Philip

 
A woman lay on a bed holding her newborn child, smiling at him through her weariness. Nearby stood a round young lady, the midwife. She beckoned to the mother, then in a hushed whisper said, “Hurry milady! He’ll hear of it any second!”


The young mother reluctantly, with the most tender of care, laid her son in the midwife’s arms. “You must promise to watch over him as though your life depended on it,” she said, with an aching heart.


“Of course. I will take care of him as though he were the most precious jewel.”


From the closed door came an urgent voice. “He is coming. What shall I tell him?”


“That the child died,” replied the midwife over the mother’s sobs at being parted from her only child. 


The midwife wrapped her shawl around the baby to keep him warm and took him out into the night.

A man lay on a grassy hill. His armor glistened in the sun, and he was sweating. It was not a good day to be wearing armor, but how else could he have gotten out without suspicion? The king had spies everywhere nowadays, and would surely report any suspicious activity, including a knight leaving the castle gates without his armor. If he didn’t wear his armor, who would know he was a knight? And wasn’t that what a knight wanted? To be recognized in society?


The house he appeared to be watching was still. It was a log house, rather small, and surrounded by a grove of trees. A thin wisp of a smoke issued from the chimney, but all else appeared frozen in time.


Suddenly, the door opened and a young man came forth, whistling gaily. He had sun-bleached, blond hair and sparkling eyes the color of the brilliant sky overhead. His skin was fair, and his nose was sunburned and peeling. In one hand he swung a bucket; the other hung free. He was tall, and walked with an easy, carefree swing aberrant to others of his “class.”


The queen will be pleased, the man-in-mail decided. He quickly got up off the ground and, out of sight of the youth, walked away to where his large horse stood waiting, tied to an Oak tree. Mounting, he rode off towards the white banners that rippled in the wind atop the gray towers of the palace.

A tall woman sat on a chair near the window. Her long, black-as-night hair had only a small streak of silver-gray despite her somewhat aging years. Her rose lips and light, pure-gray eyes could not have been more perfect. Several small wrinkles were the only other sign of age. In her lap was a knitting needle and some yarn, waiting to be turned into something beautiful as their owner gazed out the window. Her flowing gown was a bright blue as clear as the morning sky, set off by the silver entwined, sapphire tiara that crowned her head.


A light knock at the door disrupted the queen’s thoughts, and she turned her head towards the door, saying in her soft, silvery voice, “Come in.”


A tall man adorned in steel armor entered. His helm was tucked under one arm. His handsome face was ruddy and dark, and sweaty; had a thin beard and mustache and dark blue eyes. One might say that he was quite handsome.


Bowing low, the newcomer said in a rich voice, “My lady. Queen Katriel.”


The queen was smiling. “Halden. What news do you bring me?”


Arising, Halden knelt on one knee beside the queen’s chair. “Your son is growing and blossoming every day. You would be proud to see how strong he is and only sixteen.”


A far-away look came into the queen’s eyes, the look that came when she knew that she had missed the child-hood of her only son. “So he is well?”


“Considerably, my lady.”


“I am relieved. I was worried when you brought news that he was ill.”


“He came over it quickly, my lady, and is as healthy as ever.”


The queen nodded. “I wonder if he shall ever get to be king. I wonder so much about him that cannot be answered by you, though you have done your best. You are so kind to put your life in danger. If Hadrian finds out he is alive…”


“My lady, I would give up my life to protect those you love.”


Katriel smiled. “I know.”



Shane filled the bucket with water, lifted it out of the stream, and headed back to the house. It had taken him double the time because he had stopped to help an old lady fill her bucket and then brought it back to her shack. He had been greatly saddened by the state she was living in; the roof was coming down, the door had fallen off, and she hardly had anything to eat. After making sure there was nothing more he could do to help, he had returned to the brook to fill his own bucket.


Walking slowly, Shane became absorbed in his thoughts. He had seen so many people poorer than he, though he was not what one would call rich. His family, which consisted of his parents and older brother Corin, barely got by because of the heavy taxes the king placed on the people. People who couldn’t pay the taxes were sent to jail. The jail would fill up so the king would raise the taxes so they could build a new jail. People would get drafted to help build it and wouldn’t get paid. Then they would be taken to prison because they didn’t have the money to pay the tax collectors. Shane was thoroughly disgusted with the pattern.


“Shane! Where are you? Hurry up with the water!”


