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Chapter One- The morning Rid remembered

This is a story about a young man who was called Rid Giger. The interesting thing
about Rid was that he had no memory for fourteen years. He could remember
things for one day, but the next morning he wouldn’t be able to remember a
thing. Every morning, for fourteen years, he would wake up after sleeping in a
barn, and beside him there would sit a talking cat named Therofus. The cat
explained, as he had done every morning since Rid arrived in Capgun city, that Rid
had no memory and was found as a child by the sword maker of the province.
Deirn, the sword maker, had been like a father to Rid since he was five, and every
day since he found him, Deirn, Therofus, and the Capgun Priestess, Miawill, used
the twenty fours hours that each day gives to try to piece together who Rid was
and why he had no memory.

But today was a very different day. This was the morning Rid remembered. This
morning Rid woke up and remembered everything from the day before. He even
remembered that Miawill had said that someday he would be able to remember
again. He got off the straw mattress and recognised his clothes, the barn of the
sword maker, and even the broken bucket that had hung from the roof for
decades and squeaked every time it moved. It felt kind of strange, remembering
that you remember, when for fourteen years you’d only ever forgotten. Rid stood
bolt upright and thought about it all for a moment, but just before he was about
to turn and race out of the wooden barn door, and scream to the whole district
that he had a memory, the young and beautiful Miawill walked in.

“l told you you’d remember,” She said presumptuously. It was as if she
instinctively knew that Rid could remember, though really it was quite obvious;
Miawill had always entered the barn each morning and found a confused and
frightened Rid staring back at her. Today he was grinning explicitly with a burning
desire to shout and laugh, as his handsome, young face beamed joyously at her.
“What did | tell you, Therofus? He remembers,” she called out of the door while
walking straight in and smartening up Rid, who still gaped at her blissfully.

“l remember what happened yesterday!” Rid cried out as Miawill tugged and
pulled on his torn, crimson tunic, flattened his burgundy, leather jacket, and
smoothed out his glossy brown hair, to tidy him up. “l remember you and Therofus
and Deirn and Phillip the guardsman, Tunilly the coin maker and-”

“Would you stand still for a moment while | straighten you out?” Miawill
complained as Rid wandered aimlessly around the hay filled barn. Miawill was
extremely beautiful. She had a pure, smooth face, and wore a golden chain across
her forehead, which had a sparkling crystal hanging neatly from its centre. When
she entered the room, the beautiful dress she worn seemed to float effortless
across the floor, and even while wrestling with Rid, her gown of pure white



glimmered like silver in the light. Everyday she would complain about Rid’s
scruffiness, and in stark comparison to her graceful appearance, Rid was
handsome but awkward, well built but shabby, athletic but uneven. Only his poor
posture and flimsy demeanour alarmed Miawill more than his lack of care when it
came to appearance, so like always she was here once again to tidy him up.

“l remember Felix, oh Felix, my lovable talking horse, and Zion my buddy! And |
remember poor old Dogimin, Deirn’s horse,” Rid continued, “You know all the
animals in Capgun can talk!”

“Really?” Miawill asked sarcastically as Therofus entered the barn. The
shimmering ginger cat, with a witty look and charming swagger in his walk, looked
at Rid with a shrewd grin before bursting into hysterical laughter. He may have
been small, but Therofus’ bold, gruff voice, and proud yet daring strut could
never be missed.

“Rid, my boy! Isn't this just wondrous?!” Therofus cackled while bouncing around
Rid ecstatically, who laughed joyfully. “So tell us, my lad, where are you from,
who are you, why did you lose your memory?”

Rid paused for a moment and then realised that he couldn’t remember anything
from before when he woke up yesterday. “He doesn’t remember all that,
Therofus. He only remembers what happened yesterday,” Miawill revealed. Rid
looked at her strangely for a moment and then remembered that he was told
about priestesses yesterday. You see Miawill was a priestess of Capgun; Capgun’s
priestesses had great powers of intuition and understanding. For anyone who had
not lived in Capgun, a priestess might have seemed psychic or telepathic.

“Right,” Rid muttered, “You're a priestess, the youngest in all Capgun. You ‘know’
stuff. See | remember!”

