written language in the Worlds has not bettered my own  
ability to account… you see, my duty as Holder of The Hands  
was to keep order in the Great Library at Kahri’Tenor not to fill  
it.  I am afraid that I was not chosen by my peers for my eloquence 
or rhetorical ability but for my discipline… a gift that too is taken 
away from me in my old age… but for you I will cast that aside 
and begin. 

I briefly reassured him that whatever he could tell me would be  
of great help and that he should not worry about eloquence or  
coherence on my account.  This seemed to make the old man more 
at ease. NOTE: by ‘foreign’ he simply means a person that is not 
known to him.

 Well, the first sign of danger I noticed on that fateful day 
was a commotion by the bronze doors at the furthest end of the  
Sixteenth Corridor in the West Wing that I had been inspecting.  
 
 I had just returned a notebook by Cartifact ‘the long boned’ 
that, among other odd anecdotes, contained the bewildering  
story of ‘Ligiwhill and her giant Hen’ that has always baffled me.  
Ligiwhill had a small little Hen, you see, and it laid very small  
little eggs.  “I wish my Hen was bigger so it could lay bigger eggs”,  
Ligiwhill had moaned over her meagre supper one night.  And the  
story goes that the very next day she found a sack of grain  
discarded on the road and when she fed the grain to her Hen it 
began to grow.  And with the growth came bigger eggs.  The first 
day they were the size of a fist.  The second day they were so big 
that you needed two hands to hold them.  And quickly Ligiwhill 
needed both her sisters to carry them.  
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 Soon the Hen was so big that Ligiwhill moved it from the pen 
to the house she shared with her sisters.  And still the Hen kept 
growing and the eggs kept getting bigger.  

 “That’s enough now, Ligiwhill”, said the oldest sister “we three 
can live of these eggs for weeks”.  But Ligiwhill kept feeding her 
Hen for, as she said to her sisters, “if the Hen gets big enough it 
will lay the biggest eggs in the land and everyone will wonder 
at our Hen and we will be sent for by the King and taken to the  
palace to show our fabled Hen to the court and we will be  
celebrated and fed like royalty and never know famine ever  
again!”  

 The very next day the Hen’s head burst through the roof of 
the house and the other end laid an egg so big that it crushed 
Ligiwhill and drowned her sisters in the yoke.  And the story ends 
there.  Bewildering, do you not think… I mean… hmm… forgive 
me… why am I telling you about Ligiwhill?  

I reminded him that he was about to tell me of that night in the 
Great Library and that he had heard a noise behind him.  NOTE: 
find link between ‘Ligiwhill and her giant Hen’ and ‘The man who 
stood on a thousand Needles’ from Shelf Seventeen in the Lower 
Corridor.

 Ah, yes, I had read her story in Cartifact’s notebook that I  
was returning to its rightful place in the Sixteenth Corridor.  

 Still half thinking of the story I turned and walked toward  
the disturbance but was brutally stopped in my steps by a  
sudden glint of light in a blade.  It was swiftly followed by a  
cascade of blood erupting like a dark fountain from one of my 
brothers.  I think it was Narliano. The first to fall.  Poor man.  
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He was a gentle soul who would never do anything that could 
upset or hurt others.  I once saw him rescue a Cat from the jaws 
of a Fox and, when the Cat then gave chase to a Mouse, he saved 
the Mouse and then buried his head in his hands and wept like a 
child when the Mouse ate an Earthworm.  

 It was when he fell to the ground that I saw the advancing red 
plumed helmets.  I then knew that the Faculty had made their 
move and that my world would never be the same.  What I did 
not know was whether I would even survive this day.  

 But before I tell you my story, and bore you with yet more  
complaints about the inevitable price we have to pay for the gift 
of a long life, I feel I must tell you of the very Beginning.  I know 
it might seem foolish and irrelevant but, as you are not from 
Alathia, I feel that you need to know our stories and I beg you to 
humour an old man... I swear by my Elderchain to make haste.

He motioned me to hand him the simple clay cup that had been 
placed near him on a small wooden table. As he drained the last of 
the water, I contemplated asking him to stay with the events of that 
night but, as so many of the First Stories had been lost that same 
night, I thought it would be wise to let him recount the old tales.  The 
light from the small oil lamp hanging from the ceiling in its brass  
fitting enhanced every crevasse in the old man’s face… I felt that 
every single one held a story or a secret from a long life… if I could 
but read the story behind each of them and make them live again in 
my humble notebook.

 So… in the Time beyond the Memory of Man there was only 
The All.  Every thing and every one was in The All and The All  
was every thing and every one. Only the Gods, however, could  
be seen in The All.  And they were all at war as the great God 
Quarath had challenged his peers to combat, and The All was 
chaos.    
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 Quarath had two children, Nirith and Nardeath, and the twins 
were the biggest joy he had ever known.  His wife, Ilidna, who 
had given him this joy, was the most beautiful God The All had 
ever seen and he loved her beyond all things living.  And now you 
might think, “Oh, I see the reason why there was battle between 
Quarath and the other Gods: one of the other Gods had grown 
jealous of her!” but you, just like he, would be mistaken.  

 The God above them all was called Gron, and his white  
palace, Tenor, was always the centre for councils, celebrations, and 
parties that would last for years.  After all there was not much for 
the Gods to do in The All and they would not let a feast end until  
there was something more important to do.  During these parties  
Ilidna would always be the centre of attention as her beauty  
outshone God and Goddess alike in the great halls of Gron.  Not  
a moment would pass where less than two scores of eyes would  
be on her fair countenance, and the lips beneath those eyes  
would rest for as long as the look would last.  Ilidna was aware  
of the attention and it seemed as though her features would  
become even fairer with each glance from the other Gods.  But  
she also was aware that when it came to wisdom, the other Gods  
would rest their ears on the crow-like Goddess Piara, who  
was but a mere shadow compared to the radiant Ilidna,  
just like they rested their eyes on her.  During one feast, Gron  
called the main Gods to council, and when Piara walked to  
his side she drew many a look away from Ilidna.  

 That was when the poison we call jealousy was first brewed.  
It flowed through the heart and mind of Ilidna and she became 
bent on the destruction of Piara.  As with all who are and will  
be affected by this poison, she could no longer remain content 
with the advantage she held in one attribute but could only  
focus on what her perceived rival held in another.  
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 She waited till her husband was away on a hunting trip and 
then singled out the most susceptible of the Gods.  His name 
was Barrat and his mind was as weak as his body was strong.   
Ilidna had been told that he was logging timber in the forests  
and that he would take his breaks near the Trankil Pool.  And so  
she removed her clothing and swam into the pool pretending 
to come across Barrat by chance on her daily swim.  Being naked  
she had no trouble attracting his attention and she filled him  
with stories of how tedious her marriage to Quaath was and how  
she hated his weakness.  But Barat knew of no such weakness,  
to him Quarath was one of the mightiest of the Gods, so as  
his eyes feasted on Ilidna’s body his mouth asked what the  
weakness was.  

 “He will not avenge me”, the Goddess replied.  She then told  
Barrat how the crow Piara had wronged her in the ears of Gron  
but that her husband refused to do what was just.  “I would  
willingly give myself to any one who would do right for me and  
be silent of the deed”, she said with a sigh as she left Barrat  
alone by the pool.  

