The True Blade
Lord Lysander gathered the remnants of the Kingdom of Erathia and formed the new Kingdom of Palaedra, but his greatest threat comes in the form of a knight who claims he is the last surviving member of the Gryphonheart line.  Lysander knows in his heart that this man is lying, so he embarks on a quest accompanied by some new friends to uncover the truth of this usurper's ancestry.



Scenario 1: The Drawing of the Blade
Palaedra is in turmoil after a knight named Sir Worton, claiming to be the Gryphonheart heir and rightful ruler of the kingdom, publicly draws the Gryphonheart Blade from its scabbard (something only a Gryphonheart can do).  Lord Lysander remains in control of Palaedra, but the rebellious knight is gaining popularity.  Some of the nobles have already pledged their allegiance to Sir Worton, and have seized control of four of Palaedra's gold mines to fund his army.

Milton:
"I have been the loyal squire of Lord Lysander for more than twelve years.  My name is not important because history takes no notice of people like me.  Lysander, however, is different.  I have known since I first set eyes on him that he would change the world."


==Lysander==
I have been the loyal squire of Lord Lysander for more than twelve years.  My name is not important because history takes no notice of people such as myself.  Lysander, however, is different.  I have known since I first set eyes on him that he would change the world.

When we first met, Lysander had been a teen with web-thin whiskers on his chin.  I learned later on that he had only been sixteen when Queen Catherine knighted him.  Everyone thought he was older because of his size.  Even then he had been strong-willed and single-minded with an idealistic drive to make the world a better place.

Perhaps if I were a proper historian I would begin my story at the beginning.  I would write of the attack on Lysander's family that separated him from his siblings, killed his parents and forever fueled his hatred for the evil necromancers who performed the deed.  I would tell of his quick rise in the Erathian ranks, and how he became one of Queen Catherine's favorite knights.  Perhaps I would even tell you how he led thousands of refugees through the portals to this new world before the Reckoning claimed the old one.

But I will not.

I will tell you of the events that took place four years after the Reckoning.  Lysander was hard at work making his dream of a utopian kingdom where no one goes hungry and everyone feels safe a reality.  He didn't notice the atmosphere of dissatisfaction brewing in Palaedra.  Too many of the nobles were displeased with Lysander's insistence that we leave the old world and its memories behind and start over.  The nobles who clung to the old ways liked their position in society.  It was probably foolish for Lysander to expect them to just forget.

But then, when Lysander sets a goal for himself, nothing can sway him from his course - not even logic.

Whatever the reason for the rebellion, it was the perfect climate for Sir Worton to appear.  Worton stepped before Palaedra's court and claimed that he was the illegitimate child of King Gryphonheart, and thus the rightful heir of Palaedra as well.  He used Lord Lysander's own argument against him.

All these years, Lysander refused to call himself King of Palaedra because he insisted that since no royal blood flowed through his veins, he didn't deserve to be called King.  Sir Worton's most convincing proof of his identity was the Gryphonheart Blade.  Believed missing or destroyed during the Reckoning, Sir Worton presented the magical weapon to the court.  To everyone's surprise, Worton drew it from its jeweled scabbard.  It is well known that the enchantment forged into that glorious weapon allows only one of Gryphonheart blood to draw it.

Retaining control of Palaedra became difficult for my master after that.  It took all of Lysander's considerable leadership skills to hold on to his position when half the country called for him to step down from the throne.

In the end, Sir Worton and his supporters swore they would take the throne by force if they had to.  War was imminent.


==Fighting Worton==
Weeks later, Lord Lysander departed to retake four gold mines that had been seized by the supporters of Worton.  For some time now, a former knight named Normic and a known thief named Caileen have been in the area.  No doubt, they are behind this sudden seizure of the mines.  It was a smart move on Worton's part using people with no connection to himself to get the nobles in this area to divert the gold away from my lord's coffers.

But still, Sir Worton's claim to the throne continued to bother me.  What if he was the real heir?  So, I asked Lysander why he was fighting Sir Worton's rule.

"Because I don't believe he is a Gryphonheart," Lysander said.

"He drew the Gryphonheart Blade!"

"Yes," he replied.  That was the one piece of evidence he couldn't dispute.

"There is something about Worton that doesn't seem right.  For instance, he says he got the Gryphonheart Blade from the King's Swordbearer who brought it here from Erathia, but where is this Swordbearer?  If Worton were truly a Gryphonheart, wouldn't he have presented this Swordbearer as evidence too?"

"What if you're wrong, my lord?"

"I'm not, Milton.  I know it!"

Among all of his attributes, I think I admired Lysander's confidence more than anything.


==Normic and Caileen==
I was polishing Lysander's breastplate while he studied a map of the area.  Four specific towns had been marked on the map.  Each was located near one of the gold mines that had been captured, and even though he had sent several letters to the nobles ruling those towns, he received no reply.

Lysander's fist came down so hard on the map that he nearly crushed the small, portable table underneath.

"My own people are sending me warnings to stay off their land!  I'd like to throw them all in jail!"

"Why don't you, sir?" I asked.  If he had just mustered all of Palaedra's army, it would've been a simple task.

"I can't!  It's just what Worton wants me to do.  These nobles are too influential.  If I attack their towns, they will call me a usurper and drum up the support they need from the other nobles of Palaedra.  The mines belong to Palaedra, but I gave these men the land they built their towns on.  I can't take it back without alienating myself from everyone."

"You're just going to leave them alone?" I asked, stunned.  Lysander had always been the proactive type.  He never let a problem remain unsolved for long.

"Oh, believe me, if they're foolish enough to march an army against me, I'll teach them a lesson!  I just can't touch their towns.  Not yet!"

"But we're going to take the mines, right?"

"I'm not about to let Worton have that gold.  But Worton's flunkies, Normic and Caileen, are the real problem.  They're criminals as far as Palaedra is concerned.  Once I put them behind bars, the mines should be safe."


==Quest: Old Fisherman==
Proposal
A crossbow bolt flies far across the bow of your ship and you see an old man poke his head out and shout, "Go away you blasted Harpies!"  A woman's voice chimes in, "And I don't want to see any of those Mermaids either!" 

 As a reply you shout, "For that Seaman's Hat on your head we'll get rid of those pesky Harpies and Mermaids!"  

The old woman shouts back,  "Done and done!"

Progress
This time no one pokes their head out the window.  Maybe the old couple is fast asleep, and too deaf to hear your shouting.

Completion
"Well, we figured you'd be getting around for my old hat.  Suppose you earned it, getting rid of those Harpies and Mermaids,"  the old man says.  He and his wife are now sitting pleasantly on their front porch, rocking away.  "Supplies were getting low around here, hard to move about with them always attacking us.  You use this hat in good health, young one," the old man finishes, tossing you the Seaman's Hat.


==Quest: The Gold Mine==
Proposal
Lysander tries to convince the knight commanding this tower that he fights for Palaedra, but the knight isn't convinced.

"I don't care for all this politics!  Men fight over who should be king all the time, and neither side makes any sense.  As far as I'm concerned, there is no king right now!" says the frustrated knight.  Lysander can't blame him for his anger.

"I must pass, sir.  Is there no compromise?"

"Well, there is only one man I truly trust - a friend from my childhood named Proetho.  He'll know which side I should be fighting on.  Bring him along with you and then you can pass."

Progress
"Lord Lysander, you only make a fool out of yourself by not bringing Proetho before me!  You may be an honest soul, but how would I know?  Now, go away!"

Proetho and Adamus
We came to the door of Adamus, a famous holy man and recluse, around noon.  Lord Lysander approached the door himself, unarmed to show the wise priest respect.  I remained behind with the horses, watching closely as the door opened.

The man on the other side took up the entire doorway.  His long, flowing hair fell over his broad shoulders and I noticed some wine stains on his plain tunic at the point where his prodigious stomach bulged against the cloth.

Without even greeting Lord Lysander, the man looked over his shoulder into the house and bellowed, "Adamus!  Another knight has come to supplicate himself before you and beg for your holy wisdom!"

"Tell him to come in!" the soft reply came from the back of the house.

"Well, what's your name, sir knight?" asked the burly man in the doorway.  "I might as well know the name of the man who interrupted my lunch."

I could tell by the position of my lord's shoulders that he was quickly growing impatient with this man, so I dismounted and stepped to Lysander's side.

"He is Lysander, Lord of Palaedra, and you have a rude tongue for a common guard!" I exclaimed.

Surprisingly, the big man laughed at me and gave me a playful nudge on the shoulder.

"Come in - the both of you!" he said.  

The guard swept his arm toward a table in the middle of the room.  Although there were four chairs, there was only one plate adorned with the roasted leg of a boar, a wheel of cheese, a loaf of bread, and some fried potatoes.  Two open bottles of wine sat in the center of the table.

Lysander sat as far from the food as possible.  As I walked by the guard, he bumped my shoulder again.

"I'm twice your weight, sir.  What were you going to do if I didn't let you in?" he said, grinning.  He had teeth like a horse.

"I would've asked you to step outside, sir."

Again, the large man laughed heartily.

The big man served us shares of the food without asking if we wanted to eat.  The slice of boar he slapped on my plate was larger than any normal man could stomach.  Then the guard introduced himself simply as Proetho.  We talked with him about the political situation in Palaedra and explained why we were seeking Adamus's help.  Proetho seemed impressed to have the leader of Palaedra at his table, but still not as impressed as he was with the juiciness of the boar.  We ate what we could of the feast, and then Proetho finished the rest.

Finally, the big man stepped into the back of the house to consult with Adamus.

"Could this man be Adamus?" I asked.  Since we hadn't seen the wise man yet, I was beginning to wonder if he existed.

"I hope not," Lysander said.

A short while later, Proetho appeared again.  He crossed his arms and rested them on the bulge of his belly.

"Adamus is praying and cannot be disturbed right now.  Sorry.  He wants you to know, however, that he is aware of your situation, but that he wonders if you want to retain control of Palaedra for selfish reasons.  Or are you truly a servant of the people as you claim?"

Lysander came to his feet and said, "I am.  I can't prove it yet, but this Sir Worton is trying to steal the kingdom.  He doesn't care about the people!"

"Well, if you're truly the man you say you are, Adamus wants you to retrieve the Ankh of Life.  Bring it here and he will talk to you," Proetho said.

Lord Lysander didn't argue.  He simply nodded and left the house - a new goal in mind.

