I

Prince Caiden
[image: image1.wmf]Young Prince Caiden walked out of his quarters after making himself barely presentable for his parents, King Casper and Queen Arielle. He had brushed his dark brown hair back, but he knew it wouldn’t stay there. He preferred to be out slaying dragons than meeting his parents’ friends. 


The long hall he was slowly walking down was strung with mirrors, which reflected his face with its ruddy complexion. A light sprinkling of freckles across his nose hinted that he was often out of doors. 


Servants weaved in and out of the doors that lined the hall. Some carried platters, some carried laundry, and some carried nothing at all. Caiden scarcely heard their many good mornings to him; his mind was elsewhere; perchance he was wondering how soon his parents would release him after greeting their guests. That was the most likely prospect. 


If you were to walk down the wide hall in the center of the castle, you would see two large doors that couldn’t be opened by a single person. It would take two, possibly three, strong men to open them. Thankfully the doors aren’t shut, because you want to see what could possibly be inside two such monsterous doors. 


You can hear music drifting out, mainly that of harpists. They play beautifully, so you suspect there must be some royalty inside. 


You have reached the doors. When you look in, the sight takes your breath away. The room is huge, and brightly colored with reds and golds and purples. A scarlet rug so long it reaches from one end of the room to the other lies at your feet. At the center of the far end of the room are two great thrones. On one sits a great king with a golden crown entwined with a sliver vine. Beside him is a beautiful queen, with long golden curls that reach her feet! On her head is a tiara made completely of diamonds. You wonder how she can stand its weight. 


But what took your breath away is all the people! Lords and ladies and serfs and even children! The charming ladies are dressed in fine satin gowns of rich, vibrant, colors sewn together with gold thread. The lords are dressed in fine silks of blue and red and cinnamon and green. But it saddens you to see the many serfs in their rags that have come to see the king on business. You are glad you are not one.


Queen Arielle continued to give charming smile after charming smile as she leaned over to whisper to her gray-haired husband. “Our son is late again,” she said through clenched teeth.


The king had just finished talking to a peasant about the farm animals he was due to pay. The peasant gave the king a percentage of his crops and animals every year in exchange for a portion of land to farm. If he didn’t pay up, he lost the land and was evicted along with any family he might have.


A nobleman had just approached the king. “Darling,” the king whispered, “Not now. I'm busy.”


The queen looked up from her preoccupied husband to see her son casually entering the room. It would be a memorable day when he used the stiff manners of the court. 


Caiden strolled right down the middle of the scarlet carpet. He knew he would catch it, but who wanted to be so stiffly polite that they couldn’t get out of bed the next morning?  He didn’t even want to be there in the first place. Every day his parents made him come greet their “guests” which consisted mainly and merely of peasants come to beg the king to lower the taxes.


Caiden became more serious with himself. His father really should lower the taxes on the poor people. It wasn’t their fault if they had had a bad year and couldn’t pay his wretched taxes. The first thing he’d do when he was king, he vowed, was to lower the taxes. He would charge what the payer could pay. No more, no less. 


Caiden leaned lightly against his mother’s throne. To him it was just another chair. He mechanically said hello whenever someone was near enough to hear him. It was just another boring routine in his life.


“Caiden, show some emotion,” coached the queen as Caiden uttered hello to what seemed like the millionth peasant.


“Mother, It bores me so to do this. Why do feel the need to show me off?”


“You’re a prince! People will began to doubt your existence if no one ever has the chance to lay eyes on you and then gossip about it!”


Caiden only rolled his eyes.


An hour had gone by. To amuse himself, the prince said hello in his meanest voice to every fifth person that came near him to see his or her reaction. The peasants merely looked frightened so he quickly stopped. 


After begging his father to release him, Caiden hurried out of the huge room and out of the even huger castle. The sun shone on his face and he relaxed. He could be himself.


Caiden never went looking for dragons or trouble; they came to him. He would hear of a band of renegade knights who went around steeling peddlers’ goods and would go and see that they were throne in jail. He would hear of a dragon terrorizing peasants’ animals and go and slay it. His talents just came to him naturally. 


Whenever Caiden went off the palace grounds, he took his five most trusted knights, Philip, Stephan, Rodrigo, Jeren, and Domingo. Most of the knights resented obeying a seventeen-year-old, but these five were his closest friends. He respected them greatly and they respected him in return. 


