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Dear Readers, 

 Being that I am currently under the assumption we are already acquainted with 
each other, I find no such things as introductions necessary. They would undoubtedly 
take too much away from our already precious time. So, with the consent of you, dear 
reader, I shall squander away no more of the fleeting moments we have together. After 
all, we have a long journey before us, and the trek we must embark on has proven itself 
to be sluggish at times. Do not fall into anguish, though, for this road shall bring us to 
the golden heart of a mystical island. A land which (by the time we arrive) shall have 
been going by the prestigious title of 'The Far Country' for many years longer than any 
man can remember. But, we have not arrived there yet. For now, we only sit at the gate 
of discovery. Meaning that the steps we take must be hesitant ones, for they, our first 
steps, are what lead us to our last strides together. For these reasons I have chosen to 
make our invaluable starting footprints in a land dangling before the edge of distraction 
and amongst a people plagued by their crimes. I would like to offer you my warmest 
welcome to the medieval age of Nivchar and to the darkest days of one little girl. 

Prologue



Editor’s Note 
Dear Reader,

Due to the nature of this tale, and the rather odd (or maybe unearthly) circumstances 
surrounding my involvement in being able to write such a story, I have concluded an 
explanation is appropriate for my actions in chronicling the next two characters in Zaida’s 
adventure.

For those of you who also find yourselves as avid visitors of my blog, you most likely 
know the following story of how I became the author of Zaida’s tale. Thus, if you are one of 
these people, skip this note entirely. I have covered the message of this letter multiple times 
throughout my blog, and if the truth was to be told, I probably did better there than here. So, if 
the last couple of sentences were coherent to you, move on to the next chapter. This note is no 
more than, for you, a complete waste of time.

On the other hand, if you find yourself thinking; “She has a blog?,” please read the 
entirety of this note for it is critical information you should know. Information which is 
composed here as opposed to the beginning of this book because I felt, knowing what I am about 
to tell you, would only ruin the wonder and magic of the story, not enhance it, for those who did 
not understand the origins of this tale. For if something does not enhance a story, but robs 
from it, it has no place at all. However, even in fiction, you always come to a moment when 
knowing the truth becomes necessary. In Zaida’s story, that time of truth finds itself to be now. 

So, here we go. I was not the author who wrote this book. Much like you, I was only a 
reader of the work which another put into ink. My role in this book’s publication is that of an 
editor more than a writer.

Ah, yes, for those of you who just looked to check this book’s front cover for my name, no, 
you do not see things that are not there. I am rightly credited as the author of this book because 
I did indeed write every word you have, and will read, within this book. However, I say I am 



not the author of this tale because I did not create it. I may have written it down, but don’t 
think I was the first to do this. For the first person to ink this tale out on paper was its 
protagonist, Zaida. All I did was, like you, read her book and fall in love with the story, the 
characters, the world, and ultimately the protagonist’s journey. Thus here, I provide you with 
nothing more than an abridged retelling of a single life which touched my own. 

With that said, the immediately preceding chapter (number 13 that is) has not been 
written from the acquainted viewpoint of our beloved runaway Raider, Zaida. The decision to 
write a chapter outside of Zaida’s head has been made for no other reason than this: Zaida 
herself indeed did not experience the events of this chapter (at least not in a way she could tell 
them). However, this section has been put here because the events which conspire inside its pages 
shape the future of Zaida. Thus I have chosen to write it here for you from the viewpoint of 
myself as a narrator.

I tell you this because I have found that with such a chapter I have created a split in 
my readers. Some claim this chapter is an obstruction to the tale itself and has no place in the 
grand scheme. Others say that one must read it; however, this should be done so after finishing 
the rest of the book. Then there are those who simply take life as it comes and read books 
straight from start to end. These people do though often hold long discussions afterward on 
which way (if they had read it another way) would have been the best.

I, myself, am completely unbiased in how you read. I wrote this next chapter for those 
who felt lost after finishing the tale. As to its placement in the book, well, as you might guess, 
the publisher chose that. So please, don’t let something like this darken your overall experience 
of reading Zaida’s tale. Enjoy the story for what it is, not how it has been published.

