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“Come and look over here, Tisia!” my little sister called.

I hung back. Amrys is always finding things, some of
them better left undisturbed according to the wise women.
We have not been in these Dales very long, but there are
already stories of things left by those who lived here be-
fore. Indeed, it is said that they still live beyond our pre-
cincts where they practice such magic as the good Dames
despise. Or so I have heard.

I had not wanted to take Amrys up to the hills. It was
the kind of perfect early spring day best enjoyed alone.
The sky was a cold pale blue and the first sprinkling of
yellow and purple and white wildflowers dotted the high
meadow. Besides, looking after the goats was enough
work. My six-year-old sister requires more supervision than
half the herd.

“Tisia!”

I went. Better to see what Amrys was up to than leave
her alone. If she had not enough sense to stay where she
belonged, at least she lacked the courage to pry too deeply
into what the Old Ones left behind.

This time she stood at the edge of a flat stone set into the
meadow. It was large, nearly as large as the cooking hearth
at the hall, but such is not unusual here. It was plain and
gray like every other great stone in the great pasture
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viewed from a distance. I came closer, grateful only that
Amrys seemed huddled into herself and not making any
move toward the formation.

When I arrived I saw that it was not like every other flat
rock around. On the surface was incised a five-pointed star,
and within a pattern so complex that it made my head spin.
At least it was the star, I thought, the outline showing
faintly blue. That was good, or so the wise woman had
said. There was no direct danger in such. Still, it was better
that it remained undisturbed. We know too little about the
people who inhabited this place, although there are those
who say a great war was fought here and beyond. Certainly
there are places where no sane person would go, into that
area that many call the Waste because naught but evil bides
there.

I pulled Amrys’s hand and turned my back on the star
rock. I am no lady of a great keep, of a fine family who has
listened to the songs and heard many traveler’s tales. Nor
am I a wise woman or the apprentice to one, learned in the
lore of healing and plants and other knowledge. I am only
a shepherdess, daughter of a herdsman and a dairy-woman.
Nor has my father made a match for me, although my
mother says it should have been done long since. Little
does she know it is because I begged my father not to
pledge me to Kendrig the stable boy at the Keep or
Gloswin who is a widower and older than my mother.

So, my mind on other things, I dragged Amrys from the
stone. Usually she is a bidable girl once you’ve acknowl-
edged what she wanted you to see, but today was different.
She came along a step or two and then dug her heels into a
tuft of grass. I groaned and pulled her up, still intent on
this problem of choosing a husband. Perhaps it was true
that my father was too fond and I too haughty. How could
I explain to my mother that I had dreamed night after night
of some perfect husband who was like none of the men of
this Dale? My thoughts running this way, I didn’t even no-
tice that Amrys had slipped my hand until I heard the
thump-thump of her running.