Shane looked up and saw his mother, Aelwen, standing in the doorway of their small log house. He quickened his pace and tried to pull together his disrupted thoughts.

“Why are there so many poor people? Something should be done about it! Can’t we do something?” raged a frustrated Shane. His mother was making the mid-day meal.


“Be content with the way things are,” his mother calmly answered. “Trouble is the only thing that ever comes for certain with change.”


Her lecturing only stirred up his temper more. He left the house and stomped down the path that led to the town, not really caring where he ended up. 


Trying to make sense of his jumble of thoughts, Shane didn’t notice his brother walking down the dirt road towards him. He was thinking that it was odd how neither of his parents or his brother had a quick temper like his. And neither of his parents had blond hair or blue eyes. 


“Shane!” called out his good-looking brother Corin. “You’ll never believe what I heard in town!”


Shane looked up at his brother, whose fiery red hair and sharp green eyes contrasted with his mild temper and easy-going personality. 

“What?” he asked irritably.


Corin came to a halt and studied his younger brother. “Is something wrong?”


“Nothing you would be able to help with.” Shane spoke curtly to his brother.


Corin took a step back. “Well, in town, I heard that King Hadrian is dead! He was ill for only two days when he died suddenly last night. As you know, the king and queen had only had one child who died at birth, so the son of Hadrian’s deceased brother is the immediate heir to the throne.” His words didn’t come out in a rush, as they would have if Shane had been the bearer of the news, but instead they were agonizingly slow for his younger brother.


Shane frowned. “I didn’t even know the king was ill. I hope the new king will lower the taxes.”


Corin laughed. “He’d better!”


Shane wandered the streets of Dimmen. He still felt the need to be alone. Of course he wasn’t alone, but at least he was away from home. The streets were crowded with serfs and more serfs and an occasional nobleman or lady accompanied by bodyguards. 


Shane passed peddlers selling their wares, and bards offering to recite something in exchange for a silver piece. Shopkeepers called out sales and bakers announced free samples as crowds gathered to watch a performer. Somewhere inside a store two men could be heard arguing about the price of meat. 


Shane, wondering what the new king would be like, wasn’t looking where he was going and bumped into a man selling apples. The man yelled at him as Shane readily apologized. 


“I'm sorry, I wasn’t looking where I was going. Let me help you pick them up.”


“I’ll say you weren’t looking! You’ll pay for these, you will!”


“But sir, they’re not even bruised!” Shane protested.


The man raised his arm to strike him, but a deep voice stopped him. “Something wrong, Eytan?”


The angry man turned around to see a tall, dark, knight. He frowned. “This boy knocked over my apple cart! I’ll make him pay!” 


Shane was somewhat intimidated by the knight that stood before him. A sheathed sword hung from his black leather belt as well as a sleek knife. He was tall, and his worn, brown boots made him look taller. His dark hair reached his shoulders and his face was rough, yet handsome.


To Shane’s surprise, the knight replied, “Oh, let the lad off. None of the apples were harmed and he’s already picked them all up. Go along and forget it ever happened. And if you’re still upset,” (the man obviously was), “I’ll pay for each and every one of your apples. How’s that?” Shane thought the man would make him pay, but instead he reluctantly slunk off.


A small crowd had gathered to see what was going on, but the knight pulled Shane through the line of people. Not knowing what else to do, he went without struggle. His curiosity had been aroused. 


“My name is Halden. I’ve been looking for you ever since the king died last night. The last time I saw you was two days ago, when I came to get a report for Queen Katriel.”


“What are you talking about?” asked a very confused Shane. They were standing near a grove of trees on the banks of Beryl Lagoon. Shane had said no one went there, so they could talk without being overheard when Halden asked if there was such a place. 


“May I tell you a story? We haven’t much time, so I’ll have to make it short.” Shane nodded and he went on. 


“One day, about sixteen years ago, the queen gave birth to a son. The midwife took the boy to live with her and her husband and their real son. She did this because the king had been puffed up with pride, and murdered anyone who threatened his place on the throne.”


“Even his own son?” Shane asked in horror.


Halden nodded sadly, and then went on.


“The queen asked a lowly knight to watch over her son and to report to her how he was doing. The knight readily agreed. For sixteen years the boy lived with the midwife and her husband and son, calling them mother and father and brother. Then one day the king died, and the queen sent the knight to bring her son to the palace to be king. The knight was in a terrible hurry, for already the next heir had already to come to claim the throne.”