Proetho and Adamus progress
Adamus' guard, Proetho, came to the door again.  This time, he held a heel of bread soaked in gravy.

"No Ankh, no talk," he said crudely and closed the door.

Cursed Ground
The gruesome scene before us stopped our horses in their tracks.  We could tell by the poor man's expression of pure agony that he had been tortured before they hung him from a tree.  The stench of death clung to the air, and the distant squawking of carrion crows warned us that there were going to be more bodies ahead.

"Cut the body down!" Lysander ordered one of the soldiers.

I turned my head as the soldier chopped at the rope dangling some tragic, bloodless monk only inches from the ground.

Venom Spawn
The venom spawn were waiting for us.  From the look of the place, they had been preparing for some kind of ceremony - perhaps one that would destroy the Ankh of Life.  I knew where the dark, bubbling liquid in the cauldron came from.  I had seen the bodies.

So had Lysander.  He ordered an immediate attack.

Proetho and Adamus completion
The Ankh of Life was still around my lord's neck when we came to Adamus' home.  Even though we paused so we would arrive well after Proetho's midday meal, we found the large man eating honeycakes on the stoop.  He offered us some, but Lysander refused.

"What kind of guard are you, Proetho, sitting around here eating and drinking all the time?" Lysander said with disgust.

Proetho smiled, untouched by his lord's accusations.

"I'm no kind of guard," he said, "I'm a priest!  I copy Adamus' writings and translate them into three languages.  I also cook his meals."

A priest!  I recalled my challenge the first time we met with utter humiliation.  I had come close to punching Proetho for his lack of manners.

Adamus came out at that moment to investigate the voices.  He was a white-haired, middle-aged man who squinted all the time.  Adamus smiled, immediately summed up our relationship with Proetho, and gave the large cleric a knowing look.

"Please, take no offense at my assistant's behavior.  His manner takes some getting used to," Adamus said.  Then to Proetho, he added, "I guess that is why such a healthy young man has come into my care."

Attempting to put the embarrassing matter behind him, Lysander removed the Ankh of Life from around his neck and presented it to the old priest.

"As you asked, Adamus," my lord said.

"Good," Adamus said, taking the Ankh.  I noticed that he did not wear it.  "Among its many powers, the Ankh can help guide its wearer in the right direction.  Tell me, Lord Lysander, do you still want to keep Sir Worton from becoming King of Palaedra?"

"More than anything!" Lysander said.

Finally, Adamus donned the Ankh.

"Then Proetho and I will come along, if you don't mind?"

Completion
You watch as Proetho steps up to the gates of the tower and talks to the knight commander like they were old friends.  Soon, the man drops to one knee and says a prayer.  He stands and asks you, "do you wish to pass through?"


==Caileen==
I watched as Caileen was carried away in shackles.  Surprisingly, she refused to admit who had hired her.  Even when Lysander offered her banishment instead of prison, she kept her mouth closed.

"Put me in jail," she said.  "I'll be out soon."

"With the crimes you've committed, you'll be in there until you're old and gray," Lysander said.

"Who knows?  Maybe another king will come along who is more merciful.  I'm feeling lucky.  I'll risk it," Caileen gloated.

She was counting on Worton winning this war, and whatever deal Worton made with her must be greater than anything Lysander would offer.

"Take her away!" Lysander ordered.


==Quest: Clodman==
Proposal
"Why, yes, I am Clodman.  Why do you ask?"

You shake the old architect's hand.

"Are you retired?" you ask.

"Well, I've sort of been forced into early retirement.  I just completed a wall protecting a gold mine for one of the lords in these parts, but then all these troubles came along with that man who claims to be the Gryphonheart heir.  I was foolish enough to voice my opinion of the man once.  I was beaten and my Dwarven Hammer was stolen!  I haven't worked since."

Realizing that it would be good to have this man on your side, you ask, "If I returned your Hammer to you, would you do a favor for me?  Would you tear down a portion of Clodman's Wall?"

The architect thinks about it for a moment, nods, and shakes your hand.

"I certainly will."

Progress
You knock on the door but no one is home.

Hammer
You see a skinny, middle-aged man training enthusiastically with a Dwarven Hammer.  He's certainly no warrior, so you ask him why he has such a unique weapon.

"This?  I bought it from a merchant who got it from one of the lords of the Wheel.  Why do you ask?" he replies.

"I just noticed it has a name scratched on the head - Clodman, it reads."

"Yeah, I figured he was dead.  Anyway, I need it.  I'm going to kill some black dragons!"

"You?  I don't want to be rude, but you don't have any chance."

"Well, they ate my entire family.  I have to!"

In an attempt to save this poor man's life, you come up with a quick plan.

"If I kill the black dragons you speak of, will you give me the Dwarven Hammer?" you ask.

He thinks about it for a moment, realizes his own weaknesses, and shrugs.

"Yes."

Hammer progress
"I still hear reports about those cursed black dragons.  If you don't hurry and kill them, I'll do it myself!"

Hammer completion
You drop the head of one of the black dragons at this lonely man's feet.  Suddenly, he bursts into tears and pounds his fists into the gruesome trophy.  He doesn't even notice, or care, when you pick up the Dwarven Hammer and walk away.

Clodman completion
The architect, Clodman, quickly accepts his Dwarven Hammer and studies it closely.

"I don't know how you managed to find it, but I certainly owe you one, friend.  I'll get to work on tearing down that wall as soon as possible," he says.


==Normic==
Normic became tight-lipped after his capture.  Obviously, he had made the same deal with Worton and expected his employer to become king someday.

So, Lysander sent Normic to prison and garrisoned the gold mines against any future aggressions.  As much as the nobles bickered and protested about the seizure of the mines, there was nothing they could do without attacking Lysander.  Worton didn't want a war - not yet.  He didn't have enough troops.

As we rode away from the mine, though, I noticed an expression of worry on Lysander's face.

"What's wrong, my lord?"

"Gold and armies aren't going to win this war, Milton."

"Yes, I know.  The longer Worton is out there, the more people will listen to him.  Soon, he'll have all the nobles in Palaedra behind him.  Then what?" I asked.

"Then I'll have nothing!  Worton's best weapons are his lies.  I have to prove him a fraud!"

Adamus, who was following closely behind us, said, "What you need, Lord Lysander, is outside help.  Spiritual help."

"What do you mean?"

"Worton might be the only person with the knowledge you need, and he's certainly not going to tell you.  What you need is someone who can tell you the unseen secrets.  Someone like the Oracle of the Dawn," Adamus said.

"Yeah, she's pretty good!" Proetho said in his loud baritone.  "I hear she predicted the Reckoning years before it happened."

"The Oracle of the Dawn?" my lord said thoughtfully.

I knew what he was thinking.  Finding the Oracle would take us out of our way.  We'd have to leave Palaedra, and Worton was bound to take advantage of such an opportunity.  Lysander was weighing his odds.  If he chose to fight right now, he would win, but he'd also lose the respect of his people.

"Where can I find this Oracle?" he finally asked.





Scenario 2: The Trials
Lysander leaves Palaedra to find the mysterious Oracle of the Dawn.  She may be his only chance to prove Sir Worton a fraud.  But this wild land where he now treads is filled with many dangers, and he has left the bulk of his army behind to protect his kingdom.  Can he fight his way through these rogues and monsters, facing the Oracle's tests along the way?

Milton:
"A wise man once wrote, "Destiny demands sacrifice.  The prince who would be king must first step over the corpse of his own father."  I didn't realize how true this statement was until we searched for the Oracle of the Dawn.  What will be the cost of her knowledge, I wonder?"


==Beginning==
I only realized how much a threat Sir Worton was when we left Palaedra's borders.

Lysander assembled a small force because they could move quickly.  The holy cleric, Adamus, and his gluttonous assistant, Proetho, asked to come along.  Although my lord would rather have left Proetho behind, he couldn't refuse Adamus's request.  Even then I didn't believe Lysander would actually leave Palaedra unattended until we crossed its borders.

"Is this the right time for you to leave, my lord?" I asked him along the way.

"No."

"You don't have to go.  Send me instead!  Stay and protect Palaedra."

"Good of you to offer, Milton, but I have to go.  There is nothing I can do in Palaedra except wait for the inevitable.  Worton is fighting a war of words and lies.  I can't guard Palaedra against weapons like those!  This is the only way I can fight back."

"Who will lead Palaedra?" I wondered aloud.

"I gave Sir Daymarc command of Palaedra's armies while I am gone, so I guess I am trusting him with Palaedra as well," Lysander said.

I stopped my horse in its tracks.

"But Sir Daymarc is a cousin to the Gryphonheart line!  Won't he follow Sir Worton?"

"That's just it, Milton.  Daymarc knew the Gryphonhearts well and he believes King Gryphonheart would never have a child out of wedlock.  He'll never accept that Worton has Gryphonheart blood," Lysander said.

I grinned with pride.  Many have underestimated Lysander's intelligence in the past, assuming he was a military commander without the intellect for politics.  But my lord treated court politics like a battlefield.  Worton would waste weeks trying to convince Daymarc to hand over the country.  Meanwhile, Lysander would be able to search for a way to expose the fraud.


==The Oracle of the Dawn==
I was there when Lord Lysander sought Adamus's wisdom on how to pursue the Oracle of the Dawn.  Proetho had not been invited.

I had brewed and served them tea when my lord asked, "Will this Oracle be able to help me?"

"How do you mean?" Adamus replied.

"She can see the future, yes, but what I need to know is the past.  The real question is, what blood flows through Worton's veins."

"You don't understand what the Oracle is, Lord Lysander.  She's a highly spiritual woman - beyond anything I have ever seen.  The future, the past, the present - all these things are meaningless to one of her wisdom."

Lysander didn't seem to fathom what the priest was talking about, nor did I.  How could the passage of time be meaningless?

Adamus placed a hand on Lysander's arm and said, "Spiritually, Lysander, you have already talked with the Oracle of the Dawn and already know her answer.  She would tell you that within your heart and spirit, you know the identity of Sir Worton's blood."

If I had been confused before, I was even more so now.  I could only imagine how Lysander felt.


==Quest: Trial of Greed==
Proposal
Out of respect for the Oracle of the Dawn, only Lysander, Adamus and I entered the tower.  We found it empty and quiet, but without a speck of dust or dirt anywhere, as if someone came in every day to clean it.