 Now, a clever God would have sought proof of such story but, 
as I told you earlier, Barrat was not such a God and therefore,  
driven more by the sceptre under his loincloth than the walnut  
inside his skull, he slew Piara the self same night.  And as the life  
drained from her rival, Ilidna took Barrat to her bed and made  
good of her promise.  But when Barat was in the grip of ecstasy  
she also laid a spell on him that would seal his lips forever.

 You might think that this was quite clever of Ilidna, but you,  
like she, would be mistaken.  Not only did Barrat not have the  
ability to cover up his deed, and the other Gods soon were onto  
him, but neither, when they caught him and Gron had used  
all his might to lift the spell, did he possess the ability to lie  
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about what had happened… and more importantly why it had 
happened.  

 And the other Gods made swift work of justice.  Gron exiled  
Barrat to the Cold beyond The All, as he, unlike Barrat, was wise  
enough to see that the simple God had been a pawn in a greater  
game.  He then sentenced Ilidna to endure the same fate as  
she had orchestrated for poor Piara, and Nightath, the blind  
God of Death, swung his black sword before Ilidna could  
enchant Gron’s eyes with her beauty.  

 But when Quarath returned and heard of what had happened  
to his wife, he flew into a rage so ferocious that three Gods died  
just by standing too close to him.  Gron tried to reason with his  
grief stricken brother, but not even Barrat‘s confession could  
soothe Quarath’s blackened mind and he challenged all the  
other Gods and Goddesses to combat.  

 And so, my foreign friend, we return to Quarath standing in  
The All with his battle sword chipped and bloodied.  One by one  
he had sent the other Gods to the realm beyond what can be seen, 
and with each victory he had grown in strength.   He now stood  
in his pitch-black armour at the centre of The All so powerful  
that he drew everything toward him.  Nor light nor element  
could escape his grasp.  And The All fell silent and grew dark  
as he consumed everything within it.  When victory was finally 
his, he looked down at his children with the only flicker of love 
that was left in him.  

 But as with all parents, Quarath favoured one of his  
children more than the other, only slightly you understand,  
but it was enough for Nardaeth to be aware of.  He had his ill  
temper from his father and his jealous mind from his mother.   
It was a very powerful combination as you can imagine.  
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 While Nirith was fair and mild, Nardaeth was dark and brutal,  
and when he detected a hint of a smile as his father’s gaze left 
his son and found rest on his daughter, he flew into a rage that 
much rivalled his father’s.  Nardaeth grabbed an axe strapped to  
Quarath’s armour and landed the first strike.  An almighty roar  
echoed through The All as father and son clashed.  Such was the  
ferocity with which they attacked and counter attacked that they  
were soon enveloped in a whirling sphere of pulsating fire that  
lasted for a whole Time.  But when Nardaeth finally found  
a way trough his father’s defences, he landed a blow that made  
the sphere burst like a weak sheep’s bladder with fermented  
Carinian Wine, and a maelstrom of fire and sparks spread across 
The All faster than clouds scattered by the winds of the Storm 
Islands.  

 And when The All fell silent once again, Quarath lay mortally 
wounded by Nardaeth’s feet.  The only sound to be heard in The 
All was Nirith’s tears shattering like small spheres of the purest 
glass as they hit the ground.  “What have you done, my brother?” 
she asked with a voice that drew a cry of utter despair from the 
tallest of mountains and the hardest of stones.  

 Nirith knelt down by her father’s side and brushed the blood 
and the sweat from his brow and kissed his bruised forehead.  
With a final effort Quarath opened his eyes and looked at his  
beloved daughter.  “I was once the God of Life”, he said with  
trembling lips “Make me that again and my love for you shall live 
forever” and then his last breath left him.  

 Nirith then took his heart, breathed fire into it, and placed it in 
the sky as a bright burning star to bring warmth to The All.  She 
bent and shaped his remains, covered in green and blue marks 
from the bruising battle, into a ball.  She placed it at the centre of 
The All and called it an Earth.  
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 Then she caught her father’s last breath and created the 
first of the Earth People and called them Mahri, The Breath.   
 And the breath was so plentiful that there was enough for  
twenty-seven Mahri and, because that last breath had been freed  
of fear and full of love, the Mahri were immortal.  

 Having fulfilled her father’s dying whish, Nirith then turned 
to Nardaeth with a deep sadness in her eyes.  “You shall forever 
walk in the shadow of the Earth, and I in the light, and we shall 
never see each other ever again”, she said and turned her back on 
the brother whom she once loved more than life itself.  Stricken 
by guilt and regret, Nardaeth gathered his father’s black armour 
and brought it to the shadows of the Earth.  There he began to 
shape it into the Halls of the Underworld.  

 As he worked on the dark side of the Earth, he struggled to 
see what he was doing.  But then he noticed that his tears, full of  
sorrow and longing for his sister, were inhabited by a pale light.  
He harvested one of them and placed it in the dark sky above to 
bring a little brightness to the shadows.  But the tear slowly leaked 
and so, when there was almost nothing left, Nardaeth would  
replenish it with another thus always keeping the light in the  
darkness.  

 And when the Halls of the Underworld finally stood finished  
Nardaeth found that a pool of Quarath’s blood had run off the  
armour and had gathered at the centre of the Underworld as a 
calm black sea… the Sea of Blood.  He scooped up a handful and 
from that Nardaeth created the Second Earth People, and called 
them Man, The Blood.  But as Quarath’s blood had been spilled 
in battle and in anger, Man were mortal.  

 And so the Twin Gods hold dominion over the Worlds and 
every day Nirith walks her beloved sun across the heavens to 
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bring light and warmth to the Earth, and every night Nardaeth 
lifts his pale Tear up in the skies so Man can find their way in the 
darkness.

I asked Navithian to pause for a little while for me to be able to catch  
up with his story.  I also had to grind more ink and brought out the  
implements from my shoulder bag.  While I did so, Navithian began 
to hum an old tune that I remembered my mother’s mother sing to 
me.  It much endeared me to the old man as I realised that he is not 
just an icon to our order and a legend but also simply a man.  Just 
before I was ready he continued but I couldn’t bring myself to stop 
him. 

 I know that these are but fables to most but as a Dah Rai they  
are the very fabric of my being.  Stories run through my veins like  
blood runs through yours and now, before those corridors of  
life get too narrow, the tales spill out of me like wine poured  
by a man dreaming in the day into an already full cup.  

 For countless Times the Dah Rai have scoured the Earth to  
preserve The Memory of Man.  The First of us are still nameless  
but I have read their books and they are a wonder of  
knowledge and stories from the earliest of Times.  These brave  
men and women would wander the Earth and wherever they  
encountered Man they would sup with them and listen to  
their tales.  They recorded so many different stories that ventured  
to explain the powers of Nature, the cruelty of Mankind,  
and the wonder that is Life.  In silence they would sit 
with their notebooks that they made from bark or skins,  
and write everything down exactly as they heard it.  

I thought it best not to let the old man know that as a Dah Rai  
myself I did know of these stories and was just grateful to be able to  
record them again so they could take their rightful place in the  
Second Library.
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 I still vividly remember the first time I was sent away from 
the Great Library, where I had spent ten years learning the  
languages of the Worlds and the ancient Runes of the North  
Kings.  I was nervous… what great stories would I record… what 
insight would I bring back to the Great Library… but my first 
notebook, freshly bound in soft goatskin, rested in my travel  
bag that was slung across my bony shoulder and that gave me 
courage.  