When Halden did not go on, Shane asked, “And what happened? Why do you not finish this tale?” for already, an unconscious dread of what might come next was growing inside him.


Halden looked him in the eye. “It is not yet written. I think already you know the next part.”


Shane held his breath. His head whirled. It couldn’t be possible. He was Shane, son of Baird and Aelwen, younger brother of Corin.  Or was he? 


Shane stood up, but his legs felt weak and he almost fell. He put a hand on a tree to steady himself. This could explain a lifetime of questions. But…how could it be true, and was that really the reason his real mother gave him up?


“What is my real name? What is my mother like? What will I have to wear in the palace?”


Halden grinned. “One question at a time please. They will all be answered in time. You’ve taken this better than I thought you would. Most people would have accused me of lying or thought that I was insane.”


Shane looked down. “Maybe because I’ve always felt out of place. I’ve never felt like I fit in. I have so many ideas that my parents - I mean my adopted parents - look down on.” He looked up at Halden. “They say change is bad. But how can it be since the only way to help people is to change what’s wrong?”


Halden’s face became serious. “It depends on what you’re trying to change, and if it’s really wrong and who sees it that way.”


Shane was silent. He was riding on the back of Halden’s horse, which was extremely uncomfortable. He had never really liked horses, one of the extremely few things he had inherited from his real father, King Hadrian. But perhaps his father didn’t like them because no horse would bear his weight.  



They neared the house of Baird and Aelwen. Corin was chopping wood for the stove, and through the one window in the house, Aelwen’s cheery voice could be heard singing an old song that Baird had made up for her. The smell of pine was thick in the air, and the sun glistened on the lake behind the cottage. 



Taking a deep breath, Shane slid off the horse and Halden skillfully dismounted. The two started towards the house. 


Shane went over what Halden had told him in his mind. His real name was Philip, which meant lover of horses. 


Corin looked up, surprised at seeing his brother with someone else, and even more surprised at who that someone else was. He walked towards them. He had known this day would come; the day they would be parted, the day his younger brother would become king. 


“Corin,” Philip called weakly. His brother was his best friend, and now they would be parted.


“Shane,” Corin returned. He decided he had best not let on that he knew his brother’s story. 


 Philip sat in the kitchen facing Baird and Aelwen. Baird had dark brown hair, a thick beard, and hazel eyes. He was tall and broad-shouldered. In contrast, Aelwen was short and round, with red hair that hung in ringlets around her rosy face and green eyes.


Aelwen was looking at him tenderly. Something guessed to be a tear quivered on her eyelid as she listened to Halden talking. She remembered the day that she had whisked Philip away into the night wrapped in her shawl, barely sixteen years ago. She remembered the times that she had rocked him to sleep in the green rocking chair that still sat in their bedroom. Despite his birth parents, she felt he was just as much her son as the queen’s.


Baird stood beside his wife’s chair; thinking of the day Philip had turned ten. The boy had wished that he would never be parted from his father. He remembered teaching Philip to fish and hunt and do carpentry work. Would those skills ever be of use to him again? He remembered the times he had gotten up in the middle of the night to calm Philip as he cried. Would he ever see Philip again?


Halden told Philip to leave his things; he would not need them anymore. He would get everything he needed at the castle.


Corin stood watching the lake where a fish kept swimming just out of his reach. In one hand he held a homemade net. He knew the small fish would be of no use, but all the same he wanted to catch it. 


But his mind was not on the fish. His brother had just left with Halden. What would be ahead of him? Corin’s chores would be doubled now. But that scarcely mattered; Philip was gone.


Corin was so absorbed in his thoughts that he didn’t notice a stranger come up behind him. In fact, he thought he was quite alone until the stranger spoke, startling him.


“You are the brother of Philip, are you not?”


Corin turned around, his eyebrows raised. “What?”

“Philip. You are his brother. Or should I say, his used-to-be-brother.” There was a glint in the man’s dark eyes. His accent was foreign. 


“I'm sorry, I didn’t notice you.”


“Are you going to answer my question?”


“I would prefer an introduction.”


The man stepped forward. “Forgive me,” he said, in a voice with a hint of a sneer, “My name is Hernando. And yours is?”