At the top of the quiet gateway was a stone altar.  Lysander approached it slowly while Adamus and I stood back.  We didn't know what to expect.

"There's an inscription," Lysander said, indicating the surface of the altar.

"Let's see if I can decipher it," Adamus said.

But before Adamus could take a step, my lord said, "No, I can read it.  It's Erathian."

Then he read:

Come only the worthy, only the spirit, to the Oracle of the Dawn.
To pass the Trial of Greed, cast 10,000 gold into the pond.

"A test," Adamus said.

"Yes," Lysander said unhappily, "and I'm sure it won't be the last."

Progress
The gate will not open unless you complete the Oracle's Trial of Greed and drop 10,000 gold from the wall into the pond below.

Completion
We carried the sacks of gold to the edge of the wall and heaved them in one at a time.  They vanished with a heavy splash into the black depths of the pond.  I remember thinking that it was a shame to throw away so much wealth.  That gold could've been used to pay for more troops.

Seconds after Lysander tossed in the last bag, the tower gate opened slowly.


==Siblings==
Normally, Lysander is only comfortable with a goal set before him, something to accomplish.  He is not a man that can handle sitting idle for long.  Something about the Oracle's trials, however, seems to be bothering him.  He demands to be alone more often, and when he's not alone or tending to the army, he spends hours in private talking with Adamus.

I would ask what was troubling him, but Lysander is also a private man who dislikes prying questions.  Even when he isn't wearing his armor, he is like an anonymous knight concealed behind a metal helm.

But I don't blame him after the life he has had.  I have known Lysander for so long, he has opened up to me on ocassion.  He confessed once that he was an orphan, but not alone in this world.  Somewhere out there, Lysander has siblings - two brothers and two sisters - and he never gives up hope that he will find them someday.  I think that if he could just complete that quest and bring his family back together, he would become the man he is deep inside.


==Quest: Trial of Strength==
Proposal
We came to another one of the Oracle's towers and searched it quickly.

"This will be your second test, Lord Lysander," Adamus warned as we entered.

"Let's hope it doesn't cost as much as the last one," I said.

"My dear squire, it will probably cost more," Adamus pointed out.

Lysander nodded and read the inscription on the altar at the top of the tower.

"So, she wants me to bring the Sword of the Gods to this place," Lysander said.

"Thus giving up a weapon that would give you the strength to defeat your enemy," said Adamus.

I kept my mouth shut, but the Oracle's demands were getting ridiculous.  Who needed her if they had the gold Lysander gave up and the Sword of the Gods?

Progress
The only way to pass is to bring the Sword of the Gods.

Completion
Lysander approached the altar alone, surrendering the powerful Sword of the Gods.  I was standing outside with the others when the tower gate creaked open.  My lord came down the stairs with an expression of confusion on his face.  He looked around, saw that the path before him was now open, and shrugged.

"Adamus!  Any idea how many of these trials the Oracle of the Dawn is going to put me through?" he asked.

The old priest said, "If my information is correct, two more."

"Then let's get on with it!"

Lysander mounted his horse and led the way.


==Tension==
During marches, Lysander often ate his meals with the soldiers.  It gave him the opportunity to keep an eye on their demeanor and health.  So, last night we were sitting around one of the cooking fires waiting for a wild pig to finish roasting when Proetho approached, a tankard in hand.

"That pig ain't cooked yet!" he bellowed good-naturedly.

"No, but you seem to have a head start on the drinking," Lysander snapped back.  It was bound to happen.  I was well aware of my lord's disapproval of the priest's behavior.

"Not a head start, Lord Lysander.  I do not think I have stopped drinking since last night!"

The men laughed with Proetho.  They liked the burly man even though he was a holy man.

Lysander scowled, attempting to cool his anger for their sake.

Proetho sat next to me and tried to hand the jug to Lysander, but my lord ignored it.  To avoid further confrontation, I grabbed it and tossed it to one of the men.  Proetho must've had some sense left in him because he didn't push the matter.  He leaned back on the ground, placed his arms behind his head, and belched loudly.

"So, does anyone know why these oracles always have to be so difficult?  I tried to find one once, and he had me traipsing over frozen mountains and into dank dungeons looking for something I think never existed in the first place!" Proetho exclaimed.  Many of the soldiers nodded knowingly.

My lord came suddenly to his feet and said, "The way you behave, cleric, it is no wonder you didn't find that oracle."

Lysander stormed off without his meal.  It was my duty to follow.  I could still hear Proetho continuing the conversation.

"You would think with all their wisdom, oracles would be happy to share it with everyone.  But NO!"


==Milton's Future==
It was early morning.  I was collecting some water for my lord's morning tea when I found Adamus strolling through the camp.

"May I help you, sir?" I asked him.

"Oh, good squire, no!  I'm getting to that age where I sleep less and less.  I thought a walk would get my blood flowing - these long marches are hard on the bones."

"I'm used to it.  Lord Lysander rarely stays in one place for long, even in times of peace."

"Yes, unfortunate he is so restless.  I have heard about how he moves around keeping an eye on every part of Palaedra.  That must be hard on you," Adamus said.

"Certainly not!  My time with Lysander has been spectacular.  A squire couldn't ask for more."

"What about family?  Do you have a wife?  Children?"

I shook my head.

True, most men my age were married with several children.  Perhaps even a couple children approaching adulthood.  I was only a couple years from my fortieth birthday.  If I waited too long, I would be too old to have children.

But then I thought of Lord Lysander.  He was twenty-eight and seemed to have no interest in marriage or children.  Were we so committed to our professions that we had given up any thought of family life?

"Perhaps I will marry some day when I have time," I said.

"When will that be?" Adamus asked.  "Do you know?"

I didn't.  And I didn't want to talk about it either.  So, I excused myself and left the priest to his walk.


==Quest: Trial of Power==
Proposal
By now, we recognized the Oracle's tower the moment we saw one.  Lysander ordered a short break for the troops.

"These trials are meant for me," he said, "I go on alone - just in case there is any danger."

I opened my mouth to argue but my lord handed me the reins of his steed and ordered me to tend to the creature.  I wasn't in the habit of disobeying direct orders.

Later, Lysander came out of the tower with a scowl on his face and immediately called Adamus forward.

"What's the point to all this, Adamus?  Now she wants Saint Ranan's Staff!"

The priest paused for some time before he answered.

"She's the only one who knows the meaning behind her tests.  I guess she refuses to speak to someone who cannot separate themselves from the power of an object such as Saint Ranan's Staff."

"I'm not some errand boy, Adamus!  I don't have time for all this running around either," Lysander blurted out ill-naturedly and stormed off.

Progress
Without Saint Ranan's Staff, this gate will never open.

With the Staff
By the time Lysander brought Saint Ranan's Staff to the Oracle's tower, I had found that Proetho and I agreed that we were surrendering too much to gain this seer's help.

"That staff has powerful healing properties!" Proetho argued.  "It's insane for her to ask us to give it up.  Imagine the good we could perform with it!"

Lysander said, "I'm going to give it to her."

"How do you know this Oracle is going to be of any help?"

Before Lysander could reply, Adamus said, "Please, Proetho!  Lord Lysander doesn't need that kind of advice."

"Maybe he does!" Proetho insisted.  Secretly, I was rooting for the gluttonous priest, but I didn't have the courage to voice my opinion.

"I made a pact when I started this quest, and I won't renege.  Now, go somewhere and stuff your fat mouth with a chicken leg or something and leave me alone!" Lysander snapped.

Proetho's wide face went completely red.  There was no evidence of his usual jovial manner.  For a moment, I thought he would attack my master.

"If you're too stubborn to admit that you're about to make a big mistake, then maybe you're too stubborn to realize that Worton IS the true Gryphonheart heir.  Maybe it would be best for everyone if you took your arrogant rump off Palaedra's throne!" Proetho responded.

Lysander's fists clenched.  Immediately, I jumped forward and grabbed my lord's arms.  Adamus, too, stepped in front of Proetho's huge form.  The big cleric had too much respect for the older man to bowl him to the ground.

"I'm giving Saint Ranan's Staff to the Oracle!" Lysander stated.

Completion
Once again, Lysander entered the Oracle's tower alone after Proetho stormed away to fume in silence.

I stood outside, waiting and wondering what the Oracle's last test would be.  And then the tower faded away like an old memory, leaving Lysander standing alone.  He looked over his shoulder.  Our eyes met.

"Free me!" he shouted, but there was something wrong about his voice that I couldn't quite determine. 

And then he burst into flames!

I think I screamed and ran forward, removing my cloak along the way.  Lysander wailed in agony, slapped at his burning skin.  It was horrible!  I finally reached him, throwing my shoulder into him to knock him to the ground.  I dropped my cloak over his fiery body.  My own hands caught fire but I ignored the pain as I tried to smother the flames.

Suddenly, Proetho was at my side, throwing his own mantle over Lysander's body.

It wasn't enough.  The flailing and screaming from beneath our cloaks stopped suddenly.  Fearing the worst, knowing that my master was dead, I lifted my scorched garment.  Although the sickening stench of burnt flesh clung to the air, Lysander appeared unharmed!

He was unconscious, but otherwise unharmed.  How could this be?


==Angel==
Even though Lysander was left unharmed by the blaze that consumed his body, Proetho and I came away from the incident with burns of our own.  Adamus managed to heal our blistered hands, but they still stung painfully.  I hadn't slept since.

My lord's strange words still rung in my ears as loudly as the roar of the flames.

"Free me!" he had said.

Free him?  But he's right here still in command of the army.

This morning he came out of his tent early and ordered everyone to be ready to march in half an hour.  He was already dressed in his armor.  I wondered why he hadn't summoned me for help, but I never got the chance to ask.  Soon, I was busy preparing the troops.  Adamus was just about the only person Lysander had talked to since the mysterious burning.  Was my lord upset with me for some reason?

Later, I learned from Proetho some of the details of my lord's private conversations with Adamus.

Perhaps it was our shared injuries, or the way Proetho reacted so quickly when we tried to save Lysander's life, but my feelings toward the loud priest had changed.  I realized now that Proetho's excessive eating and drinking wasn't selfishness on his part - he just liked to live life to its fullest.  And he was the only person I could talk to now that my lord had become so quiet.

"I think I understand better what happened to Lysander," Proetho told me.

"Really?" I said excitedly.  "Please tell me because I still don't understand why he was left untouched by that fire."