Signed, 

.Lily Schreiber

~December 3, 2017~ 





She was nothing special. There was almost not a single thing about her that was better 
or even different than the next person. However, you must pay attention, for I did say 
'almost.' See, this young girl that I am referring to has one exciting feature about her. A 
feature which most definitely made her special. This girl (for whatever reasons) was 
unable to age. I don't know why. It just was the way it was.  

So, what might this oddly blessed (or cursed) little girl's name be? 
Unfortunately, for her safety, we will have to keep that a secret. Nevertheless, we can 
hardly tell this girl's story without giving her a fitting name. Thus, we will have to 
provide her a name of some kind; of course, you do understand that it must be fake. A 
pen name of sorts is what we need. Yes, but this pen name must sound young, nothing 
like Martha, for that, just makes us imagine this 13-year-old girl as much too old.  

'Mary Ann'  

I find that to be an appropriately aged name for our girl. So, if you shall agree 
with me to call her such, we can move on to where Mary now sits peering out her sole 
window. 

The wind blows a smoky breeze through Mary's black shadowy shack. This 
timely gust of a guest brings a bold reminder to our young girl of the beautiful world 
that once lay outside her cage. A relevant jab which brings back the memory of what 
life was once like for her. That is, what life had been like before she became a hunted 
trophy for The Raiders. It has been eight years since Mary first took refuge in the city 
of the Fatherlands, and even though day after day she watches the men and women 
who walk by her window grow older, she, herself, has not aged a single day. This 
uncontrollable phenomenon gives her the unwanted attention of her hunters, The 
Raiders. And on this day (like many before it) The Raiders have found her. 

Chapter 13 

The Fire



�  

Now, granted there would have been no real reason, in particular, to have 
remembered that day. In all honesty, it was quite an average day for Mary. The Raiders 
were engaging in their favorite past time (that being chasing magic they hardly 
understood) and doing so in their normal way by wiping out an entire settlement. 
What made this day worth noticing was the name of the particular settlement The 
Raiders were destroying, or at least, the name the natives had given it. Yes, it was the 
settlement's name that made this particular invasion one to ink out for you to 



experience, dear reader. As I have said, The Fatherlands was its name, and if it had not 
been for The Fatherlands’ role later played as Nivchar's capital, you, dear reader, would 
have no real reason for reading these words. But as it is, The Fatherlands find 
themselves at the center of our tale. 

I hope I can express to you that you should not worry about Mary. The Raiders 
want her alive, and she knows that. So, for those of you worried she might die, there is 
no need. Mary is acutely quite safe. But if you must worry, give your concern to the 
others who have made The Fatherlands their home. For at this very moment, they are 
outside engaged in a losing battle against an enemy who cares nothing about the blood 
they spill. In fact, let us look out Mary's window ourselves at the battle raging. Ah, see 
those two young men there in the middle of town? The ones with the group of raiders 
circling them. Why not have a closer look at what they are doing? Check on them. 
Don't worry; Mary will be all right until we come back. Let us see if we can give these 
young men a hand. 

"I don't have time for you!" The darkest, roughest looking raider says to one of our 
two young men. "I'll promote the fighter to a general who brings me that turncoat's head."  

I will give you he has some strange grammar, but the swagger in his walk as he 
turns and leaves our two men to be killed, lets us know he means business. 

"You're a scaly-backed coward, Rog!" That is our young man, the one called a 
turncoat. He is trying to insult the rough looking raider, Rog. Apparently, Rog doesn't 
care, for he just keeps on swaggering away. 

Now, give attention here, this is where things get interesting. Our young 
turncoat in a swift fluent motion has reached into his boot and recovered the dagger 
hidden there.  With the skill of a never missing marksman, he throws it, right at the 
rough raider. A noble effort no doubt, if the blade had ever been given the chance to 
sink into the raider’s skin. As it happened, though, Rog spun around at the last 
possible moment and caught the thing, in mid-flight. 

"Fine! I'll kill you myself, Rade!" I believe Rog is a little frustrated right about now. I 
guess for good reason too for our young turncoat, Rade, is keeping him from finding 
Mary. Although, this wasn't the turncoat's goal. In fact, our two young men are here in 



The Fatherlands to protect another girl entirely. We will learn of her soon enough. For 
right now we should probably be listening, because it looks like our turncoat, Rade, is 
saying something to the other young man in danger. 