“Corin.” Corin studied the stranger. He was tall and lanky, with dark curly hair that fell past his shoulders and around his darkly tanned face. His mustache curled about his mouth in an almost sinister way. 


“I suppose you’re wondering why I have such an interest in Philip. You see; I am his cousin, from his mother’s side. As you know, his mother, my aunt, is from Tarandia.”


Corin wondered if he should believe the handsome man before him. “If you know all about him, you know where to find him and do not need answers from me.”


“You’re right; even if there’s something in it for you. You are wise to be cautious.”


“Wait a minute,” Corin interrupted. “What do mean, “Even if there’s something in it for me?”


The man smiled, though it wasn’t a warm, welcoming smile. “Money, perhaps. If you answer all the questions I have about your brother. You can’t tell me that’s not who he is; I saw and heard the whole scene.”


That was where the stranger made his first mistake. Corin knew he must have been spying, and wasn’t sure if it mattered if the man knew all about it.


“Get away from here. I won’t talk to you. All you can mean is ill.” 


The man slunk away, muttering curses under his breath. He went to where his horse was tied and rode off.


The queen looked out of the window of the highest tower. She awaited the news of the arrival of her son. 


Will he be able to find a place for me in his heart? What if he doesn’t love me! Perhaps he will want to go back to his adopted family. Maybe he won’t even come!

“Your highness.”


The queen glanced over to where a servant stood in the doorway. She quickly arose.


“Yes?”


“The preparations are ready. Here is the list. Is there anything else you would like done?”


“No, thank you. As always, you have done an excellent job, Denholm,” she said to the gray-bearded man.


Again the queen sat, looking expectantly out the window for a horse bearing two riders. Presently her gaze drifted to the inside of the room she momentarily occupied. Tapestries of scarlet and gold and deep purple decorated the gray walls. A large crimson rug with gold trim brightened the dark wood floors. The only furniture in the room was the delicate chair that the queen sat upon.


For the second time that day, the queen heard the “Your highness,” of a servant coming to her with news. She hoped desperately the news was of her son as she gave the servant permission to speak.


“Someone to see you, your highness.”


With a quick thank-you, the queen descended the stairs that led to the main hall of the castle.


“When I'm king, I’ll have this place cleaned up. There’ll be no hideous tapestries on the walls or rugs on the floors. Everything will be black and white and gray. Won’t it be beautiful? The servants will adore me for it!”


Queen Katriel sat facing a man. He was short, thin, and clean-shaven. His dark brown hair fell in his face past his long nose and partially covered his green eyes. In truth, he hardly bore any resemblance to the late King Hadrian at all, though he was his nephew.


Without waiting for an answer, the man went on. “All the horses in the stables will be black and gray and white too, and no mixes. Which means, of course, that ugly cream one I saw out front will have to go.”


The queen knew he was talking about Abrienda, one of her favorite horses. “We shall see,” she replied mildly. 

The man didn’t seem to hear her. “And all the brown dogs will have to go; I just can’t stand the color brown,” he said, brushing his brown hair out of his face only for it to fall back again. “Color does so hurt my eyes, I don’t know why people like it. It’s so dull!”


The queen had sat listening to her nephew Loaquaire’s nonsense for about an hour when a servant came in. “Your majesty, someone to see you. A knight and a boy, by the looks of them.”


Loaquaire looked at the queen. “You see; my fans are already coming to see me!”


“I was speaking to her royal highness the queen,” replied the annoyed servant.

“Some of the servants will have to be replaced,” Loaquaire said to the queen in his high-and-mighty tone of voice.

Queen Katriel ignored him, and turning to the servant replied, “Bring them in.” Her words sounded calm but inside she was aflutter. Many preparations had been made for their arrival; such as having the servants scour the entire castle. A huge feast was waiting in the royal dining room. 


The queen’s head was filled with questions. What would her son think of her after she had given him away? Would he understand that it had been for his safety? And would he love her? 


Philip waited for the servant to return. His mind was a jumble of thoughts and questions. Would his mother love him? Could she love him, after she had given him up at birth? What would life in the castle be like? What would he have to learn to be king? Would it be a challenge to set him on the throne with the competition?


The servant opened one of the two large doors and ushered them in. Suddenly Philip felt very glad that Halden was with him, even though he hardly knew him.


They walked down a hallway strung with colorful tapestries. Philip admired them, glad that the castle was not as dull as he had imagined.