“My liege!”


Caiden looked around for the source of the well-known voice.


Stephan was standing near the stables. The reins of his tall ebony horse were in his hands. As the prince approached he bent down on one knee. 


“Arise, friend Stephan! Are you planning some venture? Where go you with your noble beast?” 


Stephan arose and answered, “I was just going out to over-see some of the land. I heard two peasants have gotten into an argument and thought maybe I could settle it, or at least prevent it from getting violent.”


“I’ll go with you. Just let me saddle Elf,” Caiden replied eagerly.


“I tell ye, the pig is mine!” shouted an angry peasant at his equally angry neighbor. 


“Nonsense! I’d know Posy anywhere!”


“Oh ya? I say wolves carried her off! This is pig is Mud!”


The two men advanced toward each other and would have started an even bigger fight if two men on horses, one of them the prince, the other Stephan, hadn’t ridden up just then.


Stephan dismounted and held Caiden back with a hand gesture. “What is the meaning of this?” he demanded as the two peasants looked open-mouthed at the prince.


The tall one with the angriest eyes stepped forward. “I tell ye, this pig is mine! He thinks it’s his old Posy who ran off days ago. But I tell ye, it’s Mud! I’d know him anywhere!”


The other peasant was about to make a hot reply when the prince cut in. “Silence, serfs!” Then, turning to the tall one, he questioned, “Your pig is a male, is it not? And his is a female, is it not?” When the man grumbled his acknowledgement, Caiden lifted up the leg of the pig. “It’s a she.”


The short man took his pig triumphantly away and the tall one went grudgingly back to his work.


Prince Caiden shook his head. “People these days.”


Stephan nodded in agreement, amusement filling his blue eyes.


Prince Caiden donned a look of feigned surprise. “There’s nothing funny about it. I don’t see what you find so amusing.”


Stephan chuckled and mounted his horse.


The king paced back and forth, his brow furrowed. The only other person in the room was a tall, comely, nobleman. He had deep set eyes, a handsome face, broad shoulders, and a clean-shaven face. The man watched the king closely, waiting for a reply to his question.


“A dragon you say?” the king asked.


“An uncommonly large one. It burns everything as it goes; crops, animals, people. Something must be done soon.”


“Aye,” King Sebastian said, “But what? There’s no one in the land who would dare to face a dragon. Our archers’ arrows can’t pierce dragon flesh; they’d bounce right off. There’s nothing to be done.”


“Your honor, if you would be so kind as to allow it, I will face the dragon.”


The king almost choked on his own saliva, he was so surprised. “What? You?”


“And why not, your honor?”


“Because my son would want to accompany you and…I won’t risk his life.”


The nobleman walked out of the room without another word.


King Sebastian sighed as he sat down. Often enough had Caiden gone off with only a few knights and his sword to slay a dragon or some other beast that was terrorizing the country. He was always so worried he wouldn’t come back. Then who would rule in his stead after he died? Caiden was his only child. 


A knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. “Come in,” he said wearily.”


The door opened and the very object of his thoughts stepped into the room. “Are you well, father?” Caiden asked with concern.


“Yes, yes, I'm quite all right. Was there something you wanted?” the king replied, almost dreading the answer.


“Well, you see father, there has been talk of a dragon up north. It’s been burning everything,” Caiden said, talking more excitedly as he went on. “Someone needs to do something about it, and since no one seems to be, than…well, you know father.”


“My son, what if you don’t come back? Who will rule in my stead? Dragons are not simply a means of entertainment for you. They’re dangerous! Do you not know how many knights have gone off to attempt the slaying of a dragon that didn’t return?”


Memories of Caiden’s uncle who had gone off to fight a dragon and never returned appeared in Caiden’s mind, and he was sure they were in his father’s also. “But it won’t be the first time! Remember The Great Galahad? His head now hangs on my wall!” Caiden was rather disgusted at the fact, but his father had insisted. He wanted to show off his son’s abilities. 


“Very well,” his father said dismissively. He knew there was little use arguing with his stubborn son.


Caiden planted a light kiss on his father’s cheek before exciting the great room.

II

The Dragon
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Caiden wasn’t watching where he was going and bumped into someone as he was heading down the long hall. He looked up and realized it was Philip. 


“My apologies, my liege. I wasn’t watching where I was going.”