“l told you that you would,” Miawill answered. Now that Rid was reasonably tidy,
well at least for her standards, she could turn her attention to cleaning up some
of the hay on the floor. As she did the barn door swung open again. It was Deirn; a
tall, elderly, but strong man with a noble figure and a proud posture. He smiled
with great pleasure at Rid.

“And so your memory functions once again,” Deirn whispered in a deep voice.
“Today is a new day, Rid. Today is the start of our journey.” Rid looked at Deirn
warmly. Out of everyone in the barn right then Deirn was the only one for which
Rid had great reverence. Deirn appreciated Rid’s respect for him, and before
throwing his great, navy cloak over his shoulder and stepping into the barn, he
gave Rid a grateful smile.

“l remember everything from yesterday, sir,” Rid said, “| remember all that you
told me about our world, Aeothren, about the races and kingdoms that you have



encountered on your adventures. | even remember what | ate yesterday which, by
the way, was the best meal I’ve had in... well the best meal | remember having.”

“Then it’s time, Rid,” said Deirn. “It’s time to find out who you are!”

The busting city centre of Capgun was vibrant with morning activity when Rid,
Deirn, Therofus, and Miawill arrived at the chapel. Now concerning Capgun, which
was just one city in the Kingdom of Torin under King Arthur [, it must be known
that the race of Men is just one race in the vast world of Aeothren. Aeothren is a
big place, stretching as far as the sun shines, and is home to what many believe is
hundreds of races. Torin is a kingdom of humans, who excel in building proud,
strong, stone, medieval cities, with churches, chapels, bell towers, and houses.
Light sand-brown buildings can stretch for miles under the summer’s sun that
seems to shine all year round in Torin. Human cities like Capgun are known far
and wide for their knights, sword makers, and great adventurers who have
explored the world for many ages. For Rid seeing the city, a great
accomplishment of me, for what was to him but the second time was quite
breathtaking. Tall, stone buildings surrounded the busy street for as far as he
could see, while flowers and delicately coloured shrubs lined the road and house
roofs, to celebrate successful farming, which was also a part of Torin culture.
Capgun wasn’t the largest city in Torin, but it was big enough to be called home
to thousands of men, women, children, and the occasional non-human, like
Therofus, who were all very proud to dwell behind its great walls. Capgun was
ruled by a council of elite and accomplished peoples, who in their time had done
amazing things for the kingdom. Service to the King was an important thing to the
citizens of Capgun, and everyone seemed to do something that could be classed
as a service. Now that Rid could remember again, it seemed only right that he
find something to do for his kingdom too, but Deirn had other ideas; and that was
why they were going to see the council.

As the four of them crossed the street and went into the stone chapel building,
someone called out from across the street to Rid. “Hey! Hey, Rid?” called the
voice from above the crowd. “Rid is that you?” Rid turned around and looked
across the street. That’s when he saw Zion, a trainee knight of Capgun. Young and
athletic with side swept, bleach blonde hair and a boyish face crowned with a
square noise, Zion pressed hard to break through the sea of people in between
him the chapel. Just able to cut behind a great wagon of corn, Zion stumbled on
to the chapel courtyard smiling yet unsure.

“Zion!” Rid called out with great pleasure while throwing himself at his stunned
friend to hug him. Flinging his arms around Zion’s yellow, silky cloak, Rid
squeezed his best friend tightly.

“You remember me?” Zion asked in confusion.



“He remembers everything from yesterday,” Deirn revealed, “We knew this day
would come.” Zion laughed at the brilliant news and, placing both hands on Rid’s
shoulders, shook his friend with great pleasure. As he did so everyone in the
street slowed their walking to a halt, and a silence filled the entire area.
Everyone there; the shop keepers, gardeners, tradesmen, the hay stackers, and
even Mrs. Berry- the old, loud, bread maker who spent ever morning outselling
every other bread maker in town with her over powering vocal chords, were
speechless. A few of them had noticed something strange when Rid came out of
the barn; he was several hours early, as it usually took till noon for Deirn to
explain to him that he had no memory, and he didn’t trip on the step from the
barn to the street, which had managed to humiliate him every day since he was
nine. Now they all realised that it was because Rid could remember, and as Rid
watched the thousands of eyes that gleamed at him, feeling rather awkward at
such attention, everyone began to cheer and laugh with joy.