"I can handle them, Ben. You go find my sister." 

"No way! We'll find her after we both finish with these Raiders." 

"Ben, I'm not making it out of this one so you have to make sure she does!" 

As a general rule, Rade thinks fast on his feet, but when it involves his sister, 
Zaida, he is notorious for having his judgment blurred. Sadly, this decision is going to 
be no different. How do I know? Well, Rade has just grabbed Ben by his belt and collar 
and right now is throwing Ben up and out of the ever closing raider circle. With Ben 
now out of the picture, suddenly, like a noose, The Raiders all close down on Rade. So, 
please do not blame Ben for not helping Rade, for as you see, he really is unable to do 
anything. Anything but what he is doing right now. Running! Not away, but not to The 
Raiders either. Ben is running through the blood-filled streets of The Fatherlands. For 
what purpose? I think you know. 

"Zaida!" Ben yells as the mad-man in him pushes at his bones to run faster than 
they ever have. "Zaida!" 

Our young man is almost to the gates of The Fatherlands now. Gradually, the 
streets are becoming stuffed with men and women, all in a frantic rush. It appears they 
are trying to make it out of the city, and with good reason, for if we turn our attention 
to the skies, there off in the distance we might be able to see something. No, it is 
several somethings, flying in a kind of formation. They are too small to see just yet, but 
if we wait for a moment or two longer we will see that these flying 'somethings' are 
indeed dragons, a dozen or so of them, all with teeth bared and raiders on their scaly 
backs. Unfortunately, we can not wait here to gain a good look at the frightening 
creatures for our boy, Ben, has found a man who appears to be directing people out of 
the city. 

"Caleb! Where is she?" 

"Benjamin?! What in the blue be ye doing here?" 



"Zaida, Zaida, Caleb! Where is Zaida?" 

"Ah, ye be proud of that girl. She be there in that library still writing that book of her's. Been 
doing it every since ye dropped her off here. Yeah sir, every day for the last 6 moons. Morning to 
night. Yep, she got up early this morning and walked herself right into that library. That be this 
morning before them Raiders came. Been in there ever since." 

"You left her alone?! Caleb does she even know The Fatherlands are under attack?!" 

"No. Ah, but don't be sweating there Benjamin. She been safer than us all right where she be. 
Ain't no person getting in that there library." 

"What happens when she walks outside?!” 

 



Now this is the moment I was talking about earlier. The time that I said if we 
waited long enough for we could see the Dragons. This is that moment. For right now 
the Dragons are rushing over the walls of The Fatherlands. Being that Dragons are so 
vast and loud our two friends, Ben and Caleb, have both stopped to look at them. No 
one else is looking up at the sky, though, for they are all far too busy fleeing for the 
hills, leaving Ben and Caleb with no help in sight. 

"Ye right Benjamin! She gonna walk out and be died! Them there Dragons gonna burn her 
into ashes." 

This simple peasant, Caleb, isn't always smart, but he is always brave. If ever 
there was a man who held real bravery inside him, it was this kind man. And there is 
no doubt that his bravery is why with that last statement he has begun running, back 
into the now flame filled streets of The Fatherlands. Running back to The Library. 

We could follow our simple peasant, Caleb, back into the streets, but we know 
where he is going. I also believe that following him would result in heartache. This, I 
feel confident is something none of us wish to endure. Thus, I propose we go back the 
way we came. Let us go check in on our little girl Mary. 

Mary Ann is still in her shack where we left her, still looking out her window, 
and still feeling very much alone. However, this feeling is by no means going to last 
much longer, for any moment now, either a Raider or a Fatherlander is bound to come 
busting into that dark place. Lucky for us we won't have to wait long, for Mary's door 
has just flung off its hinges. In the door's area, we see a wise man. Now, how do we 
know he is wise? Because he has ripped the door off by pulling it outwards, away from 
the shack, instead for pushing it inwards where it could have hit our little Mary. 

"Joseph!" Mary runs to the wise man and, upon impact, gives him a warm, happy-
you-are-home, daughter like, hug. 

"We must get you out of here! Come on!" 

With that, our little Mary has disappeared outside into the world she has been 
faithfully watching from a distance for years.


