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GROBENNAR 

The obsidian liquid rippled as if alive as Grobennar pulled the 

quill to write. Meanwhile, the light of a single candle continued its 

eternal war against the gloom of the stone palace suite, even as 

late in the morning as it was. The Klerósi priest released a heavy 

breath, then smiled as he resumed the last of his missive. 

“See that there is no room for confusion as to the culprit of the crime. 

This transition occur without flaw. We will take advantage of the instability 

this creates within the Kingdom ranks. It would be better of course, to kill 

them both, but two deaths will draw unwanted attention. His assumed role in 

the crime will serve our needs. You will find great reward when the sun sets 

on these plans. Send word when it is finished.” 

Grobennar folded the parchment into thirds, then poured 

the blue wax. He fumbled in his pocket for Count Gornstein’s 

ring. There. Pulling it out, he pressed the face of the ring into the 

hot substance and felt the satisfying squish of the wax as it took 

on the contours of the steel emblem. This was a near perfect 

replica, a gift from the pirate, Kubal, with whom Grobennar had 

increased dealings since his arrival in Brinkwell weeks earlier. 

He didn’t fully trust the man, but then, how could he? Kubal 

was a pirate, a heretic by birth, and a proud slave to gold. And 

yet, for now, their paths were aligned toward a common goal 
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shared by Klerós himself. The man would eventually need to be 

de-clawed, or more likely killed, but for the moment, he was a 

useful tool. 

Grobennar rolled the ring around in his hand and smiled. If 

the letter was intercepted, the Lugienese Empire would be in no 

way associated with the plot. 

The priest grew optimistic about his plans to regain his seat 

beside the God-king. His meeting with Magog weeks earlier in 

Brinkwell had gone far better than he could have hoped. Rajuban 

had surely intended to spin the ease with which Brinkwell had 

been conquered, but Magog had come alone and Grobennar’s 

vital role could not be denied. As a result, Magog had restored 

Grobennar’s honor by naming him Fatu Ma-Gazi, Secretary of 

War, making him one of the most powerful members of the 

Klerósi hierarchy once again. Grobennar needed to use this 

opportunity to the fullest extent before Rajuban had a chance to 

ensnare him in whatever trap lay ahead. One could no longer 

ascend peaks of permanent favor within the Klerósi faith. 

Instead, one ran alongside the God-king, hoping to keep up. A 

few stumbles and one might find themselves suddenly trailing 

several others. The irony of course was that Grobennar had 

helped establish this model of rule on behalf of the God-king, 

thinking his role in doing so would keep him safely ahead of the 

rest. Grobennar shook his head. A painful irony indeed. 

Grobennar walked to the small window and stared out at 

the cages containing the flying creatures the locals called dordron. 

They were birds of massive scale, over-grown eagles was how 

most of the Lugienese described them. It had been Grobennar’s 

idea to capture and control a contingent of them to ride into 

battle like the legends of old Luguindia. This would neutralize 

one of the Kingdom of Dowe’s Lumáles and their famed riders. 



 THE OTHER WAY – Excerpt 
  

This elite fighting force was said to have turned the tide in many 

a battle over the centuries and his research thus far supported the 

truth of this. Surely the Empire’s Klerósi battle priests would 

reign supreme regardless, but if another weapon might give his 

side further advantage, why not use it? Plus, the idea of being able 

to travel from city to city in days instead of weeks would prove 

very handy, especially when engaging in intercontinental 

conquest. This would be the sort of advancement worthy of another 

promotion, thought Grobennar. 

Jaween remarked, “Imagine the chaos we’ll sow with your flying 

friends. Too much fun!” 

“It will be much better than mere chaos if we can actually 

get them to do our bidding,” pronounced Grobennar. “If we can 

control enough of these things, they’ll rival the Nephilim of 

legend. 

Jaween hissed, “Ooh. I do hate those things.” 

Grobennar paused, taken aback by the ridiculousness of the 

statement. “You’ve met a Nephilim?” 

Jaween didn’t respond for a long time. Then finally said, 

“Those days are fuzzy. It hurts my head to remember too much.” 

“You don’t have a head.” 