"Well, it was some kind of shared spiritual thing.  Lysander's soul swapped places with an angel.  The man we're looking at may look like Lysander, but inside he's really an angel."

"What?  How can this be?"

"Someone trapped this angel nearby.  He's suffering an incredible torture.  That's where the fire came from," Proetho explained.

"But if Lysander switched places with this angel, he's being tortured now, isn't he?"

"Yes - constantly burned alive but never dying, never falling unconscious.  It must be horrible!" Proetho said, his deep voice cracking with emotion.

Why would Lysander volunteer for such a thing?  Or did the Oracle of the Dawn force this on him?  Curse her and her tests!


==Determination==
I see it now.  I've been watching Lysander closely, and even if Proetho hadn't told me that an angel's soul now resided within my lord's body, I would have suspected something was wrong.

This was not Lord Lysander, although he had the same unfaltering determination.  No one knew what torture Lysander was going through better than this angel (who had experienced it for more than a century), so I understood why he pushed us so hard and fast.

But still, he wasn't my lord, and I wouldn't rest until we freed Lysander.  His soul would not suffer one moment longer than it had to.  That, I swear!


==Quest: Trial of Spirit==
Proposal
Before us was another one of the Oracle's towers, but the door to this one was locked.  When Proetho tried to force it open, we all heard a disembodied voice echoing through the cavern.

"Only the two who are one may pass.  Only the one known as Lysander and the angel known as Tae Ethelon."

And so, I hoped for the first time that my lord's soul still lived.

Progress
"Only he who passes ALL my tests may pass."

Tae Ethelon
Although Lysander's hands reached to open the magical prison, it was Tae Ethelon who opened it.  A burst of flames shot skyward, throwing Lysander back to the ground where he lay still.  Then the flames died suddenly and a great pair of wings spread as the angel soared to freedom.

I rushed to my lord's side, lifted Lysander's head to my lap.  I could tell by his confused and exhausted expression that his soul was back in his own body, so I shouted for water.

"If there is ever a time for something stronger, this is it!  It'll cool his nerves and sooth his pain," Proetho said, handing me one of his special flasks.

It was a good idea.

Before long, some color returned to Lysander's face and he opened his eyes, focusing them first on my face, and then on Proetho's.  Then Tae Ethelon floated down next to us.

"How is he?" the angel asked.

"I'll recover," Lysander said.  "And you?"

Tae Ethelon bent over and kissed my lord's forehead.

"We are friends forever!  Come.  Let me help you find the Oracle."

There was much to be done, but I didn't want to leave my lord's side.  Proetho must've noticed my reluctance, as he placed a hand on my shoulder.

"Go ahead and get the troops ready.  Adamus and I will care for him," he said.  "We are priests after all."

By midday we were on our way again to find the Oracle of the Dawn.

Completion
Lysander and the angel, Tae Ethelon, touched the door together and the Oracle's tower simply disappeared.

"You have passed the last test," Tae Ethelon said, placing his hand on Lysander's shoulder.


==New Dawn==
I think I expected the Oracle of the Dawn to be white-haired, wrinkled and stooped as if she were bending beneath the great weight of her mystical power.  She turned out to be closer to my age, attractive and shapely, with strawberry hair hanging in kinky strands down her back.  The Oracle wore a simple yellow robe cinched at her hips with a silver chain.

She was drawing a broom over a blue and gold fresco pattern on the floor.  I didn't even notice it was a depiction of the rising sun until much later - such was this woman's ability to captivate your attention.

"You are the Oracle of the Dawn?" Lord Lysander asked.  Next to him was Adamus.  Proetho and I remained several steps behind.

"I am."

The Oracle crossed the floor and leaned her broom against a narrow column before approaching my lord.  She stared into Lysander's eyes and smiled.

"You almost failed," she said, "several times."

"I know."

"But you are here.  That is a testament to your courage, if not your determination.  What will you ask of me, Lord Lysander?"

The Oracle gestured for us to follow as she walked into the back of the temple where a large window opened toward the horizon.

"You don't know?" Lysander said.

"Yes, but I wonder if you know what question you want to ask.  Which will it be, Lord Lysander?  Will you ask me about Sir Worton's past, or will you ask about your own?"

Lysander didn't answer.

And for the first time I saw the inner battle being waged within him.  What a fool I had been!  Of course, someone like the Oracle could reveal the location of his siblings!  My lord's long search could be over if he just asked this woman where to find them.  But then he would not have the information he needed to expose Worton's lies and save Palaedra.  What a choice!

It wasn't fair!

Before I could stop myself, I stepped forward and blurted, "Why not tell him both?  He has earned it!  He has passed all your trials!"

The Oracle turned to me but her expression was unreadable.  Lysander's, however, was unpleasant.

"Milton!" he snapped.  "Remember your manners!"

I faded back, trying to disappear, but inside I fumed at the Oracle of the Dawn.

"Which is it going to be, Lord Lysander?  I can tell you that all your siblings still walk this plane of existence.  I could even tell you where they are!"

Once again, Lysander hesitated.

"Or, I could help you uncover the truths of Sir Worton's past?  All you have to do is ask."

After what seemed an eternity, Lysander swallowed as if preparing himself and said, "Tell me of Sir Worton's past.  Is Sir Worton a Gryphonheart?"

There was an equally pregnant pause before the Oracle of the Dawn answered.  She turned toward the window and stared at the blue sky for some time.  Finally, she took Lysander's hands in hers and rubbed them almost lovingly.

"To seek the blood, seek the steel.  The first step of many, take toward the Wheel."

"Thank you," Lysander said.  My lord leaned forward and kissed the woman's hands.

She smiled and said, "You are more a part of Palaedra than you know, Lysander.  Good luck to you!"

Our audience over, we turned at once to leave.  I was the last one to the door, and then I heard the Oracle call my name.

"Yes?" I said nervously.  Had I angered her with my interruption?

"What is your purpose?" she asked.

"What?"

"What is your purpose, Squire Milton?  Why do you exist?"

I still wasn't sure what answer she expected, so I gave her the first that came to mind.

"To serve my lord, Lysander."

"Is it?" she said doubtfully, as if she knew something I did not.

The Oracle of the Dawn reclaimed her broom, leaving me more confused than when I came in.





Scenario 3: The First Step of Many
The Oracle of the Dawn's words bring Lysander to the Wheel.  This independent region gets its name from the numerous water wheels built on the banks of its crisscrossing rivers.  The barons of the Wheel are stubborn isolationists who don't care about what happens to Palaedra, but if Lysander is going to uncover the truth about Sir Worton's bloodline, he must face them and find the proverbial needle in the haystack.

Milton:
"It is a frightening world out there, deadly even, but hiding is no way to deal with it.  Not everyone understood that, so Lord Lysander expected trouble when we marched into the isolationist territory known as the Wheel.  But even he didn't know just how hard they would fight."


==The Wheel==
Nearly a week after our encounter with the Oracle of the Dawn, we arrived at the border of that rebellious region known as the Wheel.  The survivors of the Reckoning who blamed the destruction of the old world on rulers like Queen Catherine and King Kilgor gathered here a few years ago in a community bound by one motto, "Leave us alone and we'll leave you alone."  Until now, Lord Lysander had been glad to oblige.  He had his own worries for now.  But his experiences dealing with the barons of the Wheel had taught him one thing.  They would never allow him to enter their land freely, especially with an army.

From a hilltop, we stared across the border into the Wheel.  In the morning, we would cross into enemy territory.

"I'll say it again, oracles just aren't worth the effort," Proetho said.

Adamus shook his head in disappointment and said, "My dear Proetho, oracles provide us the answers to mysteries we might not ever settle on our own."

"Yeah, but they put you through tests that most men cannot pass.  If you do survive - like our brave Lord Lysander here - then they give you a riddle as an answer!  What good is that?"

"Knowledge is never easily gained," Lysander said distantly.  His behavior had been cold ever since his meeting with the Oracle.

Adamus added, "Have you deciphered the meaning of the Oracle's riddle, Lord Lysander?"

"Not all of it, yet."

"To seek the blood, seek the steel.  The first step of many, take toward the Wheel," Adamus repeated the Oracle of the Dawn's riddle.

"Obviously, I am supposed to come here to the Wheel," Lysander said, "and 'To seek the blood' refers to my quest.  I am searching for Sir Worton's true blood - his true parents!"

"But what's this part about the steel?" Proetho asked.

"That, I cannot say."

"The answers will come," Adamus said confidently.

Proetho snorted his distaste, but thankfully he took a drink instead of speaking his opinion.

Lysander came to his feet, leaving behind most of his meal.

"Tomorrow, we enter dangerous territory," he said as an excuse.  "All of my previous attempts to reason with the barons of the Wheel have been quickly and rudely rebuked.  Well, I no longer have the time for diplomacy!"

"It's a shame," Adamus said.

"I'm kind of looking forward to a good battle," Proetho boasted.

Lysander returned to his tent to be alone.  He was grieving.  He was mourning the loss of his best, and perhaps last, chance to find his siblings.  Once again, I cursed the Oracle of the Dawn for forcing him to make a choice between family and Palaedra.


==The Tavern==
We came to a small roadside inn this morning, and to my surprise my lord sent Proetho inside to purchase bread and other foodstuffs for our journey.  Normally, he would perform such a mundane task himself, or send me.  I made sure no one was within earshot when I asked him why.

"Don't you think someone who has been in as many taverns as Proetho would know best how to get information from these people?" Lysander said.

Of course, he was right.  Proetho returned a little more than an hour later with several sacks over his broad shoulders.  His face was only slightly flushed.

"Give me a minstrel over an oracle any day!" Proetho announced as he dropped his burden onto the ground before us.

"What do you mean?" Lysander asked.

"Minstrels make their living traveling from tavern to tavern singing for their supper.  They hear everything - always searching for material for a good song, I guess.  Anyway, it only takes a few coins to get them to talk!"

"So, what did you learn?"

"Well," Proetho said, "Sir Worton was in the Wheel a couple years ago.  He stayed briefly, and gave a fortune in gold to the barons here.  In return, they let him build a garrison somewhere in the south."

"A garrison.  What's he protecting?" I asked.

Proetho shrugged, "No one knows for sure.  Some say gold.  The most interesting story involved a woman living on the other side of the garrison."

"A wife?" Lysander guessed.