 My route had been laid out by the Elder and went along the  
Banat Valley to take me far into the North.  When darkness  
grew and I could see Nardaeth’s half full Tear rise in the night  
sky I came across two travellers by a small campfire.  By their  
clothing I could deduct that they were from the South but  
it was only when I had accepted their invitation to join them by 
the fire that I realise they were Hassariin.  

 I sense by your breath that you know too well the reputation  
of these skilled Assassins and fully expect this story to end  
badly but you, like myself, would be mistaken.  When yours  
is not the name carved into the soft flat Fralit stone in their  
pocket, the Hassariin turn out to be more hospitable than the 
most experienced Pleasurer… not that I would know, of course, 
but it was the opinion I garnered as I listened to their story.  

 The two men smelled of the sweet wine that comes from 
the high grounds of the Felaxian Plateau and so I asked them if  
that was indeed where they were returning from.  They both 
laughed the hearty laugh of rough men whose reputation and 
survival rely on how manly they look and sound… exactly the 
opposite of what makes it possible for a Dah Rai to get all people 
to open up to them and share their stories… and so the two men 
told me that they had not been to the Felaxian Plateau but to 
Landanill.  
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 They had been hired to settle a dispute between two  
Merchants… by ‘Merchants’ they meant purveyors of Pleasurers  
and by ‘settle’ they meant that they were to kill one of the two… 
probably the one who would offer them the least amount of  
money… but you did not need that clarification I’m sure… the  
unfortunate man who’s name was on their Fralit stone turned  
out to have six hired Swords at his side, but even that was not  
enough to save him from the Hassariin… it occurred to me that  
you might have less of a chance the more men you hire to  
protect you, for the Hassariin in front of me, their smiling faces 
lit up by the fire, seemed to thirst for and be bolstered by such 
challenges. 
 
 The Merchant who had hired them owned a Fux’Tenor, a  
House of Pleasure, in Landanill, and after they had disposed of  
his rival that is where the two Hassariin turned up to be paid.  

 Now, this should have been a simple matter you might 
think… that is what I thought… but we would both be wrong, 
for if that was all there was to the story it would hardly be worth  
breaking ink in my first notebook for… as it turns out the rival  
Merchant did not have the money to pay for the Fralit, which 
was a foolish thing, but as the Hassariin lay a sharp dagger to his 
throat, the panicking thin man made them an offer “I will have  
the money for you before the next full Tear appears in the sky…  
until then you will each have a new woman, or man, to warm  
your beds every night”.  

 The Hassariin are not, and this they pointed out to me in  
the most serious tone, in the habit of making deals.  But the offer  
was too tempting, and they accepted but added that he would  
most certainly not be able to make another deal should this one 
fail.  
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 So as Nardaeth’s Tear filled in the night sky, the two men learned 
the art of pleasure from a string of women… they did divulge  
some of their… wisdom… a little too eagerly… among other  
things they claimed to have acquired the ability to… taste… 
which province a woman came from, which both baffled and  
appalled me and I did not include that in my account… you must 
remember that I was a very young man then… no matter…  after  
twelve nights the Merchant was running out of Pleasurers and,  
as he did not have the money either, he sent only one woman  
to the Hassariin’s bedroom the next night.  She was called  
Elefaitis and when the two men complained about the prospect  
of sharing her, she announced “there is enough woman in me  
to pleasure four men!”  And according to the Hassariin, who were  
now giggling like had they smoked the dried leaves from the  
Agahn Valley, there was!  Her breasts, they told me, were larger  
than sacks of grain, each thigh was the size of a wild boar,  
and her belly had ripples so big that you, as they put it,  
“could ram your notebook in between them with no hope  
of ever getting it out of there!”  While I struggled with the  
image, the Hassariin fell over laughing… to this day I am 
not sure whether they were laughing at me or at her… but in  
conclusion, there was indeed enough for the two men.  

 There was however also a knife in the sleeve of her tunic and  
if one of the two men had not drunk more than he could hold,  
and therefore woke up in the middle of the night, they would not  
have been sitting there telling me the story.  As it turns out, a  
drunk Hassariin who has just woken up is still too much for even  
the biggest of women, and Elefaitis soon lay dead on the white 
night sheets.  

 The two men mused over the fact that she was not only the  
biggest woman they had ever seen but also had more blood in  
her than any man they had ever slayed.   Within a few moments  
the Hassariin had brought the Merchant to the bedroom too 
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and made him watch as they carved up the huge woman  
from chin to navel with their legendary Kahrlian knives.  Then 
they stuffed the screaming thin Merchant inside the body  
and sewed her up again. They placed the macabre display on  
the steps of the Fux’Tenor with a note that warned anyone  
not to let the Merchant out or face the same fate.  They later 
learned that it had taken four days for him to die and that his  
cries for help had echoed out of Elefaitis’ dead mouth and had  
gradually turned into a whimper as her rotting corpse slowly 
drowned him.  At this point the two men had laughed themselves 
hoarse, so they gulped down a huge measure of Felaxian wine,  
which I assume they had stolen from the Merchant’s Fux’Tenor,  
and rolled up in their thick capes by the fire.  Before I knew it  
they were snoring louder than pigs in a pile of mud on a hot  
summer’s day.  

 Inking the end of the story I had to add to the beginning that 
neither would you want to be the name on the Fralit stone, nor 
be the one who asked for that name to be written on it without 
the means to pay.  Under Nardaeth’s Tear I finished writing my  
account and I could not believe that such a gory and cruel story  
yet told with such enjoyment would be the very first to be  
put to ink in my virgin notebook… now of course I know that  
there are far worse tales in the Ninth Corridor in the North  
Wing, but it was a different time then… a different time  
indeed… yes… and thinking back on that story I cannot but  
wonder what might have been, had we had the means to  
employ such talented craftsmen as the two Hassariin at the  
Great Library.  One thing is for sure, the Dah Rai had learnt  
nothing from the endless tales of war in the Fourth Corridor  
of the East Wing, and they fell where the Faculty’s soldiers  
found them standing.  

 My first thought was the safety of the Dah’Phar and I ran  
through the small passages in between the Corridors that only  
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few of us knew how to find.  You see, looking down the corridors,  
the endless rows of notebooks created an illusion of solid  
impenetrable walls.  But when you explore the Wings like I 
have, you would find little spaces between the shelves just large  
enough for a man to get through.  That knowledge was what 
saved me that day.  Do forgive me that I keep talking about the 
‘Faculty’, as you probably do not even know what they were.  But 
in those days the Five Masters were the Faculty that oversaw  
the appointment of the Nuh’Mahri and their companions.  
Now, of course, they call themselves the Kah’Nath, the Thought 
of the Gods, and claim to be the ‘Eye of Justice and the Mouth  
of Truth’, which I must confess still does not ring true in my old 
ears.  Something happened to them that I am not yet able to 
explain… something… strange… happened… forgive me, my 
mind wandered… again.

