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KYLLEAN 

Kyllean swirled the bubbly ale in his mug, enjoying his last supper 
before leaving to begin his training. His mother smiled softly. 
“I’m glad you’ve decided to join, son.” 

She wasn’t his birth mother, but she had raised him 
alongside her own children as if he were and the connection 
between them was just as strong for him as it was his two half-
sisters. 

The door to the Salty Bowl Inn swung wide, streaks of 
sunlight illuminating the dusty air as a lean warrior dressed in 
leathers entered, Kyllean’s father. The man continued forward, 
flagging down a waitress as he walked to order a hot meal. 

Kyllean rose to his feet and extended an arm in welcome. 
“Greetings son,” said Kelson as they clasped forearms. 
Kyllean’s father took his seat beside his wife, and gave her a 

quick peck on the cheek, “Heather.” 
She elbowed him. “You should have come sooner, Kelson.” 
He shook his head. “Our work has doubled since word of 

war reached the fort.” 
She huffed. “Always excuses. Would you have even visited 

had I not written you about your son?” 
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Kelson ignored Kyllean’s mother, turning instead to inspect 
Kyllean, whom he had not seen since before he had left for 
Brinkwell. 

“You’re looking rather somber. Rethinking your decision to 
join the ranks already?” 

Kyllean took a sip of bubbling ale, then continued to swirl 
the contents about the container as he considered his initial 
inspiration. It had not been something he had ever envisioned 
himself doing and he had made no secret of this before leaving 
for Brinkwell. But he had returned with a different perspective, 
and a divided heart. There was the matter of a beautiful woman 
to consider after all. And yet it had been Minathi’s own words 
that compelled Kyllean to join. 

They had traveled together all the way from Brinkwell to the 
city of Quinson where she had found her uncle resupplying one 
of her father’s warehouses. The uncle had agreed to escort 
Minathi the rest of the way to the family’s holdings. 

Kyllean had enjoyed getting to know such a brilliant mind, 
with a heart the size of glutton’s belly, and a bold enough 
personality to keep his foolishness mostly in check. The exotic 
beauty draped in creamy, caramel-skin didn’t hurt either. He had 
felt a warm tingly sensation whenever he was with her, but he 
didn’t know if this was love, or adolescent yearning. He had little 
difficulty imagining a life with her, but as they neared Quinson, 
she had crushed these thoughts when she made him promise to 
join the Tal-Don Riders so he could avenge all that had been lost 
at the hands of the Lugienese. Her proclamation lay to rest any 
dreams of a future with her and he knew she would not be 
traveling to the town of Talmune for him to marry should he 
earn the sword and mount. He thought he saw regret in her eyes 
as she said the words, but he knew she was right. It would be 
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selfish to seek after love when there might not be a land within 
which to enjoy it should the Lugienese succeed. 

So he had promised her that he would become a Rider. And 
he had promised himself that he would put forth a full effort 
toward this end. 

“Well?” his father demanded. 
Kyllean shook off the memory and finally replied with a 

partial truth, “Seeing the Lugienese attacks; the brutality; the 
ruthlessness of their conquest in Brinkwell. It sobered—” He 
took another sip. “Well…maybe sober isn’t the right word. A 
figure of speech—you know what I mean.” 

“Oy. Well, sober is good if you’re to become a rider,” he 
chuckled. 

“Huh?” 
“Oh, nothing.” 
Kyllean’s mother elbowed the man again. “You’re not going 

to tell him?” 
“Let the boy learn it the same way I did. Like taking off a 

bloody bandage. Best to just rip it off in one fluid motion rather 
than drag it out.” 

“Tell me what?” protested Kyllean. 
Kyllean’s mother looked at his father expectantly, then 

finally said, “Riders are forbidden to partake in fermented 
beverages.” 

Kyllean was quiet as he digested that. “Come again?” 
She narrowed her eyes, “You heard me loud and clear.” 
“No ale?” He searched his memory for examples that might 

dispute this claim. Looking to his father, he said, “I—I was pretty 
sure you didn’t.” The more slowly, he continued, “And I suppose 
I can’t exactly recall a specific example of another Rider doing 
so…” 
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His father nodded. 
Kyllean eyed him. “But…that’s actually a rule?” 
“It is.” 
“Sure, but it’s not actually like, an official rule everyone has 

to follow though. More like celibacy and Chrologal priests, 
right?” 