“Nor was I, Sir Philip. If you will forgive me, we may forget the matter and go on to the news I have for you.”


Philip sensed the excitement in his young master’s voice immediately. “Pray tell of this exciting news. I have not seen you like this for many a long day.” 


Caiden briefly explained his plans and the two headed towards the stables in search of the others. The five knights had sworn their service to Prince Caiden and did so again every year. 


When they reached the large wooden building that stabled around one hundred horses, they were pleased to see that Domingo and Stephan lingered outside carrying on a light conversation. 


“Domingo, Stephan, our lord has orders for us,” Philip called out when they were in hearing distance. The strong smell that was associated with any stable filled their nostrils.


Stephan and Domingo were instantly on one knee. “My liege, this is a pleasant surprise,” said Domingo as if Caiden didn’t come speak with them every day. It was true, though, that his normal visits were often in the evening.


Caiden briefly explained his plans for the second time. “And only bring what you must. We’ll bring a donkey but leave our horses.” The main reason for this was the fact that the prince refused to put his horse in danger. But the danger he was putting himself in was greater than he imagined.


Three men were grouped around a small table. The first was a short man with dark features and an unpleasant countenance. His companions were both tall and blonde, with green eyes and rather long beards.


“The prince has already departed from the castle. It should be only a day before he reaches his goal. He has only five knights with him, so it should be easy enough. He’s young and naïve; it won’t take much persuading. We should set out as soon as possible,” the dark man said. His blonde companions nodded.


Caiden and his knights were swiftly heading north. The number of reports on the dragon grew as they went, and the people fleeing from the city they met were numerous. The dragon had burnt this, and the dragon had burnt that, and the dragon had killed so and so’s nephew. Caiden was saddened greatly by these reports, and all the more determined not to fail his mission.


Going on foot was not very easy, and the six of them were often separated in the crowds. They stopped once for a drink of water and a small meal of bread, meat, and cheese. The donkey would occasionally stop and not go on until it had had a drink of water. 


Now was one of those times. The stubborn donkey wouldn’t go any farther, so an exasperated Caiden let it slurp the water from his flask.


As he held the flask still for the donkey, he noticed three men, apparently knights, saunter up to him. Two of them could have been twins, but the other was alike as to them as a snake was to a bird in the sky. 


“May I help you?” Caiden asked, a hint of uncertainty and distrust in his voice that was clearly noticed by the strangers.


The short, dark one in the middle sank to his knee and the other two followed his example. “Your most high honor, we are but humble knights. There is no reason to distrust us,” the dark one said in a voice one could hardly help but trust.


Caiden looked uncertainly from one to the other; then replied, “Arise, noble knights. What is thy reason to seek me out?”


“Most esteemed one, we heard of your most noble quest to seek out and slay the most troublesome dragon. Having only five knights with you, we would go with you to assure your safety.”


The dark man noticed the untrusting looks of the accompanying knights, and quickly said, with just a hint of hurriedness, “It is not that we doubt the skills of the knights who already travel with your honor; nay, far from that. We respect them as we respect your glorious highness, but even heroes may over estimate their power at one time or another. A dragon is no easy target, most esteemed one.”


The prince was the only one who didn’t catch the false, icky sweet tone in the man’s voice. “We would welcome your company. What are your names?”


“My name is Dillon, your honor. These are my friends, Charmont and Clotaire. They are brothers.”


Philip stepped forward and whispered in Caiden’s ear, “Do not trust these men. There is falseness about them. Trust me, my lord, send them away.” His voice was urgent, but Caiden still refused.


“Whatever lies your knights are spreading about us are false. They must be jealous of the favor we found in your honor’s eyes,” Dillon said daringly. 


Caiden’s face instantly expressed his surprise. He looked from his trusted knights to the threesome before him, completely confused. 


Philip knew that time was running out. “My lord, we have lingered here long enough. For every waisted moment another person’s life is in danger. We must depart quickly, with your leave. With this delay we will already have to spend the night somewhere.”


Caiden nodded and all eight of them plus the freshly watered donkey set out with new vigor. 