The old man asked me for some more water and I went outside to 
fill the chipped clay cup.  Nardaeth’s Tear had risen in the sky and 
bathed the valley below the mountain in a pale bluish hue.  The 
silence was beautiful and I enjoyed a few gulps of the sweet night air 
before I went back inside the cave.  Grateful Navithian accepted the 
clay cup that I gently lay to his dry old lips.  The water did him well 
and soon he continued his account. NOTE: can the Five Kah’Nath 
Masters be the same five Masters of the Faculty?

 To understand what lay behind the actions of the Faculty, 
the Kah’Nath, you have to look back to the story of how the 
Nuh’Mahri came to be.  

 The fair Goddess Nirith had built a magnificent palace for 
the Mahri to live in.  It was called Nath’Tenor, the House of the 
God, and was the most wondrous place on the Earth. The halls 
were higher than mountains, wider than oceans, and the columns  
that held the ceilings were made of the purest gold.  The gardens 
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that surrounded the palace stretched out as far as you could see  
and wherever you would walk there would always be shade and 
a cool stream to soothe you.  The Mahri spent their days in  
conversation with the trees and the plants.  The plants would 
teach them their healing powers and the trees would tell them of  
minerals and other treasures deep within the ground that their 
roots would know of.  And the Mahri would share this knowledge 
with each other at huge banquets in Nirith’s Main Hall.  

 One of the Mahri had a more curious mind than all the  
others.  He was the last to be formed out of Quarath’s final breath  
and he was called Ardamehd and he travelled further than  
any of the other Mahri in search of knowledge in the gardens  
of Nath’Tenor.  It was clear that no one else had been as far away  
from the Palace as him, as the paths became more and more  
narrow until they were completely taken over by the  
undergrowth.  The trees and bushes there did not talk to him  
and after a while only sinewy coarse grass covered the ground  
and Ardamehd found himself without any shade from Nirith’s 
beloved sun.  And yet he travelled further until he reached the  
end of the gardens where a Wall blocked his path.  The Wall 
seemed higher than the eye could reach and so smooth that you 
could use it for a mirror.  

 Ardamehd therefore returned to Nath’Tenor with an  
unsatisfied curiosity that had only grown for each step he had  
taken toward the Palace.  He walked right up to the Goddess,  
who sat on her throne in the middle of the greatest of the Halls, 
and asked to be allowed to go beyond the Wall to see what  
lay there.   As a hush sprung from Mahri to Mahri feasting  
in the hall, the Goddess rose from her golden seat and laid a 
gentle hand under Ardamehd’s bearded chin.  “The Mahri have 
what they need within the Wall and what lies beyond need not  
concern them”, she said with a soft voice that still would have  
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made even the fiercest of the Tharnis Giants obey her.  The other 
Mahri returned to their feast, Nirith to her throne, and that was 
the end of the matter.  

 Well, my foreign friend, it would have been the end of the  
matter had Ardamehd been a Tharnis Giant but, as we know, he 
was not and therefore the matter did not die there… I think also 
every mother that has ever forbidden a child to do something 
would know that it would not end there… but I guess Nirith was 
the first mother in a sense and therefore would be excused for not 
knowing any better. 
 
 And so the very next day Ardamehd walked into the gardens  
and sought out the tallest of all the trees, Miffel. “If I wanted to  
climb to the very top of your crown, deaest Miffel, but whished  
not be so disrespectful as to step on your branches, how would I  
achieve such a deed?” he asked the giant tree.  After a pause, in  
which Ardamehd ate his midday meal and drank a measure or  
two of wine, Miffel answered, “you would bid the Ivy grow up  
my side and anchor in my crown, and then you would hoist  
yourself up with your hands”, he said in a voice that sounded like  
bark crackling in the heat of the summer sun.  But Ardamehd 
fully understood and thanked the tall old tree for the very useful 
knowledge.  And the following day he asked for a sapling from the 
Ivy, placed it carefully in his pocket, and then wandered off to the 
Wall where he planted the Ivy and bid it climb to the top.  

 Now you might think, “but the Wall was so enormously tall  
that it would take many years for the Ivy to reach the top!”  And you  
would be right.  But remember that the Mahri were immortal  
and with immortality comes vast patience.  And so Ardamehd 
waited for nearly a Time until the Ivy told him that she had  
reached the top of the Wall.  At the night feast in Nirith’s Main Hall  
Ardamehd filled not only his stomach but also his pockets with  
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food and wine and the very next morning he arose early and made  
his way to the Wall.  The Ivy had indeed reached the top and soon  
so had Ardamehd.  He thanked the Ivy for her service and bade  
her unfix her roots.  He then cast the Ivy over the other side of  
the Wall, slowly lowered himself to the ground, and now stood  
completely aghast at the world in front of him.  This was still  
the Earth, but nothing like what was on the other side of the  
Wall behind him.  As far as his eye could see there was nothing  
but a barren land scorched by Nirith’s relentless sun.  He gathered  
a few dry yellow blades of grass and made himself a hat to get  
some relief from the heat above, and then he wandered off  
determined to explore this new world.  After a long while,  
Ardamehd stopped in a small ravine and rested his aching back  
up against a rock that also provided much needed shade.  He 
ate the food and he drank the wine he had brought and then he 
closed his eyes that had gone dry in the sun.  

 How long he had been asleep he did not know but he was  
awoken by a voice that said,  “Now, what have we got here?”    The  
answer stuck in Ardamehd’s throat as he looked into the  green eyes  
of the huge Lathwolf slowly walking toward him.  He had never  
seen an animal let alone a beast like this before, and fear  
entered the mind of the Mahri for the first time.  Retreat was  
impossible because of the rock behind him and he wasn’t sure 
how immortality would fare in a fight against this six-legged 
monster.  

 Just as the Lathwolf prepared to attack, a barrage of small stones  
hit it on the head.  Shadows emerged above Ardamehd, chanting  
grunts rose and echoed among the rocks, and the attack on the  
beast intensified.  The Lathwolf had enough and ran for safety.  
 
 Ardamehd rose from his hiding place and was struck by what 
met his eyes: 
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a handful of people, only half the size of himself, their skin  
leathered from enduring Nirith’s sun unprotected, their hair  
coarse and straw like, and their bodies only covered with small  
pieces of skins.  Their grunts sat at the very back of their throats  
and the ‘language’ they spoke was nothing Ardamehd had  
encountered before... and he understood even the rough thorn  
bushes in Kahri’Tenor and was able to hold a conversation with  
them.  

 But Ardamehd was not nearly as struck by the look of the  
Strangers as the Strangers were by the look of him.  Often when you  
encounter foreigners you measure them by your own standards  
and completely forget that you are in fact the stranger, which over  
the Times has given rise to many a misunderstanding and war.  

 You can imagine the Strangers’ surprise at seeing this giant  
rising in front of them, his head crowned by a golden halo, for 
that was the effect of the sun shining through the yellow grass 
hat.  All the Strangers fell to their knees in awe and fear of this 
apparition… I have read accounts of a people in the furthest  
region of the South that to this day worships The Haloed Giant  
and Mihal ‘the wanderer’ has speculated that it is indeed  
Ardamehd that they refer to… fascinating how these fables lead  
to different beliefs even though they spring from the same 
source… forgive me…  Ardamehd motioned the Strangers to 
stand again and after a while they did so and motioned him to 
follow them.  