His father’s expression hardened, “Have you ever seen me 
take a drink, even a sip?” 

“Well—no. But you’re never here. Doesn’t mean you don’t. 
Plus, you’re…you’re you. Not everyone is so adherent to rules, 
especially when no one is watching.” 

“In this they are. This particular rule is enforced by…” He 
stopped as if lacking the right word. “It’s difficult to explain 
without revealing that which should not be spoken before taking 
the oath, but I’ll do my best to give a vague explanation.” He 
reached down and touched the sword at his side and continued, 
“First, alcohol has been found to erode the link between the rider 
and their blade, which I recognize makes no sense to you right 
now, but I assure you, it’s important. Furthermore, alcohol 
affects the link between the Rider and his Lumále, that is, if you 
are deemed worthy of such a pairing. So, yes, if you succeed in 
the training, you will not touch a drink again, ever.” 

Kyllean couldn’t believe it. Link? What does that even mean? 
“But…” He was thoroughly befuddled. 

“But nothing. Lumáles are unable to cleanse and repair their 
minds in the way we do, so to them, alcohol is permanently 
debilitating. When paired with your own, the disorienting effects 
of the alcohol will leak through the connection and cannot be 
removed from the Lumále without severing the link itself, and 
even then, it takes an expert of the mind to try to filter out all of 
damaging remnants.” 
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His father was right about one thing. None of this made a 
lick of sense to him. 

Kelson smiled as if having caught his son in a trap he had 
along ago sprung for him. “Still wish to join? This is but the 
smallest price to pay. There will be more.” 

Kyllean stared into his mug for a long while, then finally 
mumbled, “Oy, but this whole thing sounds rather boring now.” 

His father reached across the table and patted Kyllean’s 
shoulder. “You won’t be bored once the fighting begins. And let 
me tell you, it can be just as intoxicating and dangerous as the 
drinking used to be. Only now you get to do a little good. After 
all, we’ve got a Kingdom to save.” 

Kyllean gulped. This had better be worth it. I’m now losing two of 
my favorite things in the whole world. 

*** 
An elderly looking woman stood before a group of eighteen 
initiates recruited from the town of Talmune. Ten boys, eight 
girls. 

Speaking to the entire cohort, she said, “Before I begin your 
first demonstration, I invite you to take a few moments to 
consider leaving. This is your last chance to do so unless you 
succeed in earning a blade. For if you stay here until the end, you 
will have learned things, secrets that cannot be trusted to the rest 
of the world. Secrets about our people that are not to be spoken 
beyond the safety of these walls.” She gestured with her arms to 
the enormous, ancient fortification that was the Tal-Don fortress. 

“If you fail to earn the blade, or you decide this life is not 
for you, it will be too late. You will not be permitted to leave. We 
cannot risk you taking our secrets with you.” 

One of the boys shouted out, “But my dah lives in Talmune 
and he’s a Rider.” 
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“Yes, Tavis. Your father has earned the Rider’s sword, but 
not the Lumále. This is not uncommon, nor is it shameful. Any 
who earn the blade are considered ‘Riders’, however, less than 
half these ever earn the mount. And some small few never earn 
the blade, and cannot be permitted to leave the fortress for we 
have no means of tracing their whereabouts the way we can with 
those who wield the blade. I will explain this further at a later 
time. But what you need to understand is that if you remain 
today, you will either settle in Talmune, or be forced to remain 
within this fortress. There are no other options for our kind.” 

The woman continued, “So. You’re here. Look around and 
decide if you’re willing to risk the possibility of never leaving 
these walls again, ever. There are eighteen of you. Statistically 
speaking, sixteen of you might never earn a blade, and another 
three might not do so before the war comes to us. So I ask you 
all one more time to consider this choice against the possibility of 
not succeeding.” 