“Still hurts,” remarked Jaween. 

Jaween’s claim was absurd. The last time the monsters 

known as Nephilim were said to have roamed Doréa was 

thousands of years ago during Hakbar’s last purge of the Hand. 

Grobennar had been jesting about the Nephilim. They were 

nothing more than a confused translation, hyperbole, or at best, 

an evolution from truth stretched to unrecognizable lengths on 

its way to becoming myth. The same appeared to be true of 

Jaween’s recollection of the distant past. 
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In any case, Grobenner’s claim about the dordron appeared 

as of yet to be just as fanciful. They had captured several dozen 

of the beasts, but they were wild things and Grobennar and his 

priests had found no efficacious means to so much as tame them. 

Grobennar had initiated a mental clasp with one, but seeing 

and sensing through the eyes of the dordron while riding atop it 

was dangerously disorienting, not to mention the amount of 

magic required to maintain the clasp over a creature that 

continued to resist. Its will had been stronger than any creature 

he had ever controlled. Still, even if they couldn’t ride the things, 

having a contingent of them could prove minimally useful should 

the Lugienese need to launch a defensive attack in the skies. 

But as Grobennar looked out the window, he saw a priest 

climb up and take flight from atop one of them. Grobennar’s 

heart soared with hope. A young, promising priest by the name 

of Wendrikor clung to the feathers at the base of the beast’s neck 

whooping as he was lifted into the air. 

Jaween commented, “This is promising.” 

Grobennar’s mind drifted to visions of himself landing one 

of the massive creatures gracefully before Magog’s throne, and 

dismounting to accept his rightful place, that of the— 

A shout rang out as Wendrikor was ripped from his seat by 

the sharp beak of the dordron. Before Grobennar or anyone else 

had the chance to intervene, the poor lad crashed into the 

coppled courtyard below accompanied by a distinctly fatal crunch 

of bone and flesh. Grobennar winced. 

“Not the best landing,” remarked the spirit matter-of-factly. 

“Indeed,” admitted Grobennar through clenched teeth. He 

braced his arms upon the stone that shaped the window, leaning 

heavily as he stared down at the unmoving form of the priest 

below.  
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He shook his head. Perhaps the hatchlings they had 

captured could be reared to be friendly to humans, but this would 

be more of a legacy program, not something that would improve 

his current plight. Grobennar needed to reap the benefits of these 

beasts in the immediate future, and for that, he needed a new 

strategy. 

He turned and glided down the stairs toward the courtyard 

where several dozen of the dordron were held. Paranja, one of his 

closest friends and allies, had recently come to Brinkwell. She sat 

beside one of the cages, attempting to puzzle out the very same 

riddle. 

“What was it like?” she asked. 

“Sorry?” 

“To fly?” 

“Oh...Mostly terrifying. I had to close my eyes in order to 

focus solely on the bird’s sight, but their minds are different than 

anything I have clasped before. The idea of directing it based on 

where my own body was, it was dizzying. The advantage to riding 

during the clasp of course would be that it would use require less 

magic than should we remain aground. But this would not do in a 

battle against Lumále Riders who can act independent of their 

flying mounts. I just wish there was a way to…” He trailed off as 

an idea struck, not a new idea per se, but a new approach to an 

old one. “What if there was a way to execute a partial clasp?” He 

looked at the dordron and considered attempting such a feat right 

then and there, then reconsidered. 

Looking around he found a guard by the door to the 

courtyard. “Hey! You there! Yes, you. Come here, now.” 

The man shook off his surprise then approached, bowing a 

few paces away. “Yes, Fatu Ma-Gazi.” 
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“Fetch me an oxen. Here, take this.” Grobennar handed 

him a folded parchment he kept on hand for such times. Show 

this to anyone who gets in your way or questions the demand. 

And get help should you need it.” 

The guard took the document with Grobennar’s signature 

and the seal of his rank and bowed. “I will do as you demand, 

Fatu Ma-Gazi.” 

“Good. Now make haste!” 

The man took off at a jog. 