 They led him through the land and finally into a small  
valley with a muddy lake in the middle, who’s banks bore witness 
of times where there had been three times the water in it.  And  
the Mahri was shocked by what he saw.  Accustomed as he was to  
the sweet life in Kahri’Tenor, the food, the drink, the clothes, his  
mind struggled to process this new world.  The Strangers lived in  
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small caves carved into the soft rocks by nature, washed and  
drank from the same water, ate roots straight from the ground,  
and consumed the meat from the animals they managed to  
catch with their bare hands straight from the bones.  At night 
they huddled together in their caves to stay warm, as they did not 
know the art of making fire.  For four days Ardamehd observed  
the Strangers and their struggle to stay alive.  He witnessed births  
and deaths that were treated equal and as trivial as breathing  
and he never encountered a single Stranger who had risen  
above the toil of simply staying alive.  

 On the fifth day Ardamehd said his goodbyes and walked  
back to the Wall, climbed up the Ivy, and down the other side.  In a  
deep sadness he passed the trees and plants in the gardens of  
Nath’Tenor and a murmur spread among them, as they 
had never seen a Mahri in a state like this before.  Again  
Ardamehd walked through the Main Hall and only stopped 
at the base of Nirith’s throne.  “Who are the Strangers beyond 
the Wall?” asked Ardamehd. “They are Man, my brother’s  
children,” replied the Goddess.  “But if they are his breath why  
does he not care for them?” demanded the Mahri, “they have 
no shelter, no knowledge of fire, they die of disease and hunger  
and war, they are hunted by six-legged monsters that have never 
set foot here, and he cares not?”  Nirith rose from her throne “I 
cannot tell you my brother’s thoughts” she said and walked to 
the furthest doorway.  “But can you not give them what you have 
given us?” Ardamehd’s bold question stopped the Goddess by  
the door.  Slowly she turned and her eyes were darker than the 
Mahri had ever seen.  “First you disobey my wishes and travel  
beyond the Wall and then you dare ask me for favours?”  The 
question echoed in the Main Hall and though Ardamehd was 
young he still knew when to keep quiet and with his silence the 
Goddess left.  But the other Mahri gathered around Ardamehd 
and heard his tales of the Strangers beyond the Wall.  And they 
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were moved, and they cried, and they wondered what to do… 
and… and… forgive me.

Navithian coughed for a long while and it was clear to me that he 
did not have long on in this World.  And yet I could not bring my-
self to hurry him.  I asked him if he needed rest but he replied that 
it would be better to continue now that “the babbling brook is still 
running”. NOTE: Look up the root of the Ovinien Flower in Quint-
en ‘the long nosed’ notes on Healing Plants, Fourth Shelf, back of 
Lower Corridor, for its ability to ease an infected chest. 

 The next morning when Nirith entered the Main Hall she 
was met by all twenty-seven Mahri standing in a circle around 
her throne.  She walked up the marble steps and sat down.  After  
a pause Ardamehd stepped forward and said “I stand before  
you almighty Nirith, keeper of the sun, shepherd of life, and ask  
that you will forgive my disobedience and my too brave  
behaviour this last night”.   And Nirith smiled and forgave him. 

 Then the eldest of the Mahri stepped forward.  She was called  
Gaiamehr and was the first to step out of Quarath’s breath. “We  
have all heard the tales of Ardamehd’s travels, and his  
encounter with the Strangers beyond the Wall, and it has 
moved us deeply”, she said in a voice that gently crept up the  
steps toward Nirith and landed softly on the Goddess’ ear.   
“We understand that you wish not to interfere with your  
brother’s breath, but we ask that you urge your brother to teach 
the Strangers that which you in your kindness and wisdom has 
taught us”.  

 But the flattery did not make it all the way up the steps  
before Nirith burst out of her throne.  “I have not spoken to my 
brother since the day he killed our father and I will not do so 
ever again!”  Her voice forced a silence to descend on the Main 
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Hall and neither Ardamehd nor Gaiamehr dared speak for a 
long while.  But such was the Mahri’s concern for what they had 
heard about the Strangers that Gaiamehr stepped forward once 
again.  “Forgive me my most just Goddess for my ill-considered  
suggestion”, she ventured and waited for a slight nod from Nirith 
before she proceeded.  “In your great wisdom you have given us, 
the Mahri, all that nature can provide and I ask you, daughter of 
the God of Life, the great Quarath from whose breath we were 
born, will it not be the greatest gift to your Earth to let us journey 
beyond the Wall and teach all things living that which you have 
taught us?”  

 But Nirith flew into a rage that Nath’Tenor had never known.  
She forbade the Mahri to ever set foot beyond the Wall, warned 
them never to mention the Strangers or her brother ever again, 
and then raised the Wall to the edge of the sky so no living thing 
could hope to scale it.  

 The Mahri did not feast that evening but gathered in their 
Night Hall to hold council.  And the Mahri found them selves in  
an impossible situation.  On the one hand the very knowledge  
of the Strangers and their plight meant that if the Mahri  
did nothing they would be responsible for the Stranger’s  
continued suffering.  On the other hand the Mahri owed  
everything to their Goddess and to go against her will seemed 
unthinkable.  In the midst of the council, Ardamehd walked to 
the centre of the circle and the other Mahri fell silent.  “Nirith  
has forbidden us to set foot outside the Wall, and we wish not  
to defy her, but we came from the Breath and breath travels  
without feet”, he said and looked to Gaiamehr.  

 After a moment of contemplation Gaiamehr spoke and said, 
“We shall once again become breath”, and when Nirith’s sun 
had done his work the Mahri walked to the foot of the Wall.   

28 29

Christopher Dane Navithian - the last Holder of the hands



They formed a perfect circle and one by one closed their eyes in 
deep meditation.  And one by one they dissolved into a golden 
mist and, light as the air, they drifted over the Wall and spread out 
across the Worlds to bring Nirith’s gift to Man.  

But as Nirith placed her beloved sun in the sky the next morning,  
she soon found that the Mahri had gone and, even though the  
great tree Miffel told her how the Mahri had turned them selves  
into Spirits and therefore had not set foot beyond the wall, she 
destroyed Nath’Tenor with one blast of her anger.  The Palace 
crumbled and turned into a mound of dust.  The Wall sank into 
the ground and the void it left filled with water from the oceans. 
 
 Nath’Tenor is said to have been what we now know as the island  
of Qua, where you to this day, unless the Kah’Nath have reached  
that far will find twenty-seven statues standing in a perfect circle.   
It is said that it was the First North King who had them made but,  
even though I have not seen them with my own eyes, I suspect  
they are much older than that.  The great fortune I have had to  
be appointed the Elder of the Dah Rai is also my greatest  
tragedy for it robbed me of the chance to go to these wondrous  
places and see these mind boggling sights for myself.  Instead  
I have had to be content with reading about them in the  
numerous notebooks that tell of the site where the statues stand.   
The last mention is in a book by Larsil ‘the north man’, who  
writes that you can now only see the heads of these magnificent  
carved statues of the Mahri because the rest has been buried by 
the sands of the Times but, as Larsil describes it, that means you 
can now look into their detailed carved eyes and even though you 
know it is but stone you feel you can see the deep wisdom these 
legends possessed.  What a sight that must be…. yes, indeed… 
now it is too late for me… forgive me, where was I? 