There were some grumblings, but no one moved from their 
seats. No one would agree to join the Tal-dons only to return 
home the following day. It was one thing to return home from 
university with skills and ambitions to do something besides 
becoming a rider; somewhere around a third of the eligible in the 
town of Talmune choose this course. But to pledge to join the 
riders only to return so soon…that would be far too great a 
disgrace. Plus, no one imagined themselves to be one of the few 
that might fail. 

“Well, now that that’s settled, let us begin. I am your 
instructor. I will be teaching you the preliminary magic required 
to claim a blade, among other things. You may call me Master 
Hilde.” 
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The eyes of those in the class went wild, though no one 
dared speak. Magic? They were going to learn magic? Did that 
mean that his father was some sort of mage? Perhaps they were 
only to learn about it since they would be fighting against those 
who may wield it? Yes, that made far more sense. 

“Kyllean. Would you be so kind as to come forward?” 
Master Hilde had spoken his name, and was staring right at 

him. What had she said? 
“I…uh…” He tried to replay what he had just heard in his 

head. Ah, there is it. 
He stood uncertainly and started forward. 
“It’s quite alright; you’ve nothing to fear but loss of pride.” 

She smiled. “I have selected you to come forward your name was 
put forward as one of the best swordsman in the group.” 

Master Hilde held up a hand to stave off the objections and 
chuckles from others. 

Kyllean looked about, accusation in his eyes as he searched 
for the culprit. Someone had decided to nominate him because 
he was the newest arrival. He was sure of it. Many had been here 
several weeks waiting on others to arrive for the beginning of this 
unprecedented emergency cycle of enrollees. Sparring had been 
one of the few things they could do to pass the time. And having 
all grown up with swords in hand, it was only natural to wish to 
get a measure of the others as they waited for the training to 
begin. Kyllean had been here for just one day. 

Kyllean could see the mirth in the eyes of several others. A 
group effort then. Wonderful. 

Master Hilde continued, “You can all see that I am an old 
woman, well past my prime. And yet, I will demonstrate precisely 
what you will be learning under my tutelage, and more 
importantly, why.” 
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“I selected practice swords because I knew many of you 
might attribute what you will see to Kyllean’s fear of hurting an 
old woman.” She smiled and patted Kyllean on the shoulder. 
“We needn’t worry about any of that.” 

Then she stepped back and said, “First to three touches. 
Begin.” 

Kyllean took a stance in front of Master Hilde, but before 
his feet were even set, the old lady had slipped past his sword and 
held hers at Kyllean’s throat. 

“That’s one. Please be ready next time.” 
Kyllean blinked. The woman had moved very quickly. 
This time the elderly woman waited for Kyllean to advance, 

and now embarrassed and a little bit angry, he attacked with 
vigor. 

Master Hilde retreated and Kyllean smiled, increasing the 
intensity of his attacks, but then she brought her free hand to her 
mouth…and yawned as she continued to defend. No way. A 
moment later the woman flowed in and around Kyllean’s sword 
with such speed and fluidity it seemed like Kyllean’s efforts had 
ended altogether. 

“Two.” 
Kyllean shook off his surprise, and this time took a more 

conservative approach. It didn’t matter. A few moments later, 
Master Hilde held Kyllean’s wrist in one hand while her dull, 
wooden blade pointed at his armpit, positioned perfectly for a 
lethal blow. 

“Three.” 
She released her dominate position and bade Kyllean be 

seated.  
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“Now I heard some grumblings from others who believed 
themselves the superior swordsmen. Any care to take on an old 
woman to complete the demonstration?” 

The gathering was surprisingly quiet now. “Oh come now. 
No one?” 

She pointed to a boy named Bastion. “Bastion, you were the 
one who put Kyllean’s name forward. I’ve seen you with a blade 
and I suspect it was only your humility that prevented you from 
putting forward your own name. No need for that here. Come on 
forward.” 

He scowled. 
Kyllean recognized him from the sparring grounds. If 

Kyllean had been the one to select a challenger, he would have 
chosen this boy as well. He was tall, broad, and formidable. 

Master Hilde tossed the wooden weapon to Bastion and 
said, “Thank you for coming forward, Bastion. Same rules, 
understood?” 

Bastion nodded, and readied himself so he would not be 
caught off guard like Kyllean had. 