The servant led them into a large, richly furnished room. The furniture was stained the same dark mahogany as the wood floors. Crimson curtains brightened the room. On a small sofa sat a lovely woman, and across from her a young man.


As soon as they entered the room, the woman rose and rushed forward to meet them. “Philip! My son! Can it be? So tall and handsome!”


As much as he had thought about the moment he would meet his real mother, Philip found himself completely unprepared. He was pulled into a warm embrace, and a tear brushed his cheek from his mother’s face.


He knew it was his mother. Halden had described her so well that a complete picture of her had been etched in his mind; yet she was lovelier than he had imagined, despite her signs of age. She was his mother, his real mother.

“Heels back. Sit up straighter. Relax.” 


Philip sat upon a large, chestnut, roan.  The horse stood patiently as Halden showed him the proper way to sit on the mare. 


“Why must I learn to ride? Can’t I just walk or ride in a carriage? It’d be much simpler.”


“It would be,” Halden corrected. He was trying to teach Philip to speak like royalty. 


“All right, but what about my question?”


“Every king should know how to ride. What if you ever went to war?”


“Well…”

Philip sat at a large table. His mother was on his right and Halden was on his left. Both were giving him pointers on how to behave at a royal banquet. 


“Sit up straight,” Halden directed.


“Napkin in your lap,” his mother said kindly.


“Keep your elbows off the table,” Halden instructed.


“No, you use this fork first.”


“Start from the outside and work in. There are three courses and three forks.”


Philip sighed and did as they said.


Every day Philip had lessons from Halden and his mother in riding, etiquette, and much, much more. He began to become accustomed to life in the castle and adjusted to his daily routine. 


Loaquaire reacted much differently then one might have assumed. When told the first heir to the throne had come, he merely bowed low, not speaking a word. He was often at the castle, giving Philip tips. One might have suspected he had never even dreamed of being king. But they were wrong.


Two men stood outside a tavern. One was tall, the other short; one was speaking; the other was silent. 


“I appreciate your willingness to help,” the short one said. “Together we will place me on the throne. Then you shall have whatever you want. As we agreed, of course.”


“Think nothing of it,” the tall one said, in a low voice.


The short man ignored him. “How many men can you gather?” he asked.


“Some fifty, I should guess.”


Philip sat in the library, a large room with shelves covered in books that lined the walls. The only other furnishing in the room was the chair opposite the one Philip occupied. 


He still struggled with one question: Did my mother really give me up for my own safety?

“Philip?” came Katriel’s voice from the hall.


Philip waited until she had entered the room and sat down to speak. “Mother, tell me again the story of why you gave me up.”


The queen was somewhat confused, but she began. “When I married your father, he was a kind man, always thinking of others. Often he would tell me, “Let’s have ten children!” But that didn’t last. As he grew in power, and the boundaries of the kingdom spread out, he began to become prideful. Soon all he cared about was money and war. If he thought someone threatened his position as king…” Philip nodded, and she went on. 


“When you were born, I feared for your safety. Aelwen was the midwife, and that is how you came into her care. Do you understand?”


“Yes,” Philip answered slowly. “I guess so.” 


He stood up and walked out of the room.


Philip sat on the wall of the huge fountain that stood in the center of the castle gardens, water flowing from the spout. He was confused. Was he really meant to be king? Was that his destiny? 


As he pondered those questions and more, he was aware of footsteps behind him. He turned and saw Loaquaire.


“I didn’t mean to startle you, your highness,” he said, drawing out the word highness.  “But I have some questions to ask of you.”


Philip nodded his assent, curious.


“First of all, how do you know you’re supposed to be king? You’ve been raised as a beggar boy; perhaps that’s who you should stay.”


Philip frowned. “Are you saying I'm not fit to be king?” Perhaps he was about to answer his own question. 


“Not at all, your highness. I'm saying perhaps you were not meant to be king.”


Philip took a deep breath. “Perhaps you’re right. But who else would be king?”


“Well, your highness, I am the next heir to the throne.”


At that, the mist that had been covering the boy’s eyes blew away. He remembered the people living in poverty where he used to live. He remembered the old woman whose bucket he had helped to fill. She hadn’t been able to do it herself. Who helped her now? 


Philip stood up. “I will have to die for you to become king. Out of my way, I have business to attend to.”


Loaquaire moved, uttering silent curses. 