I needed a moment to remind myself, as I had been swept away in 
the story, but eventually I was able to remind him that we were at 
the point where the Mahri had been in Council and decided to be-
come breath and scale the wall.
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 Oh, yes, we were talking about Nirith and her destruction of 
Nath’Tenor, which brings my thoughts back to the Great Library.   
The Library was designed in the image of a Dragonfly, a favourite  
of Laghnaril, the wife of the Third North King.  She had always  
loved the legend that the Dragonfly was a loyal companion of 
the real Dragons that lived in the Ancient Times… I have read in 
the First Books that Dragons did indeed exist and was once great 
friends of Man, but that Man turned against them… much like 
what happened to us… here in the Time of the Dragon no less… 
forgive me, my thoughts are ahead of my tongue.  

 The four Wings each had twenty Corridors, and each  
Corridor was longer than ten Palythian War Galleys moored bow  
to rudder.  Were it not for the fire in the huge iron braziers that  
stood between the ornate bronze doors at the very back of each  
Wing, you would not be able to see the end of them. I shall  
never forget the musty smell of the hundreds of  
thousands of ink-covered pages that filled each shelf in the  
Corridors.  Every time I put my hands to a piece of paper  
the scent brings me right back to the very first time I stood 
at the entrance to the North Wing as a young Nuh’vi or Ink  
Bearer... fascinating that smells can do that... transport you  
through time and space... the sheer scale of the building 
was almost too much to fathom for a boy who had grown 
up in a small village where the tallest building did not  
surpass the oak in the middle of it.  Countless are the hours I  
have spent in this greatest of buildings and I am sure I have the 
lack of natural light to blame for the state of these eyes…  
trying to translate the often minute writing in the First Book’s  
original tongue into that of the North King’s, having only an oil  
lamp to light up the pages, was at times very painful and I… oh,  
forgive me, my foreign friend… the layout of the Great Library…  
yes, the four Wings led into the Central Hall, where my  
brothers worked tirelessly on both translating the notebooks  
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of older Times and cataloguing the new notebooks from our  
brothers out in the Worlds.  At the back of the Central Hall was  
the ‘Tail’, our sleeping quarters, and at the head end was an  
arched doorway that led into a round domed gallery where  
my desk stood guard at the entrance.  It was called the Elder  
Gallery and held the most important and most ancient of  
our notebooks, and in the middle of this domed wonder stood  
the six-sided stone shrine called the Kahri’Nah, the Tomb of  
the King, that guarded our most sacred book of all, the Dah’Phar.
  
 On top of the monument rested a sarcophagus that contained  
the remains of the Third North King, for it was he that built the 
Great Library for the Dah Rai to use as a home for our notebooks.   
The sarcophagus was made of the purest silver standing on  
ornately carved ivory Lathwolf legs with one continuous inlaid  
line of amber orbiting it more than a hundred times.  From the  
line sprung little bursts of leaves made of precious green stones  
and the effect was a dazzling tribute to the Ivy that had enabled  
dear Ardamehd to ultimately bring knowledge to Man.  

 Running into the Central Hall I asked the few frightened 
brothers who had gathered there if they had seen soldiers, and 
found that none had been spotted in the North Wing.  It was 
then that I took on Nirith’s role of destructor and ordered my  
fellow Dah Rai to block all the entrances to the Central Hall,  
except that of the North Wing.  As I listened to the bursts of thunder  
rolling through the Corridors when shelves crumbled to the 
ground and the notebooks created mountains of paper blocking  
each Wing, my watering eyes found a little refuge in the splendour 
of the North King’s tomb.  It reminded me of how lucky we had 
been with their rule… a rule that might had come to an end that 
night for all I knew… it also reminded me of the accounts of the  
funeral customs of the old people of the North.  Since the Kings 
came down from the North and created Alathia we have laid them 
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to rest in elaborate tombs, but in the ancient Times it was very  
different.  There is said to have been a sacred lake at the centre 
of the Land in the North, called Esbur, and when a King died the 
people would build an island in the middle of the shallow lake.  
The island would be made out of tree trunks and for the most 
popular of the Kings there could be thousands of them.  When 
the island was deemed to be at an appropriate size and height, the 
King’s body would be placed on the top of the cone shaped island.  

 He would be laid there along with a Horse, a Boar, a Wolf, a  
Stag, and an Eagle as they were believed the most honourable  
of all the animals, and guardians of the noble virtues strength,  
courage, respect, honesty, and wisdom that the King would need  
in the next world… these animals,you know, are still pictured  
on our coins to remind us of those virtues… if I had one I would  
show you, but alas all I have is my memory and no one will  
pay coin for that… forgive me… the island… yes… and at  
sunset, when all was arranged according to ritual, a flotilla  
of small boats would set out from the shore to surround the  
island.  A woman holding a torch would stand at the bow of each 
of them and set the island on fire from all around the water’s 
edge.  

 This was all done is complete silence… the beauty of it is almost  
too much to even imagine… the last rays of the sun kissing the King 
one final time, the flames reflecting in the mirror like surface of  
the lake, the boats circling the island before returning to  
the shore… it must have drawn tears from even the hardest of the  
King’s warriors when it can make my sore old eyes water now… as 
the flames climbed toward the King’s body, a single horn blower  
on the shore would start a drawn out one-note melancholic tune.  
And as the fire reached higher one by one other horns would 
join in.  Some on the same note while others would be layering 
the tune.  Some islands would burn for days and some for much  
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longer and the tune could be played by hundreds of horns.  At 
the height of the burning, the light could be seen far and wide 
and when it was spotted, beacons on the mountain tops would 
be set ablaze to carry the message “The King is Dead” to all in 
the Land.  The heat from the burning island would make the  
surrounding water boil and when it finally imploded into the  
water, a huge column of white smoke and steam would rise and,  
as the horns fell silent and the beacons would be quelled, the  
people knew there was a new King leading their Land.  

 In one of the early notebooks I read that when the ruler called 
‘The Noble’ died, more than twenty thousand of his people  
gathered on the shores of Esbur and they refused to leave until  
the fire had consumed the entire island and the water had  
claimed the King’s ashes.  According to the book, the pyre lasted  
over half a Tear and in all that time the people had no food  
but only drank the water of the sacred lake to stay alive.  He must  
have been some King… a worthy leader… noble indeed… not  
like the Ninth North King who was considered, well, shall we  
say an ‘unlikely’ leader… the strange thing about him was that 
he was born with only one… oh, do forgive me, I am getting lost 
in the delta again… let me return to that day… yes… when the 
Central Hall fell silent I ordered my fellows to make their escape 
through the North Wing.  Jamon ‘the sour faced’ handed me  
the Four Keys he had hidden the night before and then ran  
down the dark Seventh Corridor.  I urged my Nuh’vi called  
Narnonee, a girl of only 11, to save herself but she refused to  
leave.  The last to flee was Hardan ‘the hairless’, one of the Dah  
Rai assigned as the King’s Scribes, and he was pale as a night  
sheet that had soaked in limestone water for weeks as he  
stood there before me.  He tore a page from his notebook, an 
unimaginably desperate thing for a Dah Rai to do, and placed 
it in the palm of my hand.  “These are the last words of the 
Fourteenth North King”, he said, “Make them safe in the 
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Dah’Phar”.  He half whispered the words as he scanned the  
Central Hall for danger.  And his fears weren’t disappointed for  
at that moment more than twenty soldiers broke through the 
West Wing barricade of shelves and books and headed straight 
for us.  “Save the Dah’Phar!” yelled Hardan as he raised his staff 
over his head and ran toward the advancing soldiers.  