It made no difference at all. The old woman made Bastion 
out to be nothing more than a clumsy boy with a stick. “Thank 
you.” She patted a deflated Bastion on the shoulder, and he 
glared at Kyllean as if this were somehow his doing. “You did a 
fine job of demonstrating precisely what I wished to convey. You 
may return to your seat.” 

Then to the rest of the class, she said, “Now, the purpose of 
this demonstration was not to embarrass your peers. They are 
both fine swordsmen. The purpose, however, was to demonstrate 
the elite abilities you will possess if and when you complete your 
training here. And part of this ability involves wielding magic as I 
just did.” 
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Eyes grew wide, Kyllean’s as much as any others. 
I’m really going to learn magic? It was like being told he would 

take up the following day with extra fingers. He would have a 
difficult time believing it until it happened. But at the very least, 
he felt a lot better about having just been beaten up by an old 
lady who by appearances alone should have a difficult time 
walking without a cane. 

His mind returned to magic. I’m going to learn magic! 
But…people don’t just wake up and decide they wish to learn magic, do 
they? He supposed priests did, so maybe this would be like that. 
Wait—this means my father is…some sort of mage? Does mother know 
about this? 

Every kid in town had a father, mother, aunt, or uncle who 
was a rider or knew a rider, and not a one of them had ever 
spoken of magic besides the occasional fireside myth. Then again, 
maybe some of those stories were based in truth… 

“I am an old woman, and both Kyllean and Bastion are by 
all accounts, fine swordsmen.” The master puffed up for a 
moment as she said; “I would have still defeated both of these 
boys, but it would have taken longer without the magic and it’s 
even possible that one of them might have scored a touch.” That 
drew some laughs from the assembled. 

“The magic I used is the very same that will power your 
initial link to your rider’s blade, should you earn one, and similar 
to that which will allow the connection between you and your 
Lumále should one  of the few remaining decide you worthy. 
Both of these weapons allow our riders to face down wizards and 
live to tell of it. This unfortunately, may be put to the test sooner 
than any of us might like with the coming war.” 

Kyllean knew that last truth all too well. 
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A hand shot up, “You say there are only a few Lumáles 
left?” 

The mention of only a few Lumáles was a blow to Kyllean’s 
vision of himself flying through the air in triumph. 

“Indeed. And to be truthful, one of these few is likely not to 
choose at all.” She looked about conspiratorially and placed a 
finger to her lips as she half whispered, “She’s an old, stubborn 
creature.” Hilde looked from side to side, then added, “They have 
remarkable hearing.” Then in a normal voice, “We have been 
through six cohorts of initiates without her selecting a Rider so 
we’re beginning to worry that she may simply lack the innate 
ability to offer the link. We’re looking into that possibility.” 

“The good news is that you’re all descended from a long line 
of innate wielders and therefore should almost all be capable of at 
least earning the blade.” This caused another round of stirring 
throughout the assembled. “Raise your hand if you bear the 
bastard name Don Votro.” 

Kyllean did so hesitantly, along with only two others. The 
rest were apparently either full-blooded Tal-Dons, or were also 
illegitimate. However, illegitimate children whose mothers were 
from town bore the sir name Tal-Votro, those whose mothers 
were from beyond were called Don Votros. Didn’t make sense to 
Kyllean, but that’s how the names had been explained to him. 

Gesturing to Kyllean and the two others who had raised 
hands, Master Hilde said, “This is one of the few times when you 
can be proud—well—maybe not proud; how about thankful for 
your heritage. I can’t get into the details, for even I am not privy 
to the centuries-old arrangement, but suffice it to say that the 
Don Votro bloodline extends more directly into the ancient days 
of high sorcery than those bearing the Tal-Don or Tal-Votro 
names. The Don Votros have rumored ties to the Hand of the 



 THE OTHER WAY – Excerpt 
  
Gods if you wish to believe the most audacious of the theories. 
Regardless of the lineage, the proof is in the…” She appeared to 
look to the heavens for help. “Well I don’t have any clever 
alliteration to finish the thought, so I’ll just say it plainly: You’re 
likely to have an easier time tapping into the source and wielding 
it toward our purposes, and you’re also likely to be blessed with a 
much longer life than even the Tal-Dons or Tal-Votros, though 
they too possess longevity beyond that of outsiders who’ve seen 
enough of us to notice the slower than normal aging. Then again, 
with the coming war, this blessing may well be forfeit.” 