Caiden was in a dark forest. Not a sound could be heard for miles around. Suddenly, Philip came walking towards him. He whispered in the prince’s ear to beware of three men, but Caiden couldn’t make out their names. He just laughed at Philip and ran off into the forest. Suddenly he came out onto an open cliff. Three men were there, beckoning him to come closer. Their voices, though he couldn’t hear them, were so reassuring. He came a little closer. They kept telling him to come closer, just a little closer. Closer. Closer. Suddenly Caiden stepped out into a great emptiness. He fell, but managed to catch hold of a branch. He begged the three men to help him, but they just stood there laughing at him the way he had laughed at Philip. The men left, and the prince was aware of Philip standing on what appeared to be nothing, looking at him sadly. He reached down to help Caiden but the branch snapped and the prince was hurtled into the darkness.


Caiden sat up in his sleeping bag and realized he was sweating. He wiped his brow with his sleeve and relief swept over him as realized his terrible ordeal had been a nightmare.


“My lord? Are you all right?” Philip’s welcome voice came softly out of the darkness.


“All’s well.”


“If you’re sure.”


“Of course.” But he wasn’t sure. He tried as hard as he could to remember the faces of the three men but couldn’t. All he could remember was the horrible feeling he had felt as the branch snapped and the way Philip had looked at him.


Morning came bright and early, too early for some. But they hurriedly packed up their camp and set off again after a quick breakfast.


Caiden had forgotten the nightmare of the previous night and was eager to set out again. He was as blind as ever to the false flattery of the three accompanying knights. They talked to him about how brave he was to be doing this, and how hard it must be to be a prince, how much they admired him, etc. Caiden’s other knights tried to warn him on frequent occasions, but to no avail. Soon they stopped trying. All but Philip, that is.


“My lord, can you not hear the falseness in their voices? All they mean is harm! Will my lord not listen to me?”


“Your just jealous,” Caiden retorted. The accusations of the three strangers were beginning to wear off on him.


But soon all were silent, for they knew they were nearing the place where the dragon had last been seen. Cottages burnt to the ground lined the road, and there was hardly anything living in site. Occasionally they would find a stray sheep or cow wandering about that had escaped the dragon’s wrath. On such an occasion, one of the knights or the prince would secure it in a pen with enough grass and water for it to eat until they could return and bring it home with them. If they returned. 


The thought of not returning hung heavily on several of their minds, excluding that of the prince. A dragon was no small business. Of great size even when young, they could easily kill a sheep with the swipe of one great paw. Their claws were of enormous size, four on each hideous foot. Those that were clawed by a dragon rarely survived.


Caiden froze as a shaking hand grasped his arm. Stephan stood beside him, pointing to the village ahead. They all saw it.


A hideous creature of enormous size lay in the road some hundred feet away. Smoke bellowed from its nostrils; fire issued lightly from its mouth. Its long, thick tail was curved about its angular body. From where they stood, the reek of it could still be smelled. In coloring, it was a deep purple, almost puce. It was the dragon.


“Nobody move until I give the word,” instructed Caiden. “It’s asleep now, but it surely won’t stay that way for long. We all know the tenderest part of a dragon is its underside. Several of us must keep it distracted while the others attempt to stab its belly and heart. Drive your sword in deep; the scales are thick.”


“My lord, I will take whatever position you give me,” said Philip.


Caiden smiled at him. “I would not put any of you into danger needlessly. Stephan, will you lead Clotaire, Charmont, and Domingo to distract the dragon? Jeren, you, Dillon, and Rodrigo will be there to back them up and keep the dragon confused. Philip and I will try to get under it without it noticing, for as you all know, despite their size, dragons are exceptionally dim-witted. Is all understood?”


They all nodded solemnly, each one to his own thoughts. 


Caiden slowly lead them forward, and then they went their separate directions. The dragon’s nostrils quivered. One yellow eye opened a slit. The tail moved. And then…


The dragon was on all fours, two-thirds awake and one-third asleep. Fire came from its mouth, burning the ground in front of it. A roar issued from its toothy mouth; then it charged.


The groups parted, and the dragon charged into a charred building. Again and again it charged at them, each try getting closer than the last. Caiden and Philip began closing in, the dragon paying little heed to them. 


The dragon charged again. Stephan was right in its path. Its hideous head swung down, its jaws almost closing in around him. Caiden watched in panic, and before he could think he yelled out at the top of his lungs to distract the creature. It turned around, its great tail slammed against Stephan as it did so. He was hurled to the ground fifty feet away where Domingo was instantly at his side.


Caiden ran to the dragon’s side and then attempted to get under the charging beast. With one swipe of its paw, he was hurled against a standing cottage. He lay there, struggling to get up. The dragon lumbered towards him. 


Philip ran towards the dragon. It came nearer and nearer his master. He ran with all his strength. 


He was under the dragon! He stabbed upwards with all his might, but not before the dragon swiped its claws across the prince’s back. He let out a cry of pain, and then fell unconscious. 


As Philip’s sword struck home, the dragon let out a terrible cry of anguish. Blood gushed from the wound, and it lay on the ground writhing in pain. Philip leapt forward and attempted to smite off its head. He only got half way; the terrible smell made him dizzy. He lost his balance and tumbled to the ground, sick with nausea. 


With one last roaring cry the dragon died.


Philip got up and ran towards his master, his site blurred. He kneeled down by the unconscious prince and anxiously felt for a pulse. It was weak, but he was still alive! 


By this time, Caiden’s other knights had come over too. Their faces were drawn and sad; Stephan hadn’t made it. Dillon, Clotaire, and Charmont stood some distance away, observing with secret delight the scene before them. The prince was dead. Their mission was accomplished.


But the prince was not dead, and he had begun to regain consciousness, moaning in pain. 


Scarcely daring to breath, Philip ran over to the donkey, which had patiently waited for them near a tree. He took of a bag an ointment and some bandages out of one of the saddlebags. He asked Jeren and Rodrigo to see if there was a stream near by. If so, he they were to bring back water in a bucket.


“What can I do?” questioned Domingo.


Philip slapped himself. “Start a fire so we can heat the water when they get back with it. I should have asked you to before they left!”


Domingo hurriedly went about his task.


Caiden groaned and attempted to roll over onto his back but Philip hurriedly stopped him. “Lie still,” he whispered.


Jeren and Rodrigo came back with the water. Soon it was boiling over the fire. They removed it to let it cool.


Domingo hovered over the prince, worry etched in his handsome face. He had dark curls and dark eyes. He was tall in stature, and could be quite intimidating when he wanted to. 


Philip laid a hand on his shoulder. He knew the prince’s life hung by a thread. The scratches were deep, though not as deep as most of them had feared. The blow he had received could be dangerous too. Philip hoped desperately there hadn’t been any internal damage. 


Philip took off Caiden’s shredded shirt. When he looked under it, he gasped. The prince had been wearing a shirt of chain-link mail underneath it. The mail had been broken. It was ripped clean down the middle, and the links had dug into Caiden’s flesh in several places. It could have been a nasty business removing it if the links had stayed that way. 


Philip gingerly removed it. Caiden winced in pain but held back a moan. His back was covered in blood; four long cuts ran along it. 

After making sure the sanitized water was only luke-warm, Philip dipped a cloth in it. As it touched his back, Caiden stifled a cry. Even though the water was not hot, it made his wounds burn like fire.

Philip and the other knights were gathered around the small fire they had going. Though the night was not cold, Caiden lay near by with a blanket spread over him. His wounds were bandaged now, and Philip had spread an ointment on the bandages before he put them on to ease the pain and to help prevent the wounds from getting infected. The bleeding had stopped, but the prince was soar and exhausted. And none of them knew whether or not he was injured in any other way. All Caiden could feel was the burning pain of his back. 

No one had thought of the three men and where they had disappeared to until suddenly Jeren remembered. “What of the three strangers who called themselves knights? They seemed to disappear while we were attending to Prince Caiden.”

This thought disturbed Philip and the others greatly, but they decided they mustn’t worry about it now. They had to get proper medical attention for their young master as soon as they could. 

Soon they started drifting off to sleep, one by one. Even the prince fell into an uneasy sleep. Several of them told their selves that they must stay awake to watch over the camp, but to no avail. They were all snoring lightly within an hour.

                                         III

The Return

[image: image3.wmf] Jeren stirred. He felt a stick pricking him in the back and suddenly sat bolt upright. He immediately went to the prince, still in a light sleep, and was relieved to find that his condition appeared not to have worsened during the night. 


Philip and Rodrigo were preparing what breakfast they could. Domingo had caught a rabbit early that morning and after cleaning it had given it to Rodrigo to stew. He had found some herbs growing not too far away and added them to the soup. There was also some hard bread from one of their packs.