*** 

Later that day, an animal five times the size of a grown man 

squeezed through the southern entrance to the courtyard and 

Grobennar set down the tray of cheese and fruit that he and 

Paranja had been picking over. They had spent the afternoon 

working out the details of altering the clasp as best they could 

from a theoretical standpoint and had arrived at the something 

Grobennar believed might actually work. Serendipitous timing. 

Grobennar tossed the guard and two companions a silver 

toman each and gave them the afternoon off. There wasn’t much 

to do in the city, pillaged as it was, only a handful of its citizens 

had been kept alive, namely, those who added some value to 

future conquests such as farmers, cooks, or spies. The rest were 

invaluable mouths to feed and were therefore eliminated. 

Grobennar had thoughts about that policy as well, but those 

would not serve him here and now. He would ruminate over 

those later. 

He took the harness attached to the oxen’s head and mouth 

and led the large animal to the vacant center of the courtyard. 

This particular beast was docile and simple, quite unlike the 

dordron’s stubborn and distrustful disposition. This ox would be 

the perfect trial. Grobennar placed a hand on its back and delved 
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into its mind. He was able to take hold of it’s will with ease, but 

separating out the vision and sensations of the creature was quite 

another. Even for a creature of such simplicity, he found the 

strands of sensory and will so interconnected that he could make 

little sense of the tangle. He needed to separate these, to hold 

only the will of the beast, not the complex carnal information 

that came with a full clasp. Perhaps if I complete the clasp, then released 

certain aspects…He did so, but as soon as he released the 

connection to the animal’s sight, the entire clasp failed and he 

was left with no connection at all. He tried and failed several 

more times, then shouted and kicked the ox in the stomach—

nope, the ribs. It grunted but seemed otherwise unplaced, while 

his big toe burned after striking the hard flesh. Embarrassed, 

Grobennar bit his lip and blew air from his mouth instead of 

whimpering or crying out like he wished. 

The goal was simple enough in theory, but the execution 

was quite another. 

Grobennar let go of the rope holding the ox, and limped 

over to the cages housing the dordron, gripping the bars he 

ignored Paranja who was asking him something. How do I connect 

to your will without having to take on the rest? 

He extended his mind into the creature and immediately 

sensed its boiling fury. It was hostile, and he could feel it even 

now desiring to hunt and kill. Grobennar took hold of the 

dordron’s will, blasting through its natural desire for autonomy. 

These creatures were among the most challenging he had 

attempted in terms of their natural mental barriers, but his own 

current mental state left his own mind sharp with anger and 

determination. A rush of sensation poured through the 

connection and he suddenly saw himself through the eyes of the 

beast, closing his own eyes to complete the connection. 
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Then he loosened his grip on the creature’s will the way he 

might when allowing a clasped creature to execute tasks that the 

human mind could not, like flight. Grobennar could, for instance, 

order an eagle to fly to a certain place or attack a certain thing, 

but if he attempted to control the actual instinctual body 

mechanics that allowed the creature to do so, the general result 

was disastrous for both parties involved. 

As Grobennar loosened his control over the creature’s will, 

he felt its attention shift to him, felt its desire to break free of the 

cage and attack the one it felt was responsible for it’s 

confinement. This will was so strong, so palpable he could 

almost— 

He sent his own will into that single strand, that connection 

of animal desire and gripped it with his mind as tightly as he 

could, then released everything else. 

The sensations he had felt coming in through the 

connection disappeared, and he opened his own eyes. He stared 

at the monstrous bird that stood twice his own height and 

watched as it stalked toward him. He saw as much as felt the 

intelligence, overpowered by rage. Still holding onto that strand 

of will, he pulled. The bird suddenly stopped and Grobennar sent 

a mental command through the connection. “Turn around.” This 

didn’t translate in a phonetic sense, it never did. But the desire, if 

made clear by the person controlling the creature was easy 

enough to convey. 

To Grobennar’s utter surprise, the massive bird spun and 

was suddenly facing the other direction. “Sit down.” The dordron 

squatted and sat. 

Grobennar’s eyes went wide with shock and glee. “Open the 

cage!” 

Paranja was standing, but failed to move, confused. 
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“Open the cage, now!” 