One prospective rider, a boy named, Gerico, spoke up, “So, 
you’re a Don-Votro?” 

Master Hilde smiled, “I am a woman. There is no such thing 
as a Don Votro woman.” 

Kyllean considered this and attempted to refute, but he was 
without example. He had simply never considered it. 

One girl spoke up, “Why are there no female Don-Votros?” 
Master Hilde responded, “A question for another time 

perhaps.” 
Then another asked, “How old are you then?” 
The woman raised an eyebrow. “Hasn’t anyone ever told 

you it’s rude to inquire after a woman’s age?” The boy shrank 
back, but didn’t wither altogether and the eyes around the 
gathering were glued on Master Hilde in wait for the answer. 

So, no offense taken to asking about her bastardness, but asking about 
age is a cardinal sin? 

“I have walked Doréa for one hundred and seven years, give 
or take.” 

Mouths hung open, and no one moved. Kyllean knew they 
were all thinking the same thing. Impossible. The woman looked to 
be little more than fifty years of age. What did that mean about 
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Kyllean’s father’s age? Was he even more ancient? He was a Don 
Votro after all. 

If so, how many children had he fathered? How many wives 
had he taken? The whole surname business now made slightly 
more sense. For even if a Don Votro had a legitimate child, they 
would take the surname Tal-Don. Not that Kyllean had ever 
before cared enough to puzzle it all out. These things had simply 
been parts of their culture in the small town of Talmune. 
Curiosity over such a thing would have been like asking why the 
sky was blue. 

Master Hilde continued, “Let’s keep moving. How many of 
you felt a slight tingling sensation develop in the back of your 
neck as I sparred with Kyllean or Bastion?” 

More than half of the students raised their hands. 
She nodded. “This indicates that your innate abilities are 

already beginning to manifest. How many of you have had 
dreams where you find yourselves in a place with no sound or 
color?” 

This time only a small few raised hands. 
“This is another indication that your magic is manifesting. 

This is a touch more on the dangerous side, however, so we’ll 
want to have you scheduled to meet with the healer, she will 
guide you through the process of suppressing or departing such 
as soon as possible. I never experienced these dreams myself so I 
would not be a good resource as I only know what I’ve been told 
of this.” 

Kyllean felt a pang of disappointment. He had felt nothing 
during the sparring and had experienced no such dreams, yet he 
was supposed to be one of the more innately gifted by virtue of 
his heritage. The only thing he felt, was sick to his stomach, but 
this was likely due to his lack of alcohol. His consumption had 
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only increased after his escape from Brinkwell…and more so 
after Minathi told him he needed to join his father as a Rider. 

As if hearing these thoughts, Master Hilde said, “Not to 
worry if neither of these applies. Given our need for haste in this 
training, impending war and all, we’re going to awaken your 
senses no matter how dormant they may be. This used to be a 
more difficult task, but thanks to our very own, Kelson Don 
Votro, we’ve now a tea with the means to awaken even the most 
dormant of abilities.” 

Kyllean’s eyes went wide. His father had discovered a tea 
that could awaken…? What in the cold snow’s turd was going on here? 
His father was no herbalist. Then again, Kyllean had also been 
ignorant to the fact that his father was also a wielder. It seemed 
Kyllean actually knew very little about his father and that which 
he did know was perhaps wrong. It felt like betrayal. 

Master Hilde droned on, “However, before we dare risk 
awakening your innate senses and perhaps some of your abilities, 
we’ll need to spend a few days learning about the power you may 
soon wield. It is known as elemental magic, or as some of our 
more scholarly folks refers, atrerian. Names aside, understanding 
the fundamentals of how this works is crucial to your safety.” 

This would ordinarily be the point where Kyllean would 
begin tuning out the lecturer, but in this instance, Master Hilde 
had his full attention. I’m going to become a wielder! If Aynward only 
knew! 

. 
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