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The following conversations have been translated from Kraven’s native language, Fransec. 

 

Ines sat next to the fire, her black-gloved hands stretched out to warm. Kraven trotted back 

from the cottage’s small kitchen, filling both their cups with cider before settling the kettle back 

on the hook. Offering a cup to her first, he settled back on his stool, enjoying his heat from a 

distance. 

“How was your trip?” he asked. 

“Good,” she said. 

“And the cows?” 

“Healthy and more numerous than before. Three calves, all frisky and hungry as a boy like 

yourself.” 

“I’m not frisky,” he said, sweeping back a strand of dark brown hair. 

She gave him a wry look, mirroring the action with her own tightly braided hair. “Sure.” 

He didn’t answer, and the silence, at first companionable, soon begged for interruption. He 

could tell she was thinking about something important and waited for her to speak. 

At last, she did, dark eyes shifting to him from the flames. “Have you considered my 

offer?” 

Kraven looked to the shuttered window, beyond which he knew his sea dragon Drake was 

patiently waiting, along with Ines’ current horse. The warm, spiced scent of the cider drifted up 

to his nose in curling wisps. “No,” he said. “Not a lot, anyway.” 

“Why not?” 

He shrugged. “I don’t know, just never really thought about it before.” 

“In all the time I’ve been in the Guard, you never thought of joining? I must be a horrible 

mentor.” 

“Not at all, but you’re also a reckless one, and one of these days, you’re going to get hurt.” 

“I doubt that,” she said. “Who would hurt a healer? Especially one as cute as me?” 

“I’m serious, Ines.” 

“Then come with me. The Guard has all kinds of roles. You could be a fighter, protect me 

from anyone tough, and I’ll heal them when it’s over. Send them on their way with a kiss and a 

smile.” 

“Why do you bother anyway? If they’re bad enough to have gotten themselves into that 

kind of trouble, maybe they deserve it.” 

“And of those who don’t? Those who have been wrongly wounded? Your brother—” 

“My brother is a bully and an ass, and if he got beat up on the road, he’d deserve nothing 

le—” 

“Do you deserve it?” 

“What?” 

“The bullying,” she said. She set down her cup, squaring herself with him. “Your brother 

treats you wrongly because he feels it’s his right, and you take it because you think it is your 

place—and to resent him, too.” 

“So, I should what, clock him so you can come patch him up? Push him in front of the first 

batch of bandits I see?” 

“Kraven,” she said sharply. “That’s not funny, and you know it. I’m just saying, everyone 

has reasons for the things that they do. Many of those reasons are wrong, or at the very least 

uninformed, but that doesn’t mean they don’t still need help. Perhaps the worst of them are those 

that need it the most.” 
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“That attitude is going to get you killed someday.” 

Rising, she put her cup in the sink, then took up her cloak. The firelight danced along the 

walls. 

“Maybe,” she said. “But perhaps it will be worth it. Then again, if you came with me, 

maybe it wouldn’t be a problem. It would be nice to have someone at my back, even if I don’t 

need it.” She opened the door. “Thanks for dropping by. Make sure to lock up and tell your 

family I said hello.” 

He followed her outside the small cottage, watching her mount up. The horse was familiar 

with his dragon by now, and willingly complied as she urged it towards Drake to say goodbye. 

Drake, sapphire scales shining in the moonlight, reached out his head to give her a mournful, 

parting nuzzle. Ines rubbed his scaly cheek, then kissed him on the nose. Spurring her horse, she 

exited the undersized pen, waving a hand as she left. 

“Goodbye Kraven, see you soon.” 

“Be careful,” he said. 

And she was. 

But in the end, it didn’t matter. 

----------------------------------------------- 

Three years later, Kraven stood at the edge of town, drawing the warm, dark leather over 

his hands. As he did, the stitching became clear, twin shields riding the backs of his hands. The 

stitches were surprisingly white, brighter than he had seen them in years. Ines had always kept 

them pristine, but after her death…he had only washed them the week before, a final goodbye 

before his new life. He’d been allowed to keep his usual clothes, the last year’s fashions handed 

down from his elder brother Arnaud. The gloves and the silver chain that would eventually hold 

his mark—if he ever earned one at all, were both indicators of his new position as an apprentice 

member within the Guard and been required by his new appointment. He was still unused to the 

feeling of both, the silver feeling as heavy around his neck as his well-stocked bag. 

Drake was waiting in the woods, still too rare and valuable a creature to risk being seen on 

village grounds. He would meet up with the creature as soon as he left, and from there head 

northward, all the way to the yochni’s cave. 

He squeezed his hands, Ines’ gloves tightening against his skin. It almost felt as if she was 

holding his hand. A familiar tightness squeezed his chest. 

“Well, let’s go,” he said, taking his first step. It was the first step of his journey and his 

pilgrimage. It was also, he hoped, the first step on the way to understanding his friend. 

 