"I hope not.  She's a much older woman."

Then Adamus chimed in and said, "A mother."

Lysander patted Proetho encouragingly on the shoulder and said, "Did the minstrel know where this woman lives?"

"Sadly, no.  He had heard the story from another minstrel," Proetho said.

"Still, this is good to know," Lysander said.

It seemed flimsy to me, but I had to admit it was our best clue.


==Glen Garrison==
Many of the locals either flee upon seeing us, or simply refuse to talk when we confront them.  So far, only Adamus has been able to get some of the more religious ones to talk.

And today, at a simple shrine, Adamus learned the name of the place we seek - Glen Garrison.


==Reinventing the Wheel==
The messenger came flying the flag of the Wheel with two knights at his side.  They stood in our path, awaiting an official parlay.

"Proetho," Lysander said, "I leave you in command of the army.  They brought three, so we shall do the same.  Adamus and Milton, with me."

I retrieved Palaedra's banner and followed.

We stopped fifty feet from the messengers.

"I represent the barons of the Wheel.  Until now, we thought Palaedra had agreed to leave us alone.  Now you trespass on our land!  We demand that you turn back immediately and never return!" said the messenger.

Lysander paused for only a moment.  There was no evidence that the man's rude manner bothered him.

"Take these words back to the barons of the Wheel," he shouted.  "I am Lysander, Lord of Palaedra.  I have no interest in the Wheel and no interest in their land, but neither will I leave.  I have come here on a quest that I must complete.  I give you my word of honor that I will pass through peacefully and leave as soon as my task is complete."

"That is unacceptable!  Do you expect me to take the word of every man who enters our land with an army?"

This time, I noticed that Lysander clenched his fists at his sides.  He wasn't used to having his word of honor questioned.

"I do not ask you to take every man's word, just mine!  I'm trying to avoid a war here," Lysander said.

"Then you never should have stepped foot on Wheel soil!  Go back, if you truly want to avoid a war!"

"I cannot do that!"

"Then there is nothing else to say, is there?  You will regret the day you crossed the Wheel, Lord Lysander.  Soon, Palaedra will be looking for a new king!"

The messenger rode away quickly, giving no opportunity for a response.

Lysander seemed annoyed, but not surprised.

"Is there no reasonable person in all the Wheel?" he asked no one in particular.

"Remember," Adamus answered, "we all come from the same world, the same country even.  Their homes were taken away from them, they have lost family members to war and apocalypse.  Their behavior may not be sensible, but it is understandable at least."

"Either way, blood is going to be spilled when it doesn't have to," Lysander said, and then he too spun his horse around to rejoin the others.


==A Squire's Musing==
This morning I got some much-needed privacy as I waited for water to boil over our small campfire.  I found myself staring to the east waiting for the sun to rise.

I think that's how my thoughts turned to the Oracle of the Dawn.  I recalled the shapely figure beneath her plain yellow robes, and then I felt guilty for thinking about a holy woman in such a way.  What kind of man am I?

I paced before the fire as another question - the Oracle's question - came to mind.

What is my purpose?  Why do I exist?

I have never had to think about my purpose before.  Only men such as Lord Lysander, or Adamus, or maybe even Proetho, have a purpose.  I am simply a servant.

But then, my father used to talk about his destiny.  He was a commoner too.  He believed his talent with the crossbow was a godsend, and used it to defend the old Kingdom of Erathia.  He was so sure that this was his purpose in life that he left a son without a father, a wife without a husband.

And then his courage won me a position as a squire.

Is this my purpose, to serve Lord Lysander until my death?  Maybe.  It is the choice I have made all these years.  Perhaps I have avoided taking a wife too, as the Oracle hinted.  The life I live following Lysander around is a dangerous one.  One of these days, my luck will run out, and I don't want to leave a little boy fatherless as a result.

But to bounce a son on my knee...

To hold a woman I love more than life...

What is my purpose?  Why do I exist?


==The Smiths==
When our scouts reported that a wagon had been following us for the better part of the day, I volunteered to investigate.

Lysander insisted I take a few soldiers with me.  We pulled away from the larger unit and concealed ourselves in a clump of trees to await our prey.

Sure enough, a dark covered wagon came bumping along the trail.  The driver was a squat, older gentleman with powerful arms.  Next to him with a crossbow across his lap was an even shorter man with a long, brown beard.  No wait!  He wasn't a man, but a dwarf.

When the wagon reached our position, we stormed from cover and surrounded our prey.

"Hold it right there!" I shouted.

The driver could've urged his wagon forward, but we all had horses and would've caught him anyway.  The dwarf raised his crossbow and targeted my heart, wisely determining that I was the leader.

"You ain't bandits!" the driver said.  "You're wearing the colors of Palaedra."

"Yes, we are the loyal soldiers of Lysander, Lord of Palaedra, and you have been following us.  Tell me why."

To my great relief, the dwarf lowered his crossbow and said, "Ah, there isn't anything devious about it.  We were only trying to catch up to you and maybe drum up some business."

"Yes, we're Mott and Bawdo, smiths of extraordinary skill!" said the driver.

"That's Bawdo and Mott!" snapped the other.

Mott, the driver, grumbled and ignored the interruption.

"Be it weapons that will slice through your enemy's armor, or armor that will shatter your enemy's sword, Mott and Bawdo can do it all!"

I lowered my sword.  These two were no threat.

"We have our own weaponsmiths.  Sorry."

"Let us show you some of our work - you'll sack your smiths right away!" said Mott.

"Leave him alone," said Bawdo, "it's not right to get men of our own craft fired!"

I quietly turned to leave, but Mott said, "None of our peers have bothered to help us since we left Glen Garrison!"

"What?" I said.  "Did you work at the Glen Garrison?"

Mistaking my interest as a chance to make a sell, Mott slapped his partner on the arm and said, "Certainly!  We was hired by Captain Ferth himself when he saw how spectacular our weapons are."

My best chance of silencing these two smiths and getting the information I needed would be to give them work, so I hired them on the spot.  After that, they were forthcoming when I asked about their employment at Glen Garrison.

"Captain Ferth was all right, but a little stingy with the gold.  He was always trying to cut our prices," Bawdo said.

"Good riddance, I say," Mott added.  "He was never satisfied with anything.  I think maybe he's upset that he's guarding some old lady."

I smiled and humored the two as they rambled on.  Lord Lysander had to hear what Mott and Bawdo had to say.


==War==
I am experienced enough to know that war is nothing like the glorious songs and tales traded around a hearth.  They are bloody, brutal, tiring, and dangerous - especially to the innocent.

I parted from the main army this morning with a wagon and a small force to purchase food from the villages in the area.  Our food stores were getting low, and Lord Lysander believed that the least he could do for his soldiers was keep their bellies full.

We weren't very successful - no one wanted to sell to us.  To my surprise, when we came to the fourth village and I showed them my gold, they welcomed us and agreed to supply as much food as they could spare.

A pair of boys caked in dried mud approached me while my men stacked bundles of bread and vegetables on the wagon.

"Sir knight?" one of the lads called to me.

"I'm no knight.  I'm a squire," I said.  To them, one armored man was no different from another.

"I was just betting my friend that you can kick our ball all the way out of town.  He says you can't!"

"I didn't!" said the other boy.  Then he held out the hide-wrapped ball.

"Can you?"

I chuckled as I took the ball.  I recalled, long ago, making a similar bet with a friend.  If I remember correctly, I had lost.

"So, what's the bet?" I asked as I placed the ball on the ground and backed up a few paces.

"He has two sugar-sticks he got at market.  If you can kick the ball out of town, I get one!"

"Only one?" I said.

I stared down the middle of the village.  It really wasn't that far, but to a boy's leg it might as well have been a mile.  So, I took three quick steps toward the ball and punted it high into the air with all my might.  It veered to the left and sailed over one of the homes, but it also left the village far behind.

"Yah!" shouted the winner of the bet.

I reached out to tussle the winner's hair and winced as an arrow appeared in my forearm.  It took me a couple seconds to realize what had happened, and a few more before I felt the pain.

"Ambush!" I shouted.

Another arrow cut through the air above me.  The attackers came out from the trees on the other side of a nearby farm.  They outnumbered us, and they were flanking the village so we could not escape.

"Archers forward!  Kill them while they're in open ground," I ordered.

I couldn't use my sword arm - the pain throbbed throughout my arm.  Then a third arrow sunk into the ground just inches from my feet.  That's when I realized the ambushers had identified me as the leader.  I was their target!  And the boys were still standing next to me.

Putting my back to the enemy, I picked up both boys despite the agony coursing from my wound and ran toward the nearest hut.  I got to the door, kicked it open, and tossed the boys inside.

"Stay down!" I told them.

Another arrow slammed into my helm like a blow from a quarterstaff.  My vision swirled.  I stumbled a few steps.

"Stand your ground!" I ordered my men.  "Protect the villagers!"

And then I passed out.


==Welcome Back==
I came to staring into Proetho's huge teeth.  What was he smiling at?

"The brave protector of the downtrodden returns from the land of the dead!" he said.  I had no idea what he was talking about.

"I'm under orders to retrieve Lysander the moment you wake," Proetho said, standing.

After I tried to sit up, I wished I had one of Proetho's flasks for my aching head.  When I attempted to rub away the pain, the skin of my right forearm pinched sharply where it had been stitched together.  I got the hint - don't move.

Soon, Lysander rushed into the tent.  The selfish part of me was glad to see his face tense with concern.

The part that didn't want him to worry said, "I am well."

"An inch another way and you would be dead, Milton!" Lysander snapped.

"I apologize, my lord."

"You should've checked the woods!  Why didn't you check the woods?"

"My mistake, sir," I replied shamefully.

I had expected the villagers to tell me if there were soldiers hiding in the nearby forest, but then why would they?  We were the invaders!

Lysander took my hand.

"Don't do it again," he said softly.

Before leaving, Lysander said, "You did well, Milton.  That was quick thinking sending your archers forward - they killed half the ambushers in the open ground.  The others surrendered."

"What about the boys?" I asked.  "Were they injured?"

"One of them scraped his knees when you threw him into the hut, but otherwise they were fine."

Lysander left me with my aching head, stinging arm, and the memory of kicking that ball clear out of the village.  It had been no great achievement, especially compared to defeating the ambushers, so why did I long to do it again?