 His incredible courage filled my mind and hastened my 
steps as Narnonee and myself ran to the Kahri’Nah to unlock 
the door.  Sweat pebbled down my forehead and my hands 
trembled like poplar leaves in the wind and, as I looked up on 
the inscription above the door, USE BOTH HANDS, I prayed 
that I would indeed be able to do that when the time came.  
Then I heard screams behind me.  My first thought was that 
Hardan had read some of the ancient books recorded in the  
Califtapar Province and thereby had acquired the talents of the 
Pit.  But the screams were from men dying, not moans of men  
being struck by a staff, so I turned to see what was happening  
behind me.  

And there I saw him, the Mahri Rai, majestically engaging the  
Elite Kah’Nath soldiers with his scimitar like sword, cutting  
through them with the ease and speed of a swallow hunting for  
insects sailing though the air swiftly changing direction to  
find its prey.  He moved so fast that his tunic seemed to leave a  
blurred trail of blue throughout the Hall.  Soon the soldiers lay  
strewn on the cold stone floor.  The Mahri Rai dislodged more  
shelves and once again sealed up the West Wing entrance. “Who  
are you?” I enquired of the imposing figure.  “Karn”, he said with  
the same simplicity that marked his fighting skills and without  
taking his eyes away from the North Wing. He looked to me  
and Narnonee and said,  “You must lock the Dah’Phar”.   
I replied that I would return quickly and that we would then  
travel north.  But Karn stopped me with a strong hand on my  
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shoulder and said,  “no escape lays that way”.  I looked to the  
still open entrance to the North Wing but before I could make  
out the words that would call his into question, I saw the  
red plumes emerging out of the darkness.  “Do what you must”,  
said the Mahri Rai as he sliced the bronze shelves with his sword  
and a cascade of ancient books fell to the ground and blocked  
the entrance to the Elder Gallery.  

 I know now that the Kah’Nath had kept back from the North  
Wing on purpose, hoping that we would bring the Dah’Phar  
out that way, and that the brothers I sent through there did not  
stand a chance of escaping.  What I regret the most about my  
near blindness is that I cannot see their reflexion in the night  
sky any more.  It is believed, you see, that when our souls take 
flight after our mortal vessel runs aground, Nardaeth will  
take them to the Halls of the Underworld.  There he will lay  
them to rest on the banks of the Sea of Blood and they will cast  
their reflection into the black surface and appear next to  
Nardaeth’s Tear…  so when you look up into the night sky  
you will find all those that have gone before lighting the path 
for us who have to follow… it saddens me that I cannot see 
my brothers anymore… a sense of loss I have only felt the first 
time I went to the Xiliad Plateau to see the Kirri’Daeth Forest...  
the Army of the dead.  The trees stand there on the otherwise  
barren ground like pieces on a chessboard or a Dohl’Leg  
game-hide. Hundreds of thousands of them... and under each  
lies a soldier buried who have fallen in the service of the North  
Kings through all the Times.  Over the years the soldier becomes  
the tree and the tree becomes the soldier.  It is said that it is  
the largest ‘standing’ army in the Worlds... and in ancient  
scriptures that were kept in the Elder Gallery at the Great  
Library it is said that the trees would unfix their roots 
and come to the North King’s aid in a time of the darkest  
danger.  That it did not happen when the Fourteenth North King  
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died was used by the Kah’Nath to convince the people that, even  
though it was their hands on the rudder of Alathia, it was still  
the North King’s spirit that ruled the Lands.  I have spent many a  
time thinking whether Nirith or indeed Nardaeth meant that to  
be the outcome of the Seven Year War.  

I have also often wondered if he, Karn, came out alive from that 
blasted place.  I think he might have for the Mahri Rai were the  
most magnificent among men and women.  Their ancient Order  
came to Alathia with the First North King, who is also said to 
have founded it in order to protect the Nuh’Mahri in his empire  
in the North… the Nuh’Mahri… was I not supposed to… oh, I  
have not told you how they came to be… forgive me, but that  
is important in the understanding of the matter.  

 Once the twenty-seven Mahri Spirits had overcome the  
Wall, they spread out across the Earth to share their knowledge.  
But even though they did not need feet to travel, they needed  
both a voice to enlighten and hands to teach, so each of them  
sought out a suitable host among the Strangers.  One by one the  
Spirits joined with a Stranger and soon all Mankind began to  
enjoy the knowledge that flowed from these teachers.  It is said  
in the legends that Nirith, bent on revenge, came into the  
Worlds to find the Mahri but when she saw the good they  
did she relented and gave them her blessing in the form of a  
Mark on the face of the Strangers who walked with the Spirits.   
But I think it was the Spirits themselves that marked out their 
hosts so that Mankind could know them and seek their help 
wherever they appeared.  In the North King’s tongue they 
were called Nuh’Mahri, the Walkers of the Breath, and for 
many Times they lived among us, and the Times were good.   

 But little by little Man did what Man has always done and  
sought to exploit the Nuh’Mahri, which is why the North King  
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founded the Mahri Rai, the Breath Shepherds, and tasked the  
Faculty with training both the new Nuh’Mahri and the Mahri  
Rai to be worthy of the task that the Spirits chose them to  
do… bring healing, understanding and wisdom to Mankind  
indiscriminate of beliefs, gender and standing… and it was 
all working… until Lord Monfort Darhlmarth came into the  
fray… that man… the darkest of hearts in the darkest of men… 
but I suspect that you know about the evil Lord?

I told him that I did indeed know of Lord Darhlmarth and that it 
was his attack on the King’s Palace that had started the Seven Year 
War and set events in motion that would give rule to the Kah’Nath 
after the death of the Fourteenth North King. I reminded him that 
we were still to discover why it also led to the attack on the Great 
Library.  
 
 And that, my foreign friend, brings us back into the blackness  
of the Kahri’Nah where no sound from the outside could enter  
and the only sound within these thick stone walls was the laboured  
breathing of two frightened people… Narnonee and myself.   
After a while I found my way to the torch by the door and ignited it  
with the Fire Stones on the shelf next to its holder.  