He was afraid to move himself, afraid he might lose his grip, 

though as of right now, he felt firmly in control, more so than 

even an ordinary clasp. 

Paranja undid the latch of the cage and the door swung 

open. She backed up quickly and Grobennar could sense that she 

had gathered Klerós’s power in case whatever Grobennar was 

doing did not work. 

“Come to me.” The dordron responded instantly. “Sit.” It did 

so. Grobennar reached up and took hold of a handful of feathers 

as he had done during his full clasp the day before. But unlike 

before, he saw only through his own eyes, feeling almost normal 

but for the itch in his mind where the connection to this beast’s 

will remained. 

He climbed upon its back, settled in and commanded it to 

fly. Its massive wings extended out fifteen paces to either side, 

and Paranja was forced to dive out of the way as the creature 

flapped its wings to take him into the air. The sound almost 

blocked out Paranja’s voice from below, “I hope you know what 

you’re doing!” 

Grobennar’s pulse was racing as the palace and city shrank 

beneath him. He had been afraid and nearly sick when he rode 

while in a full clasp on the back of the dordron the day before. It 

had been a difficult feat, and he considered himself lucky to have 

been able to return safely. But this was unlike that in almost every 

sense. He was able to appreciate the cool air as it tickled his skin, 

and looked out on the vast bay and city. Grobennar saw the rise 

of mountains behind the city and willed the creature to fly toward 

them. He had seen such views from the ground through the eyes 

of smaller birds during a clasp, but to be in the air himself, seeing 

it all through his own eyes was an experience unequalled. 
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“This is it! I’ve done it!” he shouted. 

The wind blew cold and fast in his face and as it rushed past, 

but he had no difficulty hearing Jaween. “This is just wonderful! This 

seems very similar to the magic used to control these creatures before the 

Luguinden wars. I’m so glad you were able to puzzle it out.” 

“Wh—” Grobennar nearly lost his grip. “You…knew how 

to do this? Why didn’t tell me this before?” shouted Grobennar. 

Jaween did the mental equivalent of a shrug. “My memories 

come and go, especially those from before my days inside this stone. I didn’t 

remember until now.” 

“How convenient,” uttered Grobennar through clenched 

teeth. 

“Indeed! Imagine if I had remembered a few days ago! The timing was 

almost perfect! Just a few days off.” 

Grobennar turned his attention back to something less 

vexatious. Using the link to control the dordron, he bade it angle 

them back toward the Count’s former palace. He would need to 

begin training others priests to master this method. And 

harnesses would need to be designed to make the riding 

experience safer for warfare and general travel. He grinned to 

himself. 

*** 

At Grobennar’s command, his selected priests had 

maintained their connections for three full days without 

experiencing any notable bone degradation. Grobennar eagerly 

awaited a time when he could share this discovery with the God-

king, but decided he would do so only after he had utilized this 

secret weapon to its fullest and could take credit for the ingenious 

idea and the victories that would come with it. He needed to 

outpace whatever schemes Rajuban continued to employ. 
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The spirit residing within the pendant worn at Grobennar’s 

neck remarked with great joviality, “You grow so devious in your old 

age, Grobes. The coming moons are going to be very exciting for the both of 

us.” 

“Yes, I suspect that they will.” 

Perhaps his upcoming successes would finally earn him the 

favor he needed to retake his rightful position beside the God-

King. However, he would still need to find a way to discredit the 

conniving Rajuban or Magog would have no reason to replace 

him. 

“You needn’t worry so much about him, you’ll get yours, and he’ll get 

his.” 

“Who?” 

Jaween scoffed, “Always so coy. You know who. Your pulse 

quickens and your temperature rises the moment his name brushes your 

mind. I’m acutely attuned to these things you know. I can always tell.” 

Grobennar ignored the spirit, continuing to plot his next 

move now that the dordron were viable pieces on the board. Not 

too hasty. We’ll conquer the Isles city of Tung by traditional means and use 

that as a staging ground for the first use of the dordron. The rider-priests need 

more time to train before we send them out to battle. Glory can’t be rushed. 

He knew this all too well and needed to believe this more 

strongly than ever lest he lose hope in his triumphant return to 

Magog’s side. 