“He remembers!” called out a tower guard from the other side of the street.
“Good on you, kid!” yelled a trader with a sack load of flour over his shoulder.

“It’s about time!” bellowed Mrs Berry with a hugely forceful belt of a laugh.
Everyone laughed along for a while, and then as Deirn gave a commanding wave
of his hand everyone began to go back to their daily activities. The normal lives of
the city folk would continue but this time with a something to smile about. As
Deirn patted Rid on the back with a small smile on his face of great pride for the
lad, Rid noticed that Zion was still grinning profusely at him.

“Do you know what this means, Riddy?” Zion cried though the beaming teeth in
his grin.

“Of course | do! Deirn told me yesterday. We’re going to see the council now,”
Rid told Zion excitedly, “come with us.” At that the five turned and hurried up
into the dark entrance of the court chapel. Inside they would tell the council of
Capgun that Rid remembered, and they all hoped that the council would grant
them the quest that they had all been waiting to go on for fourteen years; the
quest for the truth about Rid Giger. So they were all thrilled when the council
said yes. Deirn never thought that they would actually grant the expedition, but
the council were as intrigued by Rid as his friends were. Their only condition was
that Council Member Adraas Hennen join them. Having her with them would be
like having all the literature and books on everything to do with Aeothren
accompanying them, so the group were more than happy for her to be on the
quest. She could be like a walking library at times, given all the stuff she knew!

By mid day the sun was hot and high, and the quest was ready to leave Capgun
city. They would journey through the stone street of Capgun’s city centre, along
the brick passage to the outer wall, through the bold, crafted gate, and out of the



city towards the Torin fields of luscious, green grass. Rid, Deirn, Therofus,
Miawill, Zion, and Councillor Adraas, were to be joined by Felix, Rid’s horse, and
Dogimin, Deirn’s horse. In addition Peter, the city scribe was also included, along
with Damien Kenathrin and Oppil Nesrador, two of Capgun’s finest swordsmen.
The first day of their adventure would take these eleven to the river Gian, just
east of Capgun, and from there north to the mountains of Shirandor.

“Don’t you think this is cool, lad?” Therofus asked as he scurried beside Rid, and
the quest marched along the hilly countryside just beyond Capgun’s walls. “I
mean, not many Animathians get to go on great quests of discovery and
adventure.”

“What’s an ‘Animathian’?” Rid asked curiously.

“Oh sorry,” Therofus laughed, “of all the days that we didn’t talk about my race
we had to pick yesterday! The Animathians are my people... or... well... animals!
We have lived in Aeothren for thousands of years.”

“Right... as far as anyone can remember Aeothren was discovered thousands of
years ago,” Rid answered, “by our ancestors, who came here in an alliance of
ships from... from... Where did they come from?”

“Well my kind always believed that the alliance of races sailed here from a place
that had no name, but no race has any actual proof of where we came from.”
Therofus explained.

“Yesterday you said there were hundreds of races in Aeothren, and that this world
spreads as far as the sun itself shines,” Rid said curiously.

“That’s right, Rid,” Therofus answered while leaping onto a small stone. “There
are Men, Fairies, Water folk, ELlf kin, Magic Folk, and many, many more. | don’t

think | can even remember all the races of the alliance. Don’t forget about the

races who were in Aeothren before our kind arrived though.”

“There were people here before?” Rid asks.

“Yes, young Rid Giger,” answers a wise voice from behind Rid and Therofus. The
pair turned to see Councillor Adraas walking elegantly ahead of the others and
toward them. As the breeze swept gently throw the grass and rock pass, Adraas’
stunning, scarlet cloak wafted lightly, as though it were made of silk. About her
neck hung a thick golden chain, and hanging from it was an emerald crest,
signifying her rank as a council member in Capgun. Adraas carried with a grace
and honour that caught Rid the moment he heard her speak, so as she close in on
him and Therofus, the youngster couldn’t help but feel the need for great
reverence. “Three races were here before the alliance arrived on the western
shores,” she said, “the Majestirians; wise, powerful, and kind divine beings from
the north who tamed Aeothren when it first rose from the Origin seas; the



efeated them before can they not do it

an entire age,” revealed Therofus
would have done something long ago to
know whether they have really gone,
After all it was the Kinglins who told our

ite depressed by talk of doom. But then
ething hopeful.

,”’ he said with a smile.

