==Assault on the Glen==
Adamus and Proetho entered my lord's tent together, immediately gathering around Lysander's strategy table.  He had drawn a rough map of the Wheel, and in one remote area there was a large red 'X'.  Lysander placed a finger on that exact spot.

"That's where she is!" he said.

"Who?" Proetho asked.

"Worton's mother - I'm sure of it.  The smiths from Glen Garrison have been amazingly helpful.  I even know her name.  It's Desette."

"So, all we have to do is pass through this Glen Garrison.  Is there any chance we could talk our way through, or perhaps offer a bribe?" Adamus asked.

Lysander shook his head and said, "I doubt it.  The commander of the garrison, Captain Ferth, has been itching for a fight for a long time.  The smiths claim that he is well prepared for such a battle.  He wants it!"

"Then we give him one!" Proetho said boldly.

"I wish it were so easy.  Apparently, Captain Ferth is under orders to kill Desette the moment he sees an army approaching the garrison."

"Would he really do such a thing?  Kill an innocent woman?" Adamus asked.

"I don't know.  He has manned that post for more than two years.  He's obviously loyal.  We can't take the chance that he will carry out that order, so I've come up with an alternate plan," Lysander said.

Lysander went on to explain that there was an old magical portal located somewhere behind Glen Garrison.  No one used it anymore, so Captain Ferth would never expect an army to approach from that direction.

"We'll come up behind Glen Garrison and give Captain Ferth one chance to surrender.  If he refuses, we attack.  I don't want to give him the chance to slip someone out to assassinate Desette."


==At the Garrison==
This is the Glen Garrison that guards Desette.  If you go any closer they may see our approach and send someone to kill her.  It is better to find the portal.


==Desette==
In a cabin built at the edge of a flowery glen, we found Desette.  The middle-aged woman was crouched in her garden tearing up weeds with her bare hands.  She did not seem to know that she was a prisoner.

"Greetings, my lady!  Are you the one known as Desette?" Lord Lysander asked.  He and I approached alone to avoid frightening the woman.

Desette stood, slapped the dirt from her hands, and said, "I am.  You have me at a disadvantage.  Have we met before?"

"Sadly, no!  I am Lysander, Lord of Palaedra."

Of course, Desette did not recognize the name.  She had probably never set foot in Palaedra.  But Desette curtsied anyway.

"A pleasure!" she said.

"The pleasure is all mine, but I must admit that my presence here is not accidental.  You see, I have a question for you.  Forgive me if it is too personal, but I must know - do you have any sons?"

"I had two sons once.  My eldest perished in the Reckoning," Desette said with a subtle frown.  That wound hadn't healed yet.

"I am sad to hear that," Lysander said.  He paused, knowing that to press on with his questions right now would be rude of him.  In the end, Lysander could not wait.

"What is the name of your surviving son?"

"My youngest?  His name is Worton," Desette answered.





Scenario 4: Seeking the Steel
Lysander grows closer to solving the Oracle of the Dawn's riddle and completing his quest as he begins his search for the legendary Swordbearer, Sir Kentaine.  Lysander must recover the True Gryphonheart Blade to keep Palaedra from falling into Worton's devious hands.  Only then can he return to his kingdom to rid it of the usurper.

Milton:
"One of the highest honors that can be bestowed upon a knight is the title of Swordbearer.  From that moment forth, you remain at your king's side as a guard and a servant, but much more than both.  You become like a father.  That is why, for a Swordbearer, it is a deep sorrow when your king dies before you."


==Sir Kentaine==
Desette turned out to be a friendly and helpful woman.  When she learned that her son, Worton, was posing as Gryphonheart's illegitimate child, she was shocked and a little saddened.

"My poor Worton!" she said.  "I think he's always felt he couldn't live up to his father and brother.  One day, he just started hanging out with the wrong element.  He's not really a bad person!"

Lysander didn't have the heart to mention that Worton had left orders with Captain Ferth to have Desette killed if it looked like someone might make contact with her.

We soon learned what the rest of the Oracle's riddle meant.  Desette explained that her husband, Worton's father, had been the Swordbearer for King Gryphonheart and later for his daughter, Queen Catherine, also.

"Sir Kentaine is Worton's father!" Lysander said, shocked.

Everyone had heard of the legendary Sir Kentaine, especially us squires.  Kentaine had been a common squire when King Gryphonheart was ambushed during a hunting expedition.  All of Gryphonheart's knights were soon slain, and the squires as well.  The King lay on the battlefield, trapped beneath his dead steed.  Only Kentaine remained.  The young squire probably could've escaped, but instead he picked up a fallen spear and charged the enemy.  He fought his way to the King's side, freed him from the dead horse, and rode away to safety.  Shortly thereafter, King Gryphonheart made Kentaine a knight and his Swordbearer.

"Yes, Kentaine is my husband," Desette said.

"Someone should've known that Worton was Kentaine's son," Lysander said.

"Oh, no!" Desette insisted.  "My husband kept his private life a secret.  The man who rode at the King's side was not the same one who slept next to me each night.  He wanted to spare us that other man, and he wanted to keep us, his family, to himself."

No wonder no one could disprove Worton's claim.  His own bloodline had been kept secret all this time.  And since his father was Swordbearer, Worton would have had plenty of opportunities to get a good look at the Gryphonheart Blade.  A devious and resourceful man might even have had the chance to make a mold of the weapon.

Lysander obviously came to the same conclusion.

"Of course, it makes sense now!  The Swordbearer's son!  Worton didn't draw the Gryphonheart Blade.  He drew a fake!" Lysander said.

Adamus said, "And I think we now understand the rest of the Oracle's riddle.  You must 'seek the steel,' Lord Lysander.  You must find the True Gryphonheart Blade and prove to all that Sir Worton is a fraud!"


==Seeking Kentaine==
Unfortunately, Sir Kentaine had been missing since the Reckoning.  Many believed that he perished along with Queen Catherine, but what if Sir Kentaine managed to escape to this world?

Then Desette explained that before Worton left her in the Wheel, he told her about rumors of a sorcerer somewhere far to the north who had captured Kentaine.  All this time, Desette had thought Worton was looking for his father.  Instead, he had been plotting to make himself the ruler of the kingdom.

"It's probably a lie!" Proetho stated the obvious.  "I doubt that much comes out of Worton's mouth without being wrapped in a lie."

"I have to agree, my lord.  Sir Kentaine is probably another victim of the Reckoning," I said.

But Lysander shook his head.

"No.  The Oracle told me to seek the steel.  The Gryphonheart Blade must be here, and that means Sir Kentaine must be alive as well.  Besides, Worton's plan to take over Palaedra will only work as long as his father is either dead or missing.  I think Worton knew that his father was in a sorcerer's dungeon and that the True Gryphonheart Blade was lost.  Otherwise, he never would've tried to become king."

"So, what do we do, Lord Lysander?" Adamus asked.

"There is a small port to the east.  We'll catch a ship heading north beyond Palaedra, and find out if this sorcerer exists."

Desette stepped forward and asked, "May I come with you, my lord?  Please, I would give anything to see my beloved husband again!"

"Of course, Lady Desette!  Of course!"


==Medusa-Beholder Ambush==
Our first clue that an attack was imminent came from the horses.  As usual, Lord Lysander was riding at the front of the column when his warhorse began stomping at the ground nervously.  Riders with less training had to fight against the reins to keep their animals in line.


==Worton's Patricide==
I brought the bad news to Lord Lysander myself.

"Some of our scouts report that another army has entered the region from the south."

"What standard do they fly?" Lysander asked, even though he suspected the answer.

"The old Gryphonheart banner.  They are loyal to Sir Worton, no doubt."

"And they've probably figured out why I've come here.  Worton's going to try to kill his own father before I can reach him!" Lysander said with disgust.

"It seems that way," I said.

"Yes, and if we don't reach Sir Kentaine before they do, Palaedra will be lost to that murderous fraud!"

I could tell by my lord's tone that he would sooner die than see that happen.


==The Dance==
I am usually up late finishing my tasks for the day and making sure the night watch is in position, so I am accustomed to sneaking between sleeping soldiers.  I was a little surprised, however, to find Lady Desette twirling around and humming in the darkness outside her tent, so I approached.

She smiled and even blushed.

"You caught me, Squire Milton," she said.

"I did not mean to, Lady.  I was only curious if I could help you with something.  Are you having trouble sleeping?" I asked.

Lady Desette laughed good-naturedly and spun around gracefully.

"No, Squire, I am well.  More than well, I am dancing!  Do you like to dance?"

"Lord Lysander seldom attends balls.  I have had very little opportunity to practice."

Desette took my hand suddenly and pulled me closer.

"That's a shame!  I love dancing."

"At this hour?"

"I try to do it every day, even at my age.  It keeps the heart young."

She started turning and swaying to some unheard music.

"Dance with me, Squire Milton!  It has been so very long since I've had a partner," Desette said.

I could not refuse.

Desette hummed a beautiful tune for my benefit, but my clumsy feet were still unable to keep the beat.  It seemed as though it took hours for me to finally get it right.

"You're more graceful than you think, Squire!"

"I'm afraid you are a bad liar, my lady!"

Desette laughed, and we continued.  Soon, I found myself frowning because this was what I was missing!  I had never danced with a woman beneath the stars before.  This was the sort of thing one did with the one they loved, like a wife.  But I have never been in love.


==The True Blade==
In an act of justice, Lord Lysander placed the sorcerer, Mastero, in the same cell where we found Sir Kentaine.  Although bruised and a bit undernourished, we found the Swordbearer alive.  He was a broad-shouldered man of sixty years who still displayed some of the power of his youth.  His neat moustache was shot completely through with white, as was his bristly hair.

Lysander presented the True Gryphonheart Blade to him with both hands, bowing to give both the Swordbearer and the sword due respect.

Before Sir Kentaine could take it, Desette jumped into his arms and kissed him longingly.  I turned away as they wept happily.  Not only did it seem to be a private moment, but I also didn't want to be reminded that I have never been greeted in such a manner.

When the couple's lips finally parted, Sir Kentaine wrapped the woman in his big arms and held her close as he looked at the True Gryphonheart Blade.

"I cannot take it, sir," Kentaine said.  "I have outlived a king and a queen.  I swore that if I ever saw my wife again I would renounce my title as Swordbearer so that we could live the remainder of our years together.  We have been apart far too long!"

"More than six years, my love!" Desette said.

"Six years!  So long!"

Lysander shifted uncomfortably.

"There must be a Swordbearer, Sir Kentaine."

"Yes," Kentaine replied.  "Let it be he who won the sword back from Mastero."

It was that easy.  Just like that, Lysander became Swordbearer.  He strapped the weapon across his back where it would be safe, and then took Sir Kentaine's hand in his own.

"I have but one more task for you before you retire, Sir Kentaine.  I need your help, and the help of your fair wife," Lysander said.





Scenario 5: The Rightful Heir
Lysander returns to find Palaedra in the middle of a civil war.  Worton and his supporters have conquered the capitol and much of the kingdom.  There is little resistance left.  The good people of Palaedra are on Lysander's side now that Kentaine and Desette have announced that Worton is their son and not the rightful heir.  Palaedra's future now rests in Lysander's hands.

Milton:
"Sir Worton seized control of most of Palaedra while Lysander was away.  That worm had the strength of the entire country now.  Our most powerful weapon against him, however, wasn't a sword, or a magical artifact, or even an army.  It was the truth."


==Milton's Advice==
I have never doubted that Lord Lysander would defeat Worton and save Palaedra, but recently I have worried in secret that something beyond his control might cause his plans to turn sour.  I know my concerns are groundless, especially now that Sir Kentaine has joined us against his shameful son.

Then we reached the border of Palaedra and found the Kingdom in the middle of a civil war.  While we were off rescuing Sir Kentaine, Worton had launched his attack and conquered most of the country, including the capitol, Paledon.  Sir Daymarc, Palaedra's Regent while Lysander was gone, had been defeated in battle and locked in prison.  All seemed lost.

As soon as he received word of Worton's victories, Lysander called a meeting of his advisors - Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette, Adamus and Proetho, and even me.

After relating the details of Worton's success, Lysander stopped and looked upon us, each in turn, his face tense as he tried to control his anger.

"And that is what we face!" Lysander said through gritted teeth.  "Worton controls Paledon and four other strategic towns in the heart of Palaedra.  He's named himself King Worton Gryphonheart and has sent word to every community to swear fealty to him or suffer dire consequences."

It took a long time for someone to break the silence.

"Unfortunately," Adamus said finally, "I see no realistic diplomatic solution.  It seems war is inevitable."

"I agree," Sir Kentaine said.

Proetho and Desette both nodded.

Then all eyes turned to me.  Lysander asked, "And what do you think, Milton?"

"Me?"

"Yes.  You have been at my side every step of the way.  You know this land and its people just as well as I.  Palaedra is in chaos!  How do I heal it?"

I was glad to even be a part of this meeting, but to be asked to speak was unexpected.  I had to say something though, and quick.

"I cannot believe that all of Palaedra has abandoned you, my lord.  We cannot be the only ones who sensed Sir Worton's lies," I said.

"What do you mean?" Lysander asked.

"Well, as powerful as Sir Worton seems right now, he still doesn't possess the support of all of Palaedra, or surely he would have more than five cities under his power.  If you pass the word that Worton is not of Gryphonheart blood, I'd wager that the people would come to your aid rather than oppose you.  The only likely reason they haven't joined Worton yet is because they're not wholly certain he's telling the truth.  They have no proof!"

"Brilliant, Squire Milton!" Adamus commented.  "They don't act because they are afraid to make the wrong choice."

Sir Kentaine interrupted, "I must apologize again, Lord Lysander, for my son's horrible behavior!  I swear to you that Desette and I will remain at your side until we can mend the damage he has caused.  As shameful as it is, I will shout from every tower that Worton is my flesh and blood - not King Gryphonheart's!"

Desette took her husband's hand and leaned in close.  They were always next to each other, often arm-in-arm.  I felt a pang of longing in the pit of my stomach and looked away.

After a moment of silence, Lysander seemed to come to a decision.  He said, "We march immediately to take Palaedra back from the usurper!"

Adamus and Proetho left immediately, but I was still there when Lysander took the hands of Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette in his own.

"I promise you," he said softly, "that when the time comes, I will do my best to spare your son's life.  People such as yourselves should never feel the loss of two sons!"


==Quest: Troubles with Peasants==
Proposal
A young, nervous man stands outside his farmhouse.  "Please help me?"  he calls out as you pass by.  Nodding he tells you his problem.  "I have to get my grain to the trader's but there is an angry mob of peasants nearby.  There is no one around here to get rid of them.  If you disperse the mob I'll give you some of the Healing Potions my wife makes."

Progress
"I can still hear that mob from here.  Please get rid of them before my crops rot."

Completion
"The mob has been taken care of," you tell the young man.  He listens hard and then nods.  "Seems you came through for me.  Here are this month's batch of Healing Potions, 8 altogether.  Take them and use them in good health."


==Task==
In a final attempt to end the war before it can began, Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette composed a letter to their son.  They warned him that he would soon be exposed, and begged him to surrender before more innocent people were killed.  They were kind.  They even offered him their love despite all of the things he had done.  And Sir Kentaine apologized for not spending more time with him when he was young.

When Desette finished reading the letter to Lord Lysander, she said, "We were hoping we could use one of your messengers to deliver this to our son in Paledon."

Lysander took the letter.

"Of course, Lady!  In fact, my squire, Milton, will deliver it," Lysander said, handing me the parchment.

I felt my muscles tense.  Why me?

Later, after Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette were gone, Lysander sat down with me.  He must've noticed my earlier surprise, because he immediately began to explain himself.

"You'll travel under a truce flag, Milton.  You should be safe.  But when you deliver this letter to Worton, I want you to look into the eyes of his soldiers.  Tell me how loyal they are.  Tell me if they will fight to the death for this man.  You are the only one I can trust to make this determination, Milton."

"Thank you, my lord!" I said.  "I will do my best."

"I know."


==Sir King Worton Gryphonheart the First==
I lost count of how many times I was stopped by enemy patrols during my journey to Paledon.  Each time, I had to explain that I was delivering a message to Sir Worton himself.  The first time I called Worton 'Sir,' I got slapped across the jaw with a gauntleted hand.  The blow drew blood.

"That's KING Gryphonheart, traitor!" the soldier said.

As I had been ordered, I stared into the man's eyes.  Loyalty wasn't what was driving this man.  He didn't even seem to be a proper soldier.  No, he had hit me because he enjoyed violence.  Were these the kind of thugs Worton was recruiting for his army?


==Quest: Rusted Gate==
Proposal
There are no guards here, but the gate seems rusted shut.  You figure that three potions of Acid should do the trick.  Those will eat through the gate and you will be able to pass.

Progress
Without three full Potions of Acid you will not be able to remove enough of the gate.

Completion
Pouring the three Potions of Acid on the gate you are able to pass through.


==The Streets of Paledon==
I announced my name and purpose when I arrived at the gates of Paledon.  Instead of being brought before Worton, I met the city's Seneschal.  The man appeared fatter than the last time I had seen him, and there were quite a few more gold rings around his pudgy fingers.  Yet, as I rode through the streets of Paledon, I noticed people with drawn cheeks and frightened expressions staring back at me.

Worton was bleeding the people dry to fund his war against Lord Lysander, and people like the Seneschal were profiting from it.

After my brief, pointless meeting with the Seneschal, I was ushered to my own room where I would end up waiting for three days.


==Quest: Proof Positive==
Proposal
The guards peek out the window and say, "Provide us with this proof of which you speak.  Show us the real parents of King Worton, and maybe then we shall let you pass!"

Progress
The guards of this tower aren't going to take your word for it.  Lysander must bring Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette to convince them that Worton is false.

Completion
You watch as Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette announce themselves to the guards in the tower.  Fortunately, there is a veteran commanding them, a man who has fought beside Kentaine in many battles.  The two men embrace.  Soon, the guards are convinced that Worton isn't their true king, and apologize for supporting the scoundrel.  Of course, you may pass through this tower at any time.


==Rasan Hill==
Luckily, the impeccable reputations of Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette are enough to convince the people of Rasan Hill that Worton is not the rightful heir to the Gryphonheart throne, so they decide to join your cause against the usurper.


==Porsha==
Although I wasn't called a prisoner, I was treated like one for three days.  There was a guard outside my door, and since I could go nowhere without him, I seldom went anywhere at all.  But when I looked into the soldier's eyes, I saw uncertainty, and a little fear.  He was just doing his job.  Perhaps he even wished he could find a way out of it.

Now, I knew why Lysander had sent me.  More than anyone, I knew what loyalty was.  I saw it every time I looked in a mirror.  My lord wanted to know if Worton inspired loyalty in his men because without it, our fight would be much easier.

Then there was a knock on the door.  It opened a moment later and one of the tallest women I have ever met stepped inside.  She was broad shouldered but shapely.  I found the crow's feet at the corners of her deep blue eyes especially attractive, made doubly so when she smiled as she set a tray of food on the small desk near the window.

"I like to eat by a window," she said, throwing open the shutters, "it's better for the digestion."

"Thank you," I said.  "What happened to the normal girl?"

For three days, the same young servant girl had delivered my food. 

"She's playing sick for me," she whispered.

I immediately stepped away from the door.

"Who are you?" I asked quietly.

"The name is Porsha, and you are Lord Lysander's man, are you not?"

"Yes.  Squire Milton."

"I can't remain here for long or the guard will get suspicious," Porsha said quickly.  She turned and clattered the tray of food around for the guard's benefit, perhaps buying herself a few extra seconds.

"Why have you come?"

"Two reasons - one of them selfish, which is why I volunteered.  I have come to tell you that all the commanders and soldiers loyal to Lord Lysander have either been killed or locked away.  Paledon will fight if you come, but know that its people have no love for King Worton!"

"I have seen that," I said.

Prosha stepped closer, placed a hand on my shoulder.  She smelled of fresh bread and cinnamon.

"My other reason for coming here is personal.  Is it true that a cleric by the name of Proetho travels with Lord Lysander now?"

I saw nothing but concern in her eyes and suddenly it dawned on me.  This woman must be Proetho's wife, or more likely his mistress.  Only someone in love could be that worried about another.  Just my luck!  There was something about her that made me forget about the war.

"Yes, Proetho is one of my lord's advisors."

"Is he well?"

The door clicked, creaked open.

Quickly, I said, "Yes."

Then Porsha slapped me.  The attack sent me reeling into my bed where I tripped and fell to the floor.

"I am no prostitute, sir!  I do you the honor of bringing your food myself and this is how you treat me!  How dare you?!!"

Despite my spinning head, I could see the guard's grin.

Porsha's back was still facing the guard.  She flashed me a grin and a wink and then stormed from the room.  I still wasn't sure what had happened, but maybe my thoughts would come easier as soon as the room stopped doing flips.

"You're lucky, sir," said the guard.  "She left your legs intact.  That one could have done a lot worse."

And then he closed the door, leaving me alone with my pain.


==Lord Boring's Surrender==
On the fifth day, I finally met with Sir Worton.

He sat on an elaborately carved throne so new that it hadn't been painted yet.  Although he wore no crown, there was a long cloak of blue silk over his shoulders and the False Gryphonheart Blade across his lap.  I stared at that sword for a long time, but I could tell no difference from the original.

"You have something for me, squire?" Worton said arrogantly, holding up the unopened letter I brought with me.  He grinned at the lords and knights gathered in the throne room.  "It wouldn't be an unconditional surrender from Lord Boring, would it?" 

I clenched my jaw tight as the others laughed.  In their overconfidence, the guards had left me my eating knife.  It was still sheathed on my belt.  Lysander had taught me to keep my blades razor sharp, even ones you didn't use in battle, so as I stared at Worton's gloating face, I thought about how easy it would be to draw the knife and cut the scum's throat.  No one was close enough to stop me.

Then I remembered my lord's promise to Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette that he wouldn't kill Worton, and Lysander's promise was my promise.  Assassination was not the way.  But as I decided against the attack, I was afraid I would soon regret missing this opportunity.

"No, your highness," I said with some difficulty.  "It is a letter from your REAL parents, Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette."

I should not have said that last part, especially in front of everyone.  I was angry, so I struck out at Worton the only way I could.

Worton tore the letter up without reading it, shouting, "Lies!  Lies!"

I was thrown to the floor by one of the guards, and then Worton took his red-faced anger out on me, kicking and kicking until I went unconscious.


==Barrington==
Word is starting to spread throughout the land that Worton is not the true king, especially in those areas where there are no lords to squelch such rumors.  The town of Barrington has decided to join your cause.


==Muldroon==
Another town has stepped forward to join your battle against the usurper.  Unfortunately, Muldroon will be the last because no other community is bold enough to stand up against Worton's considerable forces.  You really can't blame them.


==Imprisoned==
I woke in a dungeon a couple days ago, bruised and bloody and naked.  In the cell next to me was Sir Daymarc, the former Regent, but apparently he was in even worse condition.  Among other things, Daymarc's jaw was broken so we rarely spoke.

After a couple days with no food and water, I was finally brought a bowl of weak broth.  The servant girl held the bowl gently to my lips as I drank, but when the guard wasn't looking she reached inside her shift and pulled out a fist-sized cut of pork wrapped in cheese cloth.  She quickly slipped it into my hands.

"From Porsha," the servant whispered.

"Thank you, and thank her for me."

When I finished the broth, the servant wiped some of the dried blood from my face.

"Stay strong," she said, and left me alone.

Inspired by the servant girl's words, I shouted, "Stay strong, Sir Daymarc!  Lord Lysander will come soon!"


==Quest: Palaedra's Border==
Proposal
We have heard that Worton is not truly a Gryphonheart, but without seeing Lord Lysander at the head of your army we will not believe you fly the right banner.  Only the army he leads shall pass.

Progress
We do not see Lord Lysander in your ranks.


==Claiming Paledon==
Lord Lysander himself removed my shackles and helped me from Paledon's small dungeon.

"I am so sorry, Milton," he said.

"No," I responded quickly.  "You could not have known Worton would ignore a truce flag."

"You could've been killed!"

"But I wasn't, and now Palaedra is yours again.  It's over!"

"Not quite," Lysander said.

Recapturing Paledon should have been cause for celebration, but I soon learned that Sir Worton was nowhere to be found.  This battle would never be over as long as he was free.

Later, after Adamus treated my wounds, we all met in the throne room.  Worton's fancy throne was gone, replaced by a normal chair.  If I knew Lysander, Worton's throne was firewood now.  I winced when I saw Porsha, the woman who had kept me alive during my imprisonment, in the arms of Proetho.

Proetho said "That coward, Worton, slipped over the wall last night before the siege and stole a horse from a farmer!"

And then Proetho clapped his hand on Porsha's shoulder and added, "We can thank my big sister here for that bit of information!"

I smiled.  Of course!  There was another kind of love that would've given Porsha cause for concern - the love of a family member!  She caught my expression and smiled back.

Then Lysander said, "I'm going after him."

When Sir Kentaine stood as if to follow, Lysander said, "No!  I'll go alone.  I need you to stay here as Regent of Palaedra, Sir Kentaine.  Sir Daymarc is in no condition to lead."

"Then I'll go!" Proetho said.

Once again, Lysander refused and insisted that he go alone.

"Don't be a fool!  You don't know what's out there waiting for you," Proetho said.

"Worton's power has been crushed.  He's running scared!  I cannot leave him out there or Palaedra will never be safe," Lysander said.  Then to Kentaine and Desette he said, "Nor can I leave him to some over-zealous knight who might bring his head back to me on a lance.  Worton must face proper justice!"

As much as my muscles ached, I came to my feet.

"At least take your squire, my lord.  The others can keep Palaedra safe while I watch your back."

Lysander sighed and said, "Fine.  We ride now!"


==Milton Retires==
The trail was warm.  Worton was close.

Lord Lysander and I had been trotting side-by-side for miles while I tried to build the courage to ask the question that was on my mind.

Finally, I blurted, "I am thinking about retiring, my lord."

Lysander brought his steed to a sudden halt.  He looked at me, his eyes becoming fine lines.

"You're still young, Milton.  Why?"

I absently rubbed a knee and said, "I'm not so young anymore.  Being your squire has been the greatest honor a man could have, but I feel like settling down for a while, maybe having a child or two."

"Having you as my squire has been my greatest honor, Milton," Lysander said, extending his hand.  I took it.

"But," Lysander continued, holding my hand firmly in his, "I can't allow you to leave my service.  I need you too much!"

My muscles tensed, my heart skipped a beat.  I hadn't considered that Lysander would refuse.  But then, would it be so bad to commit my life to the service of a great hero?

Then Lysander flashed one of his rare smiles.

"I am in need of a new seneschal, Milton.  My former one turned out to be loyal to Worton, so I need someone I can trust.  Of course, it will require thankless hours of hard work.  You'll have to deal with a lot of people, I am sure.  One of the drawbacks of the position is that you'll have to talk to a lot of pretty women, including the new head of my kitchen, Porsha.  Oh, and I'll probably never allow you to leave the city limits of Paledon either.  Are you daring enough to accept such a position?"

I laughed.  I couldn't help it.

"You told a joke, my lord?"

"Contrary to what people may believe, I am not entirely without humor, Milton.  So, will you be my Seneschal?"

"Yes," I said.  "It would be my honor!"


==Quest: Worton's Gate==
Proposal
If Lord Lysander wishes to achieve an honorable ending to all that has transpired, only he may pass after he has defeated Paledon.

Progress
No reason to bring an army to catch one man!  Only Lysander may pass after he has defeated Paledon.


==Sir Worton==
We stopped outside the cave where Worton's trail ended.  Lysander rode a few paces forward and unsheathed his sword.

"Come out, Sir Worton!  There is nowhere else to run.  Come out, and I'll give you my word of honor you'll be treated fairly!"

Shortly, Worton replied, "Ha!  You'll lock me away for good!"

"Only if the courts find you guilty!"

"And they will!  Thanks to my own mother and father, everyone knows I'm not a Gryphonheart.  No court will find me innocent!" Worton shouted from the darkness.  He still hadn't stepped into the open.

"That is probably true," Lysander admitted.  "But you can at least show some courage for once and step forward to accept your punishment.  Many innocent people have died because of you!"

"No!  I won't rot in your jail or dangle from the end of a rope!  I have another way."

"And what would that be?" Lysander asked suspiciously.

That's when the bandits charged from cover, screaming for our deaths.  We were outnumbered, standing back-to-back.

Worton's ambush took its price, which was probably how he had planned it.  I was incapacitated with several broken ribs, and Lysander's sword was broken.  Still, he boldy entered the cave to face Worton.

"Wait here," he said.  "I shall return soon."

I followed, so I heard Worton's cocky voice as he said, "Me and you, Lysander!  Single battle.  To the winner goes Palaedra."

"I already have Palaedra."

"Fine then!  Let us see who is the better man!"

Lysander dismounted before I could warn him that he had no weapon, but then he reached absently to the familiar weight strapped across his back, to the True Gryphonheart Blade.

And he drew that which cannot be drawn except by one of Gryphonheart blood!


==A Dangerous Name==
I watched the battle from the entrance of the cave, so when the bandits came out of their hiding places I wished I could join the fray.  To stand by while Lysander battled the enemy alone was one of the hardest things I have ever done.

But with the True Gryphonheart Blade in his hands, my lord became like one of the bold kings of legend who started the Gryphonheart line.  No one could stand against him. 

And neither could the False Gryphonheart Blade.  Truth shattered the lie that day.  The True Blade destroyed the False, and then drew a line through Worton's helm and armor down into his right shoudler.  Worton would never hold a sword again.

"Kill me!" Worton screamed.

"I would, but I owe your father your life," Lysander said and pulled the True Blade from Worton's shoulder.

"How can someone like you come from two people as honorable as Sir Kentaine and Lady Desette?" he asked.

"My father was no more than a servant!" Worton said with distaste.  "I wanted more for myself!"

Later, as we left the cave with Worton bandaged and bound to his horse, I rode up to the man I had served for more than twelve years.

"Lysander!" I called him by his name for the first time in my life.  "You are a Gryphonheart!  How?"

Lysander fingered the hilt of the magical blade sheathed at his hip.  I could tell by his expression that he didn't know.

"I guess people are going to start calling me King now," he said with a little disappointment.

"No one deserves it more, my King!"

"My brothers and sisters are still out there somewhere, Milton," Lysander said, staring toward the horizon.  "I wonder if they know what a dangerous name they bear."


Milton:
"That is the tale of how Lysander became the new King Gryphonheart.  I guess it is also the story of how I met my wife, but as I have said before, I am just a simple man; Milton, husband, father, friend.

History will not remember my name."