 Narnonee, who had never been inside the Kahri’Nah, gasped  
at the sight of the Dah’Phar sitting on a plinth at the centre of the  
small room.   And I will dare any one not to gasp, as it is the most  
thrilling sight you will ever see, even if you are not a Dah Rai.  
The Dah’Phar itself is protected by a casing made from the  
hardest metal brought out of the ancient mines from the furthest 
parts of the North King’s homeland.  It is absolutely impenetrable  
and I defy even a master of Underly Magic to be able to open it 
let alone remove it from the Kahri’Nah.  The Lock that sits on 
top of the casing is adorned with a relief of a Dragonfly made of  
precious blue, green, and yellow stones.  In each wing, made out  
of the finest Mother of Pearl is a slot that the Four Keys fit into. 
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 I have mentioned the Four Keys… have I not… yes… and each  
night the Four Keys were hidden in the Great Library’s Corridors 
and each morning, when it was time to open the Dah’Phar, they 
would be brought to me by the two Dah Rai who had hid them.  
And every night I would close the casing around the Dah’Phar 
again, turn the Lock, and give the Four Keys to another pair of 
Dah Rai for them to hide.  Now, you might think it a very elaborate  
ritual to protect a book, and you would be right… but the 
Dah’Phar is not just a book.  It is the Document of Truth just  
at it says in the North Kings old tongue.  Every one of the most 
significant events in the Memory of Man and all the most  
important decrees issued in Alathia are noted in the Dah’Phar.   
And that is why it has to be protected by all means, and what none 
other than the Elder would know, is that there is more to the Lock 
than meet the eye.  Not only do you have to insert the Four Keys  
in the correct order but there is a fifth element needed for the 
Lock to work.  The Lock itself is the size of the waist ring of a  
Vaxilonian Dancer, a good two hands full, as thick as four fingers 
on a grown man’s hand, and is the most opulent piece of jewellery 
you have ever seen.  The golden top has hundreds of tiny pearls 
half sunk into it and just above and below the central Dragonfly 
sit two rows of four diamonds.  Most people think of them simply 
as pure decoration, and magnificent they are but… and what I  
tell you now must never be passed on… you see the interlocked 
Hands at the centre of my Elderchain there?  It has always been  
thought that they were a symbol of how the Elder was the Caretaker  
of the notebooks and the Great Library itself.  That the books were 
in ‘safe hands’ you see?  It is also perceived that the inscription  
above the door to the Kahri’Nah… remember USE BOTH HANDS 
was advice to the Elder because the casing was so immensely heavy 
to open.  But that is not the meaning of it.  The hands on the  
Elderchain can be parted and when you place them so each finger 
rests on a diamond and press down gently, the diamonds give 
way and the fingers slot into the four holes until the thumb stops 
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them.  And that is when the Lock activates.  Use both Hands, you 
see?  The Lock sinks into the casing so only the Dragonfly can still 
be seen.  

 What happens then is only known to the ancient Northern  
blacksmiths who made it.  You might have noticed that I said,  
“the Dah’Phar is encased” and not “the Dah’Phar was encased”?   
The simple reason is that the Dah’Phar is still in the  
Kahri’Nah at the Great Library.  I sense by your breath that you  
believed I had taken the Dah’Phar with me that fateful day? 

I told him that it was indeed the perceived theory amongst my peers 
and that, as it is now impossible to get near the Great Library, if it 
even exists this day, we have all pinned our hopes on that idea. 

 But think about it.  Why would I remove it from the one place 
where it is most safe?  Even if the Kah’Nath have been able to open 
the door, they will never be able to open the casing and get to the 
Dah’Phar.  What I did do was to remove the Four Keys and give 
them to Narnonee.  I then ordered her to travel across the Worlds 
and hide them separately.  Just as you are right now, I guess,  
Narnonee looked at me with eyes that said,  “how am I to travel  
anywhere, Elder, when we are trapped in this tomb?”  And if  
you are indeed looking at me like that you, like her, are in for a  
surprise.  You see, the Most Honourable Architect, who created  
the Great Library for the Third North King, had in his wisdom 
thought of the possibility of a day like this day and under the  
floor’s seventh flat stone he had hi self carved out a tunnel and  
told no one but the First Elder of the Great Library, not even the 
King.  A secret that has been passed down from the first of the 
Elders to me, the last.  So both Narnonee and myself escaped 
through the tunnel.  I can still recall how that first gulp of fresh 
night air felt like after crawling through the narrow rank damp 
smelling tunnel.  We both steadied ourselves and then without  
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ceremony parted ways in the night.  I have not seen her again and 
know not whether she lives still.

The old man sank into a long melancholic silence, and I must  
admit that I shared in it.  I now know where the Dah’Phar is, but has  
little hope of ever coming close to it, and I also know how to open 
this most important of books, but has little chance of finding the 
Four Keys needed.
 
 But now you know what happened on that fateful day in the 
Great Library at Kahri’Tenor.  What followed is a story for another  
time.  I am myself still trying to figure it out… my ageing mind  
permitting… yes… but one thing I know is that The Seven Year  
War changed everything.  The lines between good and evil blurred  
and what was once the purest white is now the hue of morning  
fog.  I am no politician, and do not pretend to know matters of  
State, but having been an observer to it all I fear that the Faculty  
was not immune to the poison that had once consumed the  
Goddess Ilidna and brought about the destruction of the Gods.  
Only this time it brought about the destruction of the Mahri.  

 The key to it all is encased in the Dah’Phar of that I am sure.   
I never had time to read the last words of the Fourteenth North  
King but simply placed the torn page from Hardan’s notebook in 
the Dah’Phar just before I locked it.  So I cannot tell you what his 
dying words were and neither can I give you any clues to where 
the Four Keys to the Lock are hidden.  But what I can give you is 
my Elderchain, my blessings for your journey, and the advice that 
has been given to all the Elders of the Dah Rai at the entrance to 
the Kahri’Nah throughout the Times: use both Hands. 

Navithian handed me his Elderchain and closed his milk white 
eyes.  Soon the regular sound of his breath told me that he was  
resting well. I could not help wonder what he would think could 
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he but see the network of tunnels we have built here in Danarcia.  
The few notebooks resting on the simple wooden shelves, and the 
smell of damp rock lingering in these low under ground corridors, 
is far removed from the splendour of the Great Library… but it is a 
start.  I also wondered what he meant by my journey as I had not  
mentioned anything that would lead him to conclude that I was  
going anywhere.  As my thoughts found their way to my notebook I 
felt a gentle hand rest on my knee.  I turned my head to the old man 
in the bed.  Slowly he opened his eyes, looked me and whispered:

 There is a prophecy by Larsil ‘the north man’ that tells of a 
young Nuh’Mahri that will rise out of the Darkness and return  
the Twentyseven to the Worlds… find her and you will find what 
you need.

And just like that it was all clear to me what my purpose in the  
Worlds was to be.   I am Partar, one of the last of the Dah Rai, the new  
Holder of The Hands, and I will find the Four Keys and open the eyes  
of Alathia.  So help me Nirith.
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GLOSSARY OF THE NORTH KINGS ANCIENT LANGUAGE

In the Ancient Language the ‘H’ is silent unless preceded by a ‘T’ or a ‘P’  
(i.e. Kah’Nath is pronounced Ka-Nath and Dah’Phar is pronounced  
Da-Far). The apostrophe used between two words often infers  
the meaning ‘of ‘or ‘of the’ (i.e. Kah’Nath means: Thought of the 
Gods, and Nuh’Mahri means: Walkers of the Breath) and each 
word has a double meaning, for example: 

Arna: Planet or World
Daeth:  Dead or Darkness
Dah:  Paper or Document
Dohl:  Money or Coin
Garth:  Gate or Opening
Kah:  Thought or Idea
Kahri:  King or Ruler
Ki: Speak or Say
Leg:  Play or Game
Lyn:  Branch or Twig
Mahri:  Breath or Life
Nai: People or Mankind
Nath: God or Gods
Nuh:  Walker or Traveller
Man: Blood or Relative
Or:  First or One
Pahr: Truth or Teaching
Rai:  Keeper or Shepherd (also formal title equal to ‘Sir’)
Rith:  Living or Light
Sorath: Foresight or Future
Tenor:  House or Home
Vi:  Ink or Writing
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