Philip and Halden walked slowly alongside the lake. They were away from the castle so they could talk in peace.


“Loaquaire may cause trouble for you. You must always be prepared. He is not to be trusted, and neither is your cousin from your mother’s side, Hernando. He is third in line to the throne, and he wants it desperately.”


“I understand.”


Halden nodded. He had known he would have to warn Philip of them, and when Philip came and told him of Loaquaire, he had known the time was right. Until he had established his place on the throne, Philip would have to be wary of his scheming cousins.


Philip and his mother walked silently together through the castle gardens. Occasionally they spoke to each other, usually in a question. They did this often now, since during the day they hardly had any time to bond with one another. They would walk and talk, mother and son.


Presently Philip spoke. “Wasn’t there some other way? I mean, didn’t you have at least two choices of what to do when I was born?”


His mother thought a moment before answering him, and then said, “Yes. I had two choices. One was to send you away with Aelwen. The other was to let Hadrian discover you. If he had…it was the only way to save your life.”


Philip was silent. 

Exactly two weeks after Philip had spoken to Halden about Loaquaire, his coronation feast was held. Both Loaquaire and Hernando were present, as well as many nobles. Philip had personally gone and brought Baird, Aelwen, and Corin to the castle to be there.


Philip’s mother sat on his right. Halden was somewhere in the huge, angular room too. Philip sat at the head of the table.


After a toast to the new king, the feasting began. There were many kinds of roasted birds, sucking pigs, and everything else imaginable. Puddings and fruit were in every spare place, and there were plenty of breads and much more. 

Wine was served to those who wanted it, and punch made of fruit to others. The room was a jumble of words and merry-making.

The noise began to die down. As Philip looked up, he saw why: Hernando, Loaquaire, and some fifty others whom he had not noticed before had risen with drawn swords.

“Everyone stay in your places,” Loaquaire commanded. “I assume you are wondering what’s happening. We are taking over the palace. I will be king, and lead you better than this boy will!”

The next few moments were a jumble of clashing swords and screaming people as the royal guard rushed in.

Philip drew his sword and rushed forward. He was glad of the fencing lessons he had received from Halden and several others who worked near and in the castle.

Loaquaire immediately came forward. “Ah, you are a foolish one to be crossing blades with a master such as myself!”

Across the room Hernando saw Loaquaire approaching the king. Waving his way through the crowd, fighting as he went, he came closer to where Loaquaire stood, apparently saying something to King Philip. Hernando’s hand slipped to where he kept his dagger, and he drew it out.

Philip and Loaquaire were fighting. Their swords clashed. Philip stepped back and forward and back again. Loaquaire followed his every movement as he tried to counter the blows.

As Philip began to think there was little hope of his winning, his enemy lurched forward, but not to strike. Loaquaire lay on the ground with a knife in his back.

Hernando rushed forward to meet the king, his sword out. Philip held his own sword high and took him on.

Halden lay on the floor, breathing heavily and holding his side. He looked up and saw Philip, fighting valiantly with Hernando. He had thought of the youth as his son. And the boy’s mother…He had loved her so much.

Smiling weakly, Halden breathed his last.

Hernando skillfully backed Philip against the wall, where a statue of Hadrian stood. Philip knocked into it, knocking off the huge nose. He groped for it, but Hernando laid his sword on the youth’s hand.

Suddenly Hernando was attacked from behind, giving Philip just enough time to grab the statue’s nose. Hernando turned around and Philip flung it at him. It struck him on the head and he fell to the ground. 

From one side of the room, the queen rushed to help her son up, from the other Aelwen. Behind them stood Philip’s defender, Baird. 

The injured were taken care of, and those from the opposing side were put in jail. Few were actually killed, but those who were, were buried. 

Philip wept when he learned of Halden’s death. Halden had been almost like a father to him. 

Halden was buried with honor, and many came to his funeral. A large stone was set in his memory.

Philip requested that Baird and Aelwen and Corin come live at the castle. Often afterwards, Philip went to his adopted father for advice and wisdom. Corin worked in the stables, something he enjoyed doing very much. Aelwen and Katriel soon became close friends, sharing memories and thoughts with one another. 

Philip eventually got married and had seven children. He ruled the kingdom for many years until he handed over the throne to his youngest son and took his wife to see the world. His son ruled well.

When Hernando was released from prison he became a minister and lived a long and happy life.

And they all lived happily ever after.

The End
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