Now came the problem of getting the prince to eat. They couldn’t let him starve, and he needed all the strength he could get. Finally they got him propped up with his back off the ground using a rolled up blanket as a pillow. Having no spoons, they had to drink from their water flasks. Philip held Caiden’s up to his mouth and encouraged him to drink it. He managed a few swallows before throwing up, which made the others worry.


Caiden lay wearily back on his stomach after washing his mouth out with water from the clean creek that was sheltered by some nearby woods. He was so weak he could scarcely hold his head up. 


Philip watched the prince worriedly. His strength was drained. If he couldn’t eat, he would continue to grow weaker. 


Caiden lingered on the brink of unconsciousness. Occasionally he would cry out some unintelligible words. Try as they might, they couldn’t even get him to drink anything. Philip knew that if they didn’t do something they would loose him.


“We must send for help. We have no way of transporting the prince back to the castle. The donkey is large and sturdy, so whoever goes will not have to go on foot. Who will go?”


Rodrigo immediately volunteered. But there was no need to go.


A shout was heard from nearby; Philip instantly got up to look for the source. Rounding the corner were half a dozen knights led by a broad-shouldered nobleman. 


Philip recognized the leader as the man who had come to see the king the day they left. He assumed he was the one who had brought news of the dragon in the first place. He wondered how he found them and why he had come looking for them. He immediately walked up to him.


The nobleman alighted and came forward to meet Philip and the other knights following him. “When I heard the prince had gone looking for the dragon, I followed as fast as I could,” he explained, ‘But it appears I am too late. Where is the prince?”


Philip hurriedly explained and led the newcomer to where Caiden lay. “Forgive me, my name is John,” he said as he followed.


John knelt down by the prince immediately. He felt his pulse and gave an over-all examination. “We must get him back quick. I only hope it’s not too late.”


The prince was carried over and helped onto one of the spare horses they had found complete with tack along the way. The animal was gentle and well trained. Philip climbed up behind him. A litter was quickly made to carry the body of Stephan back, where he could be buried with honor in his homeland.


The group was steadily heading back south. They were short on horses so two of the knights that had accompanied John decided to walk back and stop by to get the stray animals.


As the horses fairly glided over the terrain, Caiden whispered with effort to Philip, “Where am I?”


It was a relief to hear the prince’s voice, weak as it was. “We are headed back to your castle. You’re going to be fine, my lord.”


Caiden closed his eyes and appeared to fall asleep. Philip was glad; he needed all the rest he could get.


Prince Caiden was carried carefully into his room in the spacious castle. Again, he was just barely conscious. 


A physician was immediately summoned and he went into the prince’s room, alone. An hour was spent before he came out again with more than one anxious face to greet him.


“The scratches are deep, but they will heal in time. The internal damage is not as bad as it could be, but I will need to operate. Have you sent word to his father?”


No one had.


“I suggest you do so immediately. He has been worried ever since his son left; it would be cruel to keep him in any suspense longer than necessary.”


“Is the king not well?” questioned Domingo.


“He is not as young as he used to be,” grunted the doctor before leaving.


No one wanted to tell the king.


“I will be back tomorrow,” added the doctor.


King Sebastian was sitting on his luxurious, silk-covered bed worrying about his son. It was near evening now, and he was preparing to retire for the night.


A knock sounded on his door and a servant entered with his permission.


“What is it?” asked the king.


“Your son has returned, your honor. He awaits you in his bedchamber.”


The king suddenly didn’t feel quite so tired. He was glad he had only just started to get ready to go to bed. He quickly dismissed the servant and entered the hall.


Caiden lay on his bed in pain. His back throbbed, and his stomach hurt. His head was beginning to spin. He couldn’t think strait. His thoughts whirled about him as he struggled to stay conscious. It was no use.


“Your honor? Prince Caiden, can you hear me?” Philip sat in a chair by Caiden’s bedside, watching for any change in his condition.


The world was dark. Caiden couldn’t see. He couldn’t feel the pain, either. 


Philip stood over the prince now, calling his name.


Someone was calling him, a voice in the distance. Caiden struggled to regain full consciousness. Then he heard a voice he completely recognized, and he struggled to open his eyes. The voice belonged to his father.


King Sebastian stood beside Sir Philip, looking into the face of his son. Caiden’s eyes fluttered open, and he managed a weak smile. But soon he drifted back into the place between consciousness and unconsciousness. 